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Chapter one
Self-Pleasure


Taylor

“The biological clock of a woman ticks faster than that of a man,” Taylor had heard this refrain from her mom countless times. “I don’t need a man, Mom.”

“Every woman needs a man,” her mom, Alice counters.

“I have a company to run, Mom. A man is a luxury I really don’t want,” she says through the phone.

“I have to go now, and please don’t forget to send the plumber’s contact,” she instructs before she hangs up and drops the phone lazily on her table. It is filled with papers.

Taylor heaves a sigh of relief; she never understands the pressure from her mom about having a man, neither does she understand some of her friends who have dropped their career zest for a man to have kids and become shadows of themselves.

She has always known that she didn’t want marriage and would never go through the pain of childbearing, either. Marco wanted all of that. He was her boyfriend of four years. Everything was perfect until he popped the “big question.” She was mostly shocked that he never listened to her stance on marriage, but fucking hell was the sex great. He understood her body.

Taylor tries to clear her head of the invasive thoughts creeping in: the way he touched her skin, his teeth nibbling over her boobs, his tongue in her ears, and the warmth of his mouth while they kissed.

“Harder!”

“Fuck me harder,” his voice echoes in her ear while images of clawing his skin and begging for more thrusts flood her head.

Her body feels hot from the evil thoughts clouding her brain. She puts her hand over her boobs and presses them lightly. Then she pushes her chest out and ungracefully slides off her work chair, the papers in her other hand falling gently to the floor.

All she can think of is the feel of skin-to-skin with an imaginary lover. She opens her legs slightly and lifts her hips to unfasten her shorts and pull them just a little below her ass. Using her long, manicured fingers, she shifts her panties aside before gently inserting them into herself. The wetness is palpable, and she senses the moisture on her fingers, bringing instant relief, yet the desire for more persists.

She needs a good fuck just like Marco used to fuck her.

“Raise your legs, Taylor.”

“Bring them over my shoulders.”

“Now, Taylor, I’m going to stick my fingers in your cunt…your wet and juicy cunt.”

“I’m going to fuck you till your legs can’t hold you up no more.”

That feeling, that power, that certainty, that control. Shit, she wants him more than ever – sexy Marco, her fucker, a lover left only in her imagination. A wicked lover. She is so wet just thinking about him that she picks up her vibrator from her bag, seeking to recreate the alluring and sinful memories: his hands entangled in her hair, his lips on hers, his intimacy, his teeth on her nipples, and his nose tracing the curve between her neck and collarbone.

Her body is craving him; he was so damn good. He was a sin, a sin she would have willingly gone to hell for but he had to go and ruin it. What was he thinking to ask her to marry her?

“Bend over.”

“Part your legs.”

“Cum for me!”

She is in a crouched position, her legs parted. A lubricator is in one hand, even though she may not be needing it as her pussy is already dripping wet. The smell of vagina juice fills the air. What she would do to have a man’s warm tongue sucking her juices. She begins to improvise. Marco’s words in her head.

“Move your hands above your head. I want you so bad!”

“Your pussy is on fire, Taylor.”

“I could fuck you all day long.”

“The smell of your cum intoxicates me.”

Her finger is in her panties, playing with her swollen pussy. Teasing herself by inserting in and out, over and over… another finger, and then another. The pressure feels good on her clitoris, and she moans softly. With her left hand behind her as support, she rocks herself back and forth, three fingers pushing in and out.

Her head falls to the back. She sees him hovering over her, watching her with a smile. She moans and pines for him. Feeling surrounded by him – most importantly, his dick. -

Taylor glances to her side, spotting her nearby purse. She hurries to it, dragging her bottom. With outstretched hands, she pulls out her recently-acquired vibrator and pussy sucker. God, it’s shaped just like an actual man’s dick: thick and perfect in size. The seeming resemblance to the real human penis is such a turn-on that she offers mental appreciation to the inventor of the device.

She lifts it, employing the petite stimulator, designed in a V-shape, to caress her clit. It mimics the sensation of Marco delicately pinching her bud. Waves of pleasure surge through her, engendering a delightful tingling in her feet.

Her body tenses with each thrust, in rhythmic repetition. Quivers run through her, and she arches her back, a glistening layer of sweat forming on her body. This intensity is beyond her expectations. She hadn’t anticipated that it could be this exquisite. Her mind is a chaotic symphony of sensations.

Her hips jerk up to allow more access to her pussy as she pushes the vibrator in deeper while massaging her nipples. The motions set her gear in full swing. She is ready to jump into a new rhythm when the doorbell rings.

“Oh fuck,” she mutters but pays no attention to the sound. Thrusting the device deeper and harder into her throbbing pussy, she tries to ignore the bell, but it doesn’t stop. The ringing persists; her mobile phone starts vibrating too.

“Can’t a woman pleasure herself without technology’s interference?” she ponders sardonically, although the irony isn’t lost on her, considering that she owns and manages one of the largest global tech startups in Canada.

She removes her hands and glances at the caller ID through her smartwatch: Mom

“Urgh!” She loves her Mom, but sometimes Alice can be overbearing.


Chapter two
Pleasures Beyond the Pipes


Taylor

Once more, the doorbell chimes before her mind registers who is at the gate; it’s the plumber. Pulling up her shorts, she runs to the kitchen sink to wash her hands before fixing her hair, and conducting a swift assessment of potential embarrassments in her living room and kitchen.

Opening the door, her breath catches as she is met by the most dangerously alluring set of eyes she has ever seen. He wears the usual grey overalls, but damn, does he make him look stylish. His long hair is pulled up into a ponytail, adding a touch of rugged charm to his overall appearance.

“Hello ma’am,” he greets. He must be in his early twenties. His sweet voice floats around her, accompanied by a polite smile as his mouth curves upwards.

“Hello, please come in,” she invites. Her senses heightened as he walks by. A scent of sweat and musk surrounds him, an aroma that would typically repulse her. Yet, she feels an unexpected arousal from this young man, likely half her age.

James

Life has been rough for James over the past few years, especially after trying to secure employment as a prison returnee. He had struggled for months before crossing paths with Connor, who had graciously offered him an apprenticeship at his plumbing business.

James dedicates himself to the work, landing a few small jobs. However, his luck took a turn when he assisted a seemingly sophisticated older woman with her kitchen clogs a few weeks ago. Impressed, Alice not only recommends him to others but also vouches for his character, opening doors to new opportunities.

This time around, she calls, saying that her daughter needs help with kitchen pipes. He drops what he is doing and hurriedly drives to the address given to him. As he approaches the designated house, he can feel the extravagance emanating from the landscape. It stands out among the neighboring mansions, being a unique glass-structured two-story building. James wouldn’t be surprised if the house had a pool, considering the opulence of the general area.

As the door swings open, James is momentarily captivated by the woman before him. She exudes a timeless beauty; and despite the evident age difference, he finds her irresistibly sexy. Her long, shapely legs seem to stretch endlessly, and she stands barefoot in a short tank that leaves little to the imagination. There’s a sense of allure about her, heightened by the fact that she forgoes a bra, and the subtle scent surrounding her is undeniably feminine.

As he walks past her, he is conscious of his dirty overalls. Perhaps he should have put a bit more effort into his appearance today.

“It’s right over there. The pipe underneath the cabinet has been leaking for a couple of days,” she explains.

A short distance from the entrance, her kitchen unfolds – a spacious expanse with a sleek, minimalistic design. A gigantic oak table covers most of the space, leaving very little room. He gets ideas of the things he could do to her on the table, each thought carrying a distinct sexual undertone.

“Normally, I would fix this myself, but this particular pipe is a big one,” she states. Leading him to the sink while gesturing about how big it is. He chuckles at the sexual innuendo of the “big pipe”.

Taylor

She watches him as he bends over to assess the situation, his ass sticking out in her direction. Taylor can’t bear to look away. He has a perfectly shaped bottom. The temptation to reach out and confirm if it’s as firm and muscular as it looks becomes almost irresistible. Shaking off the mesmerizing sight, she regains her composure and discreetly clears her throat.

James

“We don’t need to change the pipe since the problem is from a clog in the sink area. I will drain it.”

James carefully examines the woman’s countenance. A soft smile plays on his lips as he notices a sex toy discreetly tucked under some papers on one of the chairs.

“Would you like to see it?” he asks.

“See what?” she asks confused.

“The problem with the big pipe,” he answers, a big smile on his face.

Taylor

“Yes, sure.”

Blushing, she joins him underneath the cabinets to take a look. Their faces are tantalizingly close, and with a slight turn of their heads, a kiss seems imminent. She watches as his large hands skillfully work on the pipe fittings, making the necessary adjustments.

James

His mind is distracted; this woman’s scent is divine. The allure of her legs in those shorts is enough to drive him wild. The exposed nape of her neck beckons to him, tempting him with the desire for a taste—or maybe two.

Taylor

Observing his gaze fixed on her, she feels the stir of desire in her body, reflecting the intense passion mirrored in his eyes. Tilting her head slightly, she bites her lips, feeling the charged air surrounding them.

As James gracefully stands up, offering his hand, she moves in with a sultry sway, her body deliberately brushing against his. In a daring twist, she pretends to lose balance, using it as an excuse to stumble into him. As their lips draw near, she captures the moment with a sensuous kiss, igniting a spark of desire between them. Her lips are warm and slow as she presses herself into him further.

James

He quickly overcomes his initial astonishment and reciprocates the kiss, embracing the delicate feel of her petite frame against his muscular, lean physique. His strong hands hold her chin as he takes control of the kiss. It has been long, too long for either of them. In the tender dance of their lips, the kisses start small and gentle. But then passion intensifies. Lips press harder, the contact becomes urgent, and a hint of raw desire surfaces.

Their teeth meet in an urgent collision.

She willingly parts her lips, an invitation to a deeper connection. His tongue explores the uncharted territory, and a moan, both sweet and sultry, escapes her mouth.

His hungry gaze fixates on her with a wild intensity. The look in his eyes is primal, filled with a deep desire.

Not able to hold back, he reaches for her hair, grasping it with both purpose and strength. With a gentle but commanding pull, he brings her closer, erasing any distance between them. In that moment, everything else fades away, and the only thing that matters is the passionate link between them.

He pushes her slightly and lifts her by her curvy ass, her legs winding around his waist and hips, not breaking the kiss for even a second. Her hands are in his hair, gently tugging at the band holding the stray strands together. Carefully, he places her on the table, his hands slipping inside her tank top. He is holding one of her boobs gently, teasing and twirling her hard nipples in his hands.

Taylor

The room is filled with nothing but the rhythmic sounds of their breathing and moans. She instinctively tightens her legs around him, drawing him closer to the table as he rips her shorts open. A final tug and his hair cascades like a halo around him, leaving her breathless at his rough beauty. Playfully, she pulls at the overalls hanging from his waist, guiding them down with her legs as he gracefully steps out of the garment.

Taylor lifts her hips while supporting her weight with her hands and grants him access. He skillfully removes her shorts and panties, letting them fall to the floor. She pulls her tank top off and watches his eyes sway with lust.

James

Trying to catch his breath he grabs her mouth for another kiss before moving his lips down to the space between her chin, neck and shoulders. It’s a much slower, more sensual kiss.

Taylor

Taylor’s eyes blaze with passion; no words are exchanged. She is afraid to voice the warnings echoing in her mind – “This is a bad idea” – since it feels undeniably right. His body aligns seamlessly with hers.

She claps her hands twice, uttering, “Athena, play some soul music.” A gentle melody envelops them.

James

James’s head is light from the intoxicating feeling of this woman sitting in front of him – she is an alpha female – and she excites him. He pushes her down, so her back is lying on the tabletop. Lifting her leg carefully before he peppers kisses from her feet up to her knee. Trying to take it slow and savor every moment he plants kisses up her inner thigh. It is a challenge for him to restrain the urge to just fuck her hard immediately. His instincts are primal, all he can think of is pushing his rock-hard dick into her wet pussy.

Her moans are music to his ears, but he knows she is holding back the intensity with her thin lips and tense jawline. He fears saying something will bring her to her senses, so he doesn’t. His mouth moves further up her thigh to the part, where her beautiful damp folds purr in relief.

Taylor

Taylor observes his face morph from want to lust and hunger; her head is reeling, highlighting all the reasons why this is a bad idea, but her body feels the most relief she has had in months. Every pore of her body is craving for more. She shuts off her thoughts and just allows her body to feel his touches and kisses. He possesses her, and it turns her on. She fixates on the muscles of his arm, tracing the veins from his neck down his back. The scattered roaring lion tattoo that signifies recklessness and anger captivates her.

She feels his tongue on her pussy, Marco was never into eating her because “It’s vulgar,” was his language.

“Oh damn,” she moans.

The pleasure of the warm lips gives her an otherworldly sensation, as her body reacts to every kiss and touch of this man. For the first time in a long time, she allows a man to take over because he obviously knows what he’s doing.

James

James feels her body relaxing under his kisses. He can feel how much she needs this, and he breathes a sigh of relief: he wants to please and impress her. Kissing the corners of her thighs before returning to her vagina, he can feel his demanding dick wanting to enter her. Pushing the urge aside, he glides his tongue across the moist spots, before pushing it inside her tight center, squeezing out the juices.

“So sweet,” he murmurs as he buries his head between her parted legs.

“So fucking wet for me,” he adds as he skillfully uses his tongue and teeth to pleasure her.

Taylor

Her body feels jolts of excitement; she craves more as his hands fumble with her boobs while his head remains between her legs.

“Oh fuck,” she moans again as she pulls her own hair in ecstasy; it’d been so long since she had a man worship her. Between the breakup and establishing her second start-up, time hadn’t exactly been at her disposal. Men were distractions – ones she couldn’t afford – but tonight, she decided to indulge in her sexual desires.

James

James inserts a finger into her pussy: it is tight; tighter than he thought, but he pushes in forcefully and feels his dick harden even more. He jerks her leg and touches her with his mouth and fingers.

With each thrust, he teases her body, squeezing and caressing wherever he can.

Taylor

Her body shakes uncontrollably as she reaches the pinnacle of passion. His face, still nestled between her legs, becomes covered in her juices from the explosive climax. He licks and swallows the spewed ecstasy, and she collapses in exhaustion.

After a few minutes, Taylor sits up to see him eyeing her unsurely.

“You are so sexy,” he blurts out.

The reels are turning in her head; her pussy is nowhere close to being satisfied. This is a stupid idea, the boy is a stranger – a fucking sexy stranger who gives her just what she needs.

“Don’t overthink,” he says as he holds her hand and pulls her to him. As her feet hit the ground, he catches her mouth in a hungry kiss.

He lifts her by the buttocks, pressing her against the wall beside him. Their hands entwine in each other’s hair. As her gaze drifts downward, her heart skips a beat in anticipation. His massive cock, hard and ready to pleasure her pushes against her sex.

Lowering her gently, he retrieves a condom from his wallet, before turning her so she’s clinging to the wall.

As he eases himself into her, the initial thrust sends a shiver down Taylor’s spine. She can feel the gradual, yet deliberate, invasion – a dance between pleasure and pain.

James

The warmth and tightness envelop him, creating an intimate connection that resonates through both of them. The first thrust sends electricity into his lower belly. Trying to control his lust he pushes his length slow but deep into her. He wants to fuck her hard, but the fear of hurting her takes over. Makes him go slow and steady. Never before has it demanded so much restraint from him to resist the overwhelming desire to fuck her senseless.

Taylor

With her feet on tiptoe, she leans her upper body into the wall, creating an enticing curve with her pushed-out waist. His hands are on her hips when he starts to thrust in harder. Her breath catches, and her body adjusts to the intrusion of his dick. Her body evaporates like air as he thrusts mercilessly into her.

James

“You are so sexy,” he says with a husky voice. Trying to distract himself, he keeps talking.

“Do you like this?” he asks while moving in a circular motion.

“Harder,” is the only response she can give.

She should not have said that. His brain goes into overdrive. Fucking her harder is all he has wanted to do. But he knows, that if he lets his body take over, he will hurt her. His cock is way too big for her tight pussy.

“Come here,” he beckons as he turns her to face him. While kissing her, he lifts her again. Thinking this position will not allow him to push in too deep. Her legs are around his waist, and her left palm holds him firmly by the neck. With her other hand, she inserts his dick into her. Synchronized with his rhythm, she bounces up and down, moving in harmony with him. Her pussy is on fire; she had never been fucked so recklessly. Her body quivers, and he responds by sensually squeezing her ass, intensifying the ecstasy.

“Scratch me,” he says between breaths.

“Scratch you?” she asks but does so, nonetheless.

James quivers intensely as her fingers dig into his skin, causing an exhilarating rush to course through his body. His torso buckles and his legs nearly give way as he releases all pent-up cum. Simultaneously, he watches her body stiffen and then gradually relax as her pussy tightens around his cock. Eventually, he feels the warm fluid trickling down his shaft. In the aftermath, they hold each other, catching their breaths, neither saying a word.


Chapter three
Echoes of Pleasure, Whispers of Regret


Taylor

The thing about deciding on a prompt is the gratification or regret that follows. As Taylor climbs down from his arms, pussy cum between her thighs – fully satiated and feeling light as a feather – she begins to question her choice. She had just allowed herself to be fucked in her own house, by her plumber. The sole reason she knew his name was because of the nametag on his overalls.

She is a smart and deliberate woman, consistently making purposeful decisions; however, this particular choice had been entirely unintentional, although the soreness between her thighs feels so good. He had lifted her like she weighed nothing, went down on her like a champ – damn – and the rush of the moment hits again. But she masks it well and puts her businesswoman’s face on.

James

He watched as the woman’s face morphed into a stoic one. Had he done something wrong? Did he hurt her, he wonders. This was the best sex of his life. The woman’s pussy is tighter than tight; it smelled and tasted like roses and candy.

Her velvety skin felt as cozy as snuggling with his favorite plush toy. The lush curves of her thighs and that sexy hair – damn, it’s an irresistible combination. Blood rushes to his dick; he wants her again.

“So….” they both say at the same time.

“Oh I’m sorry, please go ahead,” he says to her.

“The bathroom is that way, if you’d like to clean up,” she offers.

“Right, thanks,” he acknowledges and picks his clothes up from the floor.

“You were going to say something.”

“No, it doesn’t matter,” he utters. There is no need to say, “So, that was fun, can we do it again,” to this woman. She is clearly dismissing him. He isn’t offended by her choice of words; it is more about the tone and the unspoken messages woven into it.

Taylor

She wasn’t thinking clearly and got carried away. It was a big mistake, something that shouldn’t have happened and definitely can’t happen again. There are too many reasons never to contact James again. For one, he’s from a different social class. She doesn’t judge people, but certain lines shouldn’t be crossed. Secondly, he is way too young for her…but probably not as innocent as she thought he was.

She is well aware she shouldn’t reach out to him, yet an intense desire courses through her body, craving the sensation of his strong, rough hands against her skin. The way his breath hitched against her face intensified her longing for him. Remembering how he took control of the kiss has left an indelible mark on her senses. The memory of the way he worshiped her pussy lingers, a tantalizing recollection that fuels her desire even more. The tattoo etched on his skin adds an extra layer of allure, a visual manifestation of the danger that heightens the magnetic pull she feels toward him. The forbidden temptation whispers to her, compelling her to unravel the passion that burns deep within.

He is so young; heck, he might even have a girlfriend to whom he has promised to give his entire life. Nevertheless, her legs start moving to the telephone on her table, and she makes several excuses as to why she needs to call him.

“Don’t call him,” her brain reasons.

“Call him, I need him,” comes from her body. He made me feel so good. His cock fills me perfectly. The mental debate between logic and emotions intensifies, but with every step she takes, the craving wins.

Ring, ring.

“Connor’s plumbing company, how may I help you?” a raspy voice answers the phone.

“Um, hello, may I speak to James.” She sounds whiny, even to her own ears. Her head reminds her why she shouldn’t be reaching out to this man.

“Okay, who’s calling?”

“Taylor Smith.”

“Just a moment,” the voice says chirpily. She can hear ruffling before his husky voice floats into her ear.

“Hello?”

“Um, hi, it’s Taylor.”

James

James finds himself in disbelief when Connor mentions that Taylor is on the phone. He has been convinced that she would never contact him again. Aware of her discerning nature, he understands that she belongs to the judgmental crowd that deems men like him beneath their standard. In a way, she isn’t entirely wrong. Despite the surprise, he grapples with the reality that she is reaching out, knowing all too well that she is the kind of woman who takes what she needs and discards it without a second thought.

After a brief online search, he identifies her. Taylor is listed on Forbes as one of the most successful women in tech. She is completely out of his league; yet, she had been so unguarded and accepting when he buried his head between her thighs. Her moans echoed in his ears during the intense moments of passion, especially when he took her from behind in the second round. Her body needs him badly, and he knows he can give her what she needs. And he knows just too well that he needs her too.

“Um, hello again, I was wondering if you could come to my house today,” she says hurriedly.

“You want me to come over?” he asks skeptically.

Taylor

“Yeah, I accidentally broke the bathroom faucet this morning.”

It was just a loose screw and she fixed it before, but any excuse to see the gorgeous men who fucks so well was welcome.

James

“Er, okay sure.” His mind does a double flip and then a spin. He is going to see the woman who makes him feel things he never thought he could feel.

“I’ll be there in forty minutes ma’am,” he says as he disconnects the call.

“Don’t you have an appointment with Mrs. Jenkin at three?” Connor asks.

James has totally forgotten about it, but he would rather disappoint an old woman who pays for his service with a plate of yummy pie than the goddess he hopes is willing to fuck him.

Taylor

She paces, contemplating how to seduce him this time without appearing overly desperate. Adjusting the thermostat to create a cool atmosphere in the house, she slips into her preferred silk evening attire, draping a scarf around her upper arms for an added touch. Opening a bottle of champagne, she carefully places it on the table along with two glasses in anticipation.

“What are you doing?“ she asks herself. This is not a date. The plumber is coming to fix the faucet, she reminds herself.

After collecting the glasses and bringing them back to the kitchen, she hears the doorbell. With uneven breaths, she walks to the entrance.

James

As the door opens, he can’t help but stare at her. The smell of roses with a pinch of musk fills the air. She looks even more beautiful than he remembered. Did she put some extra effort into her appearance for him, he wonders. Her neck is exposed, and all he can think of is to plant soft kisses on her collarbone. No, all he can think of is to grab her and pin her against the wall, take her hard, and give her what she needs.

Taylor

Taylor observes that his dark curls are glistening with moisture. He took a shower before coming to see her. There’s a subtle uncertainty in his gaze, accompanied by a touch of anxiety. Despite that, he looks striking, better than she remembers from the previous week. The jeans casually drape over his hips, while the sleeveless shirt showcases chiseled abs and massive biceps. The tattoos on his left arm are tempting her eyes to explore his body. She lingers on his torso before looking at his big hazel eyes again.

James

James can’t hold back anymore. The desire for this woman consumes him; he craves her and needs her. He’s been wanting her since he last saw her. After the door closes behind him, he drops his tool bag on the floor. Hesitant he cups her slender face in his big palms and presses a long, hot kiss on her lips. The sensation of her silky skin against his beard intensifies his arousal, fueling the flames of longing that burn between them.

As before, he takes charge of the kiss, entwining his tongue in hers, his full lips covering her tiny ones. His hands move to her neck as he deepens the passionate kiss. She tastes of wine and power. His dick hardens with every second.

Taylor

This man knows what he is doing, so she lets go of the little control she has. Her hands hang lazily around his waist before moving down to grab his ass. Her body is so needy as she moves her hand to the band of his jeans and strikes his massive bulge. James inhales sharply, a reaction akin to being scorched; he presses his center against her hand, signaling his readiness.

She unfastens his belt and opens the button of his pants, gradually lowering them to reveal his arousal. His dick springs free as if he was trapped for way too long.

This action has both of them panting in the throes of desire. With closed eyes, she focuses on calming her breath. Her hands take charge as she squeezes him firmly before delicately freeing his manhood from the confines of his boxers, proceeding to massage it with a tender touch. A playful exploration ensues as she takes hold of his balls, gently teasing and stroking them with care.

James

James is momentarily captivated by her playful moves, yet his lips stay locked on hers. Simultaneously, his hands skillfully remove the scarf from over her arms. His fingers dance across her nipples through her clothes, feeling them harden with desire.

“So horny.”

“Yes,” she moans.

“For me?”

“Yes,” she says, closing her eyes and biting her bottom lip.

“Good, I haven’t been able to get you out of my head since the last time,” he reveals as he moans from the pleasure of her stroking his dick.

Taylor

“Neither have I,” she confesses as she squeezes his length a little harder.

She removes herself from his hold and goes down on her knees, pulling his jeans further down, and takes his hard dick in her mouth. Usually, she does not like to be the submissive one; she enjoys being treated like a queen. But for some reason, his cock is calling to her. Feeling the urge to taste him and show him how much she wants him, she warns: “I’m shitty at this.”

James

“Hard to believe,” he moans. “Lucky for you I’m a good teacher, so just relax, follow my lead, and trust your instincts,” he says, pushing his length into her mouth.

The woman is fucking great at this. Taylor doesn’t take it deep throat, but by using her palms she makes up for it. She massages it gently while buckling her head up and down on his dick. He loves her concentration.

James’s head is light; all he feels is her soft, feminine graces hovering over his center. He holds her head down and presses his length in deeper; she gags and removes her hold on him to catch her breath for a second, before pressing on.

Taylor

Enjoying the natural taste of his dick, she listens to the silent moans that escape his lips. Empowered, that maybe she is doing something right, Taylor continues. Grabbing his ass with both hands, she moves her head back and forth gingerly before she removes her mouth from his dick and kisses the cap. Then she kisses his balls and licks his full length before inserting him in her mouth again. A few seconds later, she feels him shake. Without warning his body tenses before he cums with a loud groan right into her mouth.

James

He bends her over the faucet, focusing on fixing the loose screw with determination. When he glances at the woman watching him, he’s captivated by the contrast between her elegance and the passionate way she’s eagerly pleasuring him. Watching her animatedly suck his dick was the most beautiful and unexpected sight he’s experienced in a while.

James walks over to her and holds her hand softly.

“Can I take care of you now?”

“You don’t exactly need my permission for that,” she giggles.

“Well, I don’t know the way to your bedroom.”

She leads him to one of her bedrooms.

“Holy fuck, this is your bedroom?”

“One of them.”

James doesn’t miss the implication of that statement.

“It’s so huge and beautiful”

“Thank you. Just like you,” she says with a wink.

“Come here,” he calls to her.

“You’ve got condoms in here.”

“Yes, on the nightstand.”

James looks into her eyes as he removes the slip of the silk dress. One layer after the other, the gown falls in a pool around her feet, and he gently lifts her out of it.

“Can we play some music?” he asks her.

“Athena, play some sensual music,” she calls out to the smart system.

Rihanna’s “Needy” blares from the speaker.

“Good choice,” he says.

Gently, he guides her onto the bed, showering her with a cascade of kisses. Each touch and kiss carries a dedication and tenderness that elicits moans of pleasure from her. His lips follow a sensual trail down her neck, pausing at each breast, while his hands caress her stomach, explore her thighs, and eventually reach the tender region of her feet.

Taylor

She writhes under each kiss. He resumes kissing her entire body, focusing on her nipples, pinching and kissing one after the other. Immersed in the warm sensation of his mouth on her skin, she suddenly feels the gradual intrusion of one of his fingers, establishing a gentle rhythmic motion of movement in and out.

Her fingers sink into his back as she leisurely savors every subtle movement. The experience is luxuriated in by her body, savoring generously bestowed touches and kisses. Unlike their previous encounters, he approaches now with a resonant tenderness and determination. Delicately, his hands rest against her hips while reaching over to open the condom wrapper. Her pleasure intensifies when his finger gives way to his firm erection, a transition that elicits a satisfying hiss of pleasure from her eager pussy.

James

She feels even tighter than he remembers. Her pussy is so wet that it takes all his willpower not to release his cum at the first stroke. Watching her take him in makes him grow even harder.

Taylor

Taylor moans in pleasure when he pushes his dick all the way inside.

His hips fall into the rhythm of the background playing music. Slow sensual strokes fill her core; his cock fills a space she never knew existed in her pussy. Hitting all the right spots, he leaves her mind blank, and all she does is take and feel. With closed eyes, she allows herself to savor the experience.

James

His moves are calculated; he slowly raises her legs to slide even deeper. He can feel her nails dig into his thighs, as his chest rises and falls faster and faster.

He squeezes her breasts and grabs her hips to pull her as close as he can.

“Right there,” she whimpers.

Picking up the speed and intensity, he thrusts a few more times before her body shakes and tenses. While her nails are scratching his skin, he releases a deep groan and the biggest amount of cum. After catching his breath, he falls to her side, smiling and panting heavily.


Chapter four
A Pleasurable Visit


James

James never expected anything from Taylor beyond his compensation for the mundane tasks he has performed for her. Bills must be paid. Today, as he walks into her world of affluence, he realizes the extent to which they differ in social class. She has hired him as a plumber to fix the damaged pipes in her company. Connor has emphasized the potential repercussions of delivering a stellar job – opening doors to more substantial opportunities.

The high-rise building is labeled with a big letter “T” written in beautiful cursive. James can only assume that it’s a representation of her name. Constructed of tinted glass panels, the building exudes a sleek exterior. The interior, even more stunning, features expansive computer frames, a symphony of beeping sounds, and the constant shuffle of papers, all reminiscent of a cinematic portrayal of NASA’s control rooms.

“Hey, you are the plumber?”

“Yes,” he replies.

“Taylor needs you to come to the 7th floor after you fix the kitchens.”

“Yeah, sure.”

Two thousand dollars to get a couple of kitchen sinks is a lot of money for James, so he made sure to fix every single pipe correctly.

“Knock knock,” he taps lightly on the door with the signage, CEO.

“Come in, James,” her voice floats through the glass walls. James ogles at her curves in her corporate body-fitting dress, her long legs accentuated by thin heels.

“Hello, ma’am,” he greets.

“Like what you see?” she asks.

“You look beautiful as always, ma’am,” he says shyly.

“Well, you can call me Taylor when it’s just us.”

“Okay.”

“Your shirt is wet, so take it off. I’ll get it dry-cleaned.” James shrugs out of his overalls and hands the shirt to her.

One of her employees comes running when she calls. Taylor tells her to get the shirt dry-cleaned. She looks at him coyly as she taps her hands twice. The transparent glass turns a different shade of hue, and James’s mouth is agape at the technology.

“Fuck me!” she demands. “I have under ten minutes before I lead a meeting with the team” she continues.

He didn’t waste any time; she was all he could think of throughout the day. James moves closer to her and holds her waist, enveloping her in a kiss. He swiftly pulls the hairband securing her hair, intensifying the kiss before stepping away. Urgently, he guides her to the edge of the paper-strewn desk, clearing a space and placing her hand on it. Standing behind her, he lifts her dress to reveal that she is not wearing panties.

He’s aroused by her daring nature. Pushing one finger into her pussy, he confirms that she is ready for him. Her pussy is wet and swollen. He removes his finger, pushes her further onto the table, and pulls a condom on.

Taylor

Instant relief floods her mind when his thick dick enters her. Hearing him groan when he enters ensures her that he has been waiting for this too.

James

She pushes her ass back, making him think, “Damn, I need her.” Getting closer, her rear teases his covered manhood as she seductively grinds against him with slow, sultry moves. Creating a curve, her beautiful ass pops out, giving him a tempting view. Carried away by the moment, he lets out another deep groan and pushes in hard.

“Finally,” she yelps.

“Looks like you have been waiting for me,” he says with relish.

“Fuck me, like you mean it, James,” Taylor screams ignoring his statement.

He’s pumping in and out, gripping her waist and going deep. Her moans echo in the room. Her soft, wet warmth wraps his dick like melted butter, so damn juicy. The rhythmic slap of his balls against her ass becomes the soundtrack.

Her hands remain on the table, and she can feel every thrust in her core: painful and hard. Full of lust, he fucks her even rougher.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” she moans.

Losing control, he thrusts harder. He places his hand over her mouth; as her moans intensify, he bangs slower and even deeper.

Taylor

She likes his wicked, angry thrusts, pounding inside her with no mercy. She feels her belly turning to gel as her body shakes in a climax.

Seconds later, she jerks forward as his juice comes undone in the condom.

James

He grunts and moans as his weak legs and sweaty hands dig deep into her flesh.

“Wow!” Taylor screams and swallows hard. “Just what I needed.”

“Happy to be at your service, Taylor,” James whispers.

Taylor

She simply nods with a small smile, as she adjusts her dress, smooths her hair, and calls her secretary to have the plumber’s shirt and payment ready. He cleans himself up quickly before she dismisses him again. He hates how her cool demeanor comes out every time they fuck.

“Taylor, I enjoy fucking you,” he says quietly.

“Oh,” she says as she picks up a paper from the table. Secretly hoping he isn’t having an emotional breakdown because she couldn’t deal with that right now.

“That’s it? You can’t admit that you find me attractive? Or that you enjoy what we have?”

“Can we not do this right now?” she says impatiently.

“I’m not trying to get all upset, but being dismissed like a tramp doesn’t feel right,” he says, sounding more needy than he had anticipated.

Her beautiful eyes narrow, when she answers, “I have a meeting to attend. You can pick your shirt up at the front desk. The check for the job will be there as well. Thank you,” she says as cold as ice.

“Okay, thank you for the opportunity, ma’am. Please do not call me again. I will recommend another plumber. One you might respect and see as a human rather than a sex toy.” He smiles sadly and walks away.


Chapter five
Second Chances for Pleasure


James

Three weeks have passed since he called Taylor on her bullshit. Even though he did the right thing, standing up for himself, he misses her. Life hasn’t been the same. Every memory of her sends shivers down his spine. Comforting himself, he thinks it was great while it lasted, but I’m not anyone’s toy.

He buries himself in more gigs – bigger gigs. The HR at Taylor’s company recommended him, and now he has corporate clients who do not mind paying thousands of dollars for the smallest projects. His life has changed for the better; he can afford rent in a decent apartment a few miles away from the workshop. Thoughts of starting his own business cross his mind.

Taylor

Taylor is miserable; she is craving him, only him. Even if she won’t confess it, deep down, her mom might be onto something – maybe she does need a man. Not any man. James in particular. His touch made her feel desired and wanted. Her pussy refuses to accept its new reality of lying dormant for the next couple of months, which will turn into years. Probably never getting fucked as good ever again. His dick was made for her aching pussy. If only she could push away her pride and admit that he was more than a toy. She would treat him kinder if he could forgive her.

James

After enduring three weeks of separation, neither can handle it any longer. James resolves to become whatever she desires, as long as he can touch her skin and satisfy her needs, which he knows would be frequent, given her attraction to him. He knows she is into him, but her ego prevents her from acknowledging it due to their disparate backgrounds. As he jogs to her estate, all he can think about is how to break through her seemingly impenetrable walls and reach her stony heart.

Taylor

She picks up the phone and dials the number of the workshop. She has decided to allow him in her life on a “friends with benefits” basis. Planning to engage in intimate encounters while providing financial assistance, she contemplates how to broach the topic without hurting his feelings.

“Hello, may I speak with James, please?”

“He went home a few seconds ago,” Connor answers.

“Can you give me his address? I’m a client and friend. I must see him urgently,” she says.

“Er, sure.” He hesitantly gives her the information she needs.

Fueled by the thought of seeing him again, Taylor jumps in her car and drives to the given address.

“What are you doing here?” he asks in surprise when he opens his door.

“I’m sorry, James. I acted like a fool. I should never have made you feel less than enough because you are. Even more than that. You have made me feel like no one before. Pride …”

He doesn’t wait to hear more as he moves in, blood rushing to his dick as he hugs her tightly before placing a kiss on her cheeks. “I missed you so much.”

“I missed you more,” she admits between kisses.

James

He guides her into his apartment. Without wasting another moment she’s shedding her clothes with care. He follows her lead. Nude, they collide in a fiery kiss. He cups her breasts, applying a gentle squeeze while supporting her with one hand. Against the wall, he lifts her with ease, while her legs wrap around him and allow his hands to explore her ass. The kisses are wild and hungry. Her loud moans are like sweet music to his ears, tempting him to ask for more; yet he restrains himself.

“What do you want me to do to you?” he asks shyly.

“This is not about me, James. Do whatever you feel like doing. I want you more than anything,” she purrs.

He walks over to the sound system and plays his favorite trap jam. He pushes her onto a chair and walks around her in a circle twice before twirling like a shitty ballerina, his dick bouncing with every movement. He whines his waist so expertly that his abs are flexing dangerously and sexily, Taylor’s body reacts to his every move.

He draws closer and parts her legs, exposing her naked pussy as he squats above her, and bites her earlobe. With his long, hard dick, he swipes her exposed pussy as a tease. Her breath catches. He attempts to stand, but she holds him down and pushes her hips forward. With one quick move, he rolls a condom over.

Taylor

Both moan when his dick slides into her; she misses the feel of something so perfect inside her. Another loud moan escapes her lips as he squats over her, adjusting his body, so he does not weigh too heavy.

“Fucking perfect,” she winces as her body adjusts to his length. She arches her hips up and down as she tugs at his hair, but her movement is restrained by his weight. He holds her down and flexes his hips sensually; his movements are as fluid as a dancer. The impact from this angle is incredibly intense, reaching places she never knew existed.

She’s in a blissful haze as he rides and grinds against her on the chair, locking her mouth in a passionate kiss. One of his hands stealthily travels to her neck, applying a gentle squeeze. A multitude of emotions converges simultaneously, ultimately leading to her pleasure.

She digs her nails into his skin, knowing how much it turns him on. Molding her body to mirror his fluid movements, she spreads her legs for increased access. She gets caught up in the feelings he stirs, giving in to everything for the young man who pleasures her like no other. He troughs his head backward as he climaxes.

Her body succumbs to utter exhaustion as her pussy clenches tightly around his thick dick.

James

Effortlessly, he lifts her from the chair and carries her into his modest bedroom, eager to continue adoring her with his mouth and fingers.


Chapter six
Pool Pleasure


James

He watches her as she walks around his apartment, naked, her tall frame making the room seem small. She is on a business call, and she does not look happy. Her gaze is fixated and cold. James wonders what her life actually looks like. He can only imagine how hard it is for a woman to make her voice heard.

Taylor

“No, you wouldn’t dare,” Taylor yells into the phone.

“I’m tired of constantly explaining to you how this works. You have one job!” Her expression softens when her eyes fall on the sexy man she just fucked.

“Good, I’ve got to go,” she says before hanging up. Being a woman means dealing with self-absorbed men who think they can do a better job than she can, but Taylor has them under control. She’s the boss after all.

“Everything good?” he asks, concerned.

“Yeah. Man, it’s hot in here,” she remarks, fanning air across her face with her palm.

“The air conditioning doesn’t work. I’m sorry,” he says, abashed.

“It’s okay. We could go to my house if you like,” she says as she walks to him. Wrapping her hands around his neck and pressing her core to his, she can feel his erection.

“Maybe later,” he simply says as he places a chaste kiss on her hair.

Taylor kisses him intently; his hand is holding her by the waist, pulling her closer to him, while the other palm supports her head. His tongue invades her parted lips. Full of lust, they tease each other for a long time, fighting a battle neither is losing.

Slipping one hand from around his neck, she gently lifts her hips. She puts his covered dick into her already wet pussy; both moan at the connection. She stills and continues kissing him before slowly grinding her hips against him, rocking them back and forth in slow sensual moves.

James

James’s head is reeling from the pleasure. Her pussy is tight and warm – a deadly combo, one he’d willingly get lost in as he watches her grind at a passionate and calculated pace. His stomach churns, sensing an impending climax as she accelerates in the up-and-down movement. Sweating profusely, he explosively reaches his peak inside her.

He gazes into her intense eyes and finds a smile playing over her lips.

“So good, uh?” she teases.

“The best,” he says as he kisses her hair again.

Taylor

“Well, we better get going,” she says as she stands. Cum tickles down her legs; but before she thinks of a solution, James appears with damp tissues and wipes her off.

They dress silently before heading to her car. Her pussy is sore, in the best way. The drive is remarkably comfortable. They share intricate stories of their lives, with Taylor recounting the journey of how she amassed such wealth before the age of forty. James opens up about the unfortunate series of poor choices that ultimately landed him in prison.

“Fuck, I should never have told you. Now you must be disgusted,” he concludes.

“Not really, your past doesn’t define you. You haven’t given me a reason to doubt your integrity. If anything, I admire your strength and determination.”

“Really?” he questions.

“I’ve made bad choices in the past too; the press would have a field day if they knew,” she says, trying to diffuse the tension. “Besides, I think it is incredibly hot to be fucked by an ex-inmate,” she jokes with a smile.

“I envy you, Taylor. You seem to have your shit together,” he says, but she doesn’t reply. With her right hand, she squeezes his hard quads.

“Athena, open the sunroof” she calls out. The roof of the car drops down, and the wind blows their hair in all directions. The sun shines brightly; it gives Taylor a rush of her young carefree days, as James yells excitedly.

When they arrive at her house he says, “Not sure I’ve said this, but you have such a lovely home.”

“Thanks, I bought it because of the pool,” Taylor explains as she winks suggestively.

“You may not believe it, but I have a fantasy of fucking a sexy woman in the pool,” he confesses with a teasing smile.

“Believe it or not, I’ve never had sex in my pool.” She winks again. “I can’t wait to have a strong badass man take me.”

James

Her every word turns him on, making it hard not to rip her clothes off right now. The pool is the most beautiful design he’s ever seen. Built in an “S” shape, you can see a kind of underwater seating area on one end of it.

“Well, we have a pool, a sexy woman, and a wannabe badass,” he says as he smiles and walks around to pull her in for a kiss.

Taylor frees herself to say, “Let me get some wine.”

Taylor

Returning with a bottle and two flute glasses, she walks over to see an almost naked James sitting on the edge of the pool. She admires the expansive tiger tattoo adorning his back, emanating a captivating and dangerous vibe.

James

“Come here, sexy,” he calls to her, appreciating her grace. Being the classiest woman he’s ever seen. Her long legs hold her toned thighs just right, and her boobs are a perfect size for her tall frame.

In one swift motion, he jumps up and takes the bottle and glasses from her, setting them on a side table next to the lounge chair nearby. With a gentle touch, he loosens the straps of her dress and tosses it into the growing pile of clothes.

Observing her body adorned in lacy, burgundy-colored panties and a matching bra, he relishes the enticing view. Seconds later, she kicks off her slippers and plunges into the pool while James pours some wine. Arranging the glasses by the pool’s edge, he eases into a comfortable spot, watching her as she glides through the water. The sun plays over the lacy, matching lingerie set that hugs her figure, creating an enchanting allure.

She moves effortlessly, with so much grace. As she reaches the far end of the pool, he can’t help but feel drawn to the tease of her curves beneath the water’s surface. After swimming the entire length with the elegance of a siren, the sun-kissed droplets glisten on her skin, when she finally emerges.

“Won’t you join me,” she calls out to him.

“I’m enjoying the view,” he says as he winks and finishes the glass of wine before refilling it.

Taylor

Moving closer to him she sits on one of the pool steps. Seductively she removes his underwear halfway and takes his cock in her mouth. Her lips are wet and cold against his warm dick. While she teases him, he moans out loud. He put his wine glass down before pressing his shaft closer to her, so she can take him all in.

Feeling him deep down her throat, touching both sides and the roof of her mouth, she gags but continues sucking him. Her head moves up and down for several minutes before she raises herself up to kiss him. He climbs down from the edge and kisses her passionately.

The water is warm. They swim a few lapses, sipping wine before meeting at the shallow end of the pool. His hands wrap around her waist, and with fervent kisses, he undoes the hooks of her bra, tossing it aside. Her hands fumble while trying to remove his underwear; he steps in to assist, skillfully taking off her panties.

“Fucking beautiful,” he mumbles as he stares at her. Her heart is beating erratically; he excites her like no one before.

Their lips entwine as she grabs his dick in the water and strokes it gently; he is hard and ready.

James

As he arranges himself in a sitting position, he lifts her onto him, guiding her gently up and down atop his erection. Her boobs bounce up and down with every movement of her hips. Water splashes and the only thing that can be heard is the sound of moans.

Taylor

The exquisite feeling of her pussy being filled with his substantial manhood compels her to surrender. “Ah, this feels so good,” she moans.

“You are so tight,” he presses.

Riding him, she throws her head back before she can answer. “Your cock fills me perfectly. Yeah, right there! My, you’re hitting all the right spots. Hold me tighter and push deeper.”

James

He complies, holding her tightly. As her fingers scratch his back, he reaches the peak. Wisely he pulls out just before climaxing. The intensity of the moment causes her body to tremble, and with a loud scream, she releases.

~ The End ~

Did you like this story?

Then you’ll LOVE all 10 Erotica Short Stories.

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

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

[image: ]

Unforgettable Pleasure - The plumber arrives with his big pipe, ready to fix more than just her leaks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Trigger Warning:

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

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

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

Continue reading HERE!


Ready to get wet?

Dive into 22 super short taboo erotica stories.

22 Shades of Taboo.

[image: ]

A quick and filthy collection of adult short stories…

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

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

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

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

	He gifts his brother to his girlfriend for one night.

	Two millionaires place a bet on the same woman.

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

	Sexting with her one-night stand.

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

	Dripping wet from the lifeguard, not the water.

	A morning quickie in the parking garage.




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

Continue reading HERE!


For more information

Scan HERE

[image: ]


To sign up for my Newsletter

Scan HERE

[image: ]


https://shorturl.at/YFhVp

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		1. Self-Pleasure


    		2. Pleasures Beyond the Pipes


    		3. Echoes of Pleasure, Whispers of Regret


    		4. A Pleasurable Visit


    		5. Second Chances for Pleasure


    		6. Pool Pleasure


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46






OEBPS/image_rsrcKF.jpg
EROTICA SHORT STORIES

AVALON LUST





OEBPS/font_rsrcKB.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcKD.jpg
PLEASURE SERIES

AVALON LUST





OEBPS/image_rsrcKJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcKG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcKE.jpg
10 EPOLICA
SHORT
STORIES

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

AVALON LUST






OEBPS/font_rsrcKC.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcKH.jpg
I [ ]
Made with Flodesk





