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Chapter 1 - Yasmina 


​The sun warmed my toes, glistening off the sparkling ocean water in front of my cabin. It was the most relaxing feeling, kicking my legs up on the deck and breathing in the salt water air. It was the start of my summer vacation, and I had the cabin for an entire month. 

​I’d just wrapped up my freshman year of college, and it was maybe the most stressful time of my life. School had always been my strong point, but then I started dating this guy Frank. He seemed nice at first, and he was best friends with my roommate’s boyfriend, so it kind of just happened. 

​And then his red flags started appearing, and honestly, I simply wasn’t used to someone like that. He was immature, but he could also be fun. At least until it wasn’t. I should have left him sooner, but he kept guilt tripping me and saying how he couldn’t live without me. 

​He lied about anything and everything, even things there was no benefit to lying about. Once he told me that he had to go home to watch his mom’s dog, when really he was going to his uncle’s funeral. I still don’t understand that one, but it was par for the course. Lying was like a pastime to him, and it drove me fucking insane. 


​I worked and studied so much that I didn’t notice a lot of the signs, like him going out partying every chance he got, or hitting on anything in a skirt. My focus was on my future, and doing well with my very full schedule. 

​He said he was doing fine in school, which turned out to be another lie. By the final quarter, he’d been put on academic suspension, and he dropped out shortly after, ghosting me in the process, which turned out to be a blessing in disguise. 

At the time, I just put my head down and grinded harder, saving every penny I could while staying on top of all my schoolwork. I knew I couldn’t keep it up forever, but it helped keep my mind occupied after wasting my entire freshman year with one loser guy. He wasn’t even any good in bed, and I swore that I wouldn’t fall for another guy with his lack of ambition. 

Suffering from burnout, I knew that I had to do something to restore my mental health and stamina, so I booked a month-long stay at a cabin on the beach.  It would be my first vacation alone, and I planned on reading some books, eating good food, getting drunk, and sleeping in. 

My first act of solitude and relaxation was simple, to sit out on the front porch, kick my feet up, and do absolutely nothing. The constant back and forth grind between school and work had been grueling, perhaps the most difficult juggling act I’d ever been unfortunate to attempt, but it was all worth it now that summer had arrived and I was in my cabin. 

It was a beautiful view, overlooking the ocean and in perfect position to watch the sunset. 

“Howdy!” he said, slightly startling me as I wasn’t expecting to see anyone. I looked over at my neighbor, a handsome older white man with a drink in hand, and a twinkle in his eye. 

“Oh, hi. I was so zoned out that I didn’t even realize you were out there.” I said, chuckling and smiling back at him. 

“I noticed. I didn’t want to interrupt you because you seemed so content.” he said, draping his arms over the railing. Our cabins were only about ten feet apart. 

“Yeah. I’m just tired from the drive, I’m Yasmina by the way.” I said, standing up from my chair and walking towards the edge of my porch so we didn’t have to yell. 

“Nice to meet you, Yasmina. That’s a beautiful name. I’m Clark.” he said, making me instantly think of Superman because of his hulking stature. He had to be six four, with wide shoulders and the most endearing smile. “How long are you staying?” 

“Oh, uhm, I’m here for the next month.” I said. 

“Oh, wow. I guess we’re gonna be neighbors, I’m here all summer.” he said. The fatigue I was feeling faded away, replaced with a sort of tingly, excited sensation. 

“That’s amazing. We should hang out.” I said, blurting the offer without thinking. 

“We should. Are you free now?” he asked, his beaming smile was like a tractor beam, pulling me in and making me want to get to know him better. 


“I am.” I said, realizing what I’d gotten myself into. 

“Your place or mine?” he asked, staring into my eyes. 

“My place. If you don’t mind.” 

“Of course. I’ll be over in five minutes.” he said, nodding his head before entering his cabin. I felt butterflies like crazy, as he was very attractive, and kind of a secret fantasy of mine. Ever since high school, I’d always had a natural preference for older men, but it was never something I’d actually pursued. 

“My very own Clark Kent.” I muttered, rushing inside to make sure I looked alright. After the long drive, I just figured I’d be spending the rest of the day alone, so I was kind of a mess. 

After looking in the mirror, I went into a panic. I looked like shit, and could undoubtedly smell myself, so I turned on the shower and hopped in, rushing my way through the fastest shower I’d ever taken. I felt like I was in the military or something, desperate to finish before he arrived because I didn’t want him to know. 

My head was all over the place, multitasking between lathering myself up and experiencing anxiety. Frank was an exhausting person, and he’d drained me to the point that I hadn’t even really thought about dating anyone else. I just wanted a break, but at the same time, meeting Clark was kind of exciting, and it reminded me that I still had options and possibilities. 

Chapter 2 - Clark 


​I had to do a double take when I saw her sitting on the porch. I’d been there for two weeks, and the surrounding cabins had remained vacant. It wasn’t only that I had a new neighbor, it’s that she happened to be an absolutely gorgeous woman, and exactly my type. 

​Even with her dark hair up in a ponytail, I could tell that it was luscious and thick, perfectly matched with her beautiful brown skin. Being freshly divorced, I couldn’t help trying my luck with her. At the very least, the company of a pretty girl could do me some good. 

​I refilled my glass of whiskey, reapplied deodorant, and then gave myself finger guns in the mirror, wishing myself luck before my toes slipped into my flip flops, and I made the short walk over to her cabin. 

In retrospect, I should have knocked, but I thought she was still out on the balcony. Instead, I pushed open the door with drink in hand, my eyes practically exploding out of their sockets as she scampered across the room, completely naked. I froze, just staring at her perfect little brown ass and lean legs. 

“Uhm, I’m sorry.” I said, startling her for the second time as I shielded my eyes and looked away. 


“Ahh!” she screamed, covering herself and hopping across the room. The cabins were very small, twelve by twelve, maybe. 

“I’m sorry.” I said, stepping back towards the front door and feeling like I’d blown the whole thing. 

“It’s okay. Fuck.” she said, going into the bathroom and closing the door. “I’m sorry, I forgot to bring a change of clothes. I took a quick shower, I didn’t want you to smell me.” 

“You’re fine. I mean, I should have knocked.” I said, smiling to myself as the fresh imagery flashed in my mind. Yasmina was laughing, and seemed to feel every bit as stupid as I did. I liked that she could shrug it off so easily, that she laughed in the face of chaos. 

“Do you think you could grab my bag? The big white one?” she asked, opening the door slowly and pointing to the corner. 

“Yeah, I got you.” I said, striding across the room to retrieve it, and seeing that it was full of women’s clothes. She’d wrapped herself up in a white towel by the time I made it to the door. 

“Thank you. I’ll be right out.” she said, a shy, embarrassed smile adorning her face. Her big brown eyes were enough to make my heart melt, and I smiled back at her before stepping away so she could change, going out back to wait on the porch for her arrival. 

It was a heck of an introduction, and an unintentionally great way of breaking the ice. I’d already gotten a full look at her naked body, so what else was there to feel nervous about? That was as intimate as it could get, and the most fortunate accident of my life. Her physique was unreal, lean like only a woman her age could be, with delightful curves and an ass that left my heart pounding in my chest. 


I paced along the porch, setting my drink down on the railing as I waited for my next glimpse of her. After what I’d been privy to, I could only imagine what she had in store. We’d only just met, but my adrenaline was flowing and she’d already managed to hijack the darkest recesses of my mind. I wondered how old she was, where she was from, and if I had a shot. It was a good feeling, and one I hadn’t had in a while. I’d been officially divorced for six months, but I hadn’t so much as dipped my big toe back into the dating pool. At the very least, I could regain my bearings when it came to talking to women again as a single guy. 

The door popped open, and there she was, breathtaking in a flowing, form fitted white dress that hugged tight to her curves. 

“Yasmina, wow. Your beauty precedes you. You look stunning.” I said, so impressed that I’m surprised I found words at all. She was the visual representation of a goddess in every way, and carried herself with a very down to Earth charm. 

“Thank you.” she said, doing a quick little pose before having a seat with her drink. “I do love this dress, but I figured you might be disappointed after I modeled my birthday suit for you.” 

“Right? I mean, I wouldn’t have complained if you kept it on, but the dress is amazing too.” I said, sharing a laugh. Right away, I found her poise and wit attractive. 


“So, tell me about yourself, Clark. What are you doing here on vacation?” she asked, taking a deep inhale and gazing into my eyes with perfect posture. 

“Well, as you can tell, I’m an old man. And I’m divorced.” I said, leading with truthful, self deprecating humor. She shook her head, grinning like a sexy devil. 

“You are old, but you’re not an old man.” she said. 

“Okay, I’ll take that compliment.” 

“Seriously, and instead of saying divorced, just say single.” 

“Right. That’s smart. Should I write this down?” I asked. 

“You probably should. Do you have children? What do you do for work?” she asked. 

“No children, retired military.” I said. 

“That’s awesome. What branch?” 

“Army.” 

“My dad was in the Army, he was in logistics.” she said, cracking open her seltzer and inserting a straw. 

“Very nice.” 

“Yeah, he served for eight years and got out.” 

“Probably the right move.” 

“It seemed to work out for you. What was your MOS?” she asked. 


“Oh, damn. Hitting me with military terminology.” 

“What can I say? I’m a brat.” 

“I started in the infantry, did a couple tours in Iraq with the 75th Ranger Regiment, and then I switched over to 18 bravo. Special Forces Weapons Sergeant.” I said, always a bit unsure of how a woman was going to take it when she found out that my job in the military for twenty years centered mostly around combat. 

“Oh.” she said, her eyes going wide. She sipped at her straw, thinking it over. 

“Yeah, you know, mostly paperwork.” I said, which at least elicited a smile. 

“Yeah right. How many deployments did you do?” she asked. 

“I did two in Iraq, and two in Afghanistan.” I said. 

“I shouldn’t ask, but did you ever kill anyone?” she asked. Her eyes were wide like half dollars, and I could tell she was really interested. It just wasn’t something I normally talked about with civilians, even if their dads happened to be servicemen. 

“I did. A lot of assisted kills, clearing rooms with teams of guys, so you don’t always know exactly who technically “got the kill”, but you know. Yeah. We did a lot of killing during GWOT.” I said. 

“I don’t know that one.” 

“Global War On Terror. My bad.” I said. She looked at me with such intensity, like she was really studying me. 


“I’m sorry.” 

“It’s fine. You’re the first person I’ve talked to about this, outside of the guys I was there with.” I said. It was really weird, because it just spilled out of me. Maybe I was finally processing it all better, because I always locked it up around that topic, but I think it was something about her presence that made me feel oddly comfortable. 

“Can I ask you something? And I don’t want to offend you, honestly. I respect your service, and what you did.” she said. It wasn’t at all the direction that I expected our conversation to go, and I took another sip of whiskey in preparation of what she was about to ask me. 

“Shoot.” I said, grinning. 

“Do you think we should have been in Iraq?” she asked, completely straight faced. I appreciated her directness, and I made a face. 

“Well…No. I mean, no. We shouldn’t have been there. But at the time, you know, I was young, and gung ho, and I just wanted action. I wanted to kill bad guys.” I said, almost apologetically. I didn’t know where she stood on the issue, but it wasn’t exactly a war with major public support, especially with hindsight. 

“I understand. You’re very sweet. The world needs men like you.” she said. I smiled, and swallowed hard. 

“It was fucking crazy. I’m not gonna lie, I enjoyed it. But yeah, it’s kinda fucked up.” I said, letting out a sigh and finishing my whiskey. “Anyway, I’m gonna grab another drink.” 


“I’m sorry.” 

“No, no. You’re fine. Seriously, it’s kind of therapeutic.” I said. 

“You really don’t mind? I wasn’t trying to overstep any bounds.” 

“You haven’t. I promise.” I said, regaining my full composure and seeing her with googly eyes. “Can I ask you a question? I hope I don’t offend you.” 

“Shoot.” she said. 

“How old are you?” 

“I’m 21.” she said, not offended in the least. 

“Oh, gosh. I wish you would have said twenty five, at least.” I said, chuckling at our massive age difference. 

“That’s what I meant. Twenty six actually.” she said. I rolled my eyes, and stood up to make the quick jaunt back over to my cabin. “I’m 39. Hey I’ll be right back, don’t you go stripping down butt naked while I’m gone.” 

“Not this time. I’m still on my first drink.” she said. 

“Damn. I’ll bring the whiskey.” I said, going back inside to cut through to the front door. My tolerance was getting out of hand, but I had a slight buzz and a ton of fuzzy feelings. Yasmina had a depth to her that I really appreciated, and she was as easy to talk to as she was fun to look at. 

I didn’t know what I’d gotten myself into, exactly, but I was extremely motivated to find out. 


Chapter 3 - Yasmina 


Words can’t describe the vast difference between Clark and Frank, or between Clark and every other man I’d entertained romantically. It was abundantly clear I’d only been with boys, and everything about him was in stark contrast to what I was used to. 

We drank into the night, laughing our asses off, making jokes, and talking about ideas, and how we felt about the world. Knowing that he was special forces turned me on, not because of what he did necessarily, but because of what he was capable of. 

He possessed everything I found attractive about a man, discipline, dedication, selflessness, and above all, kindness. As far as men who go to war and experience unthinkable things, he was surprisingly friendly, and unjaded. His eyes were fresh and full of life, almost as if he was undaunted by what he’d seen. 

The night finally wrapped up when he realized that I was getting tired. Like the perfect gentleman, he gave me a hug and kiss on the forehead, told me that he wanted to see me the next day, which of course he would. We were neighbors for the next month! He took me inside, got me a glass of water, and went back to his place. 

I wasn’t trashed or anything, but I had four or five seltzers so I was feeling good and giddy. The attraction was off the charts, and all of my previous fatigue was replaced with a reinvigorated energy. I held my pillow tight, imagining it was him as I slid my panties off of my ankles and began grinding against it. 


“Please, daddy.” I whimpered, reaching orgasm almost effortlessly because I found the thought of him so arousing. I couldn’t stop smiling as I lay in bed trying to fall asleep, my head dancing with romantic thoughts of forever even though I knew that I was simply being dreamy. 

It was just exciting, especially so because he made no efforts to conceal his attraction. He wasn’t overly flirtatious, but he left it clear and in no uncertain terms that he thought I was beautiful, telling me several times that I was exactly his type, and precisely what he was looking for. Our first little date was divine, and felt almost ordained. I couldn’t wait to get to know him more. 

Between the drive, the alcohol, and the conversation, I was pretty tired and fell asleep easily after I relieved myself. When I woke up, it was still dark outside, and I was covered in sweat. 

“What the heck?” I asked, hopping out of bed and going to check the air conditioner. It had turned off, so I pressed the power button. Nothing. I flicked on the light, and came right on, so it wasn’t the electricity. The room was so hot that it was stuffy, and hard to breathe. I checked under the unit, looking for obvious signs of damage. Everything was plugged in, it simply wasn’t working. 

I took a cold shower to cool down, and to freshen back up after sweating in bed for God knows how long. It was five in the morning when I got out, and there was no way I could possibly fall asleep in that heat. The thermostat said 84, but it felt much hotter. I started sweating again before I could make it to the front door. 


It felt better outside, albeit still sweltering, and I sent a text message to the owner of the cabin, letting them know that the air conditioner was down, and in need of repairs. I still felt tired, and had plans of sleeping in for the first time in a while. 

That’s when it hit me. There was one other option. Clark. I really didn’t want to wake him, but I wasn’t going to sleep outside in the heat. I wanted the a/c, but the cuddles sounded nice too. If his cabin was anything like mine, it was tiny, with only a twin sized mattress in the corner. 

Knock! Knock! Knock! My heart was beating faster after knocking on his door, and I did it again to make sure he heard me. There was no answer, so I knocked for a third time. 

“Clark! It’s me, Yasmina.” I said, trying to speak through the closed door. Finally, the doorknob turned, and a very tired, underwear-clad Clark opened the door. 

“Hey.” he said, rubbing his eye with his fist and yawning. His physique was incredible, with shredded abs and a rather eye-catching bulge in his briefs. 

“I’m sorry to wake you, but my air conditioner broke. It’s like a hundred degrees in there. I can’t sleep.” I said, looking down at my bare feet and pajama pants. 

“Huh?” he asked, clearly pretty out of it. 

“Can I sleep here?” I asked, scanning his muscular body with my eyes. 


“Uhm, yeah. Sure. It’s gonna be a tight squeeze, though.” he said, stepping back so that I could enter his cabin. It was the exact same layout as mine, his room was just a lot more organized. Everything was uniform, and his clothes were rolled up into tight little balls on top of the dresser. 

“Thank you.” I said. He made a sort of grunting noise, and then collapsed onto the center of the mattress. I froze for a moment, trying to figure out what I should do. He didn’t leave me much room, but I made space by backing myself up against him. 

“Mmm…” he said, throwing his arm over me from the big spoon position. All of my tiredness disappeared, and my senses were heightened as he pulled me in close. I stared straight ahead, laying my hand on his as he pulled my ass into his crotch. 

“Clark?” I asked, receiving no response. His warm, heavy flesh against mine kept me wired and wide awake. We laid in silence, and Clark’s hands became increasingly active, moving up and down my side, and over my ass. 

“Yas, you smell amazing.” he whispered, sniffing my hair as I felt his hardness bumping against me. It made me feel giddy, with my body naturally becoming aroused. 

“Thank you.” I whispered back. He ran his hand through my hair, gathering it up and moving it to the side as he snuggled up against my neck, his stubble tickling my nerves and making me coo. 

“This isn’t fair.” he said, placing a soft kiss on my neck and making me giggle. 


“Why not?” I asked. 

“You’re too sexy for your own good. That’s why.” he said, grinding against my ass and giving it a good squeeze. I couldn’t believe what was happening, that my bad luck had so quickly turned around. 

“I’m sorry, Clark. I didn’t mean to wake you.” I said, raising my hips slightly to allow him to slide my sweatpants down to my knees. 

“I think you knew exactly what you were doing.” he said, hooking his thumb inside the waistband of my panties and pulling them down. My ass remained firmly pressed against his crotch, and my head was spinning as I felt his hard cock pressed between my cheeks. 

​He kissed my neck, nibbling on my earlobe and making my entire body take notice. It was happening, and I had no intention of stopping him. “Turn over.” 

​“Yes sir.” I said, turning towards him and laying my head on his bare chest. I used my legs to fully remove my pants and underwear, kicking them toward the bottom of the bed. 

​“You’re gorgeous, Yasmina. I want it.” he said, his smoky voice pulling me under. There was a growing pressure between my legs that only he could relieve, and I had zero willpower to resist him. 

​“Me too.” I whispered, letting him move my hand between his legs. He was still wearing his briefs, so I rubbed over top of them and felt how fucking hard he was. It looked big when he opened the door, but it felt enormous when I started rubbing over top of his length. 

​“Hey.” he said, cupping the side of my face and looking into my eyes. “I’m kind of dominant. I hope that doesn’t bother you.” 

​“Of course you are.” I said, smiling up at him as he pushed my head down. 

​“Take them off, slowly,” he said, referring to his underwear. I was on my knees between his legs, latching my fingers in his waistband and slowly pulling them down. I was so aroused that I was completely on autopilot, almost dazed. I felt ditzy, like a nympho who couldn’t control herself. “Good girl.” 

​“Ugh!” I gasped when it flopped out, easily the biggest cock I’d ever seen. It took a few seconds of pure shock to process it, and I stared open-mouthed like one of those girls in a porno. “Clark, it’s fucking huge.” 

​“Is that a bad thing?” he asked, taking a handful of my hair and holding my face beside it. I wrapped my fingers around the base, letting it stand tall and admiring his veiny shaft and swollen balls. I was speechless, stunned, and my mouth was watering as the sound of my own pulse invaded my ears. 

​“No.” I managed, biting my lip as I stared in awe. It was so big that it folded over, and I had to use both hands to hold it upright. 

​“You better call me daddy.” he said, his stern command breaking my hypnosis. We made eye contact, and I felt myself blushing. 

​“Yes, daddy.” I said, saying it in a sexual way out loud for the first time. 


​“Suck on the tip. Get it nice and wet.” he said. 

​“Yes, daddy.” I said, going cross eyed and leaning in. My salivary glands had already activated, and I began drooling all over it while I pressed my lips against his lollipop tip. 

​“Fuck.” he said, tightening his grip on my hair and taking over. He held my head with both hands, setting the exact pace and depth that he wanted while I struggled fitting his girth in my mouth. 

​“Mmmm…” I moaned, only to cough seconds later. He pulled my head away, a sadistic grin forming across his lips as he pushed me back down. It felt completely different trying to suck his dick, because it required me to damn near unhinge my jaw. 

​“That’s what I like. Choke on that big dick for daddy. Show me what a submissive little slut you can be.” he said, his words pulling directly on the strings of my arousal. He was exactly the dominant older man I’d always fantasized about, and I began fervently worshiping his big white cock, sucking and stroking in unison. 

​“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” my throat squished, and viscous saliva dripped down his shaft. 

​“Slurp it up, slut. There you go.” he said, mean and in full control. He pushed my face down in his balls, and I instinctively began sucking. They were swollen and full, and he was very reactive to my hungry lapping. 

​“It’s so big, daddy. I love it.” I said, feeling an insatiable desire to pleasure him. I stroked his spit soaked cock with both hands, giggling dimly as I gave myself over to him. It was almost shocking how submissive I became, and it was a side of myself I was only discovering because he brought it out of me. 

​“Lower,” he said, pushing my head down. I went back to his balls, eagerly taking them into my mouth and raising my eyes to make eye contact. “Lower.” 

​“Oh.” I said, making a popping sound with one of his testicles before lifting his sack with my nose and tonguing his taint. He lifted his legs, and repeated the command. 

​“Lower,” he said. I looked up at him, hesitating as I realized what was taking place. He grabbed the back of my head, holding it down as my hungry tongue found his asshole. “Ughnf, fuck yes.” 

​“Mmm…” I squealed, entering a feral state and rimming him like I was making out. I laid flat on the mattress, grinding against the comforter because the pressure was too much. 

​“My little slave, you know your place. You know where that little tongue belongs.” he said, raising his head so that he could watch. It was the most degrading sexual act I’d ever taken part in, so why was it making me impossibly horny? 

​“Yes, daddy. My tongue belongs in your asshole.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically. He wasn’t wrong, my entire mentality had effortlessly shifted to that of a sex slave, and I performed every dirty task he demanded in an attempt to please him. 

​He made me get down on my knees on the ground beside the corner of the bed, and I continued eating while he bent over the mattress. Even while it was happening, I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe that I couldn’t stop myself, or that I wanted more. 

​“Hold my cheeks open. Don’t stop, you little slut. Show me who you belong to.” he said. 

​“Yes, daddy.” I said, panting as my tongue grew sore. My face was covered in saliva, dripping from my chin as I held his butt open, dipping in and out and fucking his ass with my tongue. From there, it was right back to sucking his cock, gagging and struggling as he forced me to go deeper. I was almost out of my body at this point, and that’s when he threw me down on the bed, pinning my head to the mattress and slapping his cock down against my sex. 

​“Beg for it.” he said, taking a handful of my hair and leaning in close. 

​“Ughn! Yes, daddy. Please, please let me have it. Please.” 

​“You’re such a slut for big daddy dick. You can’t even help yourself.” he said, holding the back of my neck with both hands as he entered me. 

​“Ugh! Ahh, fuck. Yes sir. Please, yes.” I called out, rambling incoherently as he impaled me with his bitchbreaking fuckstick. My squeals were over the top, but I couldn’t help it. I’d never been penetrated with such force or aggression, with his juicy length hitting spots I didn’t know existed with each and every long stroke he fed me. 

​“Daddy’s little fuckslut. Say it.” he said, holding me in place and bottoming out. Tears were streaming down my cheeks, and I did exactly as I was told. 

​“Daddy’s little slut. Ughn! Daddy’s fuckslut, oh my God.” 

​“Say it!” 


​“I’m daddy’s little fuckslut. I’m your whore daddy!” I cried, barely audible over the thunderous meat packing sounds that were reverberating rhythmically through the room. He made me cum by sheer ferocity alone, and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I don’t recall all of the depraved things I said, but I remember professing my love for him in the midst of my orgasm. “I love you, daddy. I love you, I love you.” 

​“That’s right. Good girl, look at me. Look at me, baby.” he said, his grip tightening around my arms as he pummeled me into oblivion. “I’m gonna cum, baby. Yasmina, fuck!” 

​“Ugh! Yes, daddy. Cum for me. Cum in my pussy, daddy. Make me pregnant.” I said, completely shameless and without faculties. I didn’t know that level of arousal existed, or that I could be reduced to such a state. 

​“Ughn! Ughn!” the pace of his thrusting slowed, but not the hardness. He made me take it hard and deep, leaving it in as I felt his hot flesh pulsing inside me. It was so good that I was seeing stars. 

Chapter 4 - Clark 


​She was still passed out in the morning, laying naked in my bed. I leaned in and gave her a peck on the cheek, but she didn’t even stir. I was a little hungover, so I got up and started the process of getting hydrated. 

​Yasmina was an absolute dynamo in the bedroom, and she far exceeded any expectations I could have possibly had for her. Even though it was our first time, I couldn’t think of a more fulfilling sexual experience in my life. She invaded my mind, and I already felt possessive over her. 

​I hopped in my pickup truck, and drove to the nearest breakfast joint to grab a couple of chicken biscuits, egg omelets, and orange juice. When I returned to the cabin, Yasmina was sitting on my front porch. We didn’t talk after the sex, we both just sort of passed out, so I felt a little awkward getting out of the truck, considering the deeply intimate moments we’d shared. 

​“Hey there.” I said, drawing her beautiful smile. 

​“Hi, daddy.” she said, standing up as I approached. 

​“I got you something to eat. I figured you worked up an appetite last night.” I said, dropping the bag on the little round table beside her. 

​“Thank you. I am hungry.” she said, her eyes locked on mine. She seemed different, like she was already ready for more. 

​“Hungry for what?” I asked, feeling the blood rush to my cock. She’d changed into short shorts and a tank top, and she looked delectable. She giggled, shaking her head and reaching into the bag. 

​“For anything you’ll feed me, daddy.” she said. 

​“You can’t talk to me like that, sweetheart. You’re gonna make me ravage you again before you get a chance to eat breakfast.” I said. We sat down to eat, and I was glad to find that there was zero awkwardness between us. 

​“This is amazing. I didn’t realize how starving I was.” she said, sucking down her orange juice and eating just the chicken part of the sandwich. “Thank you.” 

​“No problem. You did a lot for me last night, I figured it was the least I could do.” I said. 


​“I did, didn’t I?” she asked, covering her mouth and chewing. Her eyes lit up, and I felt a deep, primal need to take her again. 

​“Yeah, you were incredible. I’m sorry about that, I kind of went crazy.” 

​“Don’t be sorry, I loved it.” 

​“Me too, but that was quite an ask for our first time.” 

​“Oh! Yeah, you mean the butt stuff.” she said, breaking eye contact nervously. 

​“Yeah, just all of it.” I said, chuckling. We both realized that it wasn’t a normal first hook up, and I think it left us both craving more. 

​“I told you I loved you.” she said, covering her face with both hands in embarrassment. 

​“Hey, that was hot as fuck, honestly. I knew it was just the heat of the moment, and it definitely turned me on.” I said, realizing that I’d never even been this open about sex with my ex wife. Our connection was that organic, it required no effort. 

​“Thank you. That’s the part I was the most embarrassed about. I brushed my teeth, by the way.” she said, laughing. There was something so light about her, like a cool breeze washing over me. I knew right away that she was capable of balancing me out, and the way we fucked was downright therapeutic, the ultimate cathartic release of pent up tension. 

​“Perfect. Now you have a clean mouth for me to defile.” I said, taking hold of her chin and looking into her big brown eyes. It was like electricity was flowing through my veins, and we moved right back into the cabin to pick up where we left off. 


​I didn’t feel as aggressive, I wanted something deeply intimate with her. She laid down on her back, and I got on top of her. 

​“Tell me what to do, daddy.” she said, her eyes sparkling with desire. 

​“Close your eyes.” I said, brushing the hair away from her forehead. “Now open your mouth.” 

​“Yes sir.” she said, parting her lips. 

“I want you to suck on my fingers. Pretend it’s my cock, and show me how much you want it.” I said, slipping my index and middle fingers over her soft, wet lips and onto her tongue. 

“Mmm…” she said, grinding against me from the bottom. Feeling her mouth on my fingers made my cock go painfully stiff, and I slowly worked them in and out, easing them towards the back of her tongue. 

“I’m going to train you to be such a good little cock sucker.” I whispered, letting her tongue swirl around the base of my fingers, and slowly activating her gag reflex. “It’s okay, baby. I want you to make a mess.” 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, one of her eyes popping open as she smiled around my fingers. I pushed them deeper, just enough to continuously make her work harder. She remained true, grabbing my wrist and pushing her throat deeper down onto my fingers. 

“Such a good girl. You’re gonna make daddy fall in love.” I said, removing my fingers and slurping her saliva off of them. I fought my urge to rip off her clothes, electing instead for a makeout session. 


It was impossible to separate the feelings of lust and love, even though I should have known better. The deeper we kissed, the more those lines blurred. I held her by the neck and jaw, pushing my tongue into her mouth and sucking in her saliva. 

“Mmm…” she moaned, her feminine whimpers spurring me on. 

“Open.” I whispered, reaching into her mouth and pulling out strands of viscous saliva. 

“It’s so naughty.” 

“Open, baby.” I said, letting my spit gather up in my mouth before letting it drip from my lips into her waiting mouth. I pushed her mouth closed. “Swallow. Good girl, now stick out your tongue. Let daddy see.” 

“Ahhh…” 

“Such a pretty little mouth. I want you to do the same thing with my cum.” I said, reaching down to unzip the front of her jean shorts. 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, while I removed her bottoms. I could have kissed her all day, but there was another taste I craved. 

“Spread your legs, let me look at it.” I said, lowering myself and latching my arms under her legs. She squealed as I buried my face in it, finding sweet wetness that I couldn’t get enough of. Yasmina removed her top, writhing in pleasure as I lapped at her clit. “So wet.” 

“Only for you.” she said, grinding against my face and pushing my face down in it. I removed my shorts and underwear, my cock throbbing to the point where I was no longer in control of myself. 

“I need it, Yas. Let me have it.” I said, pushing her ankles up near her head and pushing my cock into her. I was gripped with ecstacy, rubbing her soft soles against my face as I claimed every inch of her. “That’s my little pussy…” 

“Ugh! Please, daddy. Yes. It’s yours. Please don’t stop.” she said, flashing her beautiful brown doe eyes while I dropped my hips down onto her. “Ughn!” 

“Yeah, moan for that dick you little slut.” I said, sucking her toes before wrapping my fingers around her throat, leaning in for another taste of her tongue. I slipped in and out because of her wetness, her tight little cunt squishing with each entry. 

​“Harder, daddy. Choke me.” she said, already gasping. I couldn’t help grinning, as I was loving every little thing I got to know about her. 

​“Is that what you like? You like when daddy treats you like a little whore and takes it?” I asked, using my hips like pistons and squeezing the sides of her neck. Her face flushed, and her eyes bulged, but she kept staring into my eyes, mouthing the word “yes” over and over as I laid claim to her succulent flesh. 

​“Please…” she wheezed, thrashing beneath me as I felt my entire body flooding with pressure. 

​“Open your mouth. Come here.” I said, pulling out and standing over her, stroking my cock and pointing it directly into her open mouth. “Ugh!” 


​It was a thick, heavy load of hot sticky cum, deposited onto her tongue with errant strands shooting across her pretty face. She closed her lips around the tip, drinking from it like a straw as I continued seizing, emptying my balls and all of my vital energy down her soft throat. It was the same intensity as the night before, like something came over me whenever we started touching. 

​“Ahh…” she said, sticking out her tongue and gargling white bubbles as I squeezed the tip of my dick, emptying the final drops. 

​“So sexy, baby.” I said, climbing off of her. She kept playing with it, letting it pour over her lips and down her chin, scooping it up and putting it back in her mouth, all while staring into me. She was insatiable, unhinged in the most desirable way. I knew that it was spontaneous, but I already knew. There was no question. She had to be mine. 

Chapter 5 - Yasmina 


​Being with Clark was its own state of bliss, and exactly what the doctor ordered. You can’t really know what you’re missing until you get it, or in this case, until it was inside me. I always enjoyed sex, don’t get me wrong, but there are levels to this game, and he far exceeded anything I’d ever experienced. 

​It was kind of like euphoria, and I felt like I was under a love spell or something. I’ve never felt so clingy, so in need of constant cuddles. 


​“Why is it so good?” he asked, holding me in bed while we both stared past whatever was playing on the television. 

​“You tell me. This is mind boggling.” I said, snickering and cuddling up tighter. Everything about him was getting to me, even the smell of his body odor. I liked it for some reason, and I kept sneakily inhaling his scent and feeling closer to him. 

​The sex was constant, but so was our connection. The next week flew by, and I only became more and more of a hopeless addict of his love. He told me that he’d always had a thing for desi women, and that I checked every single one of his boxes. I admitted that older white men were kind of a forbidden fantasy to me, and that the two of us together felt like heaven on Earth. 

​We both remained sort of non committal about where things might lead following the vacation, but it always came out during the sex. The L bombs became more and more frequent, to the point that it was a regular part of our dirty talk. We were out of control, and we both knew it. I wasn’t on birth control, but we only used a condom once, and it was so that he could fill it with cum and have me eat it out of the rubber afterwards, which I did without hesitation, another clear sign that I was head over heels. 

​I mostly slept over at his place, and we never slept alone. We were together so often that I didn’t even tell my friends about him until the second week. Clark went on daily runs, sometimes I would join him, but he was impossible to keep up with. He’d lower his pace for me, but I hated slowing him down so I started just staying home. 

​It was way too exciting of news for me to keep to myself, so I reached out to my friend Melody, and told her that I was involved in a very sexual relationship with an older man on vacation. 


​MELODY: No way! Tell me all about it. 

​YASMINA: OMG, where to even start? His name is Clark, and he’s a retired special forces operator, which is so fucking sexy in it’s own right. He has a third arm dangling between his legs, and he might be the kinkiest man on planet Earth. 

​MELODY: Oh, wow. Do you think he’s killed anyone? 

​YASMINA: Yeah, I think he’s killed a lot of people. 

​MELODY: Why is that so hot? I’m so jealous right now, my summer has been ABSOLUTE TRASH when it comes to boys! 

​YASMINA: Well, he’s 40, so he’s definitely not a boy. 

​MELODY: Damn, girl. This sounds like a porno or something. 

​YASMINA: So does our sex life. It’s constant, multiple times a day, and he’s super dominant. Like, he literally just tells me what to do, and I always comply. He puts me in like, I don’t even know, a submissive state I guess. 

​MELODY: Damn, that sounds amazing. What kind of things does he tell you to do? 

​YASMINA: I’m almost too ashamed to admit some of the things we’ve done. He’s choked me, spanked me, spit in my mouth, made me swallow his cum, I fucking call him daddy for God’s sake. I still can’t believe it. He stays in the cabin directly next to mine. 

​MELODY: Do you think you’ll stay in touch after you leave? 

​YASMINA: I hope so. I can’t even imagine being with another man now, that’s the problem. It’s gonna be so vanilla and boring. 

​MELODY: Damn, yeah. I get that. 


​YASMINA: He lives in Georgia, so it’s only like a three hour drive. 

​MELODY: That could work. When does he leave? 

​YASMINA: He’s staying all summer. I think he’s loaded, and he’s just trying to chill and blow off steam. 

​MELODY: Sounds like it’s working out for him. 

​YASMINA: You have no idea. He’s turned me into his personal little whore, and I’m here for it. 

​MELODY: Lol, I’m so happy for you. You needed this after dating that jackass. 

​YASMINA: Right? I had to tell someone, and there was no way I could tell my mom lol. 

​Clark didn’t return home for several hours. I wasn’t sure if he extended his run, or if he had something else to do, but it got me thinking. Honestly, we were both single, and it was so perfect. Why wouldn’t we at least try to make things work? Or keep them going until one of us gets into a relationship. I understand the lack of appeal when it came to long distance, especially when the sex was so electric, but it felt hard to walk away from, like I’d be losing a part of myself. 

​“You’ve known him for twelve days, Yasmina. Twelve days, that’s it.” I said, trying to talk myself down. It was so much fun at first, but I was developing feelings, and it was making me anxious. He’d only been away for a few hours, and I was already having withdrawals. 

​Finally, Clark returned and came over to my cabin with a couple of bags in hand, and a big smile on his face. 

​“What’s that?” I asked, eyeing him suspiciously. He extended his arm, handing the bags over to me. 

​“It’s a gift. For you.” he said. 


​“Baby, oh my gosh. That’s so sweet.” I said, blown away that he was thinking about me while he was out. “What is it?” 

​“Well, look inside the bags, dork. Do you not know how presents work?” he asked, laughing at my question. I sat down on my mattress, and opened the shopping bags. 

​“Oh, wow.” I said, pulling out two pairs of the sluttiest lingerie I’d ever seen, and then reaching back into the bag to retrieve a butt plug and a bottle of silicone based lube. Normally, I’d have been embarrassed about gifts like that, but not with him. 

​“You like?” he asked. I was closely examining the lingerie, and he somehow nailed my sizes. 

​“It’s perfect. How’d you know my sizes?” 

​“Situational awareness. I snooped through your bras and panties, and figured it out.” he said. 

​“And what do I do with this?” I asked, holding up the butt plug. 

​“Lube it up, turn it sideways, and stick it straight up your candy ass!” he said, doing a whole arm motion. 

​“Sideways?” 

​“I’m kidding, but yeah, you stick it in your butt.” 

​“Why?” I asked, unfamiliar with the purpose of things like that. He was my entire introduction to kink in real life, so I admit that I was a tad confused. 

​“Because daddy told you to.” he said, which was a perfectly reasonable answer as far as I was concerned. “Go put this on. And this.” 


​“Oh, gosh. Okay.” I said, taking the lingerie and butt plug and disappearing into the bathroom. I started stripping down, and admiring his selection of lingerie. It was a sort of dusty rose colored crotchless full body piece with all sorts of little straps. I didn’t even know how to put it on at first, but I managed. 

​Honestly, it looked amazing and fit like a glove. I’d never adorned something so purposely revealing, as it had a bra aspect, but it didn’t even attempt to cover my nipples. I felt like a perfect little slut, and then it was the buttplug, which was in a factory sealed piece of plastic that I couldn’t hope of opening with my bare hands in the bathroom. I tried a tiny pair of nail clipper scissors, but it was hurting my hand so I decided to bring it to Clark. 

​“Yasmina.” he said, stating my name with wide eyes as I came into view. I hadn’t thought of the fact that it was the big reveal, I just needed help opening the package so I could stuff the little silver buttplug up my ass, which would be a whole another ordeal. 

​“What do you think?” I asked, caught in his gaze and tempted to model my new outfit. I would have only worn it for him, but it was incredibly empowering and it made me feel sexy. 

​“You’re the prettiest thing that exists in this world, Yasmina. I mean that. You’re to die for.” he said, pulling a huge buoy knife out of his pocket and shredding open the packaging like it was nothing, and then handing over the plug. “Make sure you lube it up.” 

​“Jesus. Yes sir.” I said, feeling a chill move through me. Sometimes, I don’t think he realized how naturally intimidating he could be. His saving grace was his smile. I went back to the bathroom, knowing full well that when I returned, I was going to be fully at his disposal. 


​I won’t go into depth regarding the process, but suffice it to say that I’d never had anything up my ass other than Clark’s tongue, and it took me a minute to fully insert it. Once it was in, I can’t deny that it added another layer of kink and intrigue to what was about to take place. My favorite thing about him was that I never knew exactly what he had in store, which I assumed is how he liked it. I was thoroughly prepared for whatever ambush he had planned for me. 

Chapter 6 - Yasmina 


​Even after all of our intimate moments, I felt a little shy walking out to present myself considering my attire. I felt sexy like a princess, and at the same time, like such a little whore for prancing around with a toy shoved up my backside. It wasn’t all that intrusive, although I was constantly aware of it. 

​“Baby.” he said, lighting up when I entered the room. He was laying on the bed, already naked and hard, lubed up and touching himself. “I was waiting.” 

​“I can see that.” I said, doing a half spin and showcasing myself. 


​“You’re my little brown angel. Get that tight little ass over here, and let me worship you.” he said, sitting up and motioning for me to approach. I crawled into the bed with him, and he moved behind me, grabbing my ass with both hands and laying me flat. 

​“Like this?” I asked, shaking my ass for him as he pulled my cheeks apart, hovering over me like a predator ready to consume its prey. 

​“Just like that, Yasmina. Perfect.” he said, dropping down behind me. “Put your ass up for me, I want to eat it from behind.” 

​“Yes, daddy.” I said, out of pure habit and reflex. It was funny to think back to the first time I called him that, considering how natural it felt over time. Clark’s talented mouth went right to work, and all of my worries and cares flew out the window. His tongue was divine intervention, and I began twerking in his face while he feasted. 

​“I’m obsessed with you.” he said, his face full of ass and his fingers digging into my flesh. 

​“I’m obsessed with your tongue.” I said, sighing as relaxation swept over me. I arched my back, pushing back against his face and giving him unfettered access to my private parts. 

​“Squeeze it. Clench around the plug.” he said. “Keep doing it. Every two or three seconds, squeeze.” 

​“Yes sir.” I whimpered, losing myself in our growing comfort for one another. It was like a massage, only much more pleasurable. The longer I squeezed on the plug, the more I understood it. The rhythmic pressure of his tongue and the pleasure I was experiencing through my anus were the perfect mixture, and I could feel the growing wave of pressure. 


​“I’m going to take it.” he said, pulling his head out of my ass and mounting me from behind. 

​“Take what?” I asked, caught off guard. He didn’t need to say what he meant, I figured it out when he squeezed lube all over his cock, and removed my buttplug. 

​“Whatever I want.” he said, slapping his hard cock against my ass several times, teasing his glans around my hole before applying forward pressure. I winced as he pierced my opening, and a completely novel sensation overtook me as he invaded me entirely. “Rub your clit, Yas. I want you to cum on my cock.” 

​“Ughn, daddy. Oh my God. It’s too big.” 

​“No it’s not. It’s a perfect fit.” he said, pushing it deeper. It was immediately pleasurable, and unlike anything I’d ever experienced. 

​“Daddy…fuck.” 

​“Squeeze it. I want to feel you gripping my dick.” he said, slowly working it in and out. It wasn’t long before we were in the midst of it, our bodies slapping together as we succumbed to the carnal pleasures that drove our every action. It felt like it was the reason I existed, to give him what he wanted, and to receive the glorious rewards that came along with it. 

​“I want to feel your cum in me, daddy. I want to feel it in my ass.” 


​“Good girl. I’m so close, baby. You want it?” 

​“Fuck yeah, daddy. Please.” I said, turning my head to see the agonizing look of pleasure on his face right as he lost it, pounding relentlessly until I felt those familiar contractions, and the accompanying release of cum that came with it. Bringing him to orgasm might have been my favorite of all the kinks, and I always came right along with him like clockwork, like my body couldn’t help synchronizing with his pleasure. 

​“Yas, fuck. It’s so good.” he said, holding my hips as he unloaded. It oozed from our tightly formed seal, drizzling down to my pussy as our pleasure fest came to a temporary end. A satisfied smile appeared on my lips, and I just knew that I never wanted whatever was taking place between us to come to an end. 

Chapter 7 - Clark 


​I was supposed to be there for months, with plans on extending my stay until the sun went away, but I knew that for her, it was a vacation. As her days began to dwindle, I decided to take action. There was no way I could let her go back to her regular life without me. I couldn’t handle that. 

​“Yasmina, what are your plans for the rest of the summer?” I asked. We were out at a steakhouse, having dinner on a Friday night. She wore the red dress that I bought her, and she made it look spectacular. Of course she did. 

​“Um, I’m going back home until school starts back up.” she said. 


​“No. Wrong answer, I don’t like that.” I said, pondering what to say next. I’d kept it in the back of my head, but I was too busy enjoying what was in front of us to think too far ahead. 

​“What do you mean?” 

​“Stay with me instead, I’ve already paid for the rest of the summer.” I said, giving her a stern look to see her reaction. 

​“Really?” she asked, raising her eyebrows. 

​“Yeah, really, Not only for the summer, just stay with me. Permanently.” I said. She smiled, rubbing her neck and looking around. 

​“I don’t know what to say.” 

​“Say yes daddy. And nothing else.” 

​“Yes daddy.” she said. I could tell by her expression that she was on board, and so was I, even though I didn’t have a proper plan in place. 

​“Okay, fuck yeah. Stay with me for the next two months, I’ll keep taking advantage of you, and then we’ll figure it out from there.” I said. 

​“Daddy, are you asking me to be your girlfriend?” she asked. I loved seeing that type of joy in her eyes, the excitement. 

​“You’re already more than my girlfriend, Yas. You’re my woman, and that’s that.” I said, sticking my fork into a piece of steak and shoving it into my mouth. It felt right, all of it. 

​“Yeah. So, what are we gonna do when I have to go back to school?” she asked. 


​“I have a house. Move in with me, commute.” I said. 

​“I can’t commute from Georgia. It’s too far. I have classes everyday.” 

​“Change your schedule. Do some online classes, figure it out. I need to be with you, Yasmina.” I said, taking her hands in mine. I’d been putting it off, mentally, how to deal with not letting her go. 

​“Okay.” 

​“You can transfer, or whatever. Come with me, we’ll get it right. I’ll support you. You know I’ll take care of you.” I said, feeling suddenly vulnerable and open to the possibilities. 

​“I know.” she said, furrowing her brows. “I knew this was coming.” 

​“Me too.” I said. 

​“It’s all I want.” 

​“Me too.” I said. As simple as that sounds, that’s all there was to it. There was a lot of figuring out to do, but we were both on board. The mission had the go ahead, it was time to go forward. She was really mine. 

Chapter 8 - Yasmina 


​My parents didn’t take it particularly well when I told them I’d be spending the remainder of my summer in Florida, so Clark packed everything up, and we drove to see them. I didn’t know what to think of it, other than I trusted him, and hadn’t developed any desire to tell him no. It happened so fast, he just sort of told me what we were doing, and then we were on our way. 

​By this time, we were officially dating, and I was completely in love. Once we pulled into my driveway, I felt scared and worried. Maybe I’d made a mistake. 

​Dad loved him, and they talked military for hours while my dad couldn’t seem to stop smiling. He loved it, and he needed no further convincing. We stayed there for the weekend, with Clark volunteering himself to sleep on the couch. I think my mom liked that. If only she knew. 

​Mom wasn’t as easily impressed, and continuously asked him questions and side eyed him. Clark remained cool, calm, and collected, dealing with whatever she threw at him. When the weekend wrapped up, she was as smitten as dad. I think she liked that he was secure, established, and completely committed to me. 

​We went back to the cabin afterwards, and spent the rest of the summer there while preparing our future together. I changed my schedule so that most of my classes were online, and found a college near his house that offered the same program I was enrolled in. Clark offered to pay for it all, which I declined at first, until he told me that it wasn’t negotiable. 

​“I’m not letting you go to work just to pay for school. I can do that myself, and I’d rather have you near me than far away.” he said. I agreed, and like always, that was that. Clark was the most capable, competent man I’d ever met, and when the summer wrapped up, and he took me home, I was amazed. 

​He owned a couple of acres, with a nice house and tons of toys. His gun collection was something to stand in awe of, and he had two safes that were stacked to the ceiling with ammunition. On top of all that, he continued to be a gentle, perfect gentleman in every way. Except for in the bedroom, which I had no qualms about. 

​Clark was generous to a fault, and let me do whatever I wanted, including spending his money. He couldn’t seem to tell me no, the same disease I suffered from in regards to him. He let Melody come and visit for the weekend, and always had time for my family. His parents had both passed away, and so I think he liked having a new family that adored him. 

​When he decided to drive me home to meet my parents, I felt nothing except anxiety, but when I turned out to be pregnant right after school started back up, I was eternally grateful. 

​That’s where we are now, pregnant and in love, living together and very official. I’m not used to having a fairytale right in front of me, proving itself right over and over again. It turns out that I’m almost four months along, which means I must have gotten pregnant right at the beginning of our tryst. 


​It’s going to be a boy, and so far everything is on track. I convinced Clark that we should name him Kent, because I know damn well he’s going to turn this little man into Superman. 

​School is going well, I feel great, and life is on easy mode. I can’t wait for every day, for everything that the future holds for us. I’m so glad to have found my sweetheart, my special forces dreamboat. 
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Weekend of Passion 

In an attempt to salvage her relationship and dead bedroom, Annabelle plans a weekend vacation to the beach. After months of scraping by, and saving every penny, she finally pays for the hotel rooms. The night before they're supposed to leave, Charlie stays out all night, and shows up in the morning with hickeys on his neck. Annabelle goes ballistic, kicking him out of their extended stay before making the drive alone. 

She needs to blow off steam, and arrives in Florida with revenge on her mind. 

Mike goes to the same bar every Friday night, and takes immediate notice of the beautiful younger woman a few stools down. She strikes up a flirtatious conversation, telling him all about how she was betrayed by her boyfriend, and practically begging him to help her feel better about the situation. 
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Taken Rough - Her Darkest Desires

Alicia is looking for a fresh start, and wants to reinvent herself.

Instead, she falls into the same insecurities about not feeling sexy, and the same patterns of being quiet and invisible. She develops an attraction toward the man in charge of her Writing and Public Speaking class, but she can't open up to him or get him to notice her.

Professor Law is freshly divorced and ready to unleash his darkest desires with a new lover. His ex-wife was too vanilla, and couldn't handle the intensity of his appetite. Women his age haven't worked out for him, and he knows it would be inappropriate to date someone enrolled at the university.

For the final, he assigns a speech designed to elicit a physical reaction. When Alicia walks to the front of the class, he prepares for another nervous, awkward attempt at a speech by Alicia. Instead, she's dressed to the nines and oozing sensual energy.

"The few partners I’ve had to date, have all treated me with tender care and respect. How disappointing.” she says, the opening line of her speech. Professor Law

is instantly entranced, as she details all of her deepest and darkest desires, confessing how she wants to be used in a rough manner by a dominant older man. He feels like she's speaking directly to him, and he's increasingly turned on as she removes her glasses, unbuttons her blouse, and takes her hair down from a ponytail and fluffs it out.

He had no idea the woman in front of him was hiding away all in the back all semester, and the moment he hears her innermost desires, he knows he has to have her.
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Bestie Surrogate - FMF Pregnancy Romance 

Mazzy can't believe it when her best friend asks her to have a baby with her husband. She understands that Kendra is infertile, but the indecent proposal seems almost surreal. 

Once the idea penetrates her mind, she can't stop fantasizing about the possibilities. Adam is tall, handsome, successful, and he chose Mazzy as the only woman he wants to carry his child. She's never thought about him in that way before, but can't stop once the topic is breached. Kendra promises they'll take care of her, and that a good time will be had by all. 

Surrogate Bestie features unconventional relationships, pregnancy, and romance. 
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Mutual Benefits 

Azra's husband cheated, and there's not much to fight for in the divorce. At 37, she's terrified of being poor and having to start all over again. 

Sampson is friends with her husband's son, and worships the ground she walks on, or at least the feet she walks on it with. He's also the son of the richest man in town, and wealthy in his own right from his allowance alone. When he finds out that she's single, he isn't shy about letting her know he's interested. 

She's not used to feeling so desired, and finds his attention intoxicating despite their age gap. She decides to humor him, and see where things go. It isn't like she has anything to lose. 
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Friends With Benefits 

Adam is Violet's shy roommate. They get along just fine, but she can't seem to get him out of his shell. 

She decides to go snooping through his things while he's at class, and can't believe what she finds. Apparently, they have more in common than she imagined. Armed with her newfound knowledge, she feels empowered to make him into her good boy. 

He can't believe the sudden change in the way she treats him, and starts seeing her in a whole new light. 

Friends With Benefits is a friends to lovers romance. 
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Unfaithful - Dark Taboo Obsession 

Angel moves in with her boyfriend, and everything is well. 

And then she meets her landlord Bill, a tall, muscular, heavily tattooed older man with three legs and a twinkle in his eye. They hit it off, and the flirtation is immediate. 

He lets himself into her apartment a week later, and they indulge in the most forbidden taboos. 

She knows it's wrong, but she can't stop. It's too good. 
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