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The Sex Addicts

The rot had set in six months ago, after Julian. Not that it was his fault, not entirely. He was just the catalyst, the final, inexorable pressure point on a fracture that had been spiderwebbing through the delicate porcelain of Pippa’s life for years, the intricate network of cracks waiting for one last tap to shatter the whole façade. Julian had been… nice. A perfectly sensible architect with a kind, crinkling smile that never quite reached his eyes, a cultivated taste for artisanal cheeses that filled her refrigerator with the sharp, earthy scents of goat and sheep, and a genuine, if somewhat placid, interest in her work as an acquisitions editor. He was the kind of man her mother would have adored, the kind of man whose steady presence would have smelled of clean laundry and subtle, expensive cologne. He would have looked effortlessly handsome in wedding photos, his calm gaze a perfect anchor to her own more volatile energy, and he would have fathered well-behaved, golden-haired children who excelled at sports and never talked back.

And for a while, for a desperate, grasping while, it was enough. The quiet domesticity was a balm, a cool hand on the feverish brow of her restlessness. She’d leaned into the tableau of it all, playing her part with meticulous care. There were the Sunday mornings, the weighty rustle of the New York Times spread across the polished oak of their dining table, the air thick with the aroma of freshly brewed dark roast coffee. She could feel the satisfyingly coarse texture of the newsprint under her fingertips, hear the soft scratch of his fountain pen as he meticulously filled in the crossword puzzle boxes. There were the evenings spent sharing a bottle of predictable but pleasant Cabernet over a home-cooked meal, the clink of their wine glasses a gentle, recurring chime in the otherwise silent apartment. It was a perfect picture of a life, a carefully constructed diorama of stability she had craved with a fierce, hollow ache. She had curated every piece of it, from the neutral-toned linen throw pillows to the man who sat beside her on the sofa.

But the silence in that diorama had become deafening, a high-pitched ringing in her ears that no amount of ambient music could mask. The oppressive niceness felt like a heavy, suffocating wool blanket in the sticky heat of a New York summer, smothering the very air from her lungs, every thread woven with a bland, predictable comfort that had begun to feel like a cage. It started as a small, gnawing dissatisfaction, a formless anxiety that felt like a trapped bird fluttering against her ribs. It became a restlessness in her bones that long, punishing runs along the East River couldn’t quell, the rhythmic slap of her sneakers on the pavement only serving to amplify the chaotic drumming inside her own head.

Then, the dissatisfaction metastasized into an itch. A deep, persistent thrumming that began low in her belly, a coil of heat that had nothing to do with affection and everything to do with a void that demanded to be filled. It radiated outward from her core, a prickling, electric sensation under her skin that made her want to claw at her own flesh. It was a craving not for the soft press of a loving hand, but for the sharp, bruising grip of friction. Not for the sweet solace of tenderness, but for the predatory gleam of teeth. The world Julian offered was smooth, polished, and without purchase; she found herself desperate for a rough edge to cling to, something sharp enough to prove she was still capable of feeling anything at all.

She’d started picking fights with him, small, petty arguments over the most insignificant things, the way he loaded the dishwasher, the brand of olive oil he bought, a casual comment he made about a colleague. She weaponized trivialities, desperate to see a flash of real fire in his placid, sky-blue eyes, to force a crack in the smooth veneer of his composure. On the rare occasions when a spark finally ignited, a flicker of outrage or frustration crossing his handsome features, she would feel a potent, vicious thrill. She would drag him into the bedroom without a word, the anger a potent aphrodisiac that surged through her veins like a drug, making the subsequent sex feel real, immediate, and desperate. His hands, usually so gentle, would grip her with a satisfying harshness, and his confusion would momentarily curdle into something that felt like raw, masculine power.

But the fire always died too quickly, doused by his intrinsic inability to sustain any emotion so jagged. The blaze would recede, leaving behind the cloying, acrid smoke of his confusion and the thick, choking miasma of her own self-loathing. He wanted to make love, to connect, to soothe the hurt he couldn’t understand. She wanted to be consumed, to be torn apart and remade, to burn so brightly that the itch would be incinerated, if only for a moment. He would hold her afterward, his body warm and solid, his breathing even, and she would lie there, rigid and cold, feeling the profound, unbridgeable chasm between them widen into a galaxy.

The end was as predictable as it was pathetic, a cheap melodrama she watched unfold with a sense of grim, detached inevitability. He found the messages on her phone. She’d left it on the kitchen counter, screen-up, a slip so careless it could only have been deliberate, a subconscious act of self-sabotage. The screen glowed in the dim evening light of their kitchen, a beacon of her betrayal. Flirtations with a freelance photographer, a man she’d met at a book launch, all sharp angles and hungry eyes, had escalated into a series of graphic, illicit promises she never intended to keep. The thrill was in the transgression, the gut-swooping, dizzying risk of it all, the secret world she was building in the ether, a world where she was desired not for her stability but for her potential for chaos.

Julian hadn’t yelled. He hadn’t thrown things or slammed doors. He had simply stood there, his back to the soft glow of the under-cabinet lighting, his face a mask of profound, bottomless disappointment that was so much worse than rage. Rage was an inferno, hot and cleansing. This was the void, cold and absolute. It was a judgment that flayed her to the bone. He packed a single leather duffel bag, his movements precise and eerily quiet, each folded shirt and placed toiletries a small, deliberate act of severance. The soft zip of the bag closing was the loudest sound in the apartment. As he stood at the door, the cool night air already seeping in, he looked at her one last time, his gaze not angry, but clinical, as if she were a puzzle he had finally given up on solving. And then he said the words that would become the soundtrack to her unraveling, the two sentences that would echo in the screaming silence of her head for months to come: “I don’t know what’s wrong with you, Pippa. But you need help.”

Help.

The word was a brand, a sizzling, permanent mark on her psyche. For a while, she’d leaned into the skid, embracing the label. If she was broken, she might as well enjoy the shattering. A string of men followed, a carousel of anonymous bodies meant to anesthetize the wound Julian had so calmly exposed. There was a bartender from a dive bar downtown, his neck a canvas of snaking, black-ink tattoos. He smelled of whiskey and cloves, and he took her against the rough, cold brick wall of an alley behind the bar, the grit of the wall scraping her back, the scent of stale beer and overflowing dumpsters a perversely grounding anchor in the chaos.

There was a visiting professor from a foreign university, his silver-streaked beard soft against her skin, his wife a distant, abstract concept in another state. He specialized in whispered degradations in the hushed, sterile atmosphere of a boutique hotel room, the clean, impersonal scent of the high-thread-count sheets a stark contrast to the filth of his words. There was a musician, a boy really, young enough to be her intern, all frantic energy and unformed ambition. His apartment smelled of patchouli and unwashed laundry, and his boundless, almost puppyish stamina left her feeling hollowed out, ancient, and profoundly alone.

Each encounter was a frantic, clumsy attempt to scratch the relentless itch, a desperate search for a feeling so intense, so overwhelming, it would finally silence the cacophony in her head. But each time, the relief was fleeting, a momentary abatement as thin and fragile as a soap bubble. The high would vanish, leaving behind a residue of shame and the lingering scent of a stranger on her skin, on her clothes, in her hair. And then the craving would come back, stronger, more demanding, its teeth sharper. The itch was becoming a wound, a raw, weeping sore she couldn’t stop herself from picking at. She was losing herself, piece by piece, to a hunger that was never, ever satisfied.

Her work, once her sanctuary, the one sphere of her life where she felt competent and in control, began to suffer. The carefully ordered world of manuscripts and deadlines dissolved into chaos. She would sit at her desk, staring at a promising debut novel, and the words on the page would blur and swim, rearranging themselves into meaningless, squirming shapes. Her focus, once laser-sharp, was now shattered into a million tiny, glittering shards of memory and anticipation. She’d be in a vital meeting, discussing paperback rights for a major author, the air smelling of expensive perfume and the faint, dusty scent of old paper, and a stray thought the memory of a rough hand gripping her hair, the ghost-scent of a stranger’s sweat on her own skin, the imagined thrill of the next encounter would derail her completely. Her train of thought would vanish, leaving her adrift and silent, the faces of her colleagues turning toward her with polite, questioning smiles.

Finally, the inevitable summons. Her boss, a sharp, elegant woman named Eleanor, had called her into her corner office. Concern creased the skin between her perfectly sculpted brows. “Is everything alright, Pippa?” she’d asked, her voice gentle, but her eyes sharp and assessing. “You seem… distracted.”

That was the moment. The polite, corporate euphemism that meant you’re fucking up, and people are noticing. The floor seemed to drop out from under her. Julian’s words came rushing back, a cold tide of shame: You need help. That night, surrounded by the shadows of her far-too-quiet apartment, she surrendered. A late-night, shame-fueled Google search for “sex addiction support groups NYC,” her fingers trembling as they typed the humiliating words, led her to a weakly designed website with a bare-bones meeting schedule. St. Jude’s Church, basement. Tuesdays, 7 PM. It felt like a sick joke, the punchline to a long, unfunny story about her own spectacular implosion.

But she was out of options. She was tired of waking up next to men whose last names she didn’t know, the indentation of their head on the pillow next to hers a silent accusation. She was tired of the shame that clung to her like a second skin, a film she could never quite scrub off in the shower. She was tired of the itch, the relentless, tyrannical itch. So she had put on her armor—a severe, charcoal-grey pencil skirt and a cream-colored silk blouse—and descended the worn concrete steps into the humid, confessorial dark.

It had started in that dimly lit church basement, the kind of place that smelled perpetually of stale, burnt coffee, damp concrete, and the faint, cloying sweetness of regret. The long fluorescent tubes overhead hummed a weary, off-key tune, a monotonous drone that vibrated in Pippa’s teeth. They cast a sallow, unflattering glow on the faces arranged in a lopsided circle of mismatched chairs, draining the life from every cheek and illuminating every flaw.

Pippa sat in a cold, unforgiving metal folding chair, her legs crossed at the knee, her pencil skirt riding up just enough to catch attention if someone were looking. It was a subconscious act, a reflexive posture of allure learned over a lifetime of being looked at, and she hated herself for it even as her fingers smoothed the fabric over her thigh. She wasn’t sure why she was there. Not really. Maybe it was a morbid, intellectual curiosity, a desire to see the other broken toys and categorize their damage. Maybe it was the terminal, soul-crushing boredom that had become the defining feature of her existence. Or maybe, just maybe, deep beneath the layers of cynicism and pride, it was the terrifying, fragile hope that someone in this room of sad-eyed strangers might actually understand the visceral, crawling itch under her skin that hadn’t gone away, no matter how hard or how often she scratched it.

The circle of chairs was half full, a sad menagerie of humanity. Some stared resolutely at the scuffed linoleum floor, their shoulders slumped in defeat. Others seemed a little too eager to share, their eyes bright with a desperate, performative need. A woman with limp, dishwater-blonde hair was finishing her story, her voice a thin, trembling warble as she spoke about losing custody of her kids because of the endless, sunless hours she’d spent in anonymous chat rooms, chasing a digital phantom of intimacy. A man in a cheap, shiny suit, his tie loosened and stained with something she didn’t want to identify, stared at his overly polished shoes as he mumbled about the escorts his dwindling salary could no longer afford. They were all variations on a theme of ruin, notes in a somber symphony of desperation.

A cold wave of dissociation washed over Pippa, a feeling of being behind thick glass, observing a species she didn’t belong to. Her problem wasn’t like theirs. Hers was… different. More refined, she told herself, a pathetic attempt at intellectual snobbery, before a sharp, brutal spike of self-loathing pierced the delusion. It was the same disease, the same rot; hers was just dressed in better clothes.

When it was her turn to speak, the moderator’s gentle gaze falling upon her, she leaned back, letting the cold metal bars of the chair press into her spine. The small, sharp discomfort was a grounding reality against the slick silk of her blouse. Her fingers, nails painted a demure shade of taupe that belied the chaos within, tapped an idle, impatient rhythm on the chair’s armrest. “I’m Pippa,” she said, her voice astoundingly calm, almost bored. It was the voice she used in tense negotiations, a carefully modulated instrument of control that revealed nothing. “And I guess I’m here because I can’t stop thinking about sex.”

A few heads turned.

The stale air in the room, which had been thick with shared misery, seemed to shift, to prickle with a different kind of energy. Her statement was too blunt, too devoid of the requisite shame and trembling that usually accompanied such confessions. It wasn’t a cry for help; it sounded like a statement of fact. Some of the faces looked sympathetic, their expressions softening with a weary, maternal understanding. Others, however, stared a little too long, a flicker of something that wasn’t sympathy in their gaze, a flicker of recognition, perhaps, or a current of shared appetite. But it was the man two seats down who caught her attention and held it.

He hadn’t looked at her when she spoke, not directly, but she’d felt the weight of his attention all the same, a focused, physical pressure against the side of her face. He was tall, that much was obvious even as he sat slouched in the flimsy chair, and broad-shouldered in a way that his simple, heather-grey t-shirt couldn’t conceal. The soft cotton stretched taut across his chest and biceps, hinting at the solid muscle beneath. His arms, resting on his thighs, were corded with well-defined muscle, and a latticework of dark, intricate tattoos, vines, and symbols she couldn’t quite make out, disappeared under the short sleeves. He had sharp, arresting features, a strong jaw dusted with several days’ worth of dark stubble, a straight, almost severe nose, and a full, well-defined mouth that was currently set in a hard, unreadable line.

But it was the restless energy thrumming off him that snagged her interest, a low-frequency vibration that seemed to disturb the air around him. He wasn’t fidgeting or tapping like she was; it was a deeper, more contained kineticism, a sense of immense pressure being held in check by sheer, formidable force of will. He looked like a panther forced to sit still in a cage of chihuahuas. It made her wonder what he was holding back, what kind of violence or passion he kept leashed inside, and a wholly inappropriate, treacherous part of her wanted to be the one to find out.

He didn’t speak much for the rest of the meeting, listening to the other pathetic stories with a heavy, brooding stillness that felt more active than passive. But when the moderator, a gentle, bearded man named Carl, prodded him gently, asking if he had anything to share, he finally broke his silence. His voice was a revelation. It was deep, a low, rumbling baritone that vibrated through the stale air, laced with a quiet, gravelly intensity that sent an involuntary shiver chasing its way down her spine. It was the kind of voice that could command or console with equal, devastating ease, and it slid under her skin, bypassing all her defenses and going straight to that itching, hungry place.

“Faris,” he introduced himself, his gaze finally flicking toward her for a fraction of a second, a quick, dark flash of assessment, hot and penetrating, before dropping to the scuffed linoleum floor between his worn, heavy leather boots. “I’ve been fighting this… thing,” he gestured vaguely, a sweep of a large, calloused hand that spoke of physical labor, not desk work, “for years.” He paused, the silence stretching. “I thought I had it under control, but…” He trailed off, his jaw tightening visibly, a muscle feathering along the sharp line of it. He swallowed hard, the antsy motion stark in the strong column of his throat. “Yeah.” The single word was freighted with a whole world of failure and frustration. He said nothing more, retreating back into his fortress of silence, but he had said enough. In his aborted, choked-off confession, Pippa heard the perfect, resonant echo of her own futile struggle, the same exhausting cycle of control and spectacular collapse.

Afterward, as the meeting broke up into a murmur of commiserations, exchanged numbers, and half-hearted plans for post-meeting coffee, Pippa felt an inexorable, magnetic pull. She watched him rise to his full, formidable height, easily the tallest man in the room, and slip out the door before anyone could corner him with well-meaning platitudes. She lingered, pretending to rummage in her purse for her keys, just long enough not to seem too eager, then followed him out of the suffocating basement and into the cool, damp embrace of the city night. Pippa found him just where she knew he’d be, leaning against the graffiti-scarred brick wall of the church, shrouded in the deep shadows between the jaundiced pools of light cast by the streetlights.

One large hand was shoved deep into the pocket of his dark, worn jeans, while the other held a cigarette, its tip a tiny, pulsing red ember in the gloom. He didn’t seem all that interested in smoking it; it just dangled from between his index and middle fingers, a prop, an excuse. She approached him slowly, the sound of her heels clicking against the wet pavement unnaturally loud in the relative quiet of the side street. Each click felt like a pronouncement, an announcement of her intent, a staccato beat in the silent conversation that had already begun between them.

“That bad, huh?” she asked, her voice softer than it had been in the meeting, losing its brittle, professional edge. She nodded toward the neglected cigarette as she came to a stop a few feet away from him, honoring a small, safe perimeter.

He exhaled sharply through his nose, a humorless laugh that was more a puff of air than a sound. The cigarette bobbed in his hand. “Just needed an excuse to stay out here a little longer.” He took a drag then, a long, slow pull, his cheeks hollowing slightly. He held the smoke in his lungs for a beat too long before letting it out in a grey, ghostly plume that drifted between them, momentarily obscuring his face. His eyes, dark and piercingly direct, finally met hers and held. Something in his expression shifted. The guarded, impenetrable mask from the meeting cracked, revealing a sliver of something raw and unguarded beneath. Hesitation, maybe, or a weary recognition. It was the look of one predator acknowledging another in a territory where they were both supposed to be tamed.

“You weren’t lying in there, were you?” he stated, his voice a low, intimate rumble that seemed to vibrate in her chest. It wasn’t a question. “About not being able to stop thinking about it?”

A thrill, sharp and dangerous and exquisitely familiar, shot through her. This was the edge she craved. No niceties, no polite fictions, no careful dancing around the subject. Just the stark, ugly, exhilarating truth. She felt a slow, knowing smile touch her lips as she raised a single, perfectly sculpted eyebrow. “Were you?”

For a long moment, he didn’t answer. The silence stretched between them, thick and heavy with unspoken things. The city hummed around them, a symphony of urban life, the distant, mournful wail of a siren, the low, subterranean rumble of a subway train passing beneath their feet, the gentle hiss of tires on wet asphalt. He held her gaze, a stare so intense it felt like a physical touch, and in the dark, turbulent depths of his eyes, she saw it. The same consuming hunger that lived in her, the same frustrated rage, the same itch. He was a mirror, a dark, distorted reflection of her own disease. Then, with a sudden, decisive movement, he dropped the barely-smoked cigarette to the pavement and crushed the glowing ember under the heavy heel of his boot, grinding it into nothing.

He stepped closer, closing the small, safe distance between them in a single, fluid stride. Suddenly, he was looming over her, so close she had to tilt her head back to look up at him, her personal space completely invaded. The air grew heavy, charged with ozone, the atmosphere just before a lightning strike. He smelled of tobacco smoke, the clean, sharp scent of soap, and something else, something uniquely masculine and feral that pricked at her senses, musk and leather and a hint of wildness.

“No,” he admitted, his voice dropping to a near-whisper, a conspiratorial growl meant only for her ears, a secret they now shared. “Not even close.”

That was it.

The permission.

The absolution.

The tacit, unspoken agreement to burn it all down together. The short walk to her apartment was a blur of contained chaos, a silent, high-stakes procession. They didn’t speak, didn’t touch, but the space between their bodies was a live wire, crackling with a voltage that made the fine hairs on Pippa’s arms stand on end. Every step was a conscious decision, a move further away from the hollow promise of recovery in the church basement and deeper into the thrilling certainty of the sin they were about to commit. The air in the elevator was so thick with anticipation, she felt she could barely draw a full breath. She watched his reflection in the polished steel doors, his broad, dark form looming behind her like a shadow she had summoned. His gaze was fixed on the back of her neck, and she could feel it like a physical touch, a brand of heat on her skin that made her shiver.

When they reached her door, her hands trembled so badly she fumbled with her keys, the metallic jangle deafening in the quiet hallway. He gently took them from her, his fingers brushing against hers. The brief contact was an electric shock, a jolt of pure energy that went straight to her core, making her gasp softly. His fingers were warm, his palm calloused and rough against her own smooth skin. He unlocked the door with an unnerving steadiness and pushed it open, stepping back to let her enter first in a gesture of mock chivalry. The heavy click of the lock as he shut and bolted the door behind them was deafening, a sound of finality. It was the sound of a cage door swinging shut, and in that moment, she didn’t know if she was the trapper or the trapped. She found, to her dark delight, that she didn’t care.

They’d barely made it three steps into the hallway of her apartment, the dim, romantic glow of the city lights filtering through the large living room windows and casting long shadows on the floor, when the dam of their collective restraint broke. He turned her to face him, his hands coming up to cup her jaw, his thumbs stroking the frantic, hummingbird pulse beating in her throat. His eyes, dark pools in the low light, searched hers, a final, questioning look. In them, she saw the war he was fighting, the struggle between years of self-denial and the raw, immediate need staring back at him. And she saw him losing. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod, a movement of pure surrender. It was all the permission he needed.

His mouth crashed down on hers, not with tenderness, but with a raw, desperate hunger that she met with equal, ravenous force. It was a kiss of biting and bruising, a frantically impatient exploration of teeth and tongue. She tasted tobacco and something else, something uniquely him, dark and intoxicating. She clawed at the fabric of his t-shirt, bunching the soft cotton in her fists, pulling him closer, wanting to absorb the sheer, solid reality of him into herself. He backed her against the hallway wall, his body a hard, unyielding cage around her, pressing her into the cool, smooth plaster. His hands left her face, sliding down her body with an owner’s confidence, his palms rough against the expensive silk of her blouse. One hand tangled in her short, dark hair, gripping a fistful and tilting her head back to give him better access to her neck, while the other slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, and then, abruptly, dizzyingly, he was on his knees in front of her.

The sudden shift in altitude made her gasp, her head spinning. Before she could process the change, his hands were at the waistband of her skirt, then her thin trousers underneath, pulling them down with an impatient, fumbling roughness that sent a spike of pleasure through her. The cool air of the apartment hit her skin, raising goosebumps on her thighs and stomach. He laid a trail of hot, open-mouthed kisses and sharp, delightful bites across the freshly exposed skin of her hips and abdomen, his stubble a glorious, abrasive rasp against her soft flesh. Pippa groaned, the sound torn from her, her head falling back against the wall, her fingers digging into the plaster for support. “God, you’re so sexy,” Faris whispered, his voice muffled against her skin, the words a low, guttural vibration that seemed to travel through her entire body, making her tremble.

He continued his downward path, his nose and lips tracing a line over the delicate lace of her panties, until he was between her thighs. He paused there, just breathing, his face buried in the juncture of her legs. The air was thick with her scent, a potent combination of her own arousal and the expensive French perfume she wore. For him, it was a drug, overriding every rational thought, every promise he’d made to himself in countless meetings just like the one they’d abandoned. It was the scent of pure, potent femininity, and it was his undoing.

“Fuck,” he growled, the word a ragged prayer against her. He placed his large hands on her shaking thighs, his grip firm and possessive, spreading them apart. Her muscles clenched in a moment of involuntary resistance before surrendering completely, granting him access to her most vulnerable place. He hooked his thumbs into the leg bands of her underwear and pulled them down, tossing the scrap of black lace aside without a glance. He looked at her then, his dark eyes burning with an intensity that stole her breath. He was seeing all of her, the truth of her, slick and ready and wanting. There was no judgment in his gaze, only a matching, ravenous need that mirrored her own.

“Faris, don’t tease me, fuck,” Pippa cried out, her voice thin and reedy, a stranger’s voice. The anticipation was a physical pain, a sharp, exquisite ache deep inside her belly. He was mapping her with his gaze, committing her to memory, and she was coming undone with every second that passed.

As if her plea had broken a spell, he moved. Two of his thick, calloused fingers suddenly slid deep inside her. The shock of it, the blunt, slick invasion, made her cry out. He was wet with her readiness, but she was impossibly tight around him, a hot, velvet sheath. At the same time, his thumb, broad and rough, found the sensitive, swollen nub of her clit and began to press and circle with an expert’s knowledge. The dual sensation was overwhelming, a lightning strike of pure, unadulterated sensation that short-circuited her brain.

A series of low moans and breathy gasps bubbled from her lips as Faris slowly, deliberately, thrust his fingers in and out of her heat. He was unhurried, drawing out the delicious torture. Each inward push felt like it was hitting a spot deep inside her she didn’t know existed, a nerve center of pure, elemental pleasure. With each slow withdrawal, she felt a keen, sharp sense of loss, immediately remedied by the next deep thrust. Her hips began to move of their own accord, a small, rocking motion, trying to meet his hand, to take more of him, to hurry him along.

Faris groaned, the sound a low, animalistic rumble in his chest that she felt through the floor. “So fucking tight,” he murmured, his gaze fixed on her face, watching the way her eyes were squeezed shut in concentration and her lips were parted on a pant. He could feel her inner muscles fluttering and clenching around his fingers, a desperate, greedy welcome. Pre-cum leaked from the tip of his cock, dampening the front of his jeans at the thought of replacing his fingers with the real thing. Soon, he told himself, a mantra against the rising tide of his own terrible urgency. Not just yet. He wanted to watch her. He wanted to own this, her first unraveling in his presence. He turned his attention back to his work.

Her short, dark hair was plastered to her forehead with a fine sheen of sweat, clinging to her temples in damp, inky commas. Her breasts, full and round under the confining silk of her blouse, were heaving with each ragged, shallow breath she took. The longer he edged her, holding her on that excruciating precipice, the more stunningly beautiful she became. The carefully constructed artifice she wore like armor, the poise, the control, the bored sophistication, had crumbled away completely, leaving behind this breathtaking, elemental creature of pure sensation. He couldn’t get enough of the sight.

“You’re gorgeous like this,” he drawled, his voice a rough caress of sound. He picked up the pace, the thrusts of his fingers becoming deeper, faster, more demanding. His thumb switched its tactics, abandoning the languid circling for a rapid, focused friction directly over her sweet spot, the tiny, hyper-sensitive peak that was the key to her undoing. He was determined to send her careening over the edge, to watch her shatter completely. He leaned in closer, his breath hot and moist against her slick folds, his lips brushing against her.

“Just imagine how much better my cock will feel inside you,” he whispered, the dirty promise a match to a lit fuse.

“Faris, please,” Pippa panted, her voice cracking, breaking on the words. Her mind was a white-hot storm of pure sensation. There were no thoughts, only the relentless, punishing rhythm of his hand, the burn building low in her belly, coiling tighter and tighter into an unbearable knot. “I’m so close, I… I’m going to…”

A choked wail of raw pleasure tore from her throat as the tension finally snapped. She came in a violent, world-ending cataclysm that ripped through her entire body. Her back arched hard off the wall, her nails scrabbling for purchase against the plaster, leaving faint white lines in the paint. Waves of pure, unadulterated pleasure pulsed through her, each one more intense than the last, radiating from the epicenter of his merciless touch. For a few perfect, suspended seconds, she was weightless, thoughtless, a being of pure electricity, completely untethered from her own body.

She ground her hips against Faris’s hand, chasing the last delicious shudders of the climax, her cunt clenching around his fingers in a series of spastic, milking convulsions. Faris could only smile, a dark, possessive curve of his lips, as he felt her incredible release. He held himself perfectly still inside her, letting her ride it out, watching as her body gradually came back down to Earth.

Her eyes fluttered open, half-lidded, the pupils huge and black, glassy and unfocused. She gazed up at the man who’d just given her possibly the most intense orgasm of her life. The sheer power of it was terrifying and more exhilarating than anything she had ever known.

“Faris,” Pippa began, her voice a hoarse, shaky whisper, but he placed a single, rough finger to her swollen, kiss-bruised lips, silencing her.

“I’m nowhere near finished with you,” Faris growled, the dark promise in his eyes making her core clench with a fresh, startling wave of anticipation. He rose to his feet in one fluid, powerful motion. His hands went to the button of his jeans, and with a stark economy of movement, he shoved them and his boxers down his powerful legs, kicking them off. Finally, he was fully bare to her. He was magnificent. A sculpture of raw power. Thick, powerful legs dusted with dark hair, a lean torso, and a trail of dark hair leading down his flat abdomen to a cock that was thick, long, and fiercely erect, gleaming with his own need for her.

He crawled onto her, his considerable weight pinning her to the mattress she hadn’t even realized they’d stumbled toward. The soft give of the bed was a welcome surrender after the hard wall. He planted a trail of hot, open-mouthed kisses up her belly, over the strained silk of her blouse, his tongue flicking out to taste the salt on her skin. He paused at her breasts, taking one fabric-covered peak into his mouth, sucking hard enough through the material to make her gasp and arch against him. He moved upward, his mouth finding the frantic, fluttering pulse in her neck, and finally crushed his lips against hers again. This kiss was different. It was less of a desperate battle and more of a claiming, deep and proprietary and utterly consuming.

Faris took his thick, straining cock in one hand and teased the entrance to her slit. The blunt, velvety head of him slid against her wet folds, the friction making her groan and arch against him again, desperate for the fullness of him. He pulled back, a breath away from entering, denying her.

“Tell me,” he snarled into her ear, his hot breath a torment, his voice a guttural command. “Tell me exactly how much you want it. Tell me how badly you want me to ravage you until you can’t walk straight for a week.”

Pippa moaned, a sound of pure, agonized need. She could feel the head of his cock teasing her, dipping just inside her slick folds before retreating again and again. She was so wet from her recent orgasm that it slid against her almost too easily, a torturous, maddening promise of what was to come. The demand for her to voice her desire, to put her shame and her craving into words for him, was the final, perfect degradation. It was exactly what her soul, sick as it was, needed to hear.

“Stop teasing me, Faris,” she begged, her voice thick and slurred with arousal. “Fuck me. Please, I need you inside me. I need you to fill me up. Wreck me.”

“Ah,” Faris surged his hips forward, a sharp, powerful motion, and buried his cock in her in one swift, seamless thrust. A shared groan of exquisite shock and perfect pleasure escaped them both. He went all the way to the hilt, stretching her, filling her so completely it felt like he was touching her soul. He froze there, deep inside her, bracing himself on his forearms on either side of her head. His eyes were squeezed shut, his face a mask of intense concentration as he fought hard not to come immediately.

She was so impossibly tight and warm, a searing, velvet glove gripping him from base to tip. He thought he might explode within her in an instant. Her inner walls pulsed around him, an involuntary, greedy welcome, and it took every ounce of his hard-won control to hold back. Luckily, willpower, a muscle he’d been forced to exercise for years to the point of exhaustion, eventually won the battle. The urgent, overwhelming urge to come slowly subsided, settling into a manageable inferno he could now wield.

Smirking, Faris propped himself up on one powerful arm. The fingers of his other hand tangled deep into Pippa’s short, dark hair, gripping the strands at the root near her scalp. Pippa gasped, a sharp intake of breath that was half pain, half soaring pleasure, then moaned loudly as Faris wrenched her head back, tilting it to the side. Her neck, long and elegant, was perfectly exposed to him. It was an offering, a gesture of complete submission that sent a fresh, potent wave of dominant desire coursing through his veins.

Faris began to move his hips, establishing a rhythm. Slow but deep, hard thrusts that pushed him to the very brink of her cervix with each powerful stroke. He growled against the delicate skin of Pippa’s neck, the vibration a primal counterpoint to her own escalating cries. She wailed in pleasure, a high, keening sound that was pure, uninhibited sensation, the sound of a woman being utterly possessed. Her hands, no longer needing to hold her up, were free to roam. Her nails, immaculate and proper just hours before, desperately scrabbled at his muscular back, leaving angry red marks as she tried to anchor herself in the storm he was creating. She was babbling, a breathless, nonsensical mix of curses and pleas as he thrust powerfully into her, over and over and over.

“Jesus Christ, Pippa,” he panted against her ear, his voice rough with exertion and a raw, ragged awe. “You feel so fucking good. So hot. So unbelievably wet.” His brain was absolutely swimming in pleasure, a deluge of pure sensation that was washing away years of denial and grim restraint. He fluctuated between thrusting hard and deep, a relentless, punishing rhythm, and then slowing to kiss and nibble a fresh, dark mark onto Pippa’s neck as enunciation to his near-rambling praise. “All this for me. I fucking love it.”

Suddenly, as he felt the first treacherous hints of his own control beginning to fray at the edges, Faris had an idea. A way to take this even further, to push them both over another, higher cliff. He pulled out of her completely, the sound a wet, obscene slap in the quiet room. Pippa cried out at the sudden, shocking emptiness, her hips lifting off the bed as if to chase him. Ignoring her protest, he sat up into a kneeling position between her legs and, grabbing her ankles in his strong hands, hoisted her legs up onto his broad shoulders. The position was shockingly intimate, breathtakingly vulnerable. It opened her to him completely, both physically and visually. He paused for a heart-stopping moment, just looking at her, at the deep flush that covered her body from her chest to her cheeks, at the unabashed wetness glistening between her open legs in the dim light.

Then he re-entered her in one swift, brutal stroke.

It elicited a strangled, guttural mule of a sound from Pippa. Her world tilted on its axis. Every sensation was new, amplified. The angle was different, steeper, deeper. He seemed to feel even bigger than before, which seemed utterly impossible. Every powerful thrust slid along a different internal wall, hitting nerves she didn’t know she possessed. Her hands flew to the sheets, gripping handfuls of the expensive Egyptian cotton as she tried to withstand the glorious, overwhelming onslaught.

“You wanna come for me again?” Faris purred, his voice a low, confident rumble that vibrated from his chest, through her legs, and into her very core. He was in complete control now, the undisputed master of her pleasure. As he continued his powerful, deep lunges, his free hand came down between them, his thumb finding her clit again with unerring accuracy. He resumed the same frenzied, direct pace that had sent her over the edge the first time. The combination was devastating. The deep, stretching fullness of his cock, the relentless thrusts that rocked her entire body, and the sharp, targeted stimulation of his thumb created a symphony of sensation designed for her complete and utter destruction. His slick hips began slapping against Pippa’s with a wet, percussive rhythm as he picked up the pace, his own control shredding with every passing second.

He wouldn’t last much longer. He could feel the pressure building at the base of his spine, a tidal wave about to crest and break. Pippa could do nothing but moan in response to his taunting question, her head thrashing from side to side on the pillows. A familiar burn, hotter and more urgent than before, blazed in the pit of her stomach. She was close. So incredibly, agonizingly close. Her toes curled, her thighs quivered where they rested on his shoulders, her entire body tightening like a bowstring being pulled taut to its breaking point.

“That’s it, baby. Come for me,” he rumbled, his voice thick and strained with his own imminent release. His own climax was nipping at his heels, a wolf preparing to pounce. He thrust deeper, harder. “Let go for me. Show me how much you love it.”

As if on his command, another powerful, soul-shattering orgasm shot through Pippa’s body. A scream tore from her throat, raw and primal, her back arching so hard she lifted clear off the mattress, supported only by her shoulders and his punishing grip on her ankles. She cried out Faris’s name, the name of her confessor, her co-conspirator, her damnation, and her salvation. The sight of her, coming apart on his cock, completely undone and shrieking his name, was the final trigger for him.

It wasn’t long before Faris joined her in the throes of cataclysmic pleasure. With a guttural roar that seemed to be ripped from the very depths of him, he lost all control. He pumped himself dry inside her, his hips bucking and shuddering violently with each powerful, final thrust. His vision whited out, his mind dissolving into pure, blinding sensation until finally, with one last, deep surge that felt like it bottomed out against her soul, it was over. He collapsed on top of her, his entire weight a crushing, welcome burden, his face buried in the crook of her neck. They were both slick with sweat, trembling uncontrollably in the aftershocks of a storm they had not weathered, but created. The silence that descended was absolute, a vacuum broken only by the ragged, desperate sound of their breathing and the frantic pounding of their hearts against each other’s chests.
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I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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