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I woke up on a Sunday morning to my
squawking alarm. My eyes started to protest against my wish to open
them – all I wanted was more sleep. Deep uninterrupted sleep.
However, the relentless buzzing of my alarm forced me to wake up,
to face the new part of my life.

A New place was certainly an
understatement to where I am. I am in a whole other continent. In
fact - and to be precise - 8,300 miles away from my home, my
Bangalore. I opened my unwilling eyes in a large and furnished dorm
room in New York. Nothing seemed familiar, so I shut my hazel
pupils and remember the faces of my mom and dad when they dropped
me at Devanahalli International airport.

There was allot of tears.

But I had to go. This was the first
step to my dream of becoming an established commercial artist. And
also to explore life abroad. Not to mention quenching my deep
curiosity of American boys, or should I say men? I loved all Indian
men, but there was a forbidden allure to America, their arrogance.
I knew I wanted it.

I got out of my bed and realized that
I had only been wearing my inners. Scratching and itch in my raven
hair, I moved lethargically over to the dressing table. In the
small mirror, a young twenty one year old stared back at me. A
lean, dark haired girl with big olive eyes. Her skin was flawless
and smooth as satin. I could easily pass for pretty. Even in a
foreign land. In fact, my few – family dishonoring sexual
encounters– lovers mentioned me being beautiful.

I have never felt it.

Bam!

“What the hell!” The words escaped my
mouth with fear. I ran towards my robe and wrapped it around me.
Automatically my hands manage to tie my hair in a rough
ponytail.

Bam! Bam!

The knock was urgent. I didn’t know
anybody yet. Who could it be?

“Who is it?” I asked my accent almost
smooth from years of practice with my brother.

No answer.

Curiosity opened the door to find an
amazing looking, tall and muscular boy impatiently glaring at me.
The expression on his face was pure shock. He was expecting my
roommate.

“Hi, sorry, I thought this was Paige’s
room?” he stuttered.

“That’s ok.” I looked at him again and
observed that he had blue eyes and brown hair. Damn! He is
attractive.

“I am Ethan and you are gorgeous.” He
said it in such a cocky yet sensual way that I could not help
feeling turned on at his complement. “May I come in?”

I nodded but wanted to say no, “Yea,
sure. And I am Meera.”  His smile drowned me in a haze. I
wanted to shout at myself. I was like a crush struck
teenager.

“Great. Are you from Asia?”

“Yes, India. Please have a seat.” I
pointed my hand towards a cozy couch in my room. He immediately
complied, and I sat next to him. Why I did it, I would never know.
But he was intoxicating. And I was not in America only for the
art.

“So, you come from the land of
gorgeous. I had a virtual relationship with a girl in India, but
that ended. Where is the fun in doing things virtually through a
web camera? Do you agree?”

He was signaling me for something
physical. I could feel the heat between us.

“Yea, that is true. Where is the fun?”
I smiled at him. My heart raced as my hands became
moist. 

Ethan held my gaze, “But she was hot
man! She had beautiful eyes, dark long hair, and beautiful curves.
Just like yours.” His eyes were full of lust.

Suddenly I was aware of my own
nakedness.

He put his right hand on my left knee
and began to stroke it. I did not stop him.

"You are so soft?"

My voice was dry, "I am?" loving his
touch. I could not believe this was happening to me. The shy girl
from Bangalore wanted to run, the modern art student from America
wanted him. Badly.

"And you are beautiful." He pulled me
closer and in a split second; his lips were on mine. Tender and
gentle at first but it grew fierce and raw. His hand moved towards
my thigh, and the robe that I was wearing was a lost cause. His
hand began to explore my insides, cupping my sex and then circling
around it with his fingers. I lost words. Lost time as all I wanted
d was for him to continue. The pleasure was mounting. I felt like a
slut and a woman at the same time.

His left hand untied the knot on my
robe, and it fell off my shoulders. He kissed every bit of my neck
while he grabbed my full breasts with both his hands and squeezed
them hard. A moan escaped my mouth. I wanted it. Or did I? Was I
only excited by the dream or reality?

Ethan did not give me a chance to
ponder, “God I want you,” he whispered and stood up, taking me with
him. I took off his shirt, and he unzipped his pant. His hardness
popped out. He pushed me on the couch with a grin on his face as he
pulled me close.

Our bodies met. He parted my legs wide
and slid a finger inside me. I was wet for him. Without wasting any
time, he put on a condom and with one swift motion he was inside
me.

“O my God, you are so wet,” he mumbled
as he slid in and out of me, lifting my tight ass in one
hand.

It hit the spot. I moaned in pleasure.
It was intense and wild, and I liked it. The moment, the waiting
boiled into a pressure pot of delight. I came. For the first time
in my life, the pleasure of orgasm with a man ripped through my
body.

Seconds later Ethan grunted. He
cradled me in his arms and took me to the shower.

“I think we both need to shower, I
need more of you.”

 I looked at him,
confused.

 “Don’t you wanna keep
doing this again and again? I want to be clean for
that.”

I blushed with the unexpressed joy. He
turned on the shower, and we were wet in seconds. His wet body
looked hotter than before. I slowly ran my fingers over every inch
of him.

“O yes,” he whispered when my hand
felt his rock hard cock. He was turned on by it. His fingers
started to tease my nipples, and his mouth invaded mine with
lust.

I was aroused. Again. Before we
realized, we were on the bathroom floor, making love. While water
ran over our bodies.

His tongue found my clitoris. It left
me paralyzed on the floor. He held my nipples between his fingers
and started to twist them giving a heavenly sensation.

“Yes!” I heard my own voice. It was
unfamiliar. I no longer cared. I wanted the pleasure, and I was not
about to wait long for it.

Ethan stopped for a moment, gazed into
my eyes and stroked wet hair from my face. I took it as an
opportunity to grab his hardness.

“I can’t believe this is
happening,” he said.

 I did not reply and
pushed him back against the shower wall. I kissed my way down his
ripped stomach and found his penis. Soon it was in my mouth, and he
groaned. I licked every bit of him, and he tasted
amazing.

“I want to be inside you!” He quickly
pulled me down by my hair, and I was lying on the floor again and
he was on top of me in a second.

“Wait you don’t have a condom,” I
protested, but was too far gone for concern. He went inside me in a
smooth movement. I have never felt a man without a condom before.
The feeling brought immediate pleasure. Thrust upon thrust, he went
deeper in my core. Then I came and instantaneously I was fearful.
The last thing I wanted was to become pregnant.

I wanted to tell him, but had no
voice. Then Ethan came. He pumped his seed in me.

Next morning, I woke up with a huge
smile on my face. Ethan and the memories from our little encounter
kept running in my mind the whole day and in the evening I got
dressed for school.  I forced the thought of unprotected sex
from my mind.

I decided to wear a plain black shirt
which shaped my breasts in a sexy way. And find a pair of coffee
colored jeans to match with it. I made up my eyes with kohl and
mascara. I put on lip gloss that looked like I had just kissed a
bowl of chocolate. I brushed my wet hair and dried them. I gave a
final peek at the mirror, and it told me that I was good to go and
meet Ethan. I put on my black boots which made me look about three
inches high.

I reached my classroom, and there were
a bunch of people staring at me like I was from a different planet.
I instinctively started looking for Ethan. As I got inside the room
to sit, I could make out that he was sitting at the end of the
class and speaking animatedly with a group of students. He had his
arms around a pretty blonde’s shoulder. She was as tall as him, and
I am hit with a pang of jealousy.

He was telling her something that made
her lean and kiss him, and he kissed her back. It quickly incurred
to me that he had a girlfriend. Then why would he….

I took a seat at a corner far from
their group as our teacher entered the class. Ethan’s little group
turned to face the professor, and his eyes found me. I expected him
to feel guilty, but I found no trace of that in his face. He is
calm and comfortable. On the other hand, he doesn’t even
acknowledge me.

The professor introduced himself and
so did all the students. But I couldn’t wait for the class to get
over. I was so mad that I could taste excitement on my
tongue.

After a painful long hour, the class
was dismissed. I saw Ethan walking out of the class behind his
group. I went near him and called out his name. He turned back and
looked at me, irritated.

“Can I speak to you for a minute” I
struggled to control my anger and be polite. He looked annoyed but
followed me to a corridor nearby.

“What was that?” I shouted at him
unable to control my fury. He shrugged.

“You were kissing that girl and you
did not even acknowledge me in class. I saw you with
her.”

“So? She is my girlfriend, and I don’t
think I need your permission to kiss her.”

“Oh…So, when you have a girlfriend why
did you…?”

“Hey, I did nothing, okay? You were
the one who was desperate enough to wear a bathrobe while attending
your door in the morning and signaling me that you had hots for me
even before we had had four words between us. So, I fucked you.
Again and again. But I did not force you for you to accuse me like
this. You were all wet for it.”

I looked past him as shame swallowed
me.  His friends were watching us. Slowly, others joined them
to enjoy the show. His girlfriend starred at me with a pissed
expression like I was at fault.

“Why did you not tell me that you have
a girlfriend?” I asked.

“You never asked. You just wanted me
to get inside your hungry pussy.”  He was cold. Nothing like
the man I made love with.

I could hear whispers and laughter
from our audience. “You were the one who came to my room in the
first place. Using me for sex like that was so easy for you. We did
not use...”

“You are crossing a line here. I was
just chilling out on a Sunday morning. I was bored, and you were
inviting. Don’t blame me for that, you could have stopped
it.”

Tears filled my eyes. I had never been
humiliated like this before.

“Aww, look at you with all the
waterworks. Now, this was fun. Even better than yesterday. Bye
darling. Hope you enjoy your next two years.” He mocked and left
with his friends.

People started to leave, and I was
left with no strength in my legs. How could somebody be so
mean?

* * *

Time past slowly. I woke up feeling
nauseous and giddy. It was Saturday. Ever since that incident, I
could not bring myself to socialize or go out and explore
places.

But I liked my work. I started as a
waitress at a coffee shop since Wednesday. It was supposed to be a
temporary job until I could get an internship with a magazine
company as an artist. At least it kept my mind of Ethan. Of what
happened and squashed the gnawing feeling of fear from our
unprotected encounter.

I got out of my bed and took a shower.
I picked up a blue skirt and a white top to go with it. I dried my
hair and tied them with a band. I made up my eyes so that I
wouldn’t chase out customers with my dull face. Applied a cherry
pink lip gloss and put on a pair of white shoes. I tossed all my
essentials into my blue handbag and started to walk towards my
destination.

It was a cozy day. I walked inside the
café. There were a few customers having breakfast and others
sipping coffee. The smell of food made me feel hungry. I walked
inside the kitchen and the café’s most experienced cook Lucy was
taking out a tray of fresh baked chocolate brownies from the
oven.

Lucy smiled at me warmly. She was in
her early 40s and had a motherly charm in her. We had hit it off
instantly and in a short time that we knew each other, and I had
told her a lot about myself and also about Ethan. She had felt very
sorry for me.

“Hi Lucy. Good Morning” I
smiled.

“Hi darling. Hungry for some brownies?
I am sure you have not eaten yet.”

“Yea, I haven’t. The last I ate was
your delicious blueberry muffins yesterday afternoon,” I
said.

Lucy gave a weary smile. “You should not
do this to yourself hon, you’re very young. New York is a happening
city. Go out and meet some people. Meet some guys. Ethan was a pig.
But, not every man is. You should move on dear.”

She was right. I smiled at her and
considered her words. Isn’t that what I wanted too? To let go and
move on.

Lucy served two of her hot brownies in
a plate and handed it over to me. She was just like my mother.
Always making sure I eat properly.

“Thanks Lucy. You are an angel.” I
said and put down my plate on a small table in the kitchen and eat
the brownies devotionally. My body needed food.

I thanked Lucy again and put on my
apron. I walked out, and Peter, the in-charge of the café signaled
me to take care of three tables. I efficiently did as I was
told.

As I cleared out a table, I noticed a
tall, handsome, athletic man walking in through the door. Dressed
in a Police uniform. He walked towards me, and I realized that he
was occupying my table. He waved at Lucy and I understood that he
was a regular here. Lucy gave me a naughty smile.

I waited until the man decided on his
order.

“I am starving. And I can’t decide
what to have. Please serve me the first delicious dish that you can
find.”

This is the first time a customer had
given me the choice to get him something, and I
hesitated.

“What would you have? French toasts,
brownies, omelet, waffles or muffins?” I asked him with a
smile.

“Like I said, get me what you feel is
the best. I trust your judgment.” He assured me.

I nodded my head and went. I could
sense him looking at me as I walked towards the kitchen. I told
Lucy about his weird request. She laughed.

“He is detective Seth Montgomery. He
is always like that. He is a regular here. Very determined young
fellow and attractive too.” She hinted at me.

 “Okay. I think I will
take a caramel French toast and veggie egg first. Then probably a
brownie that you fed me and a caffe frappe.”

“Sounds good dear. Here, I will help
you serve.” I arranged all the food on my tray and went.

I placed the food on the officer’s
table. He seemed happy with everything. He gave me an appreciative
nod, and I turned to leave.

“Are you new here?” He asked me in a
very friendly tone.

“Yes, officer. I joined three days
back.”

“What is your name? You don’t look
like you are from the United States.”

“I am Meera. I am from Bangalore,
India. Pursuing my studies here.”

“That’s very nice to know Meera. I am
detective Seth. I keep coming here very often. Love the food
here.”

 “I will let you have
your breakfast.” I smiled at him and moved on to my next table. I
got busy with my work. But everywhere I went, I could sense his
eyes following me. I looked at him and saw him blush at being
caught. He was charming.

In about twenty minutes, he was done
with his breakfast and signaled me for a check. I took it to
him.

“You are a very efficient waitress, I
can say.” Of course, he could say. He had been looking at me
throughout.

“Thanks. Here’s your check.” I smiled
at him suitably. In the meanwhile, Lucy came out to speak with the
detective, and I cleared out his table and left.

In a few minutes, Lucy approached me
with a big smiling face.

“You have a date with detective Seth
tonight after your class.” She informed me proudly, and I nodded
politely.

Detective Seth approached me in a
minute. “I will pick you up at eight here. We could decide where to
go then.” He had a sweet smile in place, and I smiled back. He
left.

At eight, I reached the café. I was
wearing a red evening gown that flows down till my length. My black
boots make me look 5 inches taller. I had put on red lip gloss, and
I had curled my hair. I thought that I looked presentable. I sought
for a uniformed detective but to my surprise he was wearing a blue
denim shirt and jeans, and he looked boyish. He approached me with
a bouquet of red roses. They were beautiful.

“Hi detective Seth” I greet him. He
handed me a huge bouquet.

“Hi Meera. I would much rather prefer
you calling me Seth instead. We are on a date. Do you want to go to
an Indian restaurant for dinner?” I was elated.

“Sure, I would love to. I have been
missing home food ever since I stepped in the US.” He was pleased
and opened the door to his car for me.

Punjabi Dhaba was a very homely yet
romantic place. There was Indian instrumental music playing, and I
instantly felt at home. The atmosphere was calm and
perfect.

We proceeded towards our table, and as
we sat down, the waiter handed out our menus. Every dish looked
familiar to me, and I ordered for both of us. A malai chicken kebab
and a paneer platter for starters. Kadai chicken and bread for the
main course. 

I felt very comfortable as we began to
chat about ourselves. I asked him if he was from New
York.

“No Meera. I moved to New York two
years back. It was hard for me to adjust here for the first two
months. I come from a small town called Bozeman in Montana. I came
here to become a detective with the NYPD.”

I could relate to him. I understood
that it was not just me who found it difficult to adjust in this
city. Beginnings are hard for everyone.

“I am having a difficult time
adjusting in this place too. College sucks. I am enjoying work and
Lucy make it very easy for me.”

“Yes, Lucy is adorable. Honestly, I
would have asked you on a date very soon. But her doing it was a
relief for me. I would not know how to approach you.”

“I did not expect myself to say yes to
this. But turns out even I was excited to see you somewhere outside
the café. Lucy understood both of our minds may be.”

“Well, I am very happy that I decided
to come to the café for breakfast. Or else I would have had
competition in no time.” It made me blush.

“Now why would you say that?” I asked
in a flirty voice

“Because you are sweet, attractive,
beautiful, and you have a very charming presence. A woman like you
should always be well protected.” He said honestly.

I was overwhelmed with his
compliments. Then I told him about Ethan and how my first week had
been. I told him that I had been feeling homesick, and this
ambience and the comfort he was giving me was the best thing that
happened to me ever since I landed in New York.

For a minute, both of us couldn’t take
our eyes off each other. We remained silent until the waiter came
along with our food.

I told him about my family, my dreams,
my passion and my plans. He nodded encouragingly. I realized that I
hadn’t spoken to anybody in days. I poured myself out to him, and
he listened patiently.

Then he began to speak about
himself.

“My father was a bank manager but we
cut ties with him a decade ago. He was cheating on my mother. Ever
since then, my mother has taken care of me and my little sister.
She became a teacher in our school and made sure that we got the
best education. So, even without a dad, we did just
fine.

“My mother and my sister visit me
often. I am very close to my family. I have friends in the
department whom I trust and care about. They make it easy for me to
live alone here. And now, I have you.”

I realized that it was not the
ambience or the food that made me feel at home. It was this
gorgeous man sitting in front of me.

We had our desert silently. There was
a heat between us for something more. Once the bill was paid, we
got up from our seats. We got inside the car, and he was looking at
me from his seat.

“I had a very good time this evening.
I am sad that it is coming to an end.” I told him
honestly.

He leaned closer to me. Very soon our
lips met and we drowned in our first kiss. He was nothing like
Ethan. His lips brushed through mine lovingly. Like I was his most
delicate possession. It was very intoxicating. I started to kiss
him back tenderly, and it felt right.

 “You know, this
doesn’t have to be the end of this evening. If you wish, we could
go to my place.” He said carefully.

“Let’s go to your place.” I could
trust him.

The car roared to life, and we were at
his place in fifteen long minutes. We got into the elevator, and it
was empty. He locked me in the corner of the elevator with his
hands and started kissing me hungrily. I could feel his hardness
pressed against me. Oh My!

We reached the eighteenth floor and
walked quietly towards his apartment hand in hand. I was nervous.
He was too.

He opened the door and turned on the
lights. The house was beautiful. Small and sweet. I could suddenly
feel his hands hold me from behind. His hand touched my hair,
and he started to leave a trail of soft kisses on my nape. His left
hand moved towards my left breast, and his fingers started teasing
my nipple. Oh my god

His right hand was on my right nipple,
and his fingers began to tease and he did not stop. I mourned with
pleasure. He scooped me in his arms and took me to a furnished
bedroom. He put me on a huge bed and tickled my feet. I burst into
laughter.

“Your laughter is so intoxicating
baby.” He said as he came closer to me. He started to move his nose
on my neck, and his breathe tickled me.

He started to peel off every layer of
clothing on me. I began to undress him, and he helped me. His hands
started to explore every bit of me. I blocked his hands with mine
to stop his slow torture. He took this as a challenge and broke
free. He gently laid me down on his bed again, and his hands locked
mine on the bed and he was on top of me in a split
second.

“You are so beautiful. Every bit of
you. I could never stop.”

I was naked beneath him, and I
couldn’t move. It felt powerless and sexy at the same time. His
mouth was on mine, exploring and kissing. He left light trails of
kisses from my neck to my left breast. He touched my nipple until
it hardened and didn’t let go. I grew wild. He started to bite
softly and suck my nipple that made me reach all new levels of
arousal.

He continued the same sweet torture on
my right nipple and a loud groan rippled through my throat. I
wanted him inside me. He moved towards my stomach and kissed my
navel, teasing it, tickling it. His lips found their way to my sex,
and I winced in anticipation. His tongue proficiently licked every
inch of my area, driving me crazy for several minutes.

“Oh please” I scream but he didn’t
take notice of my words and I scream again.

“What is that baby?” He asked in a
teasing yet sensual way.

“I want you. Now.”

“So soon? I have not even started
yet.” He laughed, nudging my belly. I could not take it
anymore.

His right hand reached the apex of my
thigh, and his fingers circled around my venereal. He slipped two
fingers slowly inside me and started circling, and I was
ecstatic.

“You are so wet for me and I am so
turned on by you.” He rose from me, and I could for the first time,
see his hardness. He was magnificent. I was shocked looking at it.
There is no way that can go inside me. I would easily tear apart in
one blow.

He got up to put on protection. He
smiled proudly looking at my shocked expression.

“Don’t panic. You will enjoy it as
much as I will.” He assured me, and I trusted him.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and
closed my eyes. His hardness found its way inside me, and I shudder
with pain. He was stretching me to the most possible extent, and it
hurt me. But he did not stop. A burning sensation rip through my
insides, and I felt blinded. He slowly came out, and it felt
amazing. He repeated the same for a few minutes, gently inserting
and coming out, circling inside me, and I shriek with pleasure. As
I got accustomed to his well-endowed hardness, he paced up, and I
am unable suppress my loud mourns.

His fingers pinched my nipples. It was
too much to contain myself any longer. His thrusting increased,
striking the very end of my insides. I had never felt anything like
this before. It was painful but filled with heavenly joy. I scream
his name out loud.

I opened my eyes to see him and saw
him smiling at me devotionally. He bent down and held my right
nipple between his fingers and began to press it. His kissed my
left nipple and started sucking it hard. His thrusting continued
for a few long minutes and with one sudden stroke, I burst around
him intensely. His release followed mine, and he paused. I hold him
in my arms and comfort him while we pant until our breathing goes
back to normal.

“You were incredible. This is the best
orgasm I have ever had.” He says as he sleeps beside me.

“This is the best I have ever had
too,” I tell him honestly, and his proud grin is back.

We cuddled in his large bed, and I
immediately drifted to sleep. I could feel him kissing my cheeks as
I fell asleep in his arms.

I woke up next morning with a wide
smile. My body was unable to move from all the activities from the
night, and I blushed. I open my eyes and found the bed empty. Fear
ripped my heart apart in a split second, and I start searching for
him in the whole house. I looked inside the bathroom, but he was
not to be seen anywhere.

I am hit with a sudden pang of shock
that Seth had used me for the night just as Ethan had. I felt weak
in my knees, and tears started to flow down my eyes. I tried to
control my pain as I put on my clothes, but I found it impossible
to concentrate. How could this happen to me again? Wasn’t I already
cut enough? I had thought that Seth was a genuine
person.

Our love making from the previous
night started playing in my mind, and I burst into tears. I sat on
his bed trying to pull myself together. I had to get out of this
place before fronting further embarrassment.

In a few minutes, I heard the door
open, and my heart skipped a beat. Seth appeared through the door.
His smile turned into shock after looking at me so torn.

“I thought you left me.” I explained
before he could assume worse.

“No, baby. I could never do that to
you. You don’t have ever to be insecure with me.” He came close to
me and held me in his arms. It was very comforting.

“Ready for another round?” He said,
and it sounded like magic.

“You bet.” I concede, and he leaned
down to kiss me. I was right to take a chance this time.

 






















Join The Sizzler Mailing List and receive a host deals so hot
it will melt your e-reader

 


CLICK HERE FOR
NEWSLETTER!

 


 


 


Do you want the
Absolute BEST DEAL?
Well, then click the link below. BUY DIRECT FROM ALL YOUR FAVOURITE
AUTHORS. UNCENCORED. NO HOLDING BACK.

CLICK HERE

 


Banned from Amazon….

Yes some work is too Dark and too Dubious and too Cruel for Amazon. So if you are interested,
simply click the link below towards the“Underworld”
Collection

CLICK HERE FOR MORE
INFO

 


 







If you liked this book please give it a positive
review

 


 


For more books by
Ivy Palmer
Click
Here

 












Indulge in your own fantasies tonight!

Click Here!











Follow on twitter






https://twitter.com/IvyPalmer









































cover.jpeg





