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Thanksgiving with his Caribbean Goddess

The memories were seared into him, burned onto his soul with the Bajan sun. It had been over a year, but Matt could still conjure the exact scent of the air that first evening in Barbados: salt from the turquoise sea, the sweet perfume of frangipani blossoms, and the smoky char of grilled fish from a vendor down on Oistins Bay. He’d been on a solo vacation, a reset button after a messy divorce that had left him feeling hollowed out and adrift. He hadn’t been looking for anything or anyone. He’d just wanted to feel the warmth on his skin and listen to the rhythm of the waves, hoping it might sync with his own erratic heartbeat and calm the frantic energy buzzing under his skin.

And then he saw her.

Miah.

She wasn’t just standing by the water’s edge; she owned it. The setting sun painted the sky in streaks of magnificent orange and violet, but she was the true spectacle. Clad in a simple, flowing white sundress that did little to hide the generous swell of her hips and bust, she had her feet bare in the damp sand, the tide washing over her ankles. Her skin, a deep, rich umber, seemed to absorb the twilight, to radiate a warmth all its own. She was laughing, her head thrown back, a sound that carried on the breeze and wrapped around Matt’s chest, squeezing the air from his lungs. It was a sound of pure, unadulterated joy.

He’d felt a pull so immediate, so primal, that it was less a conscious decision and more a physical compulsion. He bought two bottles of Banks beer from a nearby stand, the glass cool and sweating in his hands, and walked toward her. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the steady pulse of the ocean.

“You look like you’re having a much better time than anyone else on this island,” he’d said, his voice a little rough.

She turned, and the full force of her presence hit him. Her eyes were dark and intelligent, sparkling with amusement. A wide, generous smile spread across her face, revealing perfect white teeth. “That’s because I know the secret,” she’d replied, her voice a low, melodic purr with the unmistakable lilt of her island accent.

“Oh yeah? And what’s that?”

“The secret is to never let the world convince you that you are anything less than a goddess.” She’d gestured to the sea, the sky, the sand. “This is all mine. I just let the tourists borrow it.”

He’d laughed, a real, gut-deep laugh he hadn’t felt in months. He offered her a beer, and she took it, her fingers brushing his. It was electric. A jolt. They talked for hours, sitting on the sand as the stars pricked the velvet black sky. He told her about his life in Wisconsin, his IT consulting business, his two grown daughters, the quiet ache of his empty nest, and an emptier marriage bed. She spoke of her life in Barbados, her work as a high-end resort manager, her deep love for her home, and a fierce independence that he found both intimidating and incredibly arousing.

The chemistry wasn’t just a spark; it was a wildfire. By the end of the week, sunny Barbados had become their clandestine playground. They’d made love in his hotel room with the balcony doors open, the sounds of the night filtering in. They’d kissed in the warm, clear water, their bodies slick and intertwined. It was Miah who had introduced a new dimension to their intimacy. It started with a whisper, a command in the dark. “Tell me what you want to do to me, Matthew.” And he had, his words clumsy at first, then flowing like a river as he unleashed fantasies he’d kept locked away for years. She had listened, her breath hitching, and then she had guided him, taught him, shown him the exquisite pleasure in surrender, in service, in worship. She had become his Mistress, not through force, but through a profound understanding of his deepest needs. He wasn’t just her lover; he was her pet, her adoring subject, and he had never felt more powerful or more himself.

Leaving was the hardest thing he’d ever done. The tearing away was a physical pain. But they promised. They swore. And for 365 days, they had kept that promise. The 2,500 miles between them became a crucible, forging their bond in the fire of distance and longing. Their days were punctuated by texts, a constant stream of consciousness that ranged from the mundane, “Just finished a client meeting, thinking of you,” to the intensely erotic, “I can’t stop imagining your tongue tracing patterns on my stomach.” Evenings were reserved for video calls. Matt would watch, utterly transfixed, as Miah moved around her apartment, the warm Bajan air wafting through her open windows. He learned the details of her life through the tiny lens of his phone: the way she sipped her tea, the specific shade of lipstick she favored, the sound of the tiny coqui frogs outside her window at night.

Their D/s dynamic flourished in the digital space. He would follow her instructions, edging himself for hours on her command, whispering his devotion and his filthy desires until his voice was raw. She would reward him with a view of her fingers disappearing between her thighs, her breathy moans a symphony that sent him spiraling. The anticipation had built with every passing day, a crescendo of need that had become a constant, thrumming baseline in his life. He wasn’t just missing her body; he was missing a part of his own soul.

Now, the world had been painted in a different palette. Maple leaves of orange, yellow, and salmon pink adorned the rolling countryside, a breathtakingly beautiful but fragile defiance against the inevitable grey of winter. Their vibrancy distracted the mind from November’s chill and its windy bite, a frigid dampness that sank into the bones. The sun still shone, but the warm embrace came from a distant place now, with much less passion. The change of seasons can be bittersweet, a melancholic trade-off, as when summer’s sensual, sweaty frenzy is replaced with autumn’s cooling, contemplative grace. College football, hayrides through fragrant apple orchards, and the colorful tapestry of nature are some of November’s cherished experiences throughout the Midwestern U.S., but jet skis on the lake and the magical, silent dance of fireflies on a humid evening are sacrificed to have them.

The Thanksgiving holiday is autumn’s centerpiece, a celebration of harvest and gratitude, and the day’s meal is its focal point. For Matt, this year’s Thanksgiving would be uniquely, incomparably delicious, but not because of the turkey, or the savory stuffing, or the spiced pumpkin pie. It was because, for the first time, Miah would be coming to Madison. His tropical past, the catalyst for his rebirth, and his Midwestern present, the bedrock of his life, would finally intertwine. The two halves of his world were about to become whole.

As Matt watched the sleek silver body of the airplane carrying his Caribbean goddess touch down on the tarmac, the abrasive noise of jet engines and ground crew chatter faded to a dull, insignificant hum. His entire consciousness was zeroed in on that plane. While it taxied toward the gate and eventually connected with the jet bridge, his skin tingled with a lustful, electric anticipation that was almost painful. It was a year. A full, aching year since their island encounter. Since then, the two were connected every day, their lives woven together by a digital tapestry of voice notes, texts, and video calls. There was no holding them back, no geographic distance that could sever the cord that bound them. But this encounter, this reunion, would occur a couple of thousand miles north of Miah’s verdant, sun-drenched island homeland. It would include her first taste of an American Thanksgiving, her first sight of trees shedding their leaves, her first feel of a Midwestern autumn chill. It would be a holiday of many, many succulent tastes.

A cluster of tired, rumpled passengers meandered down the lifeless, sterile corridor and into the public section of the arrivals terminal. They were a grey tide of weary travelers, their faces blank. And then he saw her, and it was as if the world switched from black-and-white to glorious Technicolor. Miah’s radiant glow was unmistakable, a beacon in the drab expanse of the airport. She moved with an innate, confident grace that was utterly captivating. Her beautiful, intelligent eyes searched eagerly, scanning the crowd, and the moment they landed on him, her entire face lit up. That smile, that glorious, wide, unrestrained smile, triggered a hot, molten rush that flooded his loins and sent a shockwave through his entire body.

Her smooth, dark umber skin was so exquisitely erotic against the vibrant emerald green of her blouse. He had fantasized about this moment, played it over and over in his mind, imagining a dozen different scenarios. But now, seeing her in the flesh, all thought dissolved. Now was not the time for playful games or teasing, for prolonging the agony. He simply rushed to greet his lover, his best friend, his Mistress, and pulled her into a long, deep, desperate embrace.

He buried his face in the curve of her neck, inhaling deeply. Her unforgettable, enticing scent, a unique blend of her skin, her perfume, and something ineffably Miah, was the key that unlocked a flood of sensual, vivid memories. He felt her touch, the solid, real feel of her body pressed against his, the press of her full, smooth lips on the sensitive skin of his neck, and a groan escaped his throat. He pulled back just enough to let his eyes absorb the curvy, magnificent body that had occupied his every waking fantasy and starred in every one of his dreams.

“You’re real,” he breathed, his hands cupping her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. “You’re actually here.”

“I told you I would be,” she murmured, her voice that same breathy, accented melody that haunted his nights. Her hands came up to rest on his chest, right over his wildly beating heart. “Did you doubt me, Matthew?”

Miah is the epitome of sexuality to Matt. It was a complete package, a perfect storm of sensuality. Her island accent, which could turn the most mundane word into a caress. Her breathy, low voice that could issue a command or whisper a dirty promise with equal, devastating effect. Her full-figured, magnificent body, all generous curves and soft, welcoming planes. And her sexual confidence, the absolute certainty with which she inhabited her own skin and her own desires, could harden Matt’s cock in seconds. The two had become perfect puzzle pieces, aligned and fitted for each other in every conceivable way. They gazed into each other’s eyes, the entire airport fading away into a blurry backdrop. He leaned in and kissed her, a real kiss, full of a year’s worth of longing. It wasn’t hungry or desperate, but deep and certain, a promise and a homecoming all in one. They were both anxious to race to privacy, to tear away the layers of clothing and propriety and finally, finally be alone.

Soon they drove away in his comfortable sedan, leaving the airport behind. The Wisconsin landscape, so different from her tropical home, unfolded outside the windows. Miah watched the tapestry of russet and gold fly by, a quiet wonder on her face.

“It’s beautiful,” she said softly. “It’s… quiet. The colors are sleeping.”

“They are,” Matt said, his hand finding hers on the center console, their fingers immediately intertwining. “It’s a different kind of beauty than yours.”

“Everything here feels different. The air is so sharp. It feels clean.”

“Just wait until January,” he chuckled. “It’ll feel a lot more than sharp.” He squeezed her hand, his thumb tracing circles on her skin. “Nervous? About meeting the girls?”

“A little,” she admitted, turning to look at him. “I want them to like me, Matt. It’s important to me. But I’m more anxious to see your world. To see the home you’ve described to me a thousand times.”

Matt’s two daughters, Sarah and Emily, and their husbands, Mark and David, had returned to the familial home for the long Thanksgiving weekend. Sarah, the elder, was pragmatic and sharp, with Matt’s logical mind. Emily was the dreamer, the artist, with a softer heart. As Matt and Miah pulled up the long, gravel driveway to his sprawling ranch-style house, nestled amongst tall oak and maple trees, the sight of the warm lights glowing in the windows seemed to announce that this was it. This wasn’t a dream, wasn’t a video call, or a fantasy. It was time to take their romance to the next level, to fold it into the fabric of his real life.

He parked the car, and before he could even turn off the engine, the front door opened, and his family spilled out onto the porch. He watched Miah take a deep breath, her shoulders squaring slightly, the confident resort manager taking over. Matt got out and opened her door, his hand resting on the small of her back as they walked toward the house.

The introductions were a blur of hugs and handshakes. Sarah was polite, her eyes observant and analytical. Emily was instantly warm, pulling Miah into an enthusiastic hug. “It is so amazing to finally meet you! Dad hasn’t shut up about you for a year!” she exclaimed, earning a mock-glare from Matt.

Matt helped Miah with her bags, leading her through the familiar spaces of his home and up the stairs to his master suite. “I wanted you to have my room,” he said, setting her suitcase down. “It’s the most comfortable, and you deserve it.”

The details of the room were all deeply familiar to her, yet seeing them in three dimensions was a strangely intimate experience. She had seen it all countless times on video chats, but now she could feel it. She ran a hand over the luxurious king-size bed, its thick, fluffy down comforter a welcoming cloud. She picked up one of the vanilla and lavender candles from the headboard shelf, bringing it to her nose and inhaling the calming scent he loved. Late afternoon sunshine streamed through the large corner windows above the huge Jacuzzi tub in the en-suite bathroom, highlighting the glistening tile and chrome fixtures. Finally, she could experience all of it in person and immerse herself in the tangible reality of all things Matt. He would set up his own space in the spare bedroom in the finished basement. She had come 2,500 miles, but they’d have to endure sleeping two floors apart while the kids were in the house. It was a necessary torment.

He came to stand behind her as she stared out the window at the sprawling backyard. He wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her back against his chest and resting his chin on her shoulder.

“Miah, I’m so glad you’re here. So incredibly glad,” he murmured into her hair. “I’ve fantasized about this moment for so long. You look even more gorgeous and sexy than I remembered, and I didn’t think that was possible. I know the houseful will cramp our style, babe, and it’s going to be torture, but I’m really glad they can finally meet you. I want them to understand why I’m so hopelessly in love with you.” He paused, his grip tightening. “I’ll be in the basement bedroom tonight, but every single thought will be up here with you.”

Miah leaned back into his embrace, a slow, seductive smile playing on her lips. She turned her head, her mouth just inches from his ear. “So you really think you can keep your hands off me, huh?” she teased, her voice a low, throaty giggle that sent a shiver straight down his spine. “We’ll see about that, Matthew.” She straightened up, turning in his arms to face him, her expression becoming more earnest. “I’m anxious to meet your girls properly, Matt. Not just a quick hello on the porch. I’ve been looking forward to finally being a part of your family for so long, my love. But we’ll have our alone time soon enough. For now, let’s be present with them. Let’s enjoy this. Let them see how perfect we are for each other.”

“I know, babe, I know you’re right,” he groaned, his eyes dropping to her mouth. “But my tongue wants to taste you so bad! Just one kiss… a real one.”

“Matt, stop it,” she said, her tone shifting, a familiar note of authority creeping in. She placed a firm hand on his chest, holding him at bay. “We’ve already discussed this. You’ve invited me for a family Thanksgiving, not a four-day booty call. You will be a gentleman. You will keep your cock under control. Are we clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled, the formal address a concession and a promise.

And so the exquisite torture began. The innuendo and sexual tension, already simmering after a year of abstinence, began to flare into a raging inferno. Matt hadn’t realized, had not truly comprehended, just how soul-crushingly difficult it would be to be in the same house with her, to breathe the same air, and resist the all-consuming urge to worship Miah’s body with his hands and his lips and his tongue.

The next morning, the house was alive with activity. The kitchen action started early, a symphony of sounds and smells. A plump, 25-pound turkey, glistening from its overnight brine bath of kosher salt, brown sugar, maple syrup, and a secret BBQ rub, was patted dry and loaded into the preheated oven. Hours later, the large kitchen island, with its glistening white quartz countertop, became the bustling command center for the day’s culinary operation, the gathering place for the six of them. Sarah was meticulously assembling the yam casserole, arranging a perfect, crunchy topping of pecans and brown sugar. Her husband, Mark, a man of quiet efficiency, was methodically slicing red potatoes, dropping them into a large pot of boiling water, ready for mashing and to be enriched with obscene amounts of milk, cream cheese, and butter.

Miah, leaning against the counter with a mug of coffee in her hands, was captivating everyone with stories of her tropical home. Her voice was a spell, weaving images in the air. The kids and their spouses could practically see the cinematic sunsets on the west coast of Barbados, feel the warm water as they swam with sea turtles in the turquoise sea, and taste the fresh-caught mahi-mahi eaten to the sound of a live steel-pan band. Her stories were a warm breeze in the chilly Wisconsin kitchen. For everyone else, they were a charming travelogue. For Matt, however, the sound of her voice, the way her lips formed the words, the flash of her eyes as she described the “hot, sticky nights,” brought a torrent of lewd, delicious fantasies to his mind.

Later, as the meal prep continued, Miah moved to the deep, white farmhouse sink to rinse her hands. Seizing the opportunity, Matt came up behind her, ostensibly to grab a dish towel. He pressed his hips gently, almost imperceptibly, against her big, sexy ass, breathing her in. He leaned close to her ear, his whisper a low vibration against her skin. “Mmmm, my tongue wants to lick grape jelly out of your navel, Miah. Right here on the counter.”

She knew exactly what he was doing, and she wasn’t biting. He felt her body tense slightly, but she didn’t move away. She simply looked back over her shoulder and shot him a death stare, a silent, powerful warning. But even at the risk of genuinely displeasing his Mistress, Matt couldn’t hold himself back. The proximity was driving him insane.

He retreated, moving back to the large wooden cutting board to combine the ingredients for his famous homemade stuffing. It was a rustic, comforting mix of day-old sourdough bread and crumbled cornbread, sautéed onion and celery, and a generous amount of fresh sage and thyme. It would be simple but utterly delectable when soaked with the hot, rich turkey gravy made from the drippings. As he tossed the ingredients together, his mind was miles away. He was thinking of the red satin panties stretched taut across Miah’s incredible ass, the pair with the words “Wanna Lick?” embroidered in cheeky black script on the back. They were a gift, a little surprise he had left for her on the pillow in his bed. He knew exactly how it felt, the silken texture of her skin, the incredible sensation of having his tongue deep in her tight asshole, and the knowledge that he couldn’t have it right now was a physical, gnawing ache.

Miah opened the refrigerator, its bright light illuminating her face, and pulled out two cartons of heavy cream. She then poured the cold, thick liquid into the bowl of the countertop stand mixer, added a measure of powdered sugar, and flicked the switch. The machine whirred to life, its rhythmic churning transforming the cream into perfect, sweet, stiff peaks of whipped cream. It would later be generously plopped onto heaping slices of coconut cream, chocolate silk, and traditional pumpkin pies. The steady, mechanical noise of the mixer was more than enough to cover for his next assault. He moved beside her, pretending to look for a spatula.

“Babe,” he whispered, his voice low and gravelly, “I want to lick some of that whipped cream off your asshole right now. I want to eat it while you’re bent over this counter.”

His normal horny, always-ready-for-sex personality was magnified tenfold, amplified by a year of celibacy and digital foreplay. After months of only an electronic relationship, his lover and Mistress was finally, tangibly, in his home. He could feel the heat radiating from her skin. He could see the subtle shift in her posture, the almost imperceptible clenching of her thighs. Miah was becoming moist, profoundly and frustratingly so, against her wishes. His words were a direct assault on her control. She shot him another glare, her dark eyes flashing with a mixture of anger and, he hoped, arousal, as she removed the bowl from the mixer and set the whipped cream in the refrigerator to chill. It wouldn’t be nearly enough to stop him.

“Miah, can you help me form the roll dough?” asked Matt a few minutes later, his voice a study in perfect, buttery innocence.

“Of course, my love,” she replied, her own voice equally smooth, playing the part for their audience.

Together, they floured a section of the quartz countertop next to the stove. Matt retrieved a large bowl containing his puffy, homemade bread dough, proofed and risen to absolute perfection, and turned it out into the center of the white powder. As they began to work the dough, their fingers deliberately, sensuously, caressed each other as much as the dough itself. He’d press his hand over hers, his thumb stroking the back of her hand. She retaliated, her touch feather-light as she stroked the side of his index finger as if it were his hard, straining cock. The air between them crackled. Matt pulled a heavy wooden rolling pin out of a drawer, and with his back to the crowd still gathered at the island, he began to press the dough into a large, thin circle. He leaned in again, his lips brushing her earlobe.

“Squeezing this soft dough,” he whispered, his voice thick with need, “reminds me of the feel of your bulging tits, when I’ve tied both of them up tight with parachute cord and they’re swollen for me.”

That earned him a sharp, swift left elbow jab to the ribs. It wasn’t that she disliked his comment; he knew she loved it. He could see the faint flush that had risen on her high cheekbones. She just didn’t want to soak her panties in front of his entire family. Matt’s voice, his filthy, specific promises, could produce a steady, copious flow of yummy pussy juice from her delicious cunt, even against her most resolute wishes.

A vibrant green salad, chocked full of crisp cucumber, jewel-like tomatoes, shredded carrots, sweet bell peppers, slivers of red onion, and ribbons of purple cabbage was being assembled at the island by Emily and her husband, David, their laughter mingling with the sounds of the kitchen. A timer beeped, shrill and insistent. It was time. Time to remove the magnificent turkey from the oven and let it rest before carving. As Matt, wearing thick oven mitts, opened the oven door and pulled out the large roasting pan, a wave of savory, intoxicating aroma wafted through the kitchen, demanding everyone’s attention and silencing the conversation. The skin on the bird was a deep, perfect golden brown and audibly crispy, yet the meat promised to be moist and juicy. A pool of precious drippings had collected in the pan below, the liquid gold that formed the foundation of Matt’s famous gravy.

Matt and Miah carefully situated the massive bird on a carving board with a rack, and he tipped the roasting pan, pouring the precious drippings into a saucepan in which the gravy would be made. As he placed it on a burner, adding chicken broth, flour, salt, and pepper, he saw his chance. He stood beside Miah, whisking the nascent gravy as it began to bubble. Relentless, he whispered to his Caribbean goddess, “This gravy would taste so good licked off your back, as it dripped down that sexy crease along your spine. I’d follow every drop with my tongue until I reached your ass.”

This time, she threw him a bone. A quick, fleeting smile emerged, a tiny crack in her formidable facade. The truth is, she was buckling under his constant, targeted innuendo. He knew her triggers, knew the exact words and images that would land with pinpoint accuracy. She had come for him many times, her body shuddering in orgasm miles away, simply by listening to his seductive voice on the phone. And this setting, the risk, the public-private nature of it, made it exponentially hotter, right here amidst his smiling, oblivious family, whilst a big, wholesome meal was being assembled.

She placed a hand on his arm, her touch both a warning and a concession. “Matt,” she said, her voice low and tight, just for him. “I need to change. This is getting… difficult.” Then, louder, for the room to hear, “I think I’d better change into something a bit more casual for dinner. Matt, can you give me one of your t-shirts to wear?”

“Of course, babe,” he said, his heart leaping into his throat. “Let’s go find you one.”

Up the stairs they went, a silent, charged energy field surrounding them, a palpable thing that crackled in the air between their bodies. With every step on the creaking wooden treads, the mundane sounds of the family downstairs, the clatter of plates, the distant murmur of the television, faded into an indistinct hum, replaced by the thundering of Matt’s own heart. He could feel the heat radiating from Miah’s body, though they weren’t touching. He could smell the faint, floral notes of her perfume, now mingling with a sharper, more feral scent of pure, undiluted arousal that was all her own. It made the air thick, difficult to breathe, each inhalation a heady draft of anticipation that tightened his chest and made his skin prickle with a thousand tiny shocks of electricity. He watched the sway of her hips as she ascended ahead of him, the movement a silent, mesmerizing promise of what was to come. The journey felt both agonizingly slow and perilously fast, a strange suspension of time where the only reality was the two of them, moving as one toward an inevitable detonation.

The moment they were inside the master bedroom, the atmosphere shifted from charged potential to imminent, explosive action. The door clicked shut, the sound unnaturally loud, a definitive seal separating their clandestine world from the one downstairs. Miah turned, her entire posture transformed. The easygoing guest was gone, vaporized. In her place stood a queen, a predator, her movements economical and imbued with absolute purpose. The air in the room was cool, a stark contrast to the inferno building inside him, and it carried the familiar, comforting scent of his own life, clean linen, cedar from the closet, a hint of his aftershave lingering from the morning. But Miah’s presence overwrote it all, colonizing the space. She took a step toward him on the plush, cream-colored carpet, and with a regal, commanding grace, she pointed a single, elegant finger at the door. Her eyes, a deep, liquid brown that had been warm and laughing just minutes before, were now ablaze, glittering with a furious, insatiable hunger.

“Lock the goddamn door,” she demanded, her voice a low, guttural growl that vibrated through the silent room and straight into his bones. It was the voice that haunted his dreams, the voice that could bring him to his knees from a thousand miles away. “Don’t you dare hesitate for a second. And then I want you to get that fucking cock out. Right now.”

The switch was instantaneous, a total and breathtaking surrender. The playful game of innuendo and stolen touches was incinerated in the heat of her command. Mistress Miah was here, in his house, in his bedroom, and she was now in complete control. A tremor of exquisite, terrifying excitement shot through him, a feeling of coming home to a part of himself he could only access with her.

His hands, which had felt so steady just moments before, were now clumsy and trembling with a desperate, frantic urgency. He fumbled with the deadbolt, the metallic click of the lock sliding home sounding like a gunshot in the charged silence. He spun around to face her, his fingers working frantically at the button and zipper on his trousers. There was no finesse, only a raw, animalistic need to obey, to present himself to her. His cock was already a furious, straining reality, jutting straight out from the confines of his pants, a thick, purple-headed testament to the hours of torment she had put him through. It felt painfully engorged, the skin stretched taut, and as her furious gaze landed on it, it seemed to rise and thicken even more, pulsing with a life all its own.

Miah didn’t wait. With the fluid grace of a jungle cat, she dropped to her knees on the soft, yielding carpet. She didn’t break eye contact, her blazing gaze locked with his as she stared up at him, her lips parted slightly. The position was one of supplication, yet everything about her screamed power. A low, guttural moan vibrated deep in Matt’s chest, an involuntary sound of pure, helpless pleasure. He watched, mesmerized, as her hot, wet tongue emerged. She started at the heavy, swollen weight of his balls, the lick slow, deliberate, a calculated act of worship that sent a lightning bolt of sensation straight to his groin. Her tongue trailed a path of searing heat up the straining, hardened length of his shaft, leaving a glistening trail of saliva in its wake.

Her thick, soft lips, rouged and impossibly inviting, closed around the sensitive, weeping head of his cock. Her tongue swirled around the corona, a masterful, targeted assault on his senses, bathing him, tasting him, claiming him. The scent of her lipstick mixed with his own musk, creating a uniquely intoxicating perfume. Then, the suction began. It was intense, powerful, a greedy, demanding pull that caused Matt to gasp, his head thrown back, his eyes squeezed shut as a wave of dizzying pleasure washed over him. He felt a sudden, uncontrollable deluge of thick, slick precum pulse from him, flooding her eager mouth. This was no slow, gentle seduction; there was no time for the languid poetry of a typical encounter. This was a blow job born of desperation, fast and furious, a frantic race against the clock and the proximity of his blissfully unaware family. It was raw, primal, and utterly perfect.

A guttural growl ripped from Matt’s throat. His hands went to her head, his fingers threading through the silken softness of her dark hair. He gripped her, not with cruelty, but with a matching desperation, using the leverage to fuck her face, to meet her frantic energy with his own. He began to thrust his hips, his cock sliding in and out of her hot, wet mouth in a punishing, glorious rhythm. He was a man possessed, driven by a year of fantasies, of whispered promises over the phone, of aching, lonely nights. Each downward stroke was a claim, each upward slide a surrender. The wet, slopping sounds filled the room, a secret, profane symphony just for them. He could feel the pressure building, a white-hot coil tightening at the base of his spine. He was close, so dangerously close, the point of no return rushing toward him like a freight train. He was readying himself to explode down her throat, to give her everything he had.

Just as the final wave began to crest, Miah pulled away. For a heart-stopping second, he felt a flash of angry disappointment, but it vanished as he saw her face. A single, glistening string of his own fluid connected her chin to his cock, catching the afternoon light filtering through the window. She was breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling in ragged pants, her lips swollen and red. With a last, hungry look, she scrambled to her feet and ran to the en-suite bathroom. He heard the whisper of her bare feet on the cool tile. She braced herself, planting both hands firmly on the smooth, cold edge of the bathtub, and bent over at the waist. Her legs were straight, her back flat, presenting her magnificent, glorious ass to him in an undeniable, irresistible invitation.

“Get these clothes off of me,” she commanded, her voice muffled and echoing slightly in the tiled acoustics of the bathroom. The command was sharp, edged with a breathless urgency. “And fuck me right now, Matt!”

He was on her in an instant, the last vestiges of rational thought consumed by a singular, predatory instinct. He felt like a wolf sighting its prey after a long, brutal winter. His hands were shaking again, this time with a violent, consuming need. He hooked his fingers under the hem of her smart wool dress, bunching the expensive fabric in his fists and pulling it up over her hips, revealing the treasure beneath. There they were, the very red satin panties from his most vivid, explicit fantasies. The sight of the vibrant color stretched taut over the swell of her ass cheeks was like a lit match to gasoline. He tugged them down her thighs, the slick satin hissing against her skin, and pulled them off her ankles in an urgent, almost violent motion, tossing the scrap of fabric aside without a second glance.

He dropped to his knees behind her on the cold, unforgiving tile. The opportunity was too potent, too perfect to pass up. He buried his face in her heat, between the perfect, round globes of her ass. He inhaled deeply, drawing her scent into his lungs, the heady, intoxicating perfume of her arousal, a musky, sweet smell that was the essence of Miah, the essence of his obsession. His tongue swept out, gliding along the hot, moist crack of her ass, following the divine line until he found the tight, puckered rosebud of her asshole. He circled it slowly, deliberately, tasting her, worshipping her. A loud, unrestrained moan of pure, unadulterated pleasure was torn from his throat, the sound muffled against her skin. It was a sound of blissful discovery, of finding a promised land. He felt more than saw the smile spread across her face as he lavished attention on her big, beautiful, black ass, a current of triumphant satisfaction running through her body.

Meanwhile, Matt’s cock had become a stone-hard, unyielding rod of flesh, so painfully erect that the head of it pressed into the tight skin of his lower abdomen. The ache was exquisite, a torment he welcomed. As gut-wrenchingly difficult as it was to tear his mouth away from her, to deny himself another second of that intoxicating taste, his cock couldn’t wait.

It was past pleading.

It was demanding entry.

Now.

With a final, lingering kiss to the small of her back, Matt pushed himself to his feet. His 6-foot, 1-inch frame towered over her vulnerable, bent-over body, and the shift in power was dizzying. He looked down at the twin globes of her offered ass, the sight galvanizing him, every primal instinct roaring to life. He lifted his hand and brought it down in a quick, stinging slap against her right cheek. The sound was sharp, a startling crack that echoed in the small room. A faint, lovely pink mark instantly bloomed on her deep brown skin. “Spread your cheeks for me,” he growled, savoring the authority in his own voice. “Now!”

Without hesitation, Miah reached back with one hand, her fingers pressing into her own flesh, parting her cheeks to grant him wider, more explicit access. The gesture was one of absolute submission, a testament to the trust between them. Matt gripped her by the elbow with his free hand, his fingers digging into her skin, steadying her, anchoring her as she braced for his entry. She was intensely, exquisitely vulnerable in this position, completely open, completely exposed, and ready to be fucked hard by her pet. He could see her cunt now, glistening, swollen, and impossibly wet, a welcoming sheath that pulsed faintly in anticipation.

Matt’s cock needed no guiding. It was a heat-seeking missle locked onto its target. He positioned the thick, slick head against her drenched entrance and, without any warning, plunged into her. He rammed his entire length inside, balls deep, in one single, powerful, brutal thrust that was meant to stun, to overwhelm, to claim.

Miah gritted her teeth, a sharp, ragged hiss of air escaping her lips as she absorbed the sheer force and size of him. Her knuckles turned white where she gripped the cool edge of the tub, her body fighting the instinct to cry out, a sound that would surely carry to the unsuspecting crowd below. Matt, however, seemed to have forgotten they even existed. He was lost, gone, utterly consumed by the sublime friction of her body swallowing him whole. He immediately began pumping into her, his thrusts fast, violent, piston-like. He fucked her like a man starved, a man possessed, each stroke erasing a day of their year-long separation. He was an engine of pure lust, and she was the vessel for his release. The overwhelming force was too much, too perfect. She came within seconds, her tight pussy walls clenching and convulsing violently around his shaft as she succumbed to his raw, kinky, overwhelming sexuality.

Matt felt her climax grip him, her inner muscles milking him, threatening to pull him over the edge with her, but he held on, driven by a deeper need. He continued to slam his hips into her ass, his balls slapping against her wet skin, creating a slick, percussive sound that echoed off the tiled walls. The noise was dangerously loud, a rhythmic, slapping announcement of their transgression that certainly could have been heard below if anyone had been listening. The risk was a potent aphrodisiac. His heart was a runaway train, hammering a frantic, brutal rhythm against his ribs. His cock was gorged with hot blood, a conduit for nearly a year’s worth of pent-up lust, frustration, and adoration. While he fucked her, he stared down at the hypnotic sight of her asshole puckering with each deep thrust, watching his own glistening cock emerge, slick and wet with their mingled fluids, only to disappear deep inside her again. The sight, the feel, the raw, glorious friction, and the imminent, heart-stopping risk, it was all too much after such a long, agonizing separation from his lover.

He felt the precipice approaching, the unstoppable, tidal wave of his own release. He let go. With a final, guttural roar that he no longer tried to stifle, he exploded, shooting a full, hot load against the back wall of her pussy. He groaned, a deep, shuddering sound, with each powerful, pulsing contraction of his orgasm, the force of his release so great it brought on a new series of powerful aftershocks that rippled through Miah’s already sensitized body. It was fast, raw, incredibly risky… and a perfect, perfect fuck.

The sudden silence in the aftermath was deafening, broken only by the sound of their ragged, desperate gasps for air. Their hearts pounded a frantic duet against their chests. For a long moment, they remained connected, his cock still buried deep inside her. Then, his knees gave out. They collapsed onto the cool tile of the floor, a tangle of sweaty, trembling limbs, their bodies slick and smelling of sex. They lay there, struggling to gain some measure of composure, to let the roaring in their ears subside, to feel the world slowly seep back in. The storm had broken, and now they had to return downstairs to a world that had no idea it had even happened.

Later that afternoon, surrounding the large, gleaming Queen Anne-style dining room table, the six of them gorged themselves in a culinary orgy. The table was laden with the fruits of their morning’s labor: sliced turkey, mounds of creamy mashed potatoes, sweet yam casserole, savory stuffing, tart cranberry sauce, fresh rolls, and the crisp green salad.

The low drone of the Cowboys’ game in the background, the early, pleasant sensations of an oncoming food-induced nap, and the easy, warm laughter of family hovered around them like a comforting blanket. Matt’s legs felt the pleasant fatigue, the sweet ache, from a much-needed, world-shattering orgasm. An hour ago, his mind had been a singular, roaring inferno of need, capable of thinking only of tasting every inch of his lovely Miah.

And now, as he looked at her sitting beside him, chatting warmly with his daughter, a profound and gentle peace settled over him. He just wanted to cuddle with her on the couch in front of the fire, under a soft fleece blanket, and whisper into her ear, “I love you, I adore you, and I cherish you.”
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About the Author

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

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

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

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

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