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Twenty Years Younger

In the heart of Manhattan, Mona Hadley had carved out a life for herself that was both ordinary and extraordinary. A former beauty queen from rural Texas, she had traded her tiara for a marriage that seemed fairytale-perfect, at least from the outside. Her husband, a wealthy investment banker, had given her two beautiful children and a sprawling penthouse on the Upper East Side. But as the years wore on, the spark between them fizzled, and Mona found herself divorced at forty-five, her children away at Ivy League colleges, and her days stretching out before her like an empty canvas.

She had taken the divorce as an opportunity to reinvent herself, to rediscover the woman she had been before the pageants and societal expectations. She joined art classes at the local community center, started volunteering at an animal shelter, and even took up cooking classes to expand her culinary horizons beyond the tried and tested Texan barbecue. It was in these classes that she met Marco Vitale, a charismatic young Italian who was as skilled with his hands in the kitchen as he was in other, more private settings.

Marco was a twenty-five-year-old restaurateur, his body lean and sculpted from years of working in bustling kitchens. Born and raised in Rome, his dark hair, olive skin, and deep brown eyes were a stark contrast to Mona’s sandy blonde waves and fair complexion. He had moved to New York five years ago to open his own restaurant, a cozy Italian bistro that had quickly become a local favorite. Mona, drawn to his charm and culinary expertise, had found herself seeking out his classes more and more, until one day, Marco asked her to stay behind after class. They had talked for hours, their connection undeniable, and it wasn’t long before Mona found herself falling for him, and surprisingly, he for her.

On this particular evening, Mona sat at the bar of Marco’s restaurant, her heart fluttering with anticipation. She pulled out her compact, a vintage gold piece with an inlaid mother-of-pearl design, a gift from her grandmother when she turned sixteen. She looked at her reflection, fluffing her sandy blonde waves with her hand. She held the mirror closer, ensuring her lipstick wasn’t smudged. She had chosen a bold red, a shade that reminded her of the vintage Hollywood starlets she admired growing up. Although she didn’t know why, she bothered; her lipstick disappeared quickly when she was with Marco. He had a way of kissing her that was all-consuming, as if he wanted to devour her whole.

Marco walked into the restaurant, looking as handsome as ever. His dark hair was slicked back, a few loose strands framing his chiseled face. He was dressed sharply, as always, in a gray button-up that hugged his muscled torso and skinny black pants that accentuated his long legs. Mona still felt such a surge of desire every time she saw him. It was like an electric current, starting in her chest and pulsating outwards, leaving her body buzzing with anticipation. She had no idea how she got so lucky, finding this hottie who was twenty years younger than her. But she refused to let the age difference define them. They were two consenting adults, drawn to each other in a way that was as magnetic as it was exhilarating.

“Hey, baby,” Marco said, leaning down to give her a kiss on the cheek before sitting across the table from her. “You look incredible.” His voice was a low rumble, like distant thunder, and it sent shivers down Mona’s spine.

“So do you,” said Mona, beaming. She had never felt so seen, so appreciated, as she did with Marco. He had a way of looking at her that made her feel like the most beautiful woman in the world. They ordered enough tapas to feed a small village and shared a bottle of wine, a rich, velvety Rioja that Marco had imported from Spain. Mona felt like this was the life she was meant to have right now. She had paid her dues, raised her children, and now, it was her time. Time for luxury and leisure, for adventure and romance.

“I have a surprise for you,” said Marco, looking excited as they stepped out of the restaurant. “I hope you like it.”

Mona was confused, but thrilled by this confession. She loved surprises, the thrill of the unexpected. It was like a dance, the anticipation building with each step, each touch, each whispered word. She was stunned as Marco handed her an overnight bag filled with clothes and toiletries. “Where? What?” asked Mona, laughing dizzily. She felt like a teenager again, sneaking out for a night of mischief and fun.

Inside the cab that Marco called for them, he slid his hand onto Mona’s thigh, his fingers tracing gentle circles on her soft skin. He slowly moved it upwards until it was underneath her black dress, his touch leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. Her breath stopped momentarily when she looked into Marco’s deep brown eyes. She saw that they were dark with desire, a hunger that she knew was mirrored in her own gaze. He never failed to make her feel sexy, wanted, alive.

The cab weaved through the bustling streets of Manhattan, the city lights reflecting off the glass windows like a kaleidoscope of colors. Mona watched as the familiar sights of the city blurred past, her heart pounding in her chest like a drumbeat. She had lived in this city for over two decades, but with Marco, she was seeing it through new eyes. It was as if the world was more vibrant, more alive, when she was with him.

The surprise ended up being a beautiful luxury Airbnb on the outskirts of the city. It was a modern masterpiece, all glass walls and sleek, expensive furniture. The decor was minimalistic, with clean lines and a monochromatic color scheme that gave the place an air of elegance and sophistication. It was the nicest place Mona had ever stayed, a far cry from the quaint bed and breakfasts she used to frequent with her ex-husband.

“Ah, Marco!” Mona breathed as he wrapped her up in his arms after they took the grand tour. “You know how to treat a woman.”

It surprised her at his age. He was young, yes, but he had an old soul, a wisdom beyond his years that made him more man than boy. He began to kiss his way over her neck and to the front of her throat while Mona tossed back her head. He moaned in response, not bothering to speak. Words were not needed between them. Their bodies spoke a language all their own, a dance of give and take, push and pull, that left them both breathless and yearning for more.

They moved over to the wide black sofa in the living room, the sleek leather cool against Mona’s heated skin. The room was bathed in the soft, warm glow of the setting sun, filtering through the expansive glass walls. The air was filled with a faint scent of leather and Marco’s cologne, a musky, intoxicating fragrance that made her head spin. She could hear the distant hum of the city outside, a steady rhythm that seemed to match the pounding of her own heart.

Marco laid Mona on her back, her blonde hair splaying out around her face like a halo, catching the sunlight like a crown. She gasped as Marco sat between her legs, his strong hands gripping her hips, the roughness of his skin sending shivers up her spine. Her heart pounded in her ears, a steady drumbeat of anticipation. She could see the rise and fall of his chest, the way his muscles flexed and relaxed with each breath. His tan abs rippled as he pulled off his shirt, the sound of fabric rustling filling the quiet room. Mona’s mouth went dry at the sight of him, her pulse quickening. His body was a testament to his hard work and dedication, a landscape of muscle and sinew that she couldn’t help but admire. She reached out, her fingers tracing the lines of his abs, the warmth of his skin searing her fingertips. She marveled at the way he removed his shirt and tossed it aside, treating the expensive furnishings here with the same casualness that he would any old apartment.

“You deserve to be treated like this,” said Marco softly. His eyes bore directly into hers, his expression serious and earnest, nothing but admiration. He smiled at her before sliding onto his belly, his body pressing against hers, the heat of him searing her skin.

Her head lolled back, her eyes fluttering closed as she focused on the sensations coursing through her body. The world fell away, leaving only the two of them, lost in their own private dance. The rustle of the wind, the rumble of the city beyond the glass, the hum of planes above were all drowned out, leaving nothing but the symphony of their interlaced breathing.

He gently parted her thighs, his fingers leaving trails of fire on her skin. He reached up to pull down her panties, but found that she wasn’t wearing any. A thrill shot through her at his sharp intake of breath, the way his eyes darkened with desire.

“Oh, you’re naughty,” Marco laughed, the sound low and throaty. There was a playful spark in his eye, and the hint of something more. Primal. Possessive. Everything else forgotten.

There was a profound intimacy in this moment, an unspoken connection that sent a shiver down her spine. She could feel his breath hot on her skin, the way his heart pounded against her thigh. But not a word was needed; their actions had replaced them. Their conversation was spoken without their mouths, confessions shouted with their hands, declarations of purpose whispered with their feet.

He dove in, the wetness of his tongue contrasting with the warmth of his breath. He dragged his tongue across her pussy, stopping at her clit, starbursts exploding behind her eyes. Mona’s mouth opened and closed, until she was panting like a dying fish, her fingers grasping at the air, as though trying to find purchase.

In this brief moment, Mona felt closer to the elements than she had ever been. She was a well about to overrun, a matchstick that had found the side of a box. She exhaled, sinking back onto the sofa and basking in the warmth of the cushions. The well-oiled springs of the couch clunked with every move they made, right where their bodies met.

Every few seconds, he would moan, the sound vibrating through her, sending shivers up her spine. The sound was purely primal, resonating straight from his gut. There was a hunger in it, a need that matched her own. She could feel his desire, his passion, in every touch, every lick. It was intoxicating, overwhelming, and she couldn’t get enough.

His brown eyes flitted upwards to watch her face contort and twist with the waves of arousal that pummeled her insides. In this moment, Mona lost track of all time, wondering how soon it would be before he was twisting about with her. She wondered what he noticed, what minutiae he would catch. Did he notice her eyelid twitch as she tried to fight her emotions? Did he catch the hot red flush creeping up on her, and her heart fluttering all over as she fought to maintain composure? When Mona came, the sensation was undeniable. The dried wooden supports groaned and creaked beneath them as a climax took her in its grip. It rattled her whole body, sending blinding sparks of sensory overload throughout her body.

The scent of the sofa was forgotten, everything but Marco faded from her mind as she was consumed by the powerful sensations of her climax. She could feel nothing beyond the surf of her crashing pleasure. She wrinkled her nose, and curled her toes in ecstasy. Her whole body was enraptured by the force of him. She could hear nothing above her thick, gasping breaths and his muttering moans.

She was vaguely aware of moaning in that deep, primal way. Her moan mixed with the cool night air, glazing the room in a thick, palpable heat of sensuality. Her thighs clenched down around Marco’s face, but he didn’t seem to mind. In fact, He leaned into her more, pressing his tongue harder against Mona’s clit, making her orgasm last even longer. His rich aroma wafted over her in dizzying waves. She ran her hands through his hair, grabbing onto it like it was a life raft. It’s unkempt strands spun all around her, blocking out the light. He was like no one she had ever been with before. She felt complete, ignorant of all the things she had thought she knew about life.

Mona had no idea how much time had passed when Marco sat back and smiled down at her. His hair was disheveled, his lips wet with her, and the smile that spread on his face was unlike anything she had witnessed. It was a smile of the male, an expression of complete conquerance. There was an intensity there, a hunger that made her heart race. Now wasn’t the time for jokes. She had had a good time, good food, and great fun. Now it was time for so much more. Now it was the time.

When he stood up, the room shifted as if he was the only stable thing. He unzipped his pants, and she could hear each metal tooth tear apart. The sound was primal, the unsheathing of some uncivilized, hungry beast. A beast so wild, so powerful.

As he pulled down the last of his clothes, Mona watched with heavy-lidded eyes and thought about what he had to think. His manhood bobbed in front of her, firm and fierce and thick with desire. There was a sharp stiffness there that made her breath catch in her throat, a slight parting of her lips as she regarded him, his manhood rigid and cruel like an executioner’s pole.

Even when they had not touched her, his power had a way to work through her insides. She wondered if she could see him from the inside out. She followed the lines of his neck, noticed his palms and how his chest held his heart, how the muscles of his sides rolled around his body to his back. Every inch of him for her desire, and his desire for her pounded in her heart.

Mona felt the heat build in her as she began to process every inch of his body, her lips, her eyes, and her heart all warming to the same burning flame.

“Your body is incredible,” she sighed, admiring him. She tried to imagine the warmth of him as she stretched out on the sofa, and touched his core back with her own. Rolling over, she recognized her willingness to abandon her sensibilities to him in fresh new ways. She remembered a time when she was younger and crunching on the empty, lifeless end of a cucumber. This man was a far cry more alive than that was.

Sensing this change of tide in her, he did her a favor and offered himself to her. Taking him into her mouth, and her mouth alone, twisted her insides around. He was parting her lips and stretching out her mouth, and this was all she could do to keep from yelping out with the morbid truth at how hard he was. She was still riding high on her last climax as he held back her hair, his palms oily with the sweat of her own force. But she could handle it, and she would gladly ride another high that would dwarf the one she just had to hang on.

If she was a faucet that had been turned on tight, this man gave her something to move again. She pushed and pulled around his hardness, and attached herself to him as best she could. She began feverishly bobbing her head up and down his length. Marco groaned, the sound low and gravelly, sending vibrations through her that ignited her blood.

“God, that feels good,” Marco said, his voice low and gravelly. He was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling from both her intensity and the stranglehold she held on his pleasure. She knew his pleasure was running thin now as he began to thrust his hips to meet her mouth. Though he tried to hold out the inevitable, Marco couldn’t quiet a swell of satisfaction beginning to rise up and overwhelm his vision. Lost deep in his swirling pleasure, he decided to stop her, though the words came with great effort.

“Come here,” he growled, gently grabbing her hand. Slowly taking him out of Mona’s mouth, with a soft popping sound. Mona was surprised by the sudden emptiness, but she knew it wouldn’t last long. He took her by the hand and led her over to the big glass window, the city sprawling out beneath them, a sea of twinkling lights and distant sounds. The coolness of the glass was a sharp contrast to the heat of their bodies, sending a shiver of excitement down her spine. Marco pressed her up against it, the weight of his body pinning her there, his heart pounding against her back. She could feel the glass window against her, the heat of the outside air attempting to get in. Her heartbeat chimed in the shivers that roiled her body, and though a more hidden expression came on her face, the twisted sexuality they were playing with worked its way in the air, and she wondered if all men were like this. Though she knew already, he was special. Mona leaned up against it, pressing her hands against the glass, the sensation grounding her, anchoring her to this moment.

“Yes, bend over like that, baby,” said Marco, his voice a low rumble in her ear. His breath was hot and rapid on her neck. This was it, this was the moment; she was sending him in. As Mona hinged at the waist, still in her dress, she felt the soft fabric slide up and bunch up around her hips. He was mere inches above her, and her nerve endings pricked with a fiery hot sensation that left her squirming. His eyes were hungry. He hesitated to tease her before sliding inside of her in one slow, deep motion. She curved her spine and raised her bottom receptively up to his body. It gave him the perfect angle and another angle to see her ass cheeks curl around his manhood. The combined passion of their separate warmth was closing in on each other and tightening until all that was left was the screwing of their separate being into one.

She gasped deeply, willing herself to open for his massive cock. She was soaking wet, her pussy relaxed and open, and the sensation of him slowly penetrating her caused aftershocks of pleasure to crash through her spent body. He pressed into the ground completely ungiving and completely essential for their wild coupling.

Mona had never had a cock quite as long or thick as Marco’s, so it helped that she was always so turned on for him. More than that was the fact that she was willing to experience it all too. She could feel his pleasure was becoming hard to resist, and he was laboring hard to keep his animalistic side tamed into submission. She could feel the sheen of sweat begin to slick the skin of their thighs. A hiss of pleasure escaped through his teeth, and it was then that he tightened his grip on her waist and worked up his cadence. She prided herself on being able to open for him, even though her body was screaming in disagreement. She could feel every inch of him as he slid into her wet pussy, and all the roughness and all the hardness his cock represented to her.

Marco’s hands gripped Mona’s waist as he thrusted deeper into her pussy. The power of him firing into her caused her to buck back wildly. They were breathing in gasps, Marco pounding away the silence, Mona trying hard to catch her breath. On the horizon were the one-in-a-million climaxes that made the dangerous game they were playing worth it. She was sopping wet for him, and could feel a floodgate of her own moisture spill out into them. And it was into this slick mess that Marco began to really pick up the pace. He groaned, the sound raw and primal, echoing through the room and sending shivers up her spine. Mona saw the way he was getting his first dizzying pleasures. The sight was unbelievable. Slipping into her, as easily as air into lungs, and as casually as the spring breezes outside. The man was a god in his own right, and it terrified her.

The aching cheeks of Mona’s ass quivered with every wicked roll of his hips. Even as his tempo increased, the body slapping contact sizzled through her core, a smacking echo that filled her heightened senses. Still, this was only the overture of the grand symphony that he was conducting with her wildly aroused well. All of this contact was taking a toll on Mona who was laboring to keep herself upright under his wild assault. Still, no matter how high the tempo, all the way through Marco thought about her pleasure first. As he watched her curvy ass smacking against his stomach with each thrust. They were dripping in sweat. It wasn’t just the cool coastal window that kept the fever of passion contained in their bodies. Their sobs and gasps were getting faster and harder, too.

“God, you’re stunning,” he growled. He coiled his arms back like a python, increasing his grip on Mona. Moving her roughly and without pause in the rhythm that pleased him best. Her softness pressed firmly into his chest, her legs jerking with the pounding. Their legs were wet with her desire, cum, and the pungent scent of their fucking. They both began the climb toward climax. They were before the other, almost totally unhinged. He used his strong hands to pull her by the waist and up onto her knees on the window.

Mona was better able to hold her position against the glass as his pace quickened. She was caught up in the motion of their lives, hearing the syrupy sounds of his wet body slipping in and out of her, and her soft whimper of pleasure and moans slipped out of her. It would be magical if she wasn’t so turned on. Caught between the endless night of the window and the equally infinite horizon of her desire, she felt lost at sea.

He kneaded her slowly and roughly, making Mona whimper before he returned his grasp around her waist again. He held her closely, as a hand to the rudder. The vibrations of her moans buzzing inside his chest made the pace of his own strides along their path inside of her quicker. Though his cock had grown softer, he quickened the pace and further worked her over for every drop of his pleasure. The burning hot desire between her legs circled back to the warmth between her breasts. The sounds of their coupling deafened her thoughts. Sweat and want were everywhere. She was losing track of everything, metamorphosing into something new, something she couldn’t even name. One thing was clear to her: in her lust, she noticed the beautiful man in her arms. Sure hands and soft voice, this was the man she wanted to be with.

She could hardly keep herself upright as Marco pounded away into her. It made her catch her breath and sink deeper into the moment. The sensations were overwhelming, the pleasure intense, and she could feel her body building towards another climax. She could feel nothing beyond their private world there between them and the window. Marco’s hips displayed the ficklest stamina, the very wildest of swagger.

She could see their reflection in the glass as she looked out into the night. It completely consumed her. Their bodies joined perfectly, and the sounds of their lovemaking filled the room. Her heart was pounding, crazed disbelief pressing into her that she could feel ready to come in this night again. It was a new mirage, a new dream; she held on tightly to her well-moistened fingers and pushed into the glass even more. Her cheeks were rosy, and the sly little smile that escaped her told the story that was in her heart. Her moans bounced around the room and echoed endlessly between them.

“Yes, baby!” she cried. She could barely pour out her breath long enough to meet his thrusts. “Marco, oh my God, oh my God.”

She was crying it out now uncontrollably and desperately, trying to keep the noise down as this mad man behind her furrowed her over and over. She was so mixed up that she felt his hands and did not know if it upset her. “Yes, yes, I can do it, harder, harder,” she yelled, her voice hoarse and wanting. There was a break in her throat; her words came in choppy, breathy notes at a time. Mona blissfully waddled back into the feral pace of his caressing arms. She was shrieking now, the freely spattering slaps smacking back against her ears, and she was tipped over the edge, but she was not sure which was her, or him. Not the night nor the nameless parts of her body knew for sure; all they knew was they liked it. So much.

And when she had exhausted her body, she declared again his deeply handsome maleness. Where her soft and gentle curves met the hard muscle of Marco’s body. Complimenting this with the hard rod of his cock, which he started gently easing back inside of her. Mona knew he was close to the edge. She complimented him back with her rich, silky hair, which she whipped around like an animal in heat.

When Mona shattered her second orgasm, it rocked her to her very core. She shuddered intensely, the delicate clinking of her fingerprints vibrating against the glass. She had to grin and bear it as her next rolling climax lapped onward. Even then, she had to fight to keep upright, her body racked with exhausting spasms. She forced herself against the glass, her hands pressing hard enough to leave prints, her gasps yet soft cries, as she came. Then, seconds later, Marco was sending his cock into her tightly wound pussy one last time.

“God, you make me cum so hard,” Marco said, his words gritted out between clenched teeth. He was deep inside her, his cock twitching in her wet heat.

The eyes she found him with were searching for him. Her cadence now one of short cries, pleading him for all he had left. She could feel his hands again, warm and soft on her hip. He clutched her with a frantic death grip as his pleasure took hold of him. Shuttering through him, he was filled with her. And sliding his body up against hers, she could feel the pulse of it. When she could catch her breath, she listened to the sounds of the water coming in from the window.

When there was nothing left to give her, Marco slowly withdrew, sending drops of cum splashing onto the floor. His fingers tangled into her hair, but the act had nothing to do with lust now. That was gone, and in exchange was the gentle caress of safety. The world slowed down as she spun around with him, seeing and smelling her own being on his body as he hit her.

Marco wrapped Mona up in his arms, spinning her around, and pressing her up against the glass once more. His perspective was heavy with the musky scent of her sweat and the salty air. His mouth was comfortably settled on hers before she could speak. His hands gently held her face, firmly keeping her gaze connected with his, keeping her heart pressed up against his. She was so much, so perfect. His tongue kissed and coupled with hers. Sprawled naked against and all over her, feeling connected to her, more now than he could remember.

“I think we should spend this evening making love in every single room and on every surface of this place,” said Marco. He was beaming down at Mona. He held up the unyielding glass window with his strong arms above her head. She felt connected with him. She felt safe with him, yet wild with him at once. Everything was perfect. It was hard to speak to him. She felt so small.

She giggled, feeling content yet still desperately horny. She felt the knot in her body tighten and unwind. Her toes tinged and curled, even her fingers would not straighten, as she rode the power of her connection with him. Mona wanted him again. She felt a twitch curl up his eyes. She shot him a fiery gaze back. They were about to go on another sexual adventure.

“I think,” Mona gulped “that I like that idea.”

She was breathless, totally and completely winded as they began again the crazed, crawly dance they had started at the big glass window. They were simultaneously connected to the window, to the night, to each other, and most importantly to their own love of passion, freedom, and the mystery of pleasure.

“You do? Is that all it takes to sway you?” he said, his baritone voice dropped to a husky whisper, and he whispered in her ear. The entire cantata of their sexual encounters echoed through the house like a far-off symphony, and they hurriedly had each other again, but it still was not enough.

They made love on the back of the marble kitchen counter, her legs spread icy on his backside. The pounding of the pans and the clinking of tabletop items crash on the ground. And the glistening sound of sex filled the room. The chill of the night and his warm body were stark contrasts. They found each other again on the plush rug in the bedroom, the softness of the carpet against her back, his brow, sweaty to her own. The friction of sex filled the room. He worked over her lovingly one last time, both of them exhausted from the all-out raw fucking. Though it was time to settle down, they began to use their equipment to fuck together.

In front of the bathroom mirror, their body they circled around and fucked slowly. Then, bending over the bathroom counter, they had their way with their playthings anew. After they were slicked up with each other’s fluids. Mona knew that this was all she needed to do, and she was very pleased. He nodded to her, and she was very pleased at his response. After they had run through all their best tricks, they walked to the bed. Leaving all manners untouched at the door, they were so giddy and excited. She felt her pussy getting all wet and ready all over again, and her tummy was doing cartwheels as butterflies fluttered in her heart.

Hitting the pillows with a gentle thud, they flopped back onto the bed, and there she told him all about her secrets. Pleaded with him for all the things she wanted him to give her. He lay there in silence, listening, and she slowly came around on him, and brought her around to his favor. After it was done, they had to kiss. Smooth little pecks, real kisses for true love. Not the fake movie kind. Nor the kind that leaves the mind. It was love, pure and simple.

But they had a lot of work to do yet. She began to kiss him on his lips, her wet little drips sizzling into the warm light. The air was fully aroused now, and he laughed and lapped out his long, strong tongue. Leaping onto her left breast before attacking her right, he made her squirm in all the right ways. He teased, and she suckled. Though he teased and tortured her the way he did with each hot little exchange. She made the cup of her tongue run over his firm cock. They were slipping back fast into the swell of it, and his passion seemed to know no limits as he had his way with her pussy. Over and over again. The almost shrieks of his cries filled the room like opera. Their walls seemed to sing around them with each pitch of desire they spent.

There was the softness of the sheets as she ran them over her hand. The gentleness of the mattress as it graced their bodies. The bed squeaking loudly as they exchanged tryst, she put her thumb and forefinger in her mouth to tighten the lips around his cock. It was a soft compliment to the power he blasted into her. And when she was out of breath, he climbed back on his high horse to satisfy her in any way she wanted. They kissed passionately, and all the wetness of their bodies mixed together. The sweet taste of him on her lips, and the musty taste of herself all around her body. The endless sounds of slurping and moaning. They were spent, but they knew they would never abandon each other. They spent a lot more time with each other through the night. Taking breaks, beginning more, until the exhaustion of their lovemaking set aside their pleasureful duties.

When they were done there, they romped onto the edge of the bed. They even went as far as to find each other on the narrow hallway leading to the balcony. The faint buzzing of the bathroom fan a stark contrast to the sound of the front door. In each room in the corridor, they tried a new position, a different speed. Each comes together to increase the ecstasy. With each of their stops, they discovered each other’s bodies a little more. And they never got bored of this. Their hunger for each other seemed completely insatiable. They took each other facing the bed, they took each other facing the hall, and then they took each other facing one another. There was a power in these new positions that thrilled Mona, and seeing her so happy lifted Marco up too.

Closing their eyes and moaning together. They let the echoes of their voices explore the elegance of the Airbnb. It was a discovery of trust and love. They were moving towards love, and their pounding bodies yearned for something more. Mona knew, with Marco, the best part of their love story was only just beginning. They should’ve been lying exhausted, but they were so giddy, drunk on sex and high on each other. Picking up the pace again, even faster the second time than before. He promised her the world, and she meant to let him give it.

It was still too new, too magical, as if the stars had aligned just for them. It was a night of pure madness. A time born in the blackest of night, with the sweetest of kisses, and the connection of true love, something she was sure about, something Marco didn’t have to tell her. They were so absorbed in each other that nothing else made sense to have existed. When she delivered him, Marco would not let her go to sleep. He told her the show must go on, and she would not protest, and did not disappoint either.

Her hands would not stop roaming, playing with his cock and balls, and cupping his buttocks roughly. He repaid her with fingernails along her spine, and thumbs against her nipples and clit. He could not keep her too long away. By this point in the night, they had both climaxed multiple times. All were uniquely their own, yet all were similar. A sensation of your head coming to a rest as something was shaking about on your body. That is a difficult thing to admit to yourself, your stomach and heart do not always agree. When they finally broke enough to simply embrace and snuggle for a spell, their heartbeats echoed the madness of their adventure. She saw that she had found something special with Marco. Something real, something true, something that defied conventions and expectations. She felt his glistening skin, wet with half a million kisses. She was happy with the decision she had made that night, and would not have anything any other way.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Firebound Lovers
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About the Author

I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

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

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

Coleen F. Brennan
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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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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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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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