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one
Melt for Me
Valerie


Where the hell is my phone? I retrace my steps, weaving through the maze of tables, scanning the one where I sat. My heart pounds as my eyes dart around the empty restaurant. The dinner rush ended long ago, leaving only me and my growing panic.

Did I drop it outside? Leave it in the bathroom? No—something deep inside tells me I placed it right here on my table. So where is it?

“Are you looking for something?” A deep, masculine voice breaks through the silence, and I turn to see the chef, still wearing his apron, leaning against the kitchen door.

“Oh, hi! Yeah, I think I left my phone earlier. My friends and I had dinner here for a bachelorette party,” I say, hesitating, unsure of what to do next.

He’s effortlessly hot—dark hair peeking from under his hat, tattoos barely visible beneath his rolled-up sleeves. Tall, built in all the right ways, with a half-smile that’s impossible to look away from. He must be the mastermind behind every dish tonight, each one better than the last, bursting with flavors I didn’t even know could exist.

I don’t know what it is about him—the quiet confidence, the way he handled the food, or maybe just the heat in his gaze—but suddenly, I can’t help wondering what else he’s good at.

“Don’t worry, I found it. I was about to call the number listed under ‘Mom’ if no one claimed it,” he says, holding up my phone with a small chuckle.

I laugh nervously as I reach for my phone, my fingers brushing against his for a moment. “Thanks for finding it. I’d hate to have to explain to my mom why some guy called her late at night from my phone.”

My cheeks flush as I imagine my mother’s frantic calls, checking to make sure I’m okay. I don’t want her to worry, but she’s a mom, that’s what they do, right?

The chef’s smile broadens. “Yeah, I can see how that would be a bit awkward,” he says, his gaze flicking over my face. “So, a bachelorette party, huh? Sounds like a fun night.”

I shrug. “Let’s just say the bride is wild enough for all of us. I’m not exactly the life-of-the-party type.”

“That’s a shame,” he says, a hint of disappointment in his voice. “But I’m glad you ended up back here.” He pauses, then extends his hand. “I’m Xavier.”

“Valerie. Nice to meet you.” I shake his hand, my fingers slightly damp against his warm, steady grip. I cringe inwardly at myself, silently hoping he doesn’t notice.

He doesn’t let go right away. Instead, his thumb brushes over my palm—so briefly I’m almost convinced I imagined it. Then he releases me, tucking his hands casually into his apron pockets.

“Well, Valerie,” he says, “since you don’t seem in a hurry to get back to your friends… how about a little hands-on experience in the kitchen?”

I raise an eyebrow. “That depends. Hands-on how?”

His words are smooth, almost teasing, and before I can stop myself, I’m intrigued. Hands-on? Hands-on what, exactly? Because I know what I want my hands on… Oh my God Val, stop. I shake the thought away, forcing my focus back to him.

“Chocolate mousse,” he says, a knowing glint in his eyes. “But the real magic is in how it’s made.”

“That’s a bold promise,” I manage to say.

“Then come see for yourself.”

He turns toward the back, and I follow before I can think too much about it. We move past the empty tables and through a swinging door into the kitchen. The air is warmer here, with lingering scents of butter, spice, and something faintly sweet. Most of the lights are off except for the soft glow above the prep station.

Xavier rolls up his sleeves a little further, revealing more of the tattoos winding up his forearms.

“Alright,” he says, reaching for a bar of dark chocolate. “First things first, we melt this down.”

He places the chocolate before me and then slides a cutting board closer. “Go ahead, break it into pieces.”

I snap off a square, but as I go for another, his fingers brush mine, lingering just a second too long. Heat sparks where we touch, subtle but unmistakable.

He steps closer, dropping the chocolate into a bowl over a simmering water bath. The metal clinks softly as he stirs, the rich aroma filling the air.

“Now comes the fun part,” he says, opening a carton of heavy whipping cream and pouring it into a bowl.

He hands me the electric mixer and plugs it in. “Here, I’ll let you do the honors. Just keep it on medium until it thickens.”

The beaters whir to life as I click them on, sending the cream swirling. His gaze stays locked on the bowl, watching as soft peaks start to form.

“Almost,” he says. “A little more.”

The cream stiffens just right, and he nods in approval before taking the chocolate from the water bath. He picks up a spatula and dips it into the glossy mixture.

“Now, we fold.”

He hands me the spatula, then steps behind me, his chest barely grazing my back. His fingers guide mine, as we work the chocolate into the cream.

“It’s all in the wrist,” he murmurs.

The motion is careful and intentional, each turn bringing the mousse to life. But with every stroke, the air around us thickens.

“Perfect,” he whispers, his breath warm against my neck.

Reaching around me, he grabs a small bottle of vanilla extract. “Just one more magic ingredient.”

He adds a few drops of vanilla extract to the mousse while I continue blending the cream and chocolate.

“Good,” he says, low and approving.

He dips a spoon into the mousse and lifts it to my lips, his eyes locked onto mine.

“Taste.”

I part my lips, letting the creamy mousse melt on my tongue—decadent, smooth—but it’s his gaze that leaves me breathless. The way he watches me, like he’s savoring every second, is far more intoxicating than the dessert itself.

“Sweet, isn’t it?” he whispers.

A thrill runs through me. Instead of answering, I dip a finger into the mousse and bring it to his lips.

“You tell me.”

Xavier’s expression darkens, his eyes locked onto mine as he parts his lips, his tongue flicking slowly over my fingertip. Heat flares low in my belly.

“Better than I expected,” he murmurs, his voice roughened with desire.

The air between us turns electric. He shifts closer, just enough that I feel his warmth, his presence pressing in, but he doesn’t touch me—not yet. A gradual, teasing pull hangs in the air between us though.

I tilt my chin up, our breaths mingling. For a moment, the kitchen, the restaurant, the rest of the world—all of it fades.

“Valerie,” he says, my name barely more than a husky breath. “You make it really hard to stay focused.”

With that, he steps away and places the mousse in the fridge, before starting a timer.

“Good,” I whisper, pulling him back to me, by the collar. My hands pressed against the solid warmth of his chest. “Because I don’t think I want you to.”


two
Sweet Surrender
Xavier


Iwas playing with fire, but I didn’t expect her to go for it.

Valerie presses closer, her unguarded movements drawing me in deeper. The scent of chocolate mousse still hangs in the air, but it’s her heat, her body pressing against mine, that has my cock twitching.

I slide my hands to her waist, gripping her with a raw, undeniable hunger. When our lips finally meet, I kiss her with a possessiveness I didn’t know I had, exploring her mouth with an intensity that makes her tremble beneath me.

As I press against her, my arousal is unmistakable as I grind into her. She hisses softly, a mix of surprise and pleasure.

Her hands tangle in my hair, and I nearly lose myself in the sensation. I hate how desperate I am, how badly I want her—but it’s been so long since a woman has turned me on as Valerie does. Shoving aside my inner conflict, I give in to the desire, slipping my hands under her dress. I trace the curve of her firm ass, my fingers brushing the string of her thong. A rush of excitement courses through me as I take in how little she’s wearing. My breath catches, and the knowledge only fuels my hunger.

Breaking the kiss, she says, “My turn,” her voice laced with playful intent.

I hold still as she tugs off my apron, her fingers already working the buttons of my chef’s jacket, popping them open with effortless ease. She slides it off my shoulders, her eyes drinking in every inch of my chest. I peel my shirt off and toss it aside, a low chuckle rumbling from me as her gaze lingers, full of appreciation.

“Got all that from tasting chocolate mousse?” she teases.

I’m about to answer when the timer buzzes, reminding me of the mousse cooling in the fridge. A growl rumbles in my throat, but I pull back, flashing her a grin. “Can’t let our hard work go to waste,” I say, the double meaning hanging between us.

Reluctantly, I open the fridge and grab the glass bowl of mousse, dipping a finger in for another taste. She watches with an amused smirk as I savor the sweetness. Just as I start to turn away, she reaches over, scoops a bit of mousse with her hand and draws a line across my bare chest. The chill of it sends a shiver through me, but it’s the way her fingers glide across my skin that makes it feel hotter than it should.

“Looks like you’ve got a little something there,” she murmurs, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

Without a word, she leans in, her tongue gliding over the chocolate on my skin. I close my eyes, fingers threading through her hair as her lips move with slow intent. The sensation leaves me tense and craving more.

“Valerie,” I murmur, my voice thick with need. “I want you…”

She looks up, a fire in her eyes that matches my own. “Then what are you waiting for?” she whispers, her brows lifting.

I pull her closer, my hands finding the zipper at the back of her dress. I slide it down, savoring the way every inch of fabric loosens around her frame. She shifts her shoulders, helping me guide the dress down until it pools at her feet. Reaching behind her, I unhook her bra, then trace my fingers down her hips, tearing her thong away.

She gasps, her eyes widening, and her hands move quickly to the waistband of my pants. Her fingers slide under the elastic, tugging them down. The fabric catches for a second around my bulge and I can feel its pressure. I watch Valerie bite her lip as her gaze drops. With a smirk, she guides the pants over my erection, her fingers brushing against the outline of my boxer shorts. I can see her breathing quicken, her gaze flickering between my eyes and the tight bulge beneath the fabric. Unable to resist, I tease, “You know you want to pull those boxers down.”

Her fingers freeze for a beat, then, with a small, mischievous nod, she pulls on my boxers. The fabric slides down, and I spring free, the cool air hitting my heated skin.

Her lips part in a soft gasp, and her eyes are wide with awe. Her hands hover just inches away, uncertain yet eager for more.

I take a step back, my gaze roaming over her flushed skin, savoring the way her curves catch the soft light. The bowl of chocolate mousse still sits on the countertop beside us, and I dip my finger into its rich, velvety texture. I bring it to her lips, teasing her with the sweet indulgence.

She watches me intently, then leans in, her mouth opening just enough to allow me to trace the mousse along her lower lip. Her tongue darts out, grazing my finger, a soft hum of satisfaction escaping her. Her eyes never leave mine.

Taking her cue, I dip my finger into the mousse again, this time circling it lightly around her nipple. She shivers at the cool touch, a soft gasp escaping her.

“Oops, looks like I got you all dirty,” I tease, leaning down to kiss and suck gently around her breast, trailing my lips over the chocolate. The sweetness mixes with the warmth of her skin, and I can hear her moan, feel her body jerk in response.

While I’m still teasing her hard nipples, she dips a finger into the mousse and trails it from her belly button down, her touch deliberate and unhurried. When I glance up, her hungry, approving gaze meets mine.

“Oh my,” she whispers, her voice soft and innocent.

With shallow breaths, I lower my mouth, running my tongue along her skin. It’s almost impossible to go slow, but I force myself to enjoy every inch. As my lips draw closer to her pussy, I feel her body quiver in anticipation. Her soft moans urge me forward and the heat between her legs is like a magnetic pull I can’t resist. And of course, that’s exactly where I end up. The moment my mouth meets her wet fold, a silent scream leaves her lips. The combination of her taste and the lingering sweetness of the chocolate drives me wild.

I circle her clit with the tip of my tongue, watching her reaction closely. She gasps, her hips rising to meet me, urging me deeper. Without hesitation, I dip into her wet cave, the warmth and slickness overwhelming my senses. She’s so soft and responsive, and I can’t help but lose myself in her taste. The way Valerie shudders beneath my touch only pulls me in deeper.

I want to finger her so badly, but I know if I do, I might cum before even being inside her. I hate how needy I feel, but I promise myself I’ll make it up to her later.

I pull back, retrieve a condom, and roll it on quickly. I gently lift her on to the counter, my hands sliding over her curves. Her body reacts to every move—her hips grinding against mine, hungry for more. Biting her lip, her eyes darken with need as she pulls me in for a kiss, fierce and urgent, almost violent. Her lips crash against mine, hot and insistent. The kiss is deep and hungry like she’s starving and I’m the only one who can satisfy her.


three
Unstoppable
Valerie


Oh, my god, he can kiss.

My brain short-circuits as Xavier’s lips press firmly against mine, deep and demanding, stealing my breath. The rough scrape of his three-day beard drags over my skin, scratching just enough to send shivers racing down my spine. Every stroke of his stubble against me adds another layer of heat, making the kiss feel raw—like we’re drowning in it, lost in the urgency of each other.

My skin is on fire as his fingers slip between my legs. A moan escapes as he parts my folds, teasing my swollen center. I writhe against him, my hips shifting in silent demand.

“Xavier,” I breathe, my voice a desperate plea.

I feel his smirk against my lips just before his fingers press deep inside me. His touch is relentless, his rhythm setting my body alight, building me up with every movement.

The tension coils tighter, pleasure winding through me like a live wire. My nails dig into his arms and my moans fill the space between us. He moves faster, harder, sending me careening toward the edge—

And then he stops.

A strangled sound of protest leaves me as he pulls back, his dark eyes gleaming with hunger.

“Not yet, baby girl,” he whispers.

Xavier positions his thick, throbbing cock at my entrance, his gaze locked onto mine. “I want us to finish together,” he says, his voice rough with need.

He pushes inside, inch by agonizing inch, the stretch hovering between pain and unbearable pleasure. My body trembles, every nerve sparking to life as he fills me completely. I gasp as he sinks to the hilt, the exquisite pressure making me tremble. And then—when he hits that perfect spot—the pleasure detonates, sharp and blinding, leaving me breathless and desperate for more.

A raw, needy moan escapes me as Xavier begins to move, each thrust setting off fireworks in my core. My head falls back as he pounds into me, harder, faster, and deeper.

The metal counter creaks beneath us, mixing with the wet slap of his balls against my skin. I’m on fire, teetering on the edge, pleasure coiling tight inside me.

Xavier’s jaw clenches, his muscles straining, his grip on me tightening as he drives himself deeper.

Then, without warning, he pulls out. His hands grip my hips, spinning me around. I barely have time to catch my breath before he bends me over the counter, my palms pressing against the cool metal as my heart races, aching for what’s next.

Before I can even react, he thrusts back into me—quick, relentless.

A gasp catches in my throat as my body jerks forward. Then, he smacks my ass hard, the shock of it making another moan leave my lips. The mix of pleasure and pain sets my skin ablaze, my mind reeling, and I find myself begging for more.

“Harder!” I scream, the word slipping from my lips as Xavier continues to drive into me, his length hitting that perfect spot.

“Don’t stop, I’m so close!” I plead. My legs tremble, my body arches, struggling to hold on as waves of pleasure crash over me.

Xavier groans, his movements becoming more erratic, more primal. He grips my hips tighter, digging his fingers into my skin, his pelvis meeting mine with each forceful push.

With a final, powerful thrust, he releases inside me, and I follow right after, my body shuddering as the intensity takes over.


four
Sweet Temptations
Valerie


Still shivering, my body buzzing with aftershocks of ecstasy, I stand up and turn around. I lean in for another kiss, but the sound of footsteps approaching pulls me back to reality.

“Val? Are you here?” Mia’s voice echoes from the front of the restaurant.

Shit.

Xavier and I exchange a look before I grab my dress. “Yeah, I’m in the kitchen,” I call back, trying to steady my voice.

Her footsteps approach, heels clicking against the tile. “Why the hell aren’t you answering your—“ Mia steps into view and stops short, her eyes widening as she takes in the scene. “Oh.”

I watch as Mia’s expression morphs from shock to embarrassment, her mouth still mid-sentence. “Val, I’m so sorry...I just, I mean, I...wow,” she stutters, her eyes darting from me to Xavier.

I approach her, my cheeks still flushed. “I’m sorry for not answering your calls. Things kind of...happened.”

Her eyes stay fixed on Xavier, who’s still standing there in his birthday suit, and she says, “I see.”

A sigh escapes my lips as if I need to explain. “Xavier, this is Mia, my best friend.” I continue, gesturing to her. “Mia, this is Xavier. He’s the chef here.”

Xavier, looking slightly sheepish, grabs his apron from the counter and ties it around his waist. “Hi, Mia. Sorry we had to meet under these circumstances. Your friend’s quite the distraction, you know.”

A small, enigmatic smile plays on Mia’s lips. With a playful smirk, she turns to me. “Who knew our chef was not only great with food, but looks pretty delicious himself.”

I feel my cheeks warm at her remark, but she’s right. “Now you know why I had to have a taste.”

Xavier chuckles, a glint of mischief in his eye. “Mia, how about joining us for dessert?” he says, gesturing toward the rich chocolate mousse we just made.Mia’s eyes flick between me and Xavier, clearly sensing the shift in the air. “You mean... join you as in... taste the mousse?” she asks, confused.

Xavier’s grin sharpens, his gaze intense.“Exactly. You can try the mousse.”

Watching her for a beat, his gaze shifts from her face down to her body. He brushes his fingers lightly over the top of his apron, slowly moving down.

“Or perhaps there’s something else you might like to try,” he adds, his voice a little lower.

Mia raises an eyebrow, her lips curling into a smile as she bites her lower lip, then looks at me for confirmation.

I nod, my heart racing a little at the unexpected turn of the conversation.

“Well, now I’m definitely intrigued,” she says, her voice dripping with curiosity. She glances at Xavier for a beat, then looks back at me. “Guess I’ll just have to see what’s on the menu.”

Xavier chuckles softly, stepping back, but his gaze doesn’t leave her. “The mousse is good, but there’s plenty more to explore,” he says, clearly enjoying the moment.

I take a step closer to Mia, my hand brushing against hers as I lean in slightly. “Why don’t you go ahead and take the first taste?”

I scoop up a generous bite of mousse, lifting it to her lips. Mia’s lips are slightly parted as she licks the chocolate from the spoon, a bit of it lingering at the corner of her mouth. “God, that’s good,” she whispers, her gaze now fixed on me, intense and searching.

Xavier watches quietly, clearly enjoying himself.

“You’ve got a little something,” I say, my voice soft.

She raises an eyebrow, glancing at me. “Where?”

I step closer, my thumb gently brushing against her lips, catching the chocolate. “Right here,” I murmur, before leaning in.

I kiss the corner of her mouth slowly at first, my lips lingering there. As I pull away, I glance at her, our eyes locking. A spark of something more hangs in the air, something we both recognize.

My breath catches as I lean in again, this time kissing her deeper, more passionately..

I reach for the collar of her shirt, undoing the button with a measured motion, letting the fabric fall open just a little to expose the smooth skin of her chest—before she shrugs it off completely, letting it slip down her arms and fall to the floor.

Her breath catches as I lean in, brushing my lips against her collarbone before pulling back just enough to meet her gaze. I can feel the heat radiating off her skin, the anticipation hanging in the air.

Without missing a beat, I reach behind her and unclasp her bra, letting it fall away as if it’s nothing more than an afterthought. Her skin, now bare, feels like a treasure waiting to be explored.

Xavier watches us, his gaze intense, and I feel his presence but keep my attention on Mia. The moment between us feels so familiar, yet charged with a tension we never explored before.

I glance up at her, my fingers still playing with the mousse on her skin. “You like that?” I murmur, my voice low.

Her lips curl into a seductive smile, eyes full of desire. “I’m loving every second of it,” she says, her voice breathy.

Xavier laughs, his eyes dark with interest. He steps closer, not saying a word, just watching as if he’s taking his time to savor the moment. His hand slides to the back of Mia’s neck, fingers threading into her hair, pulling her in just enough to make it clear he’s not just a spectator anymore.

“Can I get a taste?” he asks, his voice a little lower now, tinged with the same hunger I feel building in my chest.

Before Mia can respond, Xavier leans in, his lips brushing against hers. At first, it’s just a soft press of his mouth to hers. Then, he deepens the kiss, and I can’t help but watch as their mouths move together.

He pulls back just slightly, his gaze flicking to the chocolate mousse on the counter. Without breaking eye contact, he dips his fingers into the creamy dessert before bringing them up to her lips. She doesn’t hesitate, parting her mouth to take his fingers in, her tongue sliding over them slowly, savoring the sweetness as she pulls the mousse off with a soft, sensual draw.

I can’t help but feel a rush of heat watching her suck his finger.

Ready to take this further, I step behind Mia, my body pressing against her back as I place a kiss on her shoulder. She lets out a low moan, her skin heating under my touch.

As I bring my fingers to the mousse again, I lean in close, my breath warming her neck as I watch her and Xavier pull away from their kiss. “Want to try something else, Mia?” I murmur.

She glances over her shoulder, a smirk pulling at her lips. “Please,” she responds, her voice low with desire.

I look at Xavier then, silently motioning for him to take off his apron. He meets my gaze, understanding what I’m suggesting, and with a smooth, confident movement, he sheds it, revealing more of his toned body.

With a grin, I smear a line of mousse down his torso, from his chest to his navel. Mia’s eyes follow the trail, and the hunger in her gaze is clear. She leans forward, pressing soft kisses along the chocolate path, her tongue flicking out to savor it, inch by inch, leaving only faint traces of mousse behind.

I glance at Xavier, noting the way his chest rises and falls with his ragged breath. His hands grip Mia’s shoulders, his fingers digging into them. I can’t help but feel a spark of jealousy—not that I want him, but that I want to be part of this.

Mia shifts just enough to give me the space I need. Her attention is still focused on Xavier’s body, I take the opportunity to move next to her. With my hand around her waist, I start to help her clean up the chocolate from the chef’s body.

I bend down slightly, my fingers trailing down his torso, gathering the mousse that’s pooled near his navel. I feel his muscles tense. Mia is kissing her way back up to his neck now, her lips dragging over his skin like she’s claiming him.

I follow the chocolate trail down, kneeling between them. Then, I feel Mia’s hand in my hair, pulling me back so I’m looking up at them. A silent approval passes between them, and I take Xavier’s cock into my mouth, just the tip at first. I make sure he’s slick, working him a little deeper with each movement. His moan urges me to keep going. One hand on his balls, the other at the base, I start a steady rhythm, my head bobbing as I take him in deeper.

Then, Mia’s skirt falls to the floor—Xavier must have opened it. I pull away, turning on my knees to face her. Her bare pussy is right in front of me, and I can’t resist. My hand slides over her folds, parting them gently as I dip my tongue in, feeling the heat of her against me.

Mia’s hands tighten in my hair, pulling me closer as I kiss my way back up her body. Behind me, Xavier’s hands trace my curves, cupping my breasts.

Slowly, he turns me around, leaning in to brush his lips against mine. It’s tentative at first, but it doesn’t take long before the kiss deepens, our mouths moving together, hungry and insistent.

Reaching behind me, my hands slide down Mia’s back, my nails grazing lightly over her skin, pulling her closer. Her mouth moves to the nape of my neck, and she hugs me from behind, her breath warm against my skin. I feel her hands trailing down, building the anticipation, until they reach my soaking wet folds. Her fingers tease the entrance, feather-light, but I can feel her desire—her need to give and receive pleasure.

Without warning, Mia presses her fingers inside me and pulls right back out. Her index finger circles my clit in slow motions before she starts pumping in and out.

A low moan escapes my lips, my hips rocking against her hand, my breath shallow and ragged as she works me, each movement making me more desperate to let go.

“Fuck!” Mia hisses, her fingers stilling inside me for a brief moment before she picks up the pace, and I feel myself slipping closer to the edge.

My body trembles with satisfaction, riding the wave of pleasure as my hips buck against her hand, my breath coming in short, gasping pants.

Meanwhile, I hear the rustling of a condom being rolled on and judging by Mia’s moans, Xavier must be fingering her. I’m lost in my world, barely aware of what’s happening around me, until I feel Mia’s second hand from behind me stretching me open, while Xavier thrusts into me. The feeling is delicious—he fills me so perfectly.

A loud moan slips from my mouth as he fucks me, and Mia gasps from behind me, her body still pressed against mine. “Xavier...,” she breathes, her lips parted, close to the edge herself. “I need you inside me.”

He pulls out of me, moves behind Mia, and bends her over. As she grips my hips for balance, her mouth finds my pussy, her breath hot against me. Without missing a beat, Xavier slams into her from behind, and I feel the vibration of her muffled moan against me as she nears her release. Her body tenses, then gives out, and seconds later, she sinks to her knees, trembling and panting.

Xavier flashes me a wicked grin, his eyes flicking toward the counter behind me in silent invitation. He hoists me up effortlessly, trailing a slick finger between my thighs, spreading the moisture over my aching cunt. My head tilts back, a desperate plea spilling from my lips. “Make me cum, Xavier. I’m so damn close.”

And he does. After four or five hard thrusts, I feel my body tighten around him. “Yes!” I moan, as my orgasm hits me, pure and intense.

Xavier pulls out, stroking his cock a few more times before he cums into the condom. We all collapse on the floor, spent and gasping for air.

Mia’s fingers curl around my arm, her body pressing against mine as we lay in the afterglow. The air is thick with the scent of arousal, and our skin glistens with sweat. We’re all struggling to catch our breath, to come down from the high.

I wince as I try to sit up, “Damn, I’m sore—but in the best way.”


five
Satisfaction Served
Valerie


The next day, Mia and I reach the front door of Xavier’s apartment. Mia glances over at me, a playful smirk curling her lips. “Ready for round two?”

I nod, biting back a smile. “You know it.”

Before we even get a chance to knock, the door swings open, and Xavier stands there with an unapologetic smile. “Ladies,” he greets us, his voice smooth. “I hope you brought an appetite.”

Mia’s eyes widen, her voice seductive as she responds, “I’m starving.”

Stepping inside, we’re instantly greeted by the rich scent of garlic and spices, making my stomach growl in anticipation. But food is the last thing on my mind. We all know why we’re here.

“Make yourselves at home,” Xavier says, his tone suggestive, as he gestures toward the cozy living room. “Dinner’s almost ready.” With a lower voice, he adds, “But what I’m most excited about is dessert.”

Mia quirks an eyebrow, a mischievous gleam lighting up her eyes. “Dessert, huh? I think we’re all hungry for something sweet.”

“Let me show you my place.” Smooth and confident, Xavier leads us down the hall. “And here’s the bedroom,” he says, opening the door with a flourish as if he’s about to reveal something special.

Following Mia, I step inside, my eyes immediately drawn to the large mirror on the wall, perfectly positioned next to the bed. The thought of another threesome in here gives me goosebumps. My body reacts before my mind can catch up, and a rush of wetness pools between my thighs.

Xavier’s voice breaks through my haze of lust. “This is where the magic happens,” he says in a promising tone.

I glance over at Mia, and her eyes flicker with the same heat. We both know what he means.

Back in the living room, the scent intensifies—the rich aroma of melted cheese and the unmistakable decadence of pasta fill the air.

Xavier pulls out a chair for each of us before reaching for the wine bottle. With a practiced hand, he uncorks it smoothly and pours us each a glass. As he does, his eyes linger on me, a hint of a grin playing on his lips.

“To an unforgettable evening,” he toasts, raising his glass.

Mia clinks hers against his, then mine. “And satisfaction,” she adds, lips curving as she takes a sinful sip, her eyes locked on Xavier’s.

I take a sip, letting the rich, velvety wine linger on my tongue. Xavier watches me, eyes dark with something that has nothing to do with the drink.

“So,” Mia muses, leaning back in her chair, twirling her glass between her fingers. “What’s for dinner?”

Xavier sets his glass down, moving toward the kitchen. “Something simple, but… satisfying.” He turns back to us with a smile as he lifts the lid off a pot. “Fettuccine Alfredo.”

I bite my lip. Creamy, rich, decadent.

Mia hums in approval. “Mmm. I love something that just melts in your mouth.”

Xavier’s smirk deepens. “That’s the idea.”

Like a true chef, his presentation is flawless—pasta curled into perfect spirals, coated in just the right amount of sauce. A sprinkle of herbs and a dusting of cheese finish it off, making the dish look almost too good to eat. He sets a plate in front of each of us before easing into his chair, every movement unhurried and controlled, fully aware that we’re watching.

I pick up my fork and twirl the pasta around the tines, bringing it to my lips. The first bite is sinful—warm, creamy, melting against my tongue. A quiet, pleased sigh slips from my lips before I can stop it. “Mmm.”

Xavier watches, his jaw tightening just a fraction. “Good?”

I swallow, dragging my tongue over my bottom lip. “Mmm. Delicious.”

Mia takes her turn, lifting a bite with deliberate slowness. Locking eyes with Xavier, she savors the rich sauce before running her tongue over her lips. “So good,” she murmurs, her voice thick with satisfaction.

Xavier leans back, fingers tapping against his wine glass. “Glad you’re enjoying it. I wouldn’t want either of you leaving the table… unsatisfied.”

I reach for my wine again, my foot brushing against his under the table—light at first, then firmer. The moment I press against him, he stills, his breath catching just enough for me to notice.

Mia, of course, catches it too. She turns to Xavier, tilting her head. “Looks like someone’s already eager for dessert.”

Xavier chuckles, dark and knowing. “With you two, all I want is dessert.”

Mia twirls her fork through her pasta again, her foot sliding against my ankle under the table. “I like the sound of that.”

The meal winds down, but the tension doesn’t. If anything, it thickens, settling into the air like an unspoken challenge.

I start to rise, reaching for my plate, but before I can take a step, Mia beats me to it—except instead of clearing the table, she turns and pulls me into a kiss.

It’s not tentative or questioning—it’s full of intent, her lips soft but insistent, her body pressing against mine in a way that leaves no room for doubt. My breath catches, and just as I start to melt into her, I feel Xavier’s gaze on my skin.

Mia’s hands roam my body, her touch igniting something deep and electric inside me. The kiss lingers, drawn-out and teasing, until she finally pulls away with a mischievous grin. She takes my hand, glancing over her shoulder at Xavier.

“I think we need to adjourn to your couch,” she purrs, her eyes twinkling with wicked intent.

Xavier leans back, his glass of wine still in hand, watching us with quiet amusement. “And what exactly do you have in mind?”

Mia guides me toward the center of the room, turning to face him as she trails her fingers down my arm. “I think you should sit back and enjoy the show for a bit,” she murmurs, giving him a pointed look before tugging me closer.

Xavier smirks but complies, sinking into the couch with effortless confidence. He spreads his legs slightly, completely at ease as he takes a savoring sip of his wine. “I must be dreaming.”

Mia steps behind me, whispering in my ear, “Let’s give him something worth watching.”

Her hands slide down my sides, fingertips teasing the hem of my top before slipping underneath, dragging the fabric up and over my head. The air feels cool against my bare skin, my nipples tightening under his hungry gaze.

“Mm,” Xavier exhales, his eyes darkening as he takes in the sight of me.

Mia’s hands move lower, skimming my stomach before unzipping my skirt and letting it slip down my legs. I step out of it, fully exposed, the deliberate lack of underwear making both of them pause.

“Damn,” Xavier mutters, sitting forward slightly, his gaze roaming my body.

Mia hums in approval, her hands sliding up to cup my breasts, her thumbs brushing over my nipples. “She’s such a tease, isn’t she?” she muses, her lips ghosting over my shoulder.

Xavier watches, his fingers gripping the arm of the couch. “This is the best dessert presentation I’ve ever seen,” he says, his voice thick with intrigue.

Mia smirks, her hands drifting lower, down the curve of my waist. “And this is just the beginning,” she murmurs, turning my face toward hers before kissing me again—slow, deep, meant to be savored.

I melt into her, the warmth of her body pressing against mine. Xavier shifts slightly, adjusting his position, his breath unsteady as he watches.

With a teasing glance in his direction, Mia steps back. Her fingers trail down her sides as she takes her time unfastening her dress, letting it slip from her shoulders and pool at her feet. Standing before us, she reveals a matching lingerie set—black lace hugging her curves, delicate straps accentuating smooth skin. She turns slightly, giving Xavier the full view before shooting him a wicked smile.

“Let’s see how much he can take,” she whispers.

She kneels in front of me, her lips trailing down my stomach. My breath catches as her fingers ghost over my inner thighs, teasing, before finally brushing against my slick folds. A gasp escapes me as she traces small circles, her eyes flicking up to meet mine.

Xavier exhales sharply. “Fuck.”

Mia grins, her fingers dipping deeper. “Now, what would you like to see next?” she asks, her voice husky as she turns her gaze back to him.

Xavier doesn’t hesitate. His voice is rough, laced with raw desire. “I want to watch you make each other cum.”

Mia’s lips curl into a wicked smile as she rises to her feet. “That can be arranged,” she murmurs.

My fingers find the lace of her bra. Slowly, I undo the clasp, letting the straps slip down her shoulders before tossing it aside. My hands drift lower, tracing the curve of her hips, teasing the waistband of her panties before easing them down her thighs.

Xavier exhales sharply, his gaze locked on us, hungry and unblinking. His eyes devour the sight of Mia’s now-naked body. I reach for her, my hands gliding over her curves as I guide her toward the couch, anticipation crackling between us like a live wire. The hunger between us is electric, thrumming beneath my skin as I pull her closer.

I brush my lips along her neck, inhaling the faint scent of her perfume. My fingers skim over the softness of her skin, tracing every dip and swell. She tilts her head back, offering more, and I take it, kissing my way down, savoring every inch.

My hands slide down, gripping her hips as I sink to my knees between her parted thighs. The sight of her, breathless and needy, sends a rush of heat through me. Her fingers tangle in my hair, nails scraping lightly against my scalp, and I groan, loving the way she holds on.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Xavier murmurs from across the room, his voice thick with arousal. I glance up briefly, catching the way his hand disappears beneath the waistband of his pants, his gaze locked onto us.

Mia gasps as my tongue flicks over her clit, her hips jerking instinctively toward my mouth. I hum against her, the vibration pulling a desperate moan from her lips. She’s dripping, her body opening to me, welcoming every stroke, every slow, deliberate press of my tongue.

My fingers slide into her, stretching her as I curl them just right. My thumb circles her clit, teasing, coaxing her higher. Her moans grow louder, her body tightening, trembling as she edges closer.

“Cum for me,” I murmur against her, my voice thick with desire. My tongue presses harder, my fingers thrusting deeper, and then—she shatters, her cries echoing through the room as she tumbles over the edge.

Collapsed on the couch, she stares at the ceiling in a daze, her chest rising and falling as she struggles to catch her breath.

After a moment, a wicked smile spreads across her lips. Propping herself up on her elbows, she pulls me toward her, fingers trailing down my body as she straddles me.

“My turn,” she purrs, her eyes flashing with unmistakable desire. “And I want to taste you good.”

Her eyes lift to mine, dark and full of mischief, before she brings one delicate finger to her lips, tongue slipping out to wet it slowly.

Without hesitation, she dips her slick finger between my legs, pushing deep into my pussy. A sharp gasp escapes me as my body clenches around her touch, desperate for more.

In a sluggish motion, she pulls out, locking her eyes on mine as she brings the finger to her mouth. She licks it clean, her eyelids fluttering as she savors the taste, a satisfied hum escaping her throat.

“Mmm, you’re so sweet, Val,” she purrs, her voice thick with pleasure.

She repeats the motion, sliding her finger back inside me, curling it just right before pulling it out again. But this time, instead of bringing it to her lips, she turns toward Xavier, her gaze burning as she offers him her glistening finger.

“Ready for dessert, handsome?”

Xavier’s jaw tightens, pupils dark and hungry as he watches her. Without a word, he leans forward, taking her offered finger into his mouth, sucking the slickness from her skin with intensity. His tongue flicks over the tip before he releases her finger with a quiet, appreciative hum.

My breath catches as her lips graze my throat, her tongue sweeping over my collarbone before she moves lower. She kisses her way to my breasts, her mouth teasing each nipple, swirling and sucking with a gentle pressure that makes me gasp. A rush of heat surges through me as my body rises to meet her, craving the sensation of her mouth.

Her hands grip my hips, holding me steady as she continues her descent, pressing open-mouthed kisses down my stomach. My body trembles, anticipation coiling deep in my core as her lips hover just above where I need her the most.

Her breath is hot against my wet, aching folds.

And then, finally, her tongue darts out, tracing circles around my pussy, never quite giving me the pressure I long for.

Mia hums against my skin, savoring me as she licks and kisses her way along the sensitive edges, her hands spreading my thighs wider.

“Fuck,” Xavier groans in the background. His eyes never leave the sight of Mia’s tongue playing with my clit. I see his hand moving faster on his cock as he watches.

Mia’s tongue dips deeper, her fingers joining her mouth as she slides two digits into me. I gasp, my back arching as she begins to pump her fingers inside me, her tongue still circling my clit as she drives me closer and closer to the edge.

I cry out, my body trembling as I approach my climax. Mia’s movements become more urgent, her tongue and fingers working to bring me to the brink of ecstasy.

Xavier’s moans grow louder, as he watches us.

Mia pulls away with a satisfied grin, adjusting her position so her pussy hovers just above me. Her gaze locks with mine, a challenge in her eyes as she begins to grind, her hips moving in a sensual rhythm.

My hands grip her hips, rocking my own body in time with hers, the friction building deliciously between us.

Xavier’s breath comes in shallow gasps, his eyes glued to our movements.

Mia moans softly, her eyes fluttering shut as she picks up the pace, grinding against me with more urgency. “Val, you feel amazing,” she breathes, her fingers digging into my skin, heightening the electric friction between us.

My hips rock in sync with hers, each movement building the pleasure until I’m gasping, unable to hold back the waves crashing through me. “Yes,” I cry out, my voice raw with need.

Our moans mix, the sound of our bodies colliding filling the air as sweat glistens across our skin. Mia’s movements grow desperate, her hips pushing harder into me, as she chases her peak.

My hands tighten around her waist, my hips thrusting with frantic need as the climax builds. Together, we fall over the edge, a shared cry escaping us as our bodies shudder in release.

Xavier, fixated on the scene before him, quickly sheds his clothes, his hand moving with brutal force as he strokes his cock, watching us.

Still coming down from my high, I watch him stroke his massive erection.

“I want to ride you.” That is all I can say before rising to my feet. Xavier wraps a condom on before I straddle his lap. My hands tangle in his hair as my pussy hovers over his length. Our lips meet in a passionate kiss. I feel Mia’s fingers trail over my body, tracing lines of fire along my skin as she presses her breasts against my back.

Groaning against my lips, Xavier grips my hips tightly, pulling me closer into his lap. I reach between our bodies, my fingers guiding his extremely hard cock to my entrance, my breath catching as I sink down onto him. My walls stretch around his dick as I take him all the way in.

Mia’s hands remain on my skin, her lips and tongue leaving a trail of heat along my neck. She palms my breasts, fingers exploring with a slow, unhurried curiosity before rolling my nipples between them. The sensation sparks through me, and a breathless gasp tumbles from my lips.

Xavier groans, his fingers digging into my hips as I grind against him, setting a slow, tantalizing rhythm. His cock fills me completely, stretching me just right, each roll of my hips sending pleasure flickering through my body.

Mia kneels beside us, facing us, her eyes dark with heat.

Xavier’s hands leave my hips, slipping between Mia’s thighs. She gasps at the first touch of his fingers, her body instinctively shifting to give him better access. I watch, mesmerized, as his fingers disappear inside her.

Mia’s breath hitches, her grip tightening on my waist. “Oh yea,” she whispers, her head tipping back.

Keeping the rhythm slow, I watch how he pulls his fingers out of her. As I watch her reaction, he offers his slick fingers to me. “Taste her,” he murmurs.

I take them into my mouth, swirling my tongue around them before sucking them clean, making sure he feels every flick and tease. His jaw tenses, a low groan rumbling through him. The second I release them, he slides his hand back between Mia’s legs, pushing those same fingers inside her.

She lets out a sharp moan, her body trembling against mine.

“Xavier,” she gasps, her nails digging into my thigh as he finger fucks her.

I press a kiss to her parted lips, swallowing her sounds as I ride Xavier harder, the pleasure intensifying, the three of us tangled in heat and need.

His thrusts become rougher, more desperate, matching the way his fingers move inside Mia, the way she rocks against his hand. Her moans mix with mine, her breath hot against my mouth, and it’s all too much.

“I’m so close,” Xavier growls.

Mia shatters first, her body tensing, a long, breathless moan spilling from her lips. Watching her fall apart sends me spiraling right after, pleasure crashing through me in waves. My walls clench around Xavier, dragging him over the edge, his groan vibrating against my skin as he spills into the condom, his body rigid beneath me.

I collapse against his chest, breathless, while Mia sags against my side, her fingers lazily tracing my stomach.

“Round three?” she teases, a satisfied smirk on her lips.

Xavier chuckles, running a hand through his damp hair. “Give me a minute,” he smirks, his gaze flicking between us. “Then I plan to have both of you screaming again.”

“You better recover fast, big guy,” I murmur.

With my body humming, I rise from Xavier’s lap to sit next to him. My gaze flicks back to him, watching as he slowly stands, his legs shaking just slightly. He looks down at us, his voice thick with intent as he speaks, “By the time I get back, you two better be in my bed, laying on your back.”

A devilish smile curves his lips before he steps out, leaving us in tense silence.

Mia and I exchange glances, neither of us sure of what Xavier has planned. Hand in hand, we make our way to the bedroom, slipping onto the bed and stretching out beside each other.

A moment later, Xavier walks in, holding a sleek, black vibrator in his hand. His smirk tells me everything I need to know.

“I figured we could keep ourselves entertained until I’m ready to go again,” he murmurs, tossing the toy onto the bed between us.

A shiver of anticipation runs down my spine as I shift closer to Mia. We both sprawl out across Xavier’s massive bed, our bodies still flushed, trembling from the last round. Xavier sits on the edge of the mattress, his dark eyes locked on us, the intensity building in the air.

Mia picks up the vibrator, her fingers caressing its smooth surface. She flicks it on, and the low hum fills the room, sending a pulse of arousal straight to my core.

Then she leans in, her voice soft and commanding. “Get on all fours for me.”

I don’t hesitate. I shift, rolling onto my knees and propping myself up on my hands, my body arching in eagerness.

I glance up at the reflection in the oversized wall mirror, seeing Mia move behind me. Her body presses gently against my ass as she guides the vibrator between my thighs. I spread my legs, hungry for more.

The moment the vibrator touches my swollen clit, my breath hitches, my back arching against Mia. She moves it in gentle, teasing circles, her other hand sliding up my stomach to cup my breast, rolling my nipple between her fingers.

Xavier groans from behind us, his voice thick with lust. “Fuck, look at you two.”

He’s leaning back against the headboard, stroking his cock lazily, his gaze flicking between our bodies and the mirror, where he has the perfect view of Mia working me open.

When she pulls the vibrator away, I whimper in protest, but she only chuckles, turning to Xavier.

“Your turn,” she murmurs, offering the toy to him with a wicked grin.

Xavier takes it without hesitation, his touch rougher, more demanding as he slides the vibrator back against my clit.

“Look at me in the mirror,” he orders, his voice low and commanding. “Watch yourself. Watch what Mia and I are doing to you.”

The sight before me is utterly obscene—Mia’s hands all over me, Xavier in control, the vibrator sending sharp pulses of pleasure through my core. I can’t tear my eyes away, the reflection a mess of parted lips, heaving breaths, and desperate moans. The image of our bodies tangled together has me riveted.

Mia’s fingers trail between my legs, parting my folds as she leans in, her breath hot against my ear. “Looks like Xavier is hard again,” she whispers, her tongue flicking teasingly along my earlobe. The sensation sends a shiver down my spine.

Xavier growls in agreement, tossing the vibrator aside. His cock is fully hard now, thick and pulsing with need. He tears open a condom, rolling it down his length before moving behind me. His hands grip my hips, steadying me as he positions himself at my entrance.

The mirror catches the moment, his gaze locking onto mine, a smirk of pure dominance playing on his lips.

“I want you to watch yourself cum,” Xavier murmurs, his voice thick with promise.

A shiver runs through me, anticipation coiling tight in my belly. His hold on me is firm as he teases me with the thick head of his cock, pushing just enough to make me gasp before pulling back. The slow, torturous game has me panting, my body aching for more.

I push back against him, desperate, needy.

His grip tightens. “Patience,” he warns, his tone low and commanding. But I can hear the strain in his voice, feel the way his fingers flex against my skin. He’s holding back—just barely.

A moan escapes my lips, my fingers digging into the sheets beneath me as I push back, silently begging for more. Xavier holds me steady, his cock pressing deeper, stretching me inch by inch. He takes his time, letting me adjust, savoring the way my body clenches around him with each slow, deliberate thrust.

His breath shudders above me. “Fuck,” he groans, his control slipping. His grip tightens as he pulls back, only to slam into me again, harder this time. The force steals my breath, the sound of our bodies colliding echoing through the room—raw, urgent, unstoppable.

I can’t look away, my body frozen in place as Xavier fucks me hard, his cock sinking deeper into me with each stroke. The filthy sound of our bodies colliding is too much to ignore.

A shudder runs through me as Xavier holds me in place, his cock driving deep, stretching me until I’m trembling. His grip is firm, his pace deliberate, but just when I think I have him all to myself, he pulls out, leaving me aching and empty.

I watch through the mirror as he moves to Mia, his hands claiming her, guiding her beneath him. The shift is seamless—his cock sinks into her with a single thrust, and a sharp moan tears from her lips. I can’t look away, my body frozen in place as he fucks her hard, each stroke rougher, deeper.

My breath is ragged as I reach for the vibrator, coating it in my own slick arousal. Matching the rhythm of Xavier’s thrusts, I press it inside me, my hips rocking in time with every movement. A moan slips from my lips, my body tightening, pleasure building as I get lost in the scene unfolding before me.

Mia’s cries echo through the room, each one more desperate as her body quivers, climbing higher. Xavier fucks her even harder now, his groans deepening, the urgency in his thrusts growing.

His fingers dig into her ass, slamming her back against him as he pounds into her with a ferocity that leaves her breathless. Mia’s body bounces with each stroke, her back arched, eyes squeezed shut as she loses herself in the pleasure.

I can feel the heat building inside me, the need, the craving for release, but I can’t look away. I’m caught in this frenzy of sensation, completely consumed.

Her hand finds its way to her clit, rubbing in time with Xavier’s thrusts. Her moans grow louder, her body bucking, desperate for that final peak.

My bottom lip folds between my teeth as I stifle a moan, moving the toy faster against my pussy as I watch them, my own climax building. The vibrator pushes deeper, buzzing against my clit as I match Xavier’s rhythm, the heat of the moment consuming me.

Mia’s moans grow louder, her body trembling as she nears her release. Xavier’s thrusts grow more urgent, harder, and I can see his grip tightening on her hips, his cock driving into her to the brink. His groan fills the room, and I know he’s close.

I don’t hold back anymore, my body moving with the vibrator as I feel the pressure building inside me.

Mia’s body trembles, a scream ripping from her as her orgasm consumes her, her hips jerking against Xavier as he fucks her through it.

Xavier groans in response, his body stiffening as he spills inside Mia with one final hard thrust.

I finally reach the edge, my body convulsing as I cum with a cry, the vibrator sending me into my own mind-shattering orgasm as I watch them both come apart in front of me.

“Well, that was...,” Mia begins, her voice trailing off as she struggles to find the words.

Xavier finishes for her. “That was fucking hot,” he says, a smirk playing on his lips as he sits on the edge of the bed.

A giggle escapes Mia’s lips, a cheeky glint in her eye as she turns to look at me. “No offense, Val, but—I think Xavier has gotten to the top of fuck-list,” she says with a grin.

I shake my head, a laugh slipping out as I reach for my discarded clothes. “I love you, Mia,” I say, my voice soft but full of affection. Grinning, I add, “How about we save some water and shower all together?”
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Xavier chuckles, his eyes alight with excitement. “What a fabulous idea,” he says, racing out of the room and towards the bathroom.

Mia and I laugh as we follow him, my body still tingling with the aftermath of the threesome.

As we all pile into the shower, I can’t help but let my mind drift back over the events of the evening. It’s been a wild ride, and it’s not over yet.

Droplets glisten on Mia’s skin as she tilts her head back, letting the hot water cascade down her body. Turning to me, her hand reaches for the shampoo. “Want me to help you wash?” Her fingers graze my arm as she steps closer.

I nod, my voice suddenly thick with desire. “I would love that.”

With her palms on my head, she works the shampoo in before running her fingers through my hair. The warmth of the water and her scalp massage are so damn relaxing it’s hard to concentrate on anything else.

Xavier watches us, but he doesn’t move. Not yet.

After Mia finishes washing my hair, she moves to my neck, her fingers trailing down, her touch making me tremble. I close my eyes for a moment, savoring the feeling before I turn to face Xavier.

His chest rises and falls, his dark eyes locked on me. The heat in his gaze is unmistakable, and a shiver runs through me that has nothing to do with the hot water.

Mia steps aside slightly, giving him space, but her fingers linger on my skin, trailing down my arm before finally letting go. I barely have time to process the loss of her touch before Xavier purposefully moves in. The steam clings to his skin, droplets racing down his toned chest, disappearing lower. My breath catches as he reaches for me, his fingers tilting my chin up so I’m forced to meet his eyes.

“Didn’t think you could look any better,” he murmurs, his voice low and full of heat. His other hand slides up my waist, water-slicked and warm, leaving a trail of fire in its wake.

Mia presses against my back, her lips grazing my shoulder. “You should see yourself,” she murmurs, her hands trailing down my sides “Absolutely delicious. I don’t think we can resist.” Her voice is pure sin.

A soft, desperate sound escapes me, and Xavier grins like he loves seeing me unravel. His fingers slide up to my wet hair, tangling in it as he tilts my head back further, his mouth hovering just over mine.

“Let’s clean you up some more,” he suggests.

Mia’s hands move lower, and I swear my knees almost give out.

Xavier’s lips crash against mine, all heat and hunger. We meet in a quick, passionate kiss. With his fingers still tangled in my hair, he presses me back against Mia’s warm, wet body. Her hands skim my waist, nails dragging lightly over my skin as she presses a kiss to the side of my neck.

“God, you’re gorgeous like this,” Mia murmurs against my skin before biting down gently, just enough to make me gasp.

Xavier groans at the sound, his grip tightening as his tongue teases the seam of my lips again. The kiss is deep and consuming, stealing my breath.

Mia’s hands move between us, sliding down Xavier’s chest, over his abs, before trailing even lower. He breaks the kiss with a low curse, his head tilting back as Mia wraps her fingers around his shaft.

“Fuck, Mia,” he groans, his hips twitching forward into her grip.

I’m panting now, my body on fire, caught between them as their hands roam over every inch of me. Mia presses her lips to my ear.

“Think he’s ready for us?” she asks, her voice dripping with sin.

Xavier growls, grabbing my ass and pulling me flush against him, letting me feel just how ready he is. “So ready,” he mutters before lifting me effortlessly, pressing me against the warm tile.

Moving lower, Mia’s lips trail down my stomach as her fingers spread my thighs. She sinks to her knees, her tongue sweeping over my skin, giving me goosebumps. My head falls back against the wall, a strangled moan slipping free.

Xavier watches, his breath ragged, his fingers digging into my hips. “Fuck, that’s hot,” he murmurs, his mouth latching onto my throat as Mia’s tongue works its magic between my thighs.

Pleasure crashes through me, my body trembling, lost in the sensation of their hands, their mouths, the way they worship me from both sides.

Mia’s tongue circles and licks, pushing me right to the edge before she pulls back just enough to make me whimper. She’s savoring every reaction, taking her time, drawing it out, completely in control of my unraveling.

Xavier holds me steady from behind, his breath ragged as he watches her work. His fingers dig into my thighs, holding me open for Mia. My head presses against his chest as pleasure floods my senses.

“She’s close,” Xavier mutters, his voice thick with lust.

Mia hums in response, sending a shock of sensation straight through me, and that’s all it takes. My whole body tenses, then shatters, pleasure rolling through me so intensely that I cry out, my fingers clutching Xavier’s shoulders as I cum hard against Mia’s mouth.

She doesn’t stop until I’m trembling, until I’m gasping for breath, and even then, she licks one final, lingering stripe before pulling back with a satisfied grin.

“Delicious,” she purrs, wiping her mouth as she stands.

Xavier growls, his hands tightening on me as he spins us, pressing me against the glass, his body flush against mine. His cock throbs against my stomach, needy, desperate. “My turn,” he mutters before lifting me. His thick length pressed against my entrance.

Mia slides behind him, her hands gliding down his back, over his ass, teasing as she whispers something in his ear that makes his whole body shudder.

Then he pushes into me, stretching me to the brink in one slow, deep thrust. “Fuck, Val,” he groans, his forehead dropping against mine as he starts to move.

Mia seems to work his balls from behind him. His hips jerk forward, deeper and harder until I see stars.

“God, you’re tight,” Xavier pants, his pace quickening, the sound of wet skin and heavy breathing filling the shower.

Mia reaches between us, her fingers finding my clit, circling it in perfect rhythm with Xavier’s thrusts. My body is already so sensitive, still buzzing from my last orgasm, but the pleasure builds again, fast, intense, and overwhelming.

Xavier curses, his jaw clenching as he pounds into me, his muscles flexing under Mia’s touch. His rhythm starts to falter, his breathing turning ragged.

“You’re gonna make me—fuck—“ His grip on my ass tightens, his thrusts grow erratic, and then with a deep groan, he buries himself inside me, his body shuddering as he cums hard.

Mia moves faster, her fingers still working me even as Xavier presses hot kisses to my shoulder, panting against my skin. My orgasm slams into me, my body tightening around him as pleasure explodes through me, my cries swallowed by the sound of the water pounding around us.

Xavier sags against me for a moment before pulling back, grinning as he turns to Mia. “Your turn, sweetheart.”

Mia smirks. “Thought you’d never ask.”

Xavier pulls me close, his hands still roaming my body as we turn our attention to her. She leans back against the tile, her breath catching as our hands, our mouths, move over her delicate skin.

It doesn’t take long until her moans fill the shower, her body trembling under our touch. My fingers slide between her thighs, finding her slick and ready, while Xavier’s mouth trails over her breasts, sucking and biting just enough to make her cry out.

She grips my wrist, guiding my fingers deeper, grinding against me, her head thrown back, her lips parted in pure pleasure.

“That’s it, Mia,” Xavier murmurs against her skin, his voice dark and wicked. “Let go.”

Her whole body tenses, her back arching, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as she shatters. We don’t stop until she’s trembling, until every last aftershock has passed, and she finally sags against us, breathless and spent.

For a long moment, the only sound is the water still pounding around us, the heavy rise and fall of our chests as we catch our breath.

Xavier chuckles, running a hand through his wet hair. “Best shower I’ve ever had.”

Mia laughs, pressing a kiss to my lips before grinning at him. “Yeah? We might have to do this again, then.”

I smirk, already feeling heat coil in my belly again.

~The End~

Did you like this story?

Then you’ll LOVE all 10 Erotica Short Stories.

A collection of my ten most recent erotic short stories all in one.

All books in this series are stand-alone stories—no need to read them in order.

https://shorturl.at/YFhVp
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Unforgettable Pleasure - The plumber arrives with his big pipe, ready to fix more than just her leaks.

Pulled Over For Passion - Caught speeding, the only way out is to take the officer’s weapon deep.

Elevated Ecstasy - Mile-high pleasure with a stranger at 30.000 ft. From virgin to threesome.

Forbidden Lessons - When anatomy crashes her math tutoring she learns how to ride his cock.

Naughty Delivery - She orders pizza and he delivers extra sausage.

Roadside Rendezvous – He pops her hood, checks her fluids, and makes sure everything is running smoothly.

Dual Seduction – Why choose when you can have both Greek brothers?

Dirty Detour – She came for the ride, but now she’s straddling more than just his motorcycle.

Taste of Temptation – She’s served a feast she’ll never forget—two eager bodies and a kitchen about to go up in flames.

Changing Room Confessions – She’s frozen in place, unable to look away as he strokes himself under the steaming water.

Trigger Warning:

If you are looking for a romantic short story with plot and character development, this story is NOT for you.

If you are looking for pure smut, porn for women, and just need a quick read to get going, THIS BOOK IS FOR YOU!

This book contains scenes depicting consensual sexual activity involving anal play, threesomes, light BDSM, and sex in public. Reader discretion is advised, as the content includes explicit descriptions of intimate encounters and may not be suitable for all audiences. If you’re sensitive to explicit sexual content, please be aware before reading.

Continue reading HERE!


Ready to get wet?

Dive into 22 super short taboo erotica stories.

22 Shades of Taboo.
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A quick and filthy collection of adult short stories…

Nothing is off-limits and every desire is explored.
From forbidden fantasies to seductive surprises, get ready for a world of passion that will leave you craving more.

No fluff, no filler—just 22 sizzling fantasies in one book.

Endless possibilities are waiting inside.
Get in the mood in less than 5 minutes.

From Escort to Firefighter here are just a few of the stories you’ll find inside:

	He gifts his brother to his girlfriend for one night.

	Two millionaires place a bet on the same woman.

	At a secret sex club, two couples become entangled in a night of ecstasy.

	Sexting with her one-night stand.

	The world’s best massage therapist offers more than relaxation.

	Dripping wet from the lifeguard, not the water.

	A morning quickie in the parking garage.




In these stories, you’ll discover how a little imagination and some hot gadgets can turn up the heat in the most unexpected ways. Whether it’s solo play, fun with a partner, or indulging in the pleasures of light BDSM.

Continue reading HERE!


For more information

Scan HERE
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To sign up for my Newsletter

Scan HERE
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