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Chapter 1
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I was ready to overlook the questionable shirt choice and had planned to introduce myself and be polite as always. Mike, on the other hand, decided to stare at me as if he wanted to burn me alive before I could even say hello.

Those dark, menacing eyes were incredibly hot when you weren’t their target. Amber-colored with a ring of dark green around the edge, framed by thick black lashes that were almost unfairly long for a man. When he wasn’t glaring at me, I could definitely understand why women giggled like schoolgirls in his presence.

At first, I really tried. After all, Mike was the best friend of my best friend’s husband. I was the maid of honor at their wedding, he was the best man. Our lives were quite intertwined, like a complicated web of friendships that inevitably brought us together again and again, no matter how much I tried to avoid him.

But being polite and cordial with him was impossible. I tried small talk, jokes, serious conversations – nothing worked.

He barely spoke to me, except for a few mumbled grunts on those rare occasions when he actually had to say something. His deep voice then sounded as if he had to push every word out of his chest, as if it was physically painful to communicate with me.

Did he really think he was that great? That it was beneath his dignity to speak to me? And how he glared at me angrily for no reason. He was simply the worst. With his broad shoulders and perpetual three-day stubble that accentuated his chiseled jaw. The worst.

It was still bearable until the Halloween party three years ago, about six months after I’d met Mike when he moved back to town. I had put effort into my costume – a sophisticated version of Poison Ivy, with a self-sewn corset made of dark green satin that accentuated my waist and lifted my breasts in a way that definitely attracted attention. Not his, of course. He had ignored me all evening.

I went to the kitchen to get another drink when I saw Mike standing there with Brett. They had their backs to me, not noticing me as I came through the door.

I still didn’t understand how they could be best friends. They had met during school when Brett’s family moved from France to the States. But Brett was friendly, funny, always helpful. His dark curls and charming accent made him the favorite at any party. Mike... Mike was just terrible. Reserved, grumpy, with the aura of a thunderstorm.

“You didn’t tell me Laura would be here,” he hissed. “I can’t stand being around her.”

His words hit me like a punch to the gut. What had I ever done to him?

“Come on,” said Brett, his slight French accent still audible back then. “You need to deal with it. She’s been Larissa’s best friend since childhood. She’s a good friend of mine too.”

If Mike thought he couldn’t stand me now, he should just wait, I thought, as my fingers closed so tightly around the empty glass in my hand that I feared it might break.

I grabbed the other drink, downed it in the kitchen, and then decided from that moment on to be a holy terror for Mike. If he couldn’t stand me, I would give him a damn good reason for it.

That worked. That got him talking.

I snarled at him, he snarled back. I made jibes and nasty remarks, he retaliated. We argued. About. Everything. From politics to the right way to cook pasta. From music taste to movie reviews. It was as if we had a special talent for finding exactly the things we disagreed on.

We made sure it didn’t bother Larissa and Brett or the other people in our group too much. But unfortunately, we were always near each other – at beach days, weddings of mutual friends, birthdays, weekend trips, happy hours. Oh, and at the weekly dinners at Brett and Larissa’s, where I sometimes felt Mike’s gaze on me when I laughed or spoke, as if he was looking for new vulnerabilities.

Larissa, Brett, Mike, and I were heading to the mountains this weekend. Larissa and Brett had actually met while skiing, so Brett surprised her with the weekend trip for her birthday. A romantic gesture, typical of him.

Usually in group situations, there were two or three other people who served as buffers between Mike and me. A kind of human protective wall that prevented us from going for each other’s throats. But of course, the five other people Brett had invited couldn’t come. I had no choice but to go – first, I loved skiing and the mountains, and second, it was for my best friend’s birthday. I loved her more than I hated her husband’s best buddy.

We stopped for dinner a few miles before the hotel at a café that Larissa loved. Things had been fine with Mike so far, except when he accidentally drank my coffee and I stole a bite of his burger in revenge.

Our fingers briefly touched as I reached for the burger, and the sudden warmth of his skin made me flinch as if I’d been shocked. I ignored the strange tingling that shot through my fingertips.

We arrived at the hotel, where Brett informed us that we would actually be staying in cabins on the property. Luxurious, rustic log cabins nestled in the snow like something from a Christmas card.

The manager led us to the cabins hidden among the tall pines and handed Brett the keys. The freshly fallen snow crunched under our boots, and the air smelled of pine and wood smoke.

I took a deep breath, enjoying the fresh, clear mountain air that filled my lungs and washed away the everyday stress. The cold burned pleasantly in my nose, and I could almost taste the purity of the snow.

“Do you need an inhaler or something, Red?” Mike’s deep voice broke through my meditation.

I glared at him. No, my hair wasn’t red. It was a deep chestnut brown with natural caramel highlights that shimmered golden in the sun. He only called me that because of my name, knowing how much it irritated me.

“I’m savoring the moment,” I snapped. “Are you going to need a stretcher?” I deliberately let my gaze travel up and down his large frame, as if he were too weak for the hike. My eyes lingered a moment too long on his broad shoulders filling out his thick winter shirt.

"Put your claws away, Laura."

His other favorite nickname, inspired by the murderous lion from The Lion King. What a prince. His eyes narrowed to slits as he looked at me, and for a moment I thought I saw a spark of something other than dislike in them – but I must have been imagining it. Perhaps it was just the light breaking in his amber eyes.

Larissa raised an eyebrow in my direction, that big-sister look she so loved to give. She was 5 months older – that was all. But sometimes she treated me like I was a rebellious teenager she needed to keep an eye on.

"You did a good job, Frenchie," I said to Brett, deciding to pretend Mike didn’t exist. His presence was like an itchy sweater on my skin – impossible to ignore, but I’d be damned if I gave him the satisfaction of showing it. "This looks great."

There was a row of six log cabins side by side. Smoke was already billowing from some chimneys, curling in the cold evening air. Apparently this was that kind of hotel – rustic and cozy, but with all modern amenities.

I just hoped my room was as far away from Mike’s as possible. He snored so damn loudly, and somehow I always ended up in the room next to his. On the last group trip, I’d lain awake half the night contemplating whether to bang on the wall with my pillow. The sound had been like a bear staying in the room next to mine – a very large, very loud bear.

Larissa suppressed a yawn. "I’m exhausted," she said.

"And I’ve heard there’s a bathtub waiting for me inside. How about we all get settled and get some sleep, yeah?"

It sounded perfect. I had packed three books in my bag. A hot bath, a good book, and then a deep sleep without Mike nearby – exactly what I needed.

Suddenly I noticed that Brett was shifting uneasily from foot to foot, his hands buried deep in his pockets, shoulders hunched up to his ears. Before I could ask what was wrong, Mike did it for me.

"Everything okay, man?"

"Yeah, it’s just..." he coughed into his fist, his gaze flickering between Mike and me like a nervous bird. "The large cabin with three bedrooms was booked. So I had to rent a smaller one."

"Okayyyy," I said. "And that’s a problem because...?"

I had an uneasy premonition that settled in my stomach like a heavy stone.

"It only has two bedrooms."

It took a moment for me to process that, and then Mike and I both jumped up as if someone had touched us with an electric prod.

"Absolutely not." My voice almost cracked, sounding shrill and panicked even to my own ears.

"I’ll sleep in the snow." Mike’s face darkened, his jaw muscles tensing as if he were crushing a boulder between his teeth.

"No," said Larissa, grabbing the key and marching to the cabin door. Her determination left no room for argument. "We’re all going to bed early and tomorrow morning we’ll be wide awake and ready for the slopes."

Brett herded us into the cabin despite our grumbling. His hand on my back felt like betrayal. I gave him a look that clearly said: "I will strangle you in your sleep."

The beautiful interior of the cabin temporarily took precedence. It was warm and cozy and looked like it came straight out of an interior design magazine. High wooden ceilings, a crackling fire in the fireplace, plush rugs, and a comfortable seating area. The windows stretched from floor to ceiling, offering a breathtaking view of the snow-covered mountains, shimmering purple and gold in the last light of day.

"The bedroom is upstairs on the left, we’re on the right," he said, suddenly reminding me of the situation. My stomach clenched at the thought of sharing a room with Mike. Sharing a bed with Mike. With his warm, muscular body just inches from mine.

"You also have a bathtub," said Larissa, as if a luxurious bathtub would somehow compensate for the fact that I had to share a bed with Satan himself. Her eyes sparkled suspiciously, as if she knew a secret that I didn’t.

"I think I’ll leave the bathtub to Laura," Mike muttered, his gaze fixed somewhere over my shoulder, as if he couldn’t look at me directly.

"Yeah, that wasn’t up for debate anyway," I muttered back, clutching the strap of my bag so tightly that my knuckles turned white and the fabric dug into my palm.

We all went up the stairs, and I made sure to push myself in front of Mike to leave him last in line. I didn’t want him walking behind me and... whatever. Staring at me or something. I could imagine his eyes wandering over my backside, and the mere thought made my skin tingle.

"See you at six," Brett called over his shoulder as he and Larissa walked down their end of the hallway, hand in hand and obviously completely unconcerned about the chaos they had just caused.

I narrowed my eyes. "Seven, you French jerk." I needed my sleep, especially if I was going to spend a night trying to lie as far away from Mike as possible and feeling every one of his movements.

"Six o’clock sharp in the morning, mon cherie!" he replied before practically dancing off with his wife, a lovestruck smile on his face.

Ugh. Their obvious infatuation only made the situation more uncomfortable. I didn’t want to think about what they would be doing in their room while I had to deal with Mike.

Mike and I had stayed in the same house multiple times before, but there were always at least two other people present. A buffer between us so we wouldn’t strangle each other.

We were deathly silent as we entered the room. Yes, one bed. At least it was queen-sized. But Mike was over 6 feet tall and didn’t exactly have narrow shoulders. His broad back and muscular arms would surely take up more than half the bed. How was I supposed to sleep when I could feel his body next to mine? The warmth radiating from him, his breath on my neck?

I had glanced at the couch on the way up. The living room had four large armchairs, but the couch was small. I couldn’t even fit comfortably lengthwise on it, let alone Mike with his endless legs.

There was another armchair in our room, and I considered simply sleeping there. Or forcing Mike to. He could curl up like a large, grumpy dog. A very large, very attractive, very grumpy dog.

“I’m taking a bath,” I announced after setting down my bags. “A long one. You can do whatever you want—stick your dick in the snow or whatever men typically do when they don’t have internet.”

I grabbed my book and marched into the adjoining bathroom, closed the door behind me, and leaned against it for a moment while my heart pounded wildly like a trapped bird. What had I been thinking, mentioning his dick? Why was that the first thing that came to mind? I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, trying to calm my treacherous thoughts.

The water warmed quickly and the tub filled in just a few minutes. I let out a very undignified moan as I sank into the water and the steam curled around me, immediately relaxing my tense muscles. The hot water enveloped me like a loving embrace.

The bath salts I had poured in smelled fantastic, like vanilla and smoked wood or something. The shower gel smelled similar, and I applied it generously all over my body, letting my hands glide over my skin and enjoying the feeling of the soap sliding over my curves.

I hadn’t had an orgasm in almost two weeks, which was probably why I was already getting aroused as I ran my hands over my body. I hadn’t had sex in what, three months? I was, to put it mildly, pent up. Every touch felt more intense, every part of my body seemed to be begging for more, for touch, for release.

I let my hand wander from my neck down to my chest and paused to give my breast a squeeze. They were soft and heavy and too large to fit completely in my hand. My nipples immediately hardened under my touch, sensitive and ready, yearning for more attention.

My hand snaked down over my stomach and between my legs. A few precise strokes of my finger and I was pulsing. The sensation made me gasp, my head falling back against the edge of the tub, and a soft moan escaped my lips.

I turned on the faucet and let just a tiny bit of water flow out, hoping it would be enough to cover any sounds I couldn’t muffle. The last thing I wanted was for Mike to hear what I was doing in here. The thought that he might know I was touching myself while he was just a thin door away made my cheeks burn—but strangely, it also intensified my arousal.

I imagined a beautiful man sitting with me in the tub, massaging my shoulders and spreading shower gel over my breasts. His strong hands kneading my skin, his lips on my neck. His hot breath grazing my damp skin and causing goosebumps.

I moaned as I slid my index finger inside myself, felt my inner walls contract around it, hot and wet and longing. My body jerked as I felt my finger slide deeper, my own wetness that had nothing to do with the bathwater.

Then, to my horror, the scene I had imagined shifted to Mike sitting in the tub with me. His large hands on my skin, his beard grazing my shoulder as he kissed my neck. His rough fingertips brushing over my sensitive nipples, making me tremble.

I gritted my teeth and erased the image. Strong, dark-haired, handsome stranger, I repeated silently. That’s what we’re working with. Not Mike. Never Mike with his damn hands and his stupid face and his perfectly sculpted body. Not Mike with his intense eyes and his damn beard that would probably feel delicious scratching against my sensitive skin.

I began pumping my finger faster and added a second as my vaginal walls relaxed. A few whimpers escaped me, but I couldn’t help it. It felt too good. The water sloshed around me, enhancing the sensations on my sensitive skin, washing over my swollen clitoris in warm waves.

I imagined the handsome stranger replacing my hand with his, his thick fingers dipping into my pussy and fucking me with them. How he would press me against his body while his fingers brought me to climax. How his own hard cock would press against my back, ready to take me.

And then I imagined again that it was Mike sitting behind me, fucking me with his hand while whispering in my ear how well I was taking him. How tight I was, how wet, how perfectly I clenched around his fingers. How badly he wanted to fuck me, deep and hard, until I screamed his name.

I let out a loud, frustrated groan and sank deeper into the water until it nearly touched my chin, as if it could wash away my treacherous thoughts.

That’s why he was so annoying. He looked so good and was a wonderful person for everyone else to be around. Brett and Larissa loved him. All our friends loved him. Only I seemed to see his dark side. And as much as I had conditioned myself to hate him, I had found myself in this exact situation before, somehow thinking about Mike while touching myself. His hands, his mouth, his body on mine.

I shook my head as if that would clear my mind, and then decided to try again. This time I would manage without thinking about Mike. I wouldn’t let him distract me, not even in my fantasy.

I used my other hand to rub my clitoris, hoping to bring myself to the edge quickly enough to outrun thoughts of Mike. My fingers circled over the sensitive spot while my other hand pushed deeper inside me, finding the perfect rhythm that made me moan.

It was working. A few seconds passed and then I moaned more and more, my core tightening as I felt my orgasm taking shape. I imagined my dark, handsome stranger hammering my pussy with his fingers. Yes, yes, yes. How he held me while I came, how he squeezed my breasts and pulled on my nipples. How his cock pulsed against my ass, hot and hard and ready for me.

I was so close, just a little more...

I heard grunting from the bedroom. I was going to kill him. My orgasm retreated like a startled turtle withdrawing into its shell, leaving me frustrated and trembling.

What the hell was he doing in there? Push-ups? Lifting furniture? Folding his clothes vigorously? Whatever it was, it destroyed my concentration and yanked me out of my fantasy like a bucket of cold water.

Whatever. I didn’t care about him, I just wanted to come. Right now. Before I had to get out of this tub and face him.

I continued, my fingers moving faster, more desperately, circling over my swollen clitoris while I thrust two fingers deep inside myself. And then, perhaps ten seconds later, the grunting and moaning from the room grew louder. More rhythmic. Almost... deliberate?

Really? This is how he wanted to be? A grown man throwing a tantrum, literally grumbling because I was taking too long? Or was he... no. He wouldn’t dare. He wouldn’t be touching himself while I was just a door away?

I was pretty sure the steam rising from my body was coming from anger as I stepped out of the tub, water splashing over the sides. I yanked a towel from the rack and covered myself before throwing open the door, ready to give him hell, my skin still glistening with water and oil.

“You’re insane,” I snapped. “You - oh.”

I paused and stared at Mike, who was sitting on the edge of the bed holding his very large and very hard cock in his hand. His pants had slipped down to his ankles, his shirt pushed up, revealing a flat, muscular stomach with a thin line of dark hair disappearing below his navel. His face was flushed, his hair disheveled as if he’d run his fingers through it, his breath coming in short, heavy bursts.

“I could hear you,” he forced out, his voice rough and deep, almost a growl. “Touching yourself in there.”

My face felt like it was on fire, the heat spreading down my neck and across my chest. I was sure I was red from head to toe, my skin glowing under his intense gaze.

I couldn’t stop staring at his cock. It was pink, almost red from how tightly he was gripping it. And it looked big, even in Mike’s enormous hands. The tip glistened wet, and I could see a drop of pre-cum appearing at the opening and slowly running down the head. My mouth went dry, and I swallowed hard, my tongue involuntarily running across my lips.

“You didn’t finish, did you?”

All I did was shake my head, my mouth suddenly too dry to speak. My legs felt wobbly, and between my thighs it pulsed with arousal, a dull, yearning throbbing that almost brought me to my knees.

I was frozen as I watched him stand up, his cock still exposed, and walk toward me. His pants fell to the floor and he stepped out of them, leaving them behind like a shed snakeskin. Each of his steps was slow, deliberate, as if giving me time to run away—but my feet seemed rooted to the ground.

He looked down at me, our panting chests almost touching. I could feel the heat radiating from his body, breathe in the scent of his aftershave—something woody and masculine that clouded my senses and made my knees weak. The smell of sex and arousal hung in the air between us.

“Do you want to finish?”

I nodded, unable to tear my gaze from his eyes, which were now dark with desire. The green ring around his iris seemed to glow, like a predator in the night. His gaze bored into mine, challenging me to contradict him, to run away, to push him away—but I couldn’t. I didn’t want to.

“Then let’s cut the crap and be honest,” he said, his voice a deep rumble that I could feel in my stomach, spreading through my body like liquid heat. “You need help, and so do I.”

I seemed to regain my senses and shook my head to wake from the trance. What was I doing here? This was Mike. Mike who hated me. Mike whom I constantly argued with. Mike whose mere sight drove me into a rage—and apparently also aroused me.

“We hate each other,” I said, my voice sounding weaker than intended, trembling slightly with suppressed desire. “Why would we—”

“I don’t hate you,” he said, his eyes drilling into mine, so intense that I almost backed away. “Not at all.”

I wanted to ask what he meant, wanted to ask if I’d even heard that correctly. But I didn’t. The intensity of his gaze took my breath away, making my lungs burn and my heart race.

I swallowed, feeling my pulse hammering in my throat like a trapped bird. “Well, I hate you.”

I sounded like a twelve-year-old teasing a boy she actually likes. My voice was too high, too uncertain, too breathless to be convincing. My body betrayed me, leaning toward him as if he were magnetic.

“No, you don’t,” he replied, a confident smile playing around his lips, briefly revealing his white teeth. “I would bet every last cent in my bank account that you were thinking about me while you were fucking yourself with your fingers in there.”

I lowered my chin to my chest as I felt myself blushing again, caught in my most secret fantasy. But he ran a large hand through my hair and forced me to look at him, his fingers gentle against my scalp. The touch made me shiver, and I couldn’t suppress a soft gasp.

“I don’t hate you at all,” he said again, his voice softer now, almost a whisper, his breath brushing over my face. “I have no problem fucking you.”

That was enough. My mind shut down, and my body took control. I slid my hand between us and wrapped my fingers around his hard cock, feeling it twitch at my touch. He was silky and hard at the same time, pulsing and hot in my hand.

He let out a shaky breath as I closed my hand around his cock and squeezed, his eyes fluttering shut for a moment, his head falling slightly back. His reaction gave me power, made me bold.

“Then shut up and do it.”


Chapter 2
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He grabbed my hand and yanked it away from his cock, his fingers digging firmly into my wrist. The determination in his eyes made my heart beat faster.

“Here’s how this is going to work. You’re going to sit down and shut up while I touch your pussy, and you’re going to listen to me. Understood?” His voice was deep and commanding, leaving no room for argument.

“You don’t have the right to—” I began, my voice trembling slightly with suppressed arousal and defiance.

He cupped my face in his hands and kissed me like he would die if he didn’t. His lips pressed hard against mine, his tongue demanding entry into my mouth. I tasted his bitter flavor, felt the desperation and desire in that kiss. His stubble rubbed against my sensitive skin, leaving a burning sensation that only aroused me more.

When he finally pulled away from me, I swayed slightly on my feet. My lips tingled, my breathing shallow. My body was betraying me, responding to him in a way I couldn’t control.

“Ok,” I breathed, barely able to form a coherent thought.

He led me to the large armchair in the corner and gestured for me to sit. The chair was almost comically large, the seat wide enough to comfortably accommodate two people side by side. The worn leather creaked beneath my naked body and felt cool against my heated skin. The contrast between the cold material and my heat made me shiver.

He ran a hand over his face, his eyes hungrily roaming over my exposed body. His gaze lingered on my breasts, my stomach, between my legs. It was as if he wanted to memorize every detail of me.

“Holy shit,” he muttered, his voice rough with desire. “Do you know how many times I’ve imagined this when I’ve been fucking my hand at night?”

“You... you’ve thought about me like that?” My voice sounded breathless even to my own ears, almost incredulous. The thought that he had been yearning for me while I had been doing the same sent a wave of arousal through my body.

He laughed, a deep, rough laugh that sent heat through my body and made my nipples harden. “You have no idea. No fucking idea how much I’ve wanted you.”

Perhaps this cabin had transported us to a parallel universe where all the suppressed feelings were finally allowed to surface. The thick wooden walls seemed to shield us from the outside world, creating a safe space where we could finally be honest.

“Well,” I said, swallowing hard, my throat suddenly dry. I could feel my pulse hammering in my ears. “Is it as good as you expected?”

“Better. Much better.” His voice was barely more than a whisper, but in his eyes burned a fire that shook me to my core. I could see the desire there, raw and untamed.

He grabbed my leg and threw it over the arm of the chair, then did the same with my other leg. I was completely open before him, displayed like a work of art. The cool air brushed against my heated skin, especially over my most intimate places, which were already wet with desire.

“You’re incredible,” he whispered as he knelt between my legs. His hands stroked my thighs, leaving goosebumps and a tingling sensation that spread all the way to my spine. “Never thought pussies could be this pretty.”

I had a fairly normal-looking vagina, but if he said it was beautiful to look at, I certainly wasn’t going to correct him. I watched his face, the admiration in his eyes, and for the first time, I didn’t feel insecure about my body. The way he looked at me made me feel desirable, sexy in a way I had never experienced before.

I sucked in a sharp breath as he slid his finger down my slit. The touch was feather-light, almost torturously gentle. My hips involuntarily jerked upward, seeking more pressure, more contact.

“You’re soaking wet,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. The sight of my wetness seemed to excite him even more, his breathing becoming heavier.

“Well, I was just in the bathtub,” I mumbled, trying in vain to hide my obvious arousal.

He clicked his tongue. “That’s not the reason, and you know it.” His voice had a knowing undertone that made me blush.

He placed two of his fingers on either side of my pussy and pressed alternately, watching with fascination as my clit moved from side to side. His concentration was so intense, as if he were playing a complicated instrument. Each of his touches sent electric shocks through my body, making me tremble and gasp for air.

I whimpered in disappointment when he stopped, but that quickly turned into a deep moan as he pushed a long, thick finger inside me. The sudden fullness made my hips involuntarily jerk upward. I could feel my inner walls tightening around his finger, welcoming him.

“Holy shit,” he growled. “You’re tighter than I thought.” His voice sounded rough, almost reverent, as if he had discovered a precious jewel.

He began to pump me, torturously slowly, his eyes fixed on my pussy as if he couldn’t look away. I could feel his fingers exploring my inner walls, investigating every inch, as if he wanted to get to know every fold, every ridge inside me.

“I don’t hate you,” he blurted out, giving me a particularly hard thrust with his fingers that made me gasp. “I really don’t hate you. What I hate is not being able to touch you or kiss you or call you mine.”

His eyes met mine, and I saw the truth in them, raw and vulnerable. All the tension, the glances, the biting remarks—they had never been hatred. It had been frustration, the torment of desire without fulfillment.

“But that’s over now,” he said with a confident grin that made my knees weak. His self-assurance was intoxicating, made me want to surrender.

“I heard what you said to Brett at the costume party,” I blurted out. The memory of his words, which had tormented me for months, still burned in my mind.

Recognition spread across his face. His movements faltered briefly, but he didn’t stop sliding his fingers in and out of me. I felt him hesitate momentarily before pushing deeper into me.

“I had been trying to avoid you,” he admitted. “Brett recognized what I was feeling without me even saying anything. He warned me and reminded me that you were his fiancée’s best friend and that it would be a disaster for everyone if I made a move.”

His fingers moved deeper inside me, exploring new angles that made me gasp. My hands clutched the armrests of the chair, seeking stability in the storm of sensations threatening to overwhelm me.

“Well, he said it would be a disaster if I just tried to get into your pants and leave it at that.”

I couldn’t respond, could barely hear him as he added another finger and increased the pace. My hips moved in rhythm with his hand, seeking more contact, more pressure. My body seemed to develop a mind of its own, driven by a hunger only he could satisfy.

“I didn’t just want that,” he explained, while his thumb brushed my clit and circled the sensitive bud. “I wanted... I wanted you, not just physically. But I knew the feeling wasn’t mutual, which Brett confirmed. So I told him I needed some distance to clear away these feelings.”

His fingers moved faster, deeper. I felt the pressure building inside me, my muscles tightening around his fingers. Each thrust brought me closer to the edge, making the tension in my lower abdomen grow.

“It was still fresh at that party,” he said. “Brett had told me you weren’t actually in town, so I wasn’t prepared to see you.”

I only whimpered, my hips bucking against his hand. Sweat formed on my forehead, running down between my breasts. The heat in my body seemed to grow with each thrust of his fingers.

“When I first saw you, at that garden party at their house...” He pushed his fingers all the way inside me and made them circle. The movement hit a sweet spot deep inside me that made me gasp and arch my back off the chair. “You were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. Still are, always will be.”

I tensed up, partly because of his words, partly because of the way he began to curl his fingers inside me. He effortlessly found that magical spot that made me see stars exploding behind my closed eyelids. My entire body tensed, ready for release.

“Do you understand now?” he asked, looking up at me. His eyes were dark with lust, but also vulnerable, as if he was revealing a part of his soul to me. “Do you get it?”

I nodded vigorously, unable to form words. My entire body was a vibrating mass of desire and need. The truth of his words echoed within me, mixing with the physical pleasure into an overwhelming cocktail of emotions.

He seemed satisfied with my answer and looked back down at my pussy. I was getting closer to climax the faster he moved his fingers. My breathing became shallower, my body tensing like a bowstring. He noticed it, and to my dismay, he slowed down.

“But—” I protested, my voice barely more than a desperate whimper.

“Tell me the truth,” he said, his voice deep and commanding, cutting through the fog of lust in my head. “Admit that you were thinking about me in the bathtub. Admit that you had feelings for me too.”

Of course I didn’t want to admit it. It was true, and it was true that I had found him attractive from the first moment, but I didn’t want to say it out loud. I was spread out for him and yet it felt too vulnerable, as if I would be revealing more of myself to him than just my body.

He used his other hand to lazily flick my clit, and grinned when I flinched. The sudden touch sent a bolt of pleasure through my body, making my hips involuntarily jerk upward.

“Say it, Red,” he warned, his voice a velvet threat. “Tell me the truth, or you won’t come.”

He added a third finger and began fucking me like a madman, and I lost control. The sensation of three of his fingers stretching and filling me was overwhelming, making me teeter on the brink of ecstasy.

“Yes!” I screamed, my voice breaking with arousal. “I was — oh shit — I was thinking about you while I touched my pussy and I — yes, yes — and I had a crush on you from the moment I met you.”

And that was really the truth, as much as I had tried to hide it. The words poured out of me like a confession that had been held back too long. It was liberating to finally say it out loud, as if a weight had been lifted from my shoulders.

He moaned almost as loudly as I did and then leaned forward to suck on my clit without slowing his pace. His tongue was hot and wet against my most sensitive spot, his lips sucking with just the right pressure. The contrast between his fingers sliding in and out of me and his tongue circling my clit was intoxicating.

I screamed as I came, grabbing his hair and grinding against his face. My body arched off the chair as waves of pleasure rolled through me. It was more intense than anything I’d ever experienced, like I was shattering into a thousand pieces and then being put back together. My legs trembled uncontrollably, my muscles rhythmically clenching around his fingers.

My bones felt like liquid as I tried to come back to my senses after the pleasure subsided. I lay trembling and gasping in the chair, my body hypersensitive and exhausted. Small aftershocks of the orgasm still made me shudder.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” he murmured, his lips glistening with my wetness. The sight of my juices on his face was strangely intimate, marking him as mine.

He kissed me, and I moaned at my own taste. It was salty and sweet at the same time, an intoxicating mixture. I wrapped my arms around his neck as he lifted me up and I wrapped my legs around him. His hands gripped firmly into my flesh, holding me securely against his hard body. I could feel every defined muscle under his skin, the strength that slumbered within him.

He took a step, and I whimpered, trying to position myself on his cock. I could feel his hard length pressing against my entrance, so close yet so far. The heat emanating from him was almost tangible, promising a fulfillment my body desperately craved.

“Impatient, are we?” he teased, a smug smile on his lips. His eyes sparkled with pleasure at my obvious desperation.

I nodded, still trying to position him. My body yearned for him, needed him to fill the emptiness his fingers had left behind. The sensitivity of my pussy after the orgasm did nothing to diminish my desire.

“Let me get a condom, baby, it’s just—”

“No, I’m on the pill,” I said, pressing my breasts harder against his chest. I could feel his chest hair teasing my nipples, sending little sparks of pleasure through my body. “I want to feel you.”

It took only two seconds before he pushed his cock into my pussy and started hammering me. The sudden fullness made me gasp for air. He was bigger than I had expected, thicker, and stretched me in the most delicious way. Every inch of him seemed to fit my body perfectly, as if we were made for each other.

I buried my face in his neck and screamed his name. The scent of his skin, a hint of sweat and that distinctive masculine aroma that belonged only to him, filled my senses. I licked the salty skin of his neck, tasting his essence.

His cock was huge, and the way he held me while thrusting into me made him hit angles I didn’t even know were possible. Each thrust hit a new sweet spot deep inside me, making me cry out with pleasure. The friction of his skin against my most sensitive places was almost too much, too intense.

He was relentless, fucking me so hard that each thrust almost completely pushed me off his cock. But he kept my ass firmly gripped and pulled me back to him every time he plunged into my pussy. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, mingling with our moans. The wet slapping of my juices around his cock was obscene and only aroused me more.

I was embarrassingly close to another orgasm already. The combination of his thick cock filling me and the friction point where he pressed against my clit was overwhelming. My body was still sensitive from the first climax, and every movement seemed amplified, more intense.

“Mike,” I moaned, trying to warn him. My voice broke as a particularly deep thrust made me shudder. “I—fuck, you’re making me come.”

Somehow he began fucking me even harder, growling almost like a wild animal. His fingers dug into my skin, would surely leave marks—a thought that strangely aroused me. I wanted to be marked by him, wanted to wear the evidence of his passion on my body.

“Come on my fat cock, baby,” he commanded, his voice rough with exertion and lust. “Let me feel you.”

I screamed again as I had the biggest orgasm of my life. My vision almost blurred with pleasure, black spots dancing at the edge of my field of vision. I could hear how wet I was, even amid the screaming and moaning, my pussy slurping around his cock. My inner muscles contracted rhythmically, milking his cock with each contraction.

Mike paused, his pulsing cock still inside me, and caught my gaze. His eyes were wide, incredulous, as if he’d just witnessed a miracle.

“You just squirted,” he said breathlessly, his voice full of awe.

Wide-eyed, I looked down and indeed, there was a puddle on the hardwood floor. Moisture was running down my thighs, dripping from his hips. The evidence of my pleasure was impossible to deny.

I don’t think I had ever done that before just from penetration. It was more intense than I could have ever imagined, a climax that captured my entire body and shook me to my core.

He caught my lips in a punishing kiss and walked to the bed. He dropped me onto the mattress without ever sliding out of me. The springs squeaked under our combined weight. The sudden movement made his cock slide deeper into me, eliciting another gasp.

“Need to watch those tits bounce while I fuck you,” he said, his voice rough with lust, his eyes hungrily fixed on my breasts. “Want to see you come for me.”

He grabbed my legs and practically folded me in half, then began fucking me again. At this angle, he penetrated even deeper, hitting places that had never been touched before. I could feel him in my stomach, that’s how deep he was. Each thrust made my breasts bounce up and down, a sight that visibly excited him.

I was so hypersensitive and yet so desperate to come again. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure and almost-pain through my body, making me waver between pushing away and pulling closer. It was as if my body didn't know whether it wanted more or if it was too much.

“Yes, that's a good girl,” he said, his voice a deep rumble that I could almost feel in my chest. “Take this cock. Take it deep.”

He lowered his head and enclosed my nipple with his lips, swirling his tongue and tugging on it. The contrast between the gentle attention to my breast and the hard thrusting between my legs made me whimper with pleasure. His teeth grazed my sensitive bud lightly, a sweet pain that only heightened my arousal.

“Fuck, this tight little pussy is going to make me come,” he groaned, his breath hot against my wet nipple.

He shifted his weight to one arm and reached between our bodies with the other. His fingers found my clit and began to rub tight circles around the swollen bud. The additional stimulation made me cry out. It was almost too much, too intense, but I couldn't get enough.

“Come with me, baby,” he said, his voice strained with effort, his face contorted in concentrated pleasure. “Cream my cock while I fill you up.”

My eyes rolled back in my head as I came, and a second later Mike shot his load deep inside me. I could feel his hot cum filling me, his cock twitching and pulsing inside me. Each pulse sent a new wave of pleasure through my body, extending my own orgasm. He thrust a few more times, milking his orgasm to the last drop, each movement making me shudder.

He was completely soft when he separated from me and crawled down my body. His hair was tousled, his face flushed, a thin film of sweat covering his skin, making it shimmer in the dim light.

I couldn't even bring myself to tell him that I couldn't handle another orgasm, just hoping he would let me recover for a while. My body felt drained, hypersensitive in every spot. My muscles were still trembling from the intensity of our lovemaking.

He licked a fat stripe up my pussy, dipped it back down to thrust into my hole and push his cum back inside me. The obscene sound of his tongue sliding through our mixed fluids made me blush. It was so intimate, so animalistic, and yet it aroused me in a way I never thought possible.

I squirmed and whimpered, too exhausted to even move. My legs were shaking uncontrollably, my breath coming in short bursts. Every touch of his tongue made me flinch, my oversensitive skin reacting to the slightest stimulation.

He chuckled softly and then came back up to lie beside me, pulling me to his side and pressing a kiss to my forehead. His arms around me were strong and secure, his heartbeat a soothing rhythm beneath my cheek. I snuggled against him, enjoying the warmth of his body and the feeling of security he gave me.

“I'm going to take you out,” he said between breaths, his voice softer now, almost tender.

I lifted my head to look at him, a teasing smile on my lips. “What, like kill me?”

“No, take you on a date,” he said, brushing a sweaty strand of hair from my face. His touch was gentle, almost reverent, as if I were something precious.

I smiled and brushed a sweaty strand of hair from his forehead. His eyes were warm, full of affection, no longer darkened only by lust. “Tell me the time and place.”

I fell asleep in record time, and was, as Brett had requested, ready by 6 a.m. the next day. The exhaustion of the night still hung in my limbs, but I felt strangely energized, alive in a way I hadn't felt in a long time. It was as if Mike had awakened something in me that had been dormant for a long time.

Mike and I had just come into the kitchen, looking for coffee, and hadn't even said good morning when Larissa spoke from her place at the table. She sat there with a steaming cup in front of her, a knowing smile on her face, her eyes twinkling with suppressed laughter.

“Finally,” said Larissa. “I was afraid I was going to lose the bet.”

She held out her hand, and Brett slapped a 100-dollar bill onto her palm. The exchange was so rehearsed, as if they had been waiting for this moment, as if our coming together was a long-anticipated event.

Mike and I paused and stared at them. I felt heat rising to my cheeks, while Mike stood beside me, his hand loosely around my waist. The touch was possessive, but in a way that I liked.

“Uhhh, what?” I stammered, trying in vain to hide my embarrassment.

“We made a bet a year ago—”

“Eleven months ago, which is why I just won,” Larissa interjected, her smile growing wider, almost triumphant.

Brett rolled his eyes, but smiled at his wife, a mixture of resignation and affection in his gaze. “We made a bet 11 months ago about how long it would take for you two to get together.”

“And I said it would take less than a year,” Larissa said proudly, taking a triumphant sip from her cup. “I remember that New Year's Eve party. I saw the longing glances.”

“Okay, but how did you know that we... you know.” I felt my face growing even hotter as I tried not to think about the noises we had made last night. The memory of our loud passion made me cringe internally.

Larissa sighed. “I have a sense for these things.” She tapped her temple meaningfully, as if she had a special gift.

“Yes, and we could also hear you loud and clear from our room.” Brett raised an eyebrow, an amused twinkle in his eyes. “The walls are thin, you know.”

Mike didn’t look embarrassed—he just smiled, a smug grin that sent a shiver down my spine. He seemed downright proud that we had been heard.

But Brett gave us a very paternal look that made me laugh. It was the same look he had given me in college when I came home too late.

“Don’t give me that look,” I said to him, “How many times did I have to hide under my pillow while you two made that Twin XL dorm bed squeak for hours in the middle of the night?” The memory of those nights, trying to ignore their lovemaking sounds, was still vivid.

Brett turned pale, memories of our college days together flickering in his eyes. He cleared his throat awkwardly. “Shall we call it even?”

“Not even close,” I replied cheerfully, taking a sip of the coffee Mike handed me. The warm liquid revived my tired limbs. “But it’s a start.”

I have a sense for things too, I thought, looking at Mike. His hand found mine under the table, squeezing it gently. Our fingers intertwined as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “And I had a feeling this was the beginning of something good, something lasting.” Something that felt like home.


Chapter 3
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At least Brett had granted me a double espresso before we stormed the slopes, I thought to myself. The warm cup between my cold fingers was the only thing that had kept me from pushing him down the ski lift for drumming us out of bed at such an inhumanly early hour.

I adored skiing and loved the snow even more. However, I preferred to enjoy it starting at 8 AM, at the earliest. Five-thirty was a time for emergencies and airport check-ins, not for recreational activities. The icy mountain air burned in my lungs as I tried to keep my sleep-deprived eyelids open. My body protested against this torture, and each breath felt like a small ice splinter in my chest.

Larissa giggled as I yawned. “Oh, did Mike keep you up too late?”

That mischievous look told me exactly what she was implying. Dirty mind. Her perfectly plucked eyebrows bounced suggestively under her pink ski cap. The way she looked at me, with that knowing twinkle in her blue eyes, made me blush internally.

“Yes, he snores like a locomotive,” I muttered. “At times I thought a pine tree had crashed onto the house.” I rubbed my reddened eyes and tried to banish the image of Mike’s wide-open mouth and the primeval sounds escaping from it. The bone-shattering noise had made the walls vibrate half the night.

Mike slapped my behind with his glove. “This coming from the girl who recites Jane Austen in her sleep.”

I worked for a book publisher, and my favorite activity was reading. What had he expected? That I’d dream about ski runs? My head was a collection of literary treasures that apparently developed a life of their own at night. The words flowed through my dreams like an unstoppable stream.

“Amazing that you even know who Jane Austen is,” I countered and pulled my ski cap lower over my ears to protect myself from the biting cold. The wind whistled mercilessly around my ears, despite the thick layer of wool.

I was about to say something about his preference for books with pictures when suddenly a child, extremely wobbly on their skis, came rushing – not past me, but directly into me – and knocked me to the ground. The impact forced the air from my lungs, and I landed with a dull thud in the powder snow, while my skis twisted threateningly. For a moment, I saw only swirling white before my eyes, while my back ached in protest.

When I looked up, all three of them were laughing. And Mike the loudest. His eyes sparkled with amusement as he held his gloved hand in front of his mouth, as if that could hide his gleeful grin. His perfect white teeth flashed in the morning sun, while his entire body trembled with suppressed laughter.

“You absolute as-”

“Hey hey,” Brett interrupted. “Why are you arguing like toddlers?” His French accent made even this admonition somehow elegant. The consonants rolled gently off his tongue like melted chocolate.

“He laughed at me!”

“Because it was funny!”

Mike was still so busy laughing that he didn’t notice me forming a perfect snowball. My fingers were going numb in the thin gloves, but revenge would be sweet. The snow stuck together perfectly, cool and compact in my hand. And he didn’t see it coming when I threw it directly at his handsome face. The satisfying sound of compressed snow hitting skin was worth every frozen fingertip. The snowball exploded precisely on his left cheek, leaving a white imprint on his tanned skin.

“Hey! What was that for?”

“For laughing,” I replied. “And because it was funny.” I mimicked his tone and enjoyed the satisfaction as snowflakes caught in his dark eyelashes. They sparkled there like tiny diamonds while he tried to blink them away.

His scowl didn’t look particularly intimidating, given the red spot in the middle of his face. His otherwise perfect features were distorted, the high cheekbones and straight nose now covered with snow remnants. The redness on his cheek gave him something vulnerable, almost boyish.

“Alright, come on,” said Larissa, extending her hand to me. Her slender fingers in the expensive designer gloves looked as fragile as her slim body. The sun made the small crystals on the red leather sparkle.

Unfortunately, without realizing it, she was standing on a particularly slippery patch of ice. With a loud “Oof” she fell on top of me. Her weight pressed me even deeper into the snow, and I felt the cold creeping through my ski suit. Her elbows dug painfully into my ribs, while her long hair fell into my face.

Mike and Brett doubled over with laughter, though Brett at least had the decency to pull his wife to her feet and brush the snow off her. His hands gently stroked her slender back and narrow hips. His touches were tender and possessive at the same time, as he removed every snow crystal from her expensive ski suit.

See, Mike?, I thought. That’s how partners should behave. With care and attention, not with this childish behavior. A true gentleman, not a giggling schoolboy.

When Mike made no move to help me up, I formed another snowball and threw it directly at his crotch. My aim was perfect, and the snowball hit exactly where it would hurt the most. The snow exploded between his legs with a dull sound.

He doubled over again, but this time he wasn’t laughing. His face contorted into a grimace as he gasped for air. His broad shoulders slumped as he tried to digest the pain. His eyes widened in surprise before narrowing in pain.

“I thought we were being nice to each other now!” he groaned, holding his crotch. His broad shoulders slumped as he tried to digest the pain. He staggered slightly backward, as if his knees might give way.

“I’ve been mean to you for about three years,” I said. “It’s just habit. Besides, you started it!” I pushed myself up from the snow, brushed the white flakes off my ski suit and adjusted my cap. The wet snow had unpleasantly crept into my neck and was now running down my back in cold drops.

“Alright, children,” Brett scolded. “We’ll spend the whole day arguing here if we don’t move on.” His accent made even this admonishment charming. The way he rolled the “r” in “arguing” sounded like music.

We bickered lightly the entire way to the summit, though Mike put his arm around my shoulders during the chairlift ride. The warmth of his body penetrated through our ski clothes, and despite my irritation, I instinctively leaned into him. His scent — a mixture of expensive aftershave and something unmistakably masculine — enveloped me as we floated above the snow-covered slopes.

Our argument grew more playful as the morning progressed, and my morning grumpiness subsided. The caffeine kicking in and the adrenaline from racing down the slopes made me wide awake. My muscles tensed as I shot down the snowy slopes, wind in my face and heart in my throat. The rushing in my ears, the crystal-clear air, the freedom of falling — all of it made my bad mood melt away like snow in the sun.

And then, as muscle soreness set in and the high sun made us sweat slightly under our gear, it flared up again. That unspoken tension between us that was always there, no matter how much we teased each other. An electric tingling that seemed to flow through the air between us whenever our eyes met.

We were about to make our last run of the day, and I was waiting for Larissa to go down the mountain. Mike came up behind me, his gloved hand firmly gripping my hip. His fingers dug into the thick fabric of my ski suit, and I felt the strength of his touch down to my bones. His chest pressed against my back, his breath warm on my ear.

“Keep it up,” he growled in my ear. “And I’ll fuck you so hard you’ll be too sore to lace up your ski boots tomorrow.”

The dull throbbing between my legs transformed into a pulse. Heat rushed to my cheeks, and it had nothing to do with the cold. My breath caught as my body responded to his rough words. The thought of his hands on my bare skin, his hard body over mine, made my knees weak. “Is that a threat or a promise?” My voice was barely more than a hoarse whisper as I felt my body responding to his words. Moisture gathered between my legs, despite the cold and the many layers of clothing.

He just laughed and let me go. The imprint of his fingers remained as a phantom on my hip as he moved away from me with a self-satisfied grin. His dark eyes held mine captive, full of unspoken promises, before he turned and elegantly glided down the slope, as if he hadn’t just made my knees weak with nothing but a few whispered words.

I watched him as his athletic body effortlessly glided over the snow. The way his muscles moved under the tight ski suit sent my thoughts in forbidden directions. The memory of last night — his hands on my naked body, his mouth leaving hot trails on my skin — shot through me like an electric shock. Despite the biting cold, I suddenly felt feverishly hot.

With trembling legs and a head full of dirty thoughts, I followed him down the slope, my skis cutting through the fresh powder. The wind whipped my face as I picked up speed, but even that couldn’t cool the burning heat inside me. The words he’d whispered in my ear echoed in my head, a sinful promise that would haunt me all day.


Chapter 4
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After returning from the slopes, the four of us enjoyed lunch and decided to spend a few hours in the nearby village. We strolled through the narrow, cobblestone streets, where snow glittered on the eaves of wooden chalets, creating a fairytale scene.

The shops were filled with alpine treasures – hand-carved wooden figurines, warm wool sweaters with traditional patterns, and candies wrapped in colorful paper. In a small café with fogged-up windows, we drank hot chocolate with a shot of schnapps while thick snowflakes began to fall outside. The local heritage museum was housed in a centuries-old farmhouse, with creaking floorboards and low ceiling beams.

The display cases were filled with yellowed photographs of mountaineers from bygone eras, antique skis, and tools that told stories of the hard work in the mountains.

When Mike was distracted, studying a collection of old mountain maps, I slipped into a souvenir shop and bought him a handcrafted keychain – a tiny wooden ski with his name engraved on it – and a yellowed postcard from the 1920s showing the village in winter splendor. In his family restaurant in Berlin, there was an entire wall covered with vintage images and postcards from around the world – a collection his grandfather had started.

I imagined my postcard hanging there long after I’d gone, and how he might sometimes stand before it and think of me.

Back in our cozy accommodation, Brett and Mike transformed the kitchen into a battlefield of pots, pans, and exotic spices. They conjured up a fantastic dinner – braised lamb with mountain herbs, creamy polenta, and a salad with caramelized pears.

The aroma filled the entire chalet, making us all ravenously hungry. We spent the rest of the evening playing games and enjoying drinks by the fireplace, whose flames cast dancing shadows on the walls. We even let Brett play French music – Edith Piaf and Serge Gainsbourg – whose melancholy melodies I secretly actually liked, though I pretended to be annoyed.

Around midnight, Larissa began to yawn, her eyelids fluttering like tired butterflies. I was surprised she’d even lasted this long after we’d spent the entire day on the slopes.

By unanimous decision, we ended the evening, made plans for the next day – a hike to a frozen waterfall – and went upstairs, where the wooden steps creaked beneath our feet.

“I’m sure the lovebirds have more important things to do,” said Larissa, wiggling her eyebrows as we all reached the landing. Her eyes sparkled in the dim light of the hallway, and her cheeks were slightly flushed from the wine.

“Yeah, don’t act like you two won’t be doing the same,” I countered, playfully bumping her with my shoulder.

“Of course not,” replied Brett with that smug French grin that accentuated his dimples. “I believe I was very clear about my intentions with my beautiful wife. I will start by—”

“No way, get out of here before I have to hear any of that,” I interrupted him, shooing them away with wild hand gestures as if I were scaring away pigeons. My face was already glowing at the thought of the explicit details Brett was undoubtedly about to share.

They did indeed disappear, with Brett muttering something about Americans being uptight about sex, and Larissa giggling like a schoolgirl as they vanished into their room.

No sooner had I entered our room and closed the door behind me than Mike grabbed me with a movement that surprised me and took my breath away. He pressed me against the wooden door, his hands on either side of my head, his body a solid forest of muscle and warmth.

“You have no idea how much I’ve wanted you today,” he whispered between frantic, hungry kisses that made my lips swell. His voice was rough as sandpaper, his breath hot against my ear. “Do you know how many times I thought about taking you right there in the snow? Pushing you against a tree, pulling down your ski pants, and ramming my cock into you while the cold air swirled around us?”

“Good thing you waited,” I replied breathlessly, as his lips traveled down my neck. “We would have traumatized a lot of people otherwise. And I probably would have gotten frostbite in places that never see the sun.”

We both stripped off our sweaters, the wool scratching against my heated skin. With a sigh of relief, I unhooked my bra and let it fall to the floor, moaning as I pressed my sensitive nipples against his broad, hairy chest.

They immediately hardened into stiff buds, rubbing against his warm body. His tongue continued to explore my mouth, dancing with mine in an ancient rhythm. He still tasted of the smoky whiskey we’d been drinking, and perhaps a little of the dark chocolate we’d shared by the fireplace – bitter and sweet at once, an intoxicating combination.

Mike guided us to the bed, his large hands firmly around my waist, and pulled me onto his lap so that my legs straddled his. I circled my hips, rubbing my center against the rock-hard bulge that pressed against the fabric of his jeans. The friction of the rough denim against my sensitive spot, even through my pants, made me whimper with desire.

“Oh, I’ve waited,” he forced out, his voice deep and rough like gravel. His hands moved to my buttocks and gripped the curves firmly. “But now I’m done waiting.”

Mike’s grip around my waist tightened, his fingers digging into my flesh, and I felt him tensing his muscles, ready to flip us over and bury me beneath him. But I had other plans for tonight.

With a quick movement, I grabbed his wrists, pressed them down beside his head into the soft mattress, and used my full weight to keep his hips pinned to the bed. I could see the surprise in his amber eyes, followed by a spark of aroused appreciation.

He was strong as an ox, his arms covered with defined muscles that tensed under my grip. But I wasn’t weak either – years of climbing and hiking had hardened me. I was very proud of my Pilates progress, which now gave me the core strength to hold him down, thank you very much.

“You’re naughty,” I purred, my voice deeper and silkier than usual. I leaned forward so that my long red hair formed a curtain around our faces. “You get so hot and bothered when I’m mean to you, don’t you? When I take control?”

He kept his lips tightly pressed together, a muscle twitching in his cheek. His eyes, however, betrayed him — they darkened with desire. So I lifted myself from his lap, hovering with my center above his bulge, just out of reach of his urgent hips.

“Yes,” he finally pressed out, his voice barely more than a growl. “Yes, I do. Damn it, I do.”

I rewarded him by sitting back down and dragging my center over his clothed cock and my nipples over his chest. The friction elicited deep, animalistic sounds from both of us. I could feel how wet I already was, how my juices were soaking through my panties.

Mike leaned up, his upper body rising from the bed, and kissed my neck, sucking on that spot right below my ear that he’d long since discovered as my weakness. I melted like snow in fire, a long moan escaping me, my head falling back to give him better access. And in that moment of weakness, I let my guard down.

He had flipped me over and pinned my wrists to the bed before I could even take another breath. His movements were as quick and precise as those of a predator. Suddenly I was on my back, trapped beneath his massive body, his hands encircling my wrists like steel bands.

He chided me with a click of his tongue, his eyes sparkling with triumphant amusement. “I’m impressed you kept me down,” he said, lowering his head to place a gentle kiss on the tip of my nose. “Too bad you let yourself get distracted. First rule in combat: Never show your weakness.”

It was too hard to be angry when a gorgeous man was lying on top of you, his hard cock pressing exactly against your sweet spot and his scent — wood, musk, and something unmistakably masculine — numbing your senses.

He lowered his head to my neck and began kissing all my sensitive spots — the hollow of my collarbone, the soft skin under my chin, the place where my pulse was wildly throbbing. Shamelessly, I lifted my hips to press my pussy against his bulge, desperately seeking friction, seeking release.

“Well,” he said, kissing his way down my neck, his lips leaving a burning trail on my skin as he approached my breast, “I’ve made it very clear that I don’t hate you. Quite the opposite, actually.”

He paused to circle his tongue around my nipple, licking over the sensitive tip before sucking it into his mouth. He chuckled softly as I arched my back and let out an incoherent curse.

“But I want to fuck you like I hate you with a burning passion,” he said, his voice like melted chocolate, dark and sweet. His eyes bored into mine as he continued: “Hard, fast, over and over again, until they can hear you all the way down the mountain. Until your voice is hoarse from screaming my name.”

I whimpered, a desperate, needy sound, as he stopped his kissing path right above the waistband of my pants. His hands rested on my hips, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin there.

“Does that sound like a plan, princess?” His voice was velvet-soft, but his eyes were hard with desire.

“Yes.” My own word sounded foreign to my ears, rough and desperate.

He began unbuttoning my pants, his fingers deft and sure, and helped me wiggle out of them, tossing them aside along with my soaked panties. The cool air hit my heated skin, and I shivered, suddenly completely naked before his hungry gaze.

I waited for him to finally lower his head between my legs, spread my thighs, and plunge his tongue into my wet slit. But instead, he sat back on his knees, letting his gaze wander over me — from my flushed cheeks to my hard nipples to my glistening pussy.

“I don’t think any amount of touching will get rid of this... this burning,” he said, his voice sounding almost reverent. He ran a hand through his dark hair, a gesture that revealed how much he was struggling with his self-control. “I can’t get enough. Of you. Of this body. Of these eyes begging me to take you.”

I knew with certainty that I would never get enough of him, especially not the way he was looking at my naked body as if he was ready to devour me. His eyes were dark with desire, his lips slightly parted, his breath coming in short bursts. He was fully dressed while I lay completely exposed before him — a power imbalance that only heightened my arousal.

He slowly removed his belt, pulling the leather through the loops of his jeans while admiring me. The sound of the leather sliding through the fabric sent a shiver of anticipation through my body. As he began to move over me again, I wondered excitedly if he would simply get right to it and ram his cock into me, without foreplay, raw and primitive.

Instead, he grabbed my wrists and tied them to a metal post of the bed frame with his belt. His movements were precise and controlled as he wrapped the leather strap around my wrists and tightened it — firm enough to hold me, but not so tight that it hurt.

“I think you deserve to be tied up, given your attitude today,” he said, his voice a deep rumble that I almost felt more in my chest than heard. “All the sassy comments, the snowballs you threw at me...”

“You were mean too,” I muttered, my lips twisting into a defiant pout that contrasted with my obvious arousal — my hard nipples, my wet pussy, my rapid breathing.

He laughed, a deep, rich sound that made my skin tingle, and checked my restraints to ensure I was secure but not in pain. His fingers gently stroked the sensitive skin on the insides of my wrists. “And I’m going to make it up to you now. In the best possible way.”

Finally, he positioned himself between my legs, both large hands gripping my thighs and holding me spread. His thumbs stroked the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, coming dangerously close to my throbbing center without touching it.

He ran a finger down my entire slit, teasing me, testing how wet I was. His eyebrows raised appreciatively when he saw how ready I was for him, how my juices were already running down my thighs.

My eyes widened as his fingers wandered deeper, beyond my pussy, to a place no one had ever touched before.

“Tell me, Red, has anyone touched you here?” His voice was hoarse, his eyes dark with desire as his finger circled my rosebud.

I gasped, a sharp intake of breath as the unexpected touch sent a shock through my body—not unpleasant, but strange and exciting.

“N-no.” My voice was barely more than a whisper.

He hummed, a deep, satisfied sound that I felt in my core. “You’re not ready for that yet, baby,” he said, continuing his lazy circles, teasing the tight ring of muscle with gentle pressure. “But one day... One day I’ll claim you here. Fill you completely, make every part of you mine.”

Claim you. Those words, so primitive and raw, made my pussy clench hard, another flood of moisture flowing out of me.

I gasped, my body arching off the bed as his tongue slid over my asshole, following the same pattern his finger had traced before. The wet warmth on that forbidden place was so surprising, so intimate, that I couldn’t help but moan.

He lifted his head and licked his lips, his eyes boring into mine. “You belong completely to me now, sweet girl,” he said, and it wasn’t a question but a statement. A truth that echoed in my bones.

I nodded frantically, unable to form words, my mind clouded with lust and desire.

Now he focused his attention on my pussy, using his thumb and forefinger to spread my swollen lips, revealing the pink, glistening flesh beneath. With his other forefinger, he flicked my clit back and forth, then rubbed gentle, soothing circles that made me tremble with pleasure.

“You have such a pretty little clit,” he said, his voice like velvet over steel. “Small, but so sensitive. I love how it swells under my touch, how it hardens just like your nipples.”

I squirmed, trying to press myself further onto his finger, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything he could give me.

He began sucking on my clit, exactly the way I liked it—not too hard, not too soft, with just the right pressure from his tongue. My hips lifted off the bed, pushing against his face, while my hands fought uselessly against my restraints.

“Fingers,” I moaned, the words torn from me. “I—nghh—need your finger. Inside me. Now.”

“Ask nicely,” he admonished, his breath hot against my sensitive skin. “Good girls ask politely for what they want.”

“Please,” I said, all inhibitions gone, replaced by pure, unadulterated desire. “Please use your fingers. I need them inside me.”

He obliged my request and slid two fingers into me and began pumping, curling them slightly upward to find that sweet spot inside me that made me see exploding stars. His movements were precise and relentless, his mouth continuing to suck on my clit while his fingers caressed me from within.

I was close. Just a little more, and I would come, would leap over the cliff and plunge into an abyss of pleasure.

Then he stopped.

All touch suddenly disappeared, leaving me empty and aching. I whimpered and pouted shamelessly down at him, my hips moving searchingly in the air.

He simply ignored me and sat back on his heels. His eyes held mine captive as he slowly unbuttoned his jeans, pulled down the zipper, and took out his hard cock. It was long and thick, the tip dark red and already wet with pre-cum. He gripped it with one hand and began to pump, his fist sliding up and down his impressive length.

My hips jerked uncontrollably, my pussy throbbing with desire. “What are you doing? I need to come. I was so close!”

He tilted his head at me and gave me a devilish smile, the light making his teeth flash. “Me too.”

Oh, so this was how he would get his revenge on me. He was giving me female blue balls as payback for the snowballs I’d thrown at his head today. Monster. Beautiful, cruel monster.

I was hypnotized as I watched him pleasuring himself. His large hand encircled his cock, moving in a steady rhythm up and down. Pre-cum glistened at the tip, making his movements smoother. And I fought against my restraints to reach for him, to stroke his thick cock for him, to take it into my mouth and taste him.

He remained unimpressed by my efforts and continued to stare at my body while fucking his hand harder and harder. His eyes roamed over my breasts, my stomach, my spread legs, my glistening pussy. The intensity of his gaze felt almost like a physical touch.

I don’t know what drove me crazier—the sight of him pleasuring himself, his hard cock sliding through his fist, or the intoxicating sound of his groans that came deep from his chest and filled the room.

Mike came on my stomach with a long, sustained groan, his hot cum landing in thick streaks on my skin. I could feel it slowly running down my sides, warm and sticky. I wanted nothing more than to taste it, to slide my tongue over his tip and lick up every drop. But I couldn’t reach for it, bound as I was.

“Don’t worry, baby,” he said, running a hand up and down my thigh, a soothing gesture that contrasted with the fire burning in his eyes. “I just needed to clear my head so I can focus. On you. On your pleasure.”

Mike finally dove between my legs, and suddenly I forgot all my frustrations. His tongue slid through my folds, licking me from my entrance to my clit, collecting my juices as if they were the sweetest nectar.

He spread my labia with two fingers and licked me up and down, his tongue warm and skilled. He dipped his tongue down to push it into my hole, and swirled it around, penetrating me and withdrawing, in an imitation of what his cock would soon do.

Mike moaned just as loudly as I did, the sound vibrating against my sensitive skin, and my core contracted at the vibrations. I could feel my juices running down his chin, as he eagerly lapped them up.

“You were so desperate to come today,” he said, his breath grazing my pussy, sending little shock waves through my body, “weren’t you? You’ve been waiting all day for me to bring you to climax.”

“Yes,” I said, pressing my hips harder against his face, shameless in my desire. “Yes, please, let me come.”

“You get hot and bothered when I’m mean to you too, don’t you?” He repeated my own words, his voice a deep rumble against my most sensitive spot.

“Maybe.” My voice was barely more than a breath.

He laughed, but nothing was funny about the way he licked my clit, how his tongue danced over the swollen bud, sucking it into his mouth. He pushed two fingers inside me, and I could hear my juices squelching around his fingers, an obscene, arousing sound that filled the room.

I rode his fingers and rubbed my pussy against his tongue, focused on nothing else but finally coming. Which I did, in barely a minute, my body tensing like a bowstring before shattering into a thousand pieces. Waves of pleasure flooded through me, making my toes curl and my back arch off the bed.

Mike was still licking me when I was done, despite my squirming and wriggling. His tongue was relentless, making my oversensitive body twitch and tremble.

“I-I just came,” I said foolishly, my voice breaking. “I c-can’t anymore. It’s too much.”

“Oh, but you were so frustrated when I didn’t let you come,” he said in a mocking tone, his eyes looking up at me while his tongue continued to glide over my clit. “Isn’t this what you wanted? To come? Again and again?”

I couldn’t even formulate a response, my brain having turned to mush, my nerve endings on fire.

His tongue continued to torture me, licking my swollen clit while he pushed his finger back inside me. This time he immediately curled it upward, searching for and finding that magical spot inside me.

He would stop if I wanted him to, I just had to say one word, and he would back off. But I really, really didn’t want him to. Because I was already building to another orgasm, stronger and more intense than the first.

Mike curled his fingers, and I almost screamed as he found that spot inside me that made my vision blur. He went after it relentlessly, massaging it with his fingertips over and over again, in time with the flicking of his tongue on my clit.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, my voice barely recognizable. “Mike, I-I think I’m going to squirt. M-Move your face. I can’t – I’m going to –”

He grunted, a primitive, animal sound, and began working me faster, his fingers pumping harder, his tongue licking faster. “I’m not going anywhere. I want everything you can give me. Now.”

I screamed, a sound I had never made before, as I came and squirted all over his hand and face. It was like a flood being released, my juices spraying out of me, soaking the sheets beneath us. He didn’t let up, keeping his face firmly pressed against my pussy, greedily drinking everything I gave him.

He ran a hand over his soaked face, his fingers glistening in the dim light, and then licked his palm as if it were the most delicious delicacy. His eyes held mine captive as he licked up every drop.

My goodness. This man would be the death of me.

“How can you be real?” The words escaped me before I could hold them back.

He laughed, a deep, satisfied sound, climbed on top of me and claimed my lips. I could taste myself on his tongue, salty and musky, and it was strangely arousing.

Mike reached a hand between us to grasp his cock, which was already rock-hard again. He rubbed the swollen tip through my wet folds, teasing my entrance.

“Will you take my cock, sweet girl?” His voice was rough with desire, his eyes dark and hungry.

“Yes. Please.” My voice was no more than a whisper, but in the silence of the room, it sounded clear.

He ran his tip up and down my slit, and I flinched when it bumped against my oversensitive clit. The contact sent waves of pleasure and almost painful pleasure through my body simultaneously.

“Are you sure? You just said you couldn’t take anymore.” His voice dripped with false concern, while a mischievous grin played on his lips.

He tapped his cock against my clit, each contact making me twitch and moan, my hips rising to meet him despite my alleged exhaustion.

“I need it,” I said, beyond the point of caring if I sounded desperate. I was desperate. Desperate for him, for his cock, for the feeling of being filled by him. “I need your cock inside me. Now.”

He cursed under his breath, a sharp German word I didn’t understand, and sat up on his knees to untie my restraints. I just stared at his hard cock bobbing between his legs, dark red and swollen, my pussy clenching in anticipation of him finally filling me.

Mike pressed two quick kisses on my inner wrists when I was free, his lips gentle on the reddened skin. Then he wrapped an arm under my lower back and flipped me onto my stomach, his movements powerful and decisive.

I pushed my hips into the air and arched my back without him having to say anything, presenting my ass to him like a cat in heat. He lightly smacked my behind, the slap echoing through the room, leaving a rosy handprint on my pale skin.

“Such a good girl.” His voice was deep and appreciative, making me shiver with pride and arousal.

He positioned himself behind me, his broad hands holding my hips firmly. I felt his tip pressing against my entrance, and then he pushed his entire length into me and began fucking me like crazy. Each thrust drove the air from my lungs, each withdrawal left me begging for more.

The room was filled with the sound of slapping skin, his hips repeatedly striking against my ass, an obscene staccato that set the rhythm of our passion. Mike grabbed my arms and yanked them behind my back, pressing my wrists together in one hand, holding me tight while he pounded into me.

I buried my face in the comforter and screamed his name, the words muffled by the soft fabric but no less passionate.

“That’s it, Princess,” he said, his voice a deep growl that I felt more in my body than heard. “Scream my name as loud as you want. Let them all know who you belong to.”

I was a moaning, drooling mess, biting into the comforter to prevent the entire hotel from learning about our escapades. My breasts swayed with each of his thrusts, my nipples rubbing against the sheet and sending additional waves of pleasure through my body.

I could hear how wet I was, heard my juices sloshing around with each thrust of his cock into my pussy. The sound was obscene and incredibly arousing, a wet squelching that echoed off the walls.

My eyes rolled back in my head as I came, my pussy walls clamping down on his cock and trembling, milking him as if trying to squeeze every drop of his seed out of him. My entire body tensed, then went limp, only to tense again with each subsequent thrust.

He held his hips against me, buried deep inside me, as he shot his cum into me. I could feel his cock pulsing inside me, his hot seed filling me, pouring deep inside me. His groan was animalistic, primitive, a sound of pure male satisfaction.

We collapsed onto the bed, both too exhausted to move, our bodies sweaty and trembling from the intensity of our union. He shifted some of his weight off me but kept a hand on my lower back as we recovered, a possessive gesture that made me strangely happy.

“I’ll stop being mean to you eventually,” I said when I finally had enough breath to speak. I turned my head to the side to see his face, his features relaxed and satisfied in the soft light of the bedside lamp. “It’s just a hard habit to break. My defense mechanism.”

He laughed, a beautiful sound that filled my chest with warmth and made me happier each time I heard it. Mike stroked a hand up and down my back, his touch gentle and soothing, almost reverent.

“Take your time, baby,” he said, his voice warm and full of affection. He leaned forward to press a gentle kiss on my shoulder. “You won’t scare me away. No matter how many snowballs you throw or how many sarcastic comments you make. I’m here. I’m staying.”

I fell asleep before he even started snoring, lulled by the rhythm of his heartbeat and the warmth of his body. His words echoed in my head: I’m staying. Two simple words that carried more weight than all the poetic declarations of love in the world. Hopefully he fell asleep before I started talking in my sleep. I had a suspicion that tonight I would be whispering his name, over and over again.


Chapter 5
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“Mike.”

No response.

“Mike,” I tried again in a sing-song voice, the words floating in the warm beach air like lost melodies of a summer song.

Silence. Not even a twitch of his eyelashes, which stood out dark against his sun-kissed skin.

“Mike!”

His eyes snapped to me as if I’d pulled him back from another dimension, the transition so abrupt I could almost see consciousness flowing back into his body.

“What? Is everything okay?” His voice sounded slightly alarmed, eyebrows raised questioningly, a fine film of sweat glistening on his forehead.

“I must have called your name three times,” I laughed, shaking my head in disbelief, my hair dancing in the gentle sea breeze. “I wanted to tell you I’m reapplying your sunscreen. I didn’t mean to startle you. You were completely in your own world – as if your soul had temporarily left your body.”

“Oh, thanks honey,” he mumbled with an embarrassed smile that showed his dimples – those damn dimples that made me weak every single time.

He gently squeezed my thigh, his warm fingers leaving fleeting traces on my sun-warmed skin like invisible caresses, and immersed himself in his book again while I spread the cool sunscreen across his broad back.

His skin was already lightly tanned, the muscles underneath firm and defined, each movement of my hands making them flex beneath my fingers. I enjoyed this intimate moment, the feeling of his skin under my palms, warm and alive.

Mike was completely absorbed in this book today, as if the story had swallowed him and carried him off to another reality. His eyes flew across the pages like hungry birds, while his fingers waited impatiently to turn the page, a nervous twitch at the corner of the page.

He had always been a passionate reader, devouring books as if they were air to breathe, as if he couldn’t exist without them, but since he’d been with a woman from the publishing world – me – he had access to more books than ever before, plus personal recommendations from authors and editors I knew.

A literary heaven for him. Apparently, my summer thriller recommendation for today was an absolute hit. I had rarely seen him so captivated, so completely lost in the pages, as if the real world around him no longer existed.

After he was completely covered with sunscreen, I applied some to my own shoulders and décolletage, the lotion cool and soothing on my heated skin, and lay back down on my towel beside him, the sun pleasantly burning on my skin like a gentle caress of summer.

Without taking his eyes off the page, Mike leaned over, pressed a fleeting but tender kiss on my cheek and returned to his position. His lips were warm and soft on my skin, leaving a tingling sensation that slowly traveled through my body.

He was only 100 pages from the end, but fortunately I had packed two more books in my beach bag for him – I knew my man and his reading speed all too well, knew how he devoured pages like others devoured a feast.

I had just picked up my own book and was about to continue reading when a garish, neon green swimsuit caught my attention. It was practically impossible to miss, like a beacon in the sand, a visual offense against the natural colors of the beach.

It belonged to one of the students lying a few spots away from us, their towels chaotically scattered across the sand like colorful confetti. He and one of his buddies were staring at me unabashedly, their gazes wandering over my body in the skimpy red bikini I was wearing, as if cataloging every curve, every movement for later memories.

They hadn’t exactly been subtle earlier when I first caught them – their eyes had been glued to my breasts as I came out of the water, the salt water glistening on my skin.

I didn’t give them a second glance, but flipped my sunglasses back down and demonstratively focused on my book, the black letters blurring before my eyes as I tried to ignore their stares crawling on my skin like tiny insects.

Otherwise it was completely peaceful, my loving boyfriend to my right, fully immersed in his fictional world, my best friend Larissa and her husband Brett stretched out to my left, both dozing under the brilliantly blue sky, their faces relaxed and peaceful in slumber.

But my peace was abruptly disturbed when one of the lanky students tried to whistle at me – it came out more like a choked hiss, as if he’d never properly learned how. When I looked over the rim of my sunglasses, I saw them all huddled together giggling like a group of pubescent hyenas, their sunburned shoulders shaking with suppressed laughter.

They patted the whistler on the shoulder as if he’d accomplished something amazing, won an Olympic medal in harassment, their sunburned faces contorted into broad grins. Pathetic. I rolled my eyes, grateful for the sunglasses that hid my reaction like a well-kept secret.

My peace returned for the duration of a chapter, until Mike beside me began fidgeting like crazy, his legs restless, fingers nervously playing with the edge of the book, as if he were charged with electricity.

“Do you have crabs in your pants or what, darling?” I asked, suppressing a smirk, my voice slightly teasing.

Mike mumbled quietly: “No.” His voice sounded tense, almost strained, which made me suspicious, an unusual tone in his normally calm voice.

Just as I was about to put my book down to find out what was wrong with my boyfriend, wet clumps of sand suddenly pelted my face and upper body, tiny grains sticking to my oiled skin like minuscule parasites latching on.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry!” called an exaggeratedly concerned voice, the falseness in it as obvious as a bad actor on an amateur stage.

Of course, one of the frat boys had missed the football and made it land right in front of my feet, spraying pieces of sand on us like a targeted attack. I wiped the grains from my skin, feeling them uncomfortably between my breasts where they stuck to the suntan oil and left tiny scratches.

Neither Larissa nor Brett noticed anything of the commotion. Both were sleeping deeply and soundly, as they had been for the past half hour, their steady breathing undisturbed by the disturbance, their faces peacefully hidden beneath their sun hats.

I made no move to retrieve the thrown ball, as Mike was already on his feet, his movements quick and precise like those of a predator, the book carelessly tossed onto his towel, its pages fluttering in the wind.

The guy in front of us was quite obviously staring at my chest, where tiny grains of sand glittered on my skin like miniature diamonds, and was so fixated on what he saw there that he didn’t notice Mike picking up the ball and throwing it back to his group, his muscles flexing beneath his tanned skin, the movement fluid and powerful.

The other guy was still by their beach equipment and was also staring shamelessly in our direction, his gaze fixed on my legs and stomach as if he were looking at a feast. And like his friend, he was so distracted that he didn’t see the ball flying through the air toward him like a projectile, following a perfect trajectory.

It crashed against his upper body and threw him into the sand with a dull thud, where he landed like a felled tree, arms and legs splayed out, the breath forced from his lungs.

Oh, how I laughed, deep and liberating, the feeling spreading from my chest like a warm wave as I watched the student lying open-mouthed in the sand, completely blindsided, his face a mixture of shock and confusion.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry,” Mike said emotionlessly, his voice cold as ice, while a dangerous glint appeared in his eyes that I rarely saw, a look that could cut steel.

He lay back down beside me and picked up his book as if nothing had happened, but I could feel the tension in his body, the alertness in his posture, ready to spring up again if necessary, like a watchdog that only appears to be sleeping.

The rest of our beach day was perfect, the students keeping a respectful distance, as if they had recognized an invisible boundary that shouldn’t be crossed.

Mike and I swam for a while in the cool ocean after he finished his book, his hands repeatedly finding their way to my waist under the water, pulling me closer, his fingers tracing invisible patterns on my skin. Brett and I got ice cream for all of us later, shortly before we ended the day, when the sun was already low on the horizon and bathed everything in golden light, the world dipped in warm sepia tones.

I slept for most of the drive home, lulled into a dreamless slumber by the lingering warmth on my skin, the rhythmic sound of the engine, and the prospect of a nice long shower when we got home. Mike’s hand rested on my thigh during the entire drive, his thumb occasionally stroking my skin, a soothing, possessive gesture.

Mike and I weren’t living together yet, but with all the time we spent in each other’s apartments—clothes slowly migrating from one apartment to the other like secret immigrants, toothbrushes becoming permanent fixtures, books settling on foreign shelves—we might as well have been.

Both our leases would expire at the end of the year, and we had already talked about starting to look for a place together in the fall. The thought of waking up next to him every morning made my heart beat faster, a sweet promise of the future.

Everything had been fine today, even in the car. Everything was fine, he just seemed... tense. His jaw muscles twitched occasionally, and his grip on the steering wheel was tighter than usual, his knuckles white with tension.

We went straight into the shower to wash off all the sand and sticky salt water that clung to our skin like a second layer. We had undressed, our clothes in a messy pile on the bathroom floor, bikini and swim trunks mixed together like colorful confetti, and stepped under the hot water stream, the water pleasantly pelting our sun-kissed skin, washing the day away from us.

And just as I was about to ask him if everything was okay, he suddenly pushed me against the glass wall, the cool glass a contrast to my heated skin that made me shiver, and began to kiss me hungrily, his lips demanding on mine, his body pressed hard against mine.

“Not that I don’t love this,” I said between breathless kisses, my words swallowed by his lips, “but what’s gotten into you?” My hands stroked over his broad shoulders, feeling the tension in his muscles that moved beneath my fingers like taut strings.

“The students,” he growled, his voice deep and rough against my ear, his warm breath tickling my neck and sending shivers across my damp skin.

I laughed out loud, the sound echoing off the tiles like a surprised echo. “The idiots with the football? The wannabe Casanovas with the subtlety level of an elephant in a china shop?”

He nodded, his eyes dark with desire and something wilder, more primal, a fire burning deep within him.

“That’s the problem? You’re jealous?” I couldn’t hide the surprise in my voice. Mike was usually so self-assured, so calm, a rock in the stormy sea of my life.

“Of course I’m jealous,” he said with an intensity that took my breath away, his words like a confession. “I have a beautiful and intelligent girlfriend. Any man with functioning eyes would stare at you. I can’t even blame them—I just can’t stand how they look at you, as if you were a piece of meat.”

He cupped both my breasts with his large hands and began to massage them, his thumbs brushing over my nipples, which immediately hardened under his touch, sensitive and yearning.

“They were probably hypnotized by these perfect tits,” he said, his voice growing deeper, rough with desire. “Absolutely incredible. Especially in your little bikini that barely hides anything, that promises more than it conceals.”

He rubbed his hips against mine, his hard cock sliding along my already wet folds, the friction making me moan softly, a sound that came from deep in my throat.

“Is it bad that I’m glad you get jealous?” I asked, my lips against his neck, where I could feel his racing pulse, the blood pumping through his veins like a wild river.

He shook his head, water droplets flying from his dark hair like crystalline pearls. “No,” he said firmly, his voice strong and certain. “You deserve someone who gets jealous when other men stare at you. I’m jealous because I love you. Because I know what I have in you. Because I know how lucky I am to have you.”

I grinned, my hands traveling down his back to his firm buttocks, feeling the hard muscles under my fingers. “That must be a toxic mindset, this possessiveness.”

“Never claimed it was healthy, it’s simply a fact,” he said, while his hands encircled my waist, his fingers digging into my skin. “I know what a catch you are. How many men would love to have you in their bed. How they look at you and imagine what they would do with you.”

I moaned loudly as he sucked on my neck and marked me with his mouth, a small visible sign of his claim that I secretly loved, proof of his passion that I would wear with pride.

“But you know that you’re the only one for me, right? You know that you don’t have to worry?” I grabbed his hair, pulled his head back to look into his eyes, wanting to read the truth in them.

I felt him nod against my neck, his lips never leaving my skin, hot and demanding.

“I know, baby,” he said, his voice softer, almost tender. “You also know that you don’t have to worry about me. There’s no one else for me. Only you, forever only you.”

He pressed a long, tender kiss on my jaw, his tongue following the line to my ear, leaving a wet trail that cooled in the breeze. “But that doesn’t mean my blood doesn’t boil when someone looks at you like a piece of meat. As if they had a right to. As if they could have you if they only wanted.”

“And,” he said, while lightly biting my jaw, which sent tingles down my spine like electric sparks, “I think you like how possessive I get with you. How much I want you. How crazy I am about you, even after all these months.”

That was really an understatement. I would never intentionally make him jealous – that would be cruel and manipulative – but I occasionally took advantage when it happened, enjoyed the intense passion it ignited in him, the fire that then burned in his eyes.

He bent down, his mouth gliding over my collarbone to my breast, taking my nipples into his mouth, sucking and licking them until they were hard and sensitive, while his skilled fingers began to stroke my slit, which was already pulsing with desire, wet and ready for him.

“Tell me what you were thinking while those little boys were staring,” I purred, my hands buried in his hair, the wet strands between my fingers. “What did you want to do? Push my bikini aside and fuck me in front of everyone? Show them who I belong to? Show them what they’ll never have?”

“I wanted you to sit that perfect pussy on my face and let those idiots get a glimpse of what they’ll never have,” he answered, his voice rough with lust, the words like dark honey from his lips. “Wanted them to see how I make you scream. How you call my name when you come. How your body writhes under my touch.”

He grabbed my ass with both hands, his fingers digging into my soft flesh, would surely leave marks. “Actually, let’s do that now. Right now.”

He lifted me into his arms, my legs instinctively wrapping around his hips, my arms around his neck, and left the shower, both dripping wet, water leaving a trail on the floor like breadcrumbs in a fairy tale, and let us fall onto the bed, with me sitting on his hips, his erection pressed hard against my stomach, hot and demanding.

Mike’s grip on my hips urged me to slide up to his waiting face, and I gladly complied, placing my knees on either side of his head, my hands on the headboard for stability, my body above his like a living altar.

He immediately got to work, burying his face in my pussy and swirling his talented tongue over my most sensitive spots, making me shudder with pleasure, my body trembling under his touch like a drawn bow.

Every time I tried to lift myself off him, afraid of suffocating him, he grunted a sharp “No” and pulled me back onto his face, his strong hands unyielding on my hips, while his tongue penetrated my opening and explored me from within, investigating every inch of my intimacy.

“So damn delicious,” he groaned against my folds, the vibration of his voice sending waves of pleasure through my body like shock waves. “Could taste you all day. Could drown in your flavor and die happy.”

I looked down at him and caught a glimpse of my juices covering the lower half of his face, glistening in the dim light of the bedroom, an obscene work of art. The sight made my arousal rise even further, a fire burning in my lower abdomen.

He gave my ass a sharp slap, the sound echoing through the room like a whip crack, and then massaged my cheek, soothing the sweet pain with gentle circles of his rough palm.

“Stop being nice and ride my face,” he commanded between my legs, his eyes dark with lust as he looked up at me through the narrow gap between my thighs, his gaze intense and demanding.

I began to rub my pussy on his face, my hips circling in a steady rhythm, and he held my buttocks firmly to help, his tongue working tirelessly on my clit, licking and sucking on the sensitive pearl.

“Honey, I’m going to – nguhh shit – I’m going to come.” My voice broke as the pleasure swelled within me like a tidal wave, my body already trembling, on the edge of the abyss.

He sucked long and intensely on my clit, licked it a few times, then pushed his tongue back into my pussy, deep and demanding, as I started to come, my body tensing and then going limp in waves of ecstasy, my moans filling the room like a wild concert.

Mike’s face was soaked in my essence, glistening and wet, when he finally let me get up from him, a self-satisfied smile on his lips, his eyes dark with desire.

He slid out from under me, and I fell face down onto the bed, my limbs heavy from my orgasm, my body still trembling from the aftereffects. I felt the bed give way as he positioned himself behind me, his body warm against mine, and then my hips were pulled into the air, his grip firm and determined, unyielding.

He thrust into me so hard that it took my breath away, filled me completely with a single powerful stroke, his cock stretching me in the most delicious way.

“Say it to me,” he said between thrusts, his voice tense with lust, each word accompanied by a deep thrust. “Tell me that I’m the only one for you. The only one who gets to have you like this. The only one who gets to fill you like this.”

“You are the only one for me,” I moaned, my fingers clawing at the sheets, desperately searching for purchase in this storm of passion. “I don’t – guhhh fuck – care who looks or stares. They can’t touch. Never. Not in a million years.”

He groaned and fucked me even harder, his hips slapping against my ass with a rhythmic clapping that filled the room like primitive music. “You’re the only one who gets to touch,” I continued, my words interrupted by his thrusts, each sentence fragmented by his passion. “There’s only you, forever. The only one who gets to fuck this pussy. The only one I want. The only one I’ll ever want.”

He ripped his cock out of me, the sudden feeling of emptiness making me whimper like an abandoned animal, and then I was pulled on top of him, my legs straddling his hips. He helped me guide his cock, dripping with my juices like dew from a leaf, back into me, and I sank down on him slowly, taking him inch by inch, enjoying the feeling of him filling me.

“Can never get enough of watching your tight little pussy swallow my cock like that,” he pressed out, his eyes fixed on the point where we were connected, fascinated by our joining. “So perfect around me. As if you were made just for me.”

He let me set the pace for a short time, my hands on his chest for support, his skin burning hot under my fingers, and then he gripped my hips firmly and began thrusting into me, his hips lifting off the bed with each powerful stroke, driving him deeper inside me.

My tits bounced wildly from the momentum and came dangerously close to my chin each time he sank fully into me, his pelvis hitting against mine like waves against a cliff. Although I had just come, I could feel the pressure quickly building again, another orgasm building in my lower abdomen like an approaching storm.

He placed his hand on my stomach and lowered his thumb to draw circles on my swollen clit, the touch precise and relentless, knowing exactly how to bring me to climax.

“Come on, baby,” Mike urged, his voice rough with exertion, his face tense with concentration. “Give it to me. Squirt on this cock. Show me how much you want me. Show me that you belong only to me.”

I obeyed a few thrusts later and cried out as my juices sprayed onto his stomach, my inner muscles rhythmically contracting around his cock like a fist. He continued thrusting into me and groaned as he watched my pussy gushing over him, his eyes darkened with lust, his face a mask of pure ecstasy.

“Oh fuck, yes. So damn perfect. My perfect woman. My everything.”

He grabbed my hips and held me firmly on him as he emptied his cum into me, his body tensing beneath me like a bow, his groans filling the room as he reached his climax, his grip almost painful on my hips.

Mike pulled his cock out of me long after it had gone soft, with a wet sound that seemed loud in the sudden silence of the room like an obscene confession. I could feel his load sliding out of my pussy and dripping onto the bedspread, warm and sticky between my legs, an intimate sign of our union. No matter – everything needed to be washed and dried anyway, traces of our passion would disappear.

“That was incredible,” he said, still somewhat breathless, his arm around my shoulders, pulling me closer to his sweat-covered chest.

I giggled softly. He still said something like that almost every time after sex, even after six months, as if each time was a new revelation for him, as if he was discovering me anew each time.

He pulled me to his side, his body warm and firm next to mine, and I nestled my head under his chin, inhaling his familiar scent, mixed with the smell of sex and salt water, an intoxicating cocktail that clouded my senses.

It was hard to believe that I had ever hated him. Or at least thought I had hated him. How things can change, how dislike can turn into deep love when you just look closely, when you look beneath the surface and recognize a person’s true nature.

“I love you, by the way,” I said, my fingers lazily tracing patterns on his chest, following the lines of his muscles like a cartographer exploring a beloved landscape.

He sighed contentedly and pressed a tender kiss to my forehead, his lips lingering a moment longer than necessary, a silent declaration of love. “And I love you even more. More than you’ll ever know. More than words could ever express.”

THE END


Bonus Content

Ein neuer Herr im Haus

Stiefmutter, Stiefschwester & die Zwillinge unterworfen

Björn betrachtete sein Spiegelbild im Schrank. Das Bild, das ihm entgegenblickte, war das eines jungen Mannes, der sich über den Sommer verändert hatte. Er wusste, dass er nicht plötzlich der begehrteste Junge der Schule sein würde, doch er war ein wenig weniger nerdig als in den vergangenen Schuljahren. Dank seines Sommerjobs bei der Dachdeckerfirma vom Ex seiner Stiefmutter war er nicht mehr blass wie zuvor.

Seit dem letzten Schultag hatte er zehn Stunden täglich, sechs Tage die Woche, 50-80-Pfund-schwere Pakete mit Schindeln verladen und zu den Baustellen des Ex seiner Stiefmutter transportiert. Täglich wuchtete er rund 1000 Pfund Schindeln, zweimal je Tag – einmal zum Beladen des Lastwagens, dann zum Entladen an den Baustellen. Seine Muskeln hatten sich gefestigt und er hatte etwas Bräune bekommen.

Seine breiteren Schultern und die kräftigen Arme waren der sichtbare Beweis für die harte Arbeit, die er geleistet hatte. Doch trotz der körperlichen Veränderungen war ihm klar, dass das allein nicht ausreichen würde, um die Aufmerksamkeit der Mädchen zu gewinnen. Er war immer noch der gleiche Gamer-Nerd wie zuvor, und ein paar Muskeln und etwas Bräune würden ihn nicht plötzlich für das andere Geschlecht anziehend machen.

Bei der Mittagspause kehrten die vertrauten Zweifel zurück. Er saß wieder am gleichen Tisch in der Cafeteria, umgeben von den anderen Außenseitern. Er seufzte tief und sah sich um. Die Hoffnung, dieses Jahr vielleicht eine Freundin zu finden, die bereit war, mit ihm auszugehen und eine sexuelle Beziehung zu erkunden, schwand langsam. Diese Hoffnung hielt er bis zur Mittagspause fest.

Björn suchte nicht nach einer Schar von Bewunderinnen. Er wollte nur ein Mädchen, irgendein Mädchen, das in der Öffentlichkeit mit ihm ausgehen und ihm vielleicht endlich helfen würde, seine Jungfräulichkeit zu verlieren. Er musste der einzige 18-jährige männliche Jungfrau auf der Welt sein. Die Vorstellung schmerzte ihn tief, obwohl er sich bemühte, es sich nicht anmerken zu lassen.

Er hatte vielleicht noch nie ein Mädchen nackt gesehen oder Sex gehabt, doch er wusste, wie er einem Mädchen gefallen konnte. Dank seines zweiten nerdigen Hobbys. Sein erstes war das Gamen. Er verbrachte viel Zeit mit Online-Shootern und Rollenspielen. Er war nicht dumm, aber gehörte auch nicht zu den superintelligenten Klassenbesten. Nicht, weil es ihm an Intelligenz mangelte, sondern weil er seine Zeit nicht mit unnötigen Aufgaben verschwenden wollte.

Seine zweite nerdige Leidenschaft war das Lesen. Björn hatte seit der Abschlusszeremonie der achten Klasse die unglückliche Auszeichnung, der einzige Schüler in der Geschichte seiner Schule zu sein, der offiziell jedes Buch in der Schulbibliothek gelesen hatte. Dort hatte er viel über Sex und die Befriedigung einer Frau gelernt. In einem vergessenen Teil der Bibliothek fand er ein Buch, das er stahl.

Das Buch, ein altes Trainingsbuch für verlobte Männer namens “Der Akt der Ehe”, war von einem Pastor geschrieben worden und erklärte, wie ein junger Bräutigam seine neue Frau sexuell befriedigen konnte, komplett mit Zeichnungen und Diagrammen. Björn hatte dieses Buch seitdem mindestens 500 Mal von vorne bis hinten gelesen. Er hatte nur nie ein Mädchen gefunden, das bereit war, dem größten Nerd der Nerds eine Chance zu geben, diese Techniken auszuprobieren.

Björns anderes großes Problem war, dass er sich nicht wie andere Teenager kleiden konnte. Er musste Anzughosen oder locker sitzende Cargo-Hosen tragen, weil Jeans ihm nicht genug Platz boten und Schmerzen verursachten. Es war nichts Lustiges daran, Anzughosen und T-Shirts zu tragen; es sah einfach super seltsam aus, also trug er Polohemden. Dadurch sah er eher wie die Lehrer als wie die anderen Schüler aus. Das führte dazu, dass er seit seinem zehnten Lebensjahr gemobbt und gehänselt wurde, weil er keine Shorts oder Jeans tragen konnte. Glücklicherweise konnte er heutzutage wegen der Beliebtheit von Boardshorts knapp Shorts tragen, aber nicht in der Schule. Denn das war gegen die Kleiderordnung.

Hier stand er also, der sexuell frustrierteste Typ seiner Schule. Oh, er hatte einen gesunden Libido, vielleicht einen zu gesunden. Er wichste sich mindestens sechs Mal am Tag, manchmal öfter, nur um die Schmerzen in seinen Hoden zu lindern. Er wusste nicht, was er tun sollte. Er hatte gehofft, dass er durch Arbeit und Muskelaufbau und den Kauf einer gebrauchten Harley eine Chance hätte, aber nein, er konnte nicht einmal die nerdigen Mädchen zu einem Date überreden.

Seine beste Freundin war Alison Lawstor, und er hätte wahrscheinlich seine Jungfräulichkeit an sie verloren, wenn er mutiger gewesen wäre. Sie wohnte nebenan, und sie waren seit dem Kindergarten befreundet, aber als er schließlich Mädchen sexuell entdeckte, war sie bereits zur schönsten Mädchen der Schule erblüht, und der Star-Quarterback machte sie zu seiner Freundin und ließ sie nie wieder los.

Björn hasste den Arsch. Er war nur mit Ally zusammen, weil sie schlau war und seine Hausaufgaben für ihn machte, und sie war so unsicher, dass sie jede demütigende Sache tat, die er ihr befahl. Björn sah zu, wie er sie die letzten vier Jahre ausnutzte und degradierte.

Björn kochte innerlich vor Zorn und hätte am liebsten seine Kampffähigkeiten genutzt, um Deon eine Lektion zu erteilen – sein Vater hatte ihn von klein auf in den Künsten des Nahkampfs unterrichtet. Doch er hielt sich zurück, aus Liebe zu Ally und um sie nicht in Verlegenheit zu bringen. Ally glaubte an die Lügen, die Deon ihr einflüsterte, und konnte sich nicht von ihm lösen.

Deon redete ihr ständig ein, dass kein anderer Mann sie wollen würde und dass sie nur wegen ihm beliebt sei. So blieb Björn nichts anderes übrig, als mit anzusehen, wie seine engste Vertraute vom schlimmsten Schläger der Schule ausgenutzt und erniedrigt wurde, weil ihm der Mut, die Schnelligkeit oder die Klugheit fehlten, um einzugreifen.

Keines davon löste sein Problem. Wenn er nicht bald ein Mädchen finden würde, das ihn vögelt, wäre er der einzige Typ im College, der noch Jungfrau war. Björn schloss schließlich die Tür seines Schranks und schaltete sein Gaming-Console ein.

Wenn er schon keinen Sex haben konnte, dann konnte er wenigstens online ein paar Zombies töten. Gerade als er sich anmeldete, klopfte es an seiner Tür. Björn blickte auf und sah seine ältere Stiefschwester Megan dort stehen. Ihre dunkelroten Haare fielen in sanften Wellen über ihre Schultern, und ihre blauen Augen funkelten mit einem Hauch von Unheil.

»Hey, Kleiner,« begann sie mit einem schelmischen Lächeln, das ihre vollen Lippen noch verführerischer zur Geltung brachte. »Mama hat gesagt, du sollst vor dem Abendessen nicht online gehen. Der Chef und seine Familie kommen heute Abend vorbei. Sie möchte, dass wir beide unten sind, damit seine Töchter sich nicht langweilen.«

Lässig lehnte sie sich gegen den Türrahmen, ihre perfekt geformten Brüste hoben sich leicht unter dem engen Top, das sie trug. Björn konnte nicht anders, als einen Moment länger hinzusehen, bevor er sich räusperte.

»Toll, genau das brauche ich, gezwungen zu werden, Zeit mit der Oberzicke der Schule und ihrer Zwillingsstiefschwester zu verbringen.«

Ein Lachen entwich ihrer Kehle. »Hey, wenigstens kannst du in der Schule erzählen, dass du mit den beiden zu Abend gegessen hast. Das wird deine nerdigen Freunde beeindrucken.«

Björn liebte seine ältere Stiefschwester, aber sie verstand ihn nicht oder was er durchmachte. Sie war alles, was er nicht war. Ihr dunkelrotes Haar, die vollen Lippen, die perfekt geformten Brüste und der straffe, herzförmige Hintern waren die ersten Bilder in seinen mentalen Wichsfantasien. Die meisten seiner feuchten Träume und Fantasien drehten sich um diese Lippen, Brüste oder Hintern, die um seinen Schwanz gewickelt waren.

Sie war kontaktfreudig und in der Schule beliebt gewesen. Tatsächlich war seine ältere Stiefschwester das heißeste Mädchen, das er kannte, sogar heißer als seine beste Freundin Ally. Er seufzte. »Ja, und niemand wird es glauben, und dann werden sie es leugnen, und ich werde am Ende noch erbärmlicher dastehen. Oder sie erzählen es ihren Freunden, und ich lande wieder in einem Spind oder Müllcontainer.«

»Du wirst in der Schule gemobbt? Wer?« entfuhr es seiner superheiße, rothaarige Stiefschwester wütend.

Er sah sie an und beobachtete, wie Wut in ihren blauen Augen aufblitzte. Ihre Emotionen ließen sie schwerer atmen, was dazu führte, dass ihre perfekten 34C-Brüste sich hoben und senkten. Er spürte, wie er erregt wurde, und musste wegschauen. Jetzt eine Erektion zu bekommen, wäre fatal. Es würde seinen Schwanz und seine Hose strapazieren.

»Es spielt keine Rolle, Megan. Ich bin der größte Nerd in der Schule. Wenn es nicht Deon und das Footballteam sind, dann sind es die klugen College-Vorbereitungstypen. Wenn nicht die, dann die Cheerleader, vor allem Tiffany und Tara.« Er zuckte mit den Schultern. »Ich werde heute Abend einfach versuchen, den Kopf unten zu halten und ihnen nichts Neues zu geben, was sie morgen erzählen können. Ich werde wahrscheinlich trotzdem in einem Spind landen, weil sie heute Abend nicht mit ihren Sportlerfreunden ausgehen können.«

»Ich verstehe das nicht, Björn. Warum wehrst du dich nicht gegen sie? Du hast doch einen schwarzen Gürtel. Warum lässt du dich von ihnen herumschubsen? Warum verpasst du ihnen nicht einfach eine Abreibung?« Megans Augen funkelten entschlossen, ihre blauen Pupillen bohrten sich in seine.

Er lächelte schwach. »Du hast recht, du verstehst es nicht. Wenn ich einem oder zwei von ihnen eine Abreibung verpasse, dann kommen das nächste Mal vier oder fünf. Verstehst du das nicht? Ich bin der größte Nerd unter den Nerds, derjenige, bei dem es niemanden interessiert, wenn er verprügelt wird. Ich bin derjenige, für den niemand einsteht, den niemand daten oder auch nur vögeln will. Ich bin der Schulversager. Also halte ich den Kopf unten, und in ein paar Monaten ist es vorbei.«

Megan legte den Kopf schief, ein trauriges Lächeln huschte über ihre vollen Lippen. »Du solltest in der Lage sein, eine Freundin zu finden, Björn. Du hast dich über den Sommer verändert. Eines der Nerd-Mädchen sollte zumindest bemerken, dass du neben deinen Nerd-Freunden heiß aussiehst.«

Er schüttelte den Kopf. »Ich bin immer noch der Typ in den falschen Klamotten, über den sich alle lustig machen, das wird sich nicht ändern.«

Sie verschränkte die Arme vor ihrer Brust und stemmte die Hände in die Hüften. »Dann ändere deine Garderobe. Du hast jetzt diese coole Harley, kauf dir ein paar Lederhosen und Bikerstiefel und sieh aus wie ein harter Kerl.«

Er senkte den Blick und schüttelte erneut den Kopf. »Ich kann nicht.«

»Ich verstehe nicht. Was meinst du mit ‚Ich kann nicht‘?«

Ein Hauch von Röte stieg in seine Wangen, bevor er seiner Stiefschwester in die Augen sah. Es war äußerst peinlich, niemand wusste davon, nicht einmal seine Stiefmutter; nur sein Vater war eingeweiht. »Ich kann keine Jeans oder Lederhosen tragen, sie tun mir weh. Ich brauche mehr Platz, als sie mir geben.«

Sie runzelte die Stirn. »Bitte, du bist doch nicht dick. Wie kannst du mehr Platz brauchen?«

Seine Wangen wurden rot. »Nicht an den Hüften oder am Bauch, Megan. Im Schritt. Ich brauche mehr Platz im Reißverschlussbereich.«

Ihre Augen weiteten sich, und ein belustigtes Lächeln breitete sich auf ihrem Gesicht aus. »Was, du hast einen riesigen Neun-Zoll-Monsterpimmel, kleiner Bruder?«

Björn lief knallrot an. »Ich war seit meinem zwölften Lebensjahr nicht mehr bei neun Zoll, Megan.«

Sie lachte noch lauter. »Bullshit. Willst du mir ernsthaft erzählen, dass dein Pimmel mit zwölf schon neun Zoll lang war?«

Sein Gesicht blieb ernst, während er nickte. »Es ist die Wahrheit. Hast du dich nie gefragt, warum ich Cargo-Hosen und Anzughosen trage? Das sind die einzigen Hosen, in die meine Kronjuwelen passen.«

»Du erzählst doch Märchen, Björn.«

Er schüttelte den Kopf. »Tue ich nicht.«

Als sie sein rotes Gesicht sah, erkannte sie, dass er es ernst meinte. »Zeig es mir.«

»WAS??«

»Wenn du nicht lügst, zeig es mir.«

»Was meinst du mit ‚zeig es‘? Soll ich dir meinen Schwanz zeigen?«

»Ja, wenn du nicht lügst, zeig mir diesen über neun Zoll großen Schwanz.« Sie griff nach seinem Gürtel und begann, ihn zu öffnen. Jetzt wurde Björn wütend. Er packte ihre Hände und hielt sie auf. »Lass mich los. Wenn du Beweise willst, dass ich nicht lüge, gut, ich gebe dir Beweise.«

Er stieß sie von sich, stand auf und öffnete seine Hosen, die mit einem dumpfen Geräusch zu Boden fielen. Sein enormer Schwanz wurde sofort befreit, und wie jede Nacht begann er hart zu werden, befreit von dem Druck der Hosen. Dann wuchs er zu seiner vollen Größe. Seine Stiefschwester starrte auf seinen wachsenden Schwanz und leckte sich über die Lippen bei dem, was sie sah. Er war größer als jeder Schwanz, den sie je gesehen hatte, selbst die in den Pornos, die sie schaute, wenn sie sich selbst befriedigte.

Als Björn sah, wie ihre Zunge herausschlüpfte und ihre Lippen benetzte, wurde sein Schwanz noch erregter und stand stramm.

»Heilige Scheiße, Björn, das ist der größte Schwanz, den ich je gesehen habe.«

»Ich hab’s dir doch gesagt.«

Sie blickte von seinem Schwanz auf. »Wie groß ist er?«

Er zuckte mit den Schultern. »Keine Ahnung. Ich habe in der zehnten Klasse aufgehört zu messen.«

Ihre Augen weiteten sich fast ungläubig. »Lass ihn uns messen.«

Megan leckte sich erneut über die Unterlippe, bevor sie auf sie biss. Ihre Augen waren förmlich gefesselt bei dem Anblick des riesigen Monsters ihres kleinen Stiefbruders.

»Verpiss dich, Megan. Ich werde meinen Schwanz nicht für dich messen.«

Sie machte einen Schritt auf das Monster zu. »Komm schon, lass mich ihn messen. Verdammt, Björn, wenn die Mädchen, die dich verspotten, wüssten, was du in der Hose hast, würdest du ständig ficken.«

»Wovon redest du?«

Megan streckte die Hand aus und versuchte, den dicken Schwanz ihres Bruders zu berühren.

»Kleiner Bruder, es gibt drei Dinge, die jede Frau dazu bringen, ihre Höschen fallen zu lassen: Ein heißer Körper. Den hast du noch nicht, aber du bist besser geworden, seit du für meinen Dad arbeitest. Du musst nur weiter Gewichte heben, nicht nur Cardio machen, um die Muskeln weiter zu entwickeln. Du bist süß genug, du musst nur an den neuen Muskeln arbeiten. Das zweite ist reich zu sein, und es sei denn, du gewinnst im Lotto, wissen wir beide, dass das dir nicht helfen wird. Aber der größte Höschen-Bringer, das, was jede Frau von 18 bis 80 dazu bringt, sich zu bücken und dich zu bitten, sie zu ficken; ist ein RIESIGER. FETTER. MONSTER. SCHWANZ!!! Und Björn, du hast den größten, fettesten Schwanz, den ich je gesehen habe. Beweg dich nicht, ich bin gleich zurück.«

weiterlesen…


Bücher von Elisabeth Sylt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls 

In einem weitläufigen Wohnwagenpark, geprägt von Armut, sozialen Konflikten und einem rauen Alltag, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller Leidenschaft, Macht und Abgründe. Der 1. Teil der Buchreihe – nimmt den Leser mit in eine Welt, in der junge Frauen (18+) in einem Spannungsfeld aus Verführung, Unterwerfung und dem Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben stehen.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Linke Feministin

18 Jahre jung und naiv – Die linke Feministin ist ein provokantes Drama, das die Reise der jungen Nancy Paten in eine Welt voller Macht und Verführung schildert. Aufgewachsen in einer sozialbewussten Umgebung, ist Nancy eine leidenschaftliche Feministin, die für Gleichberechtigung kämpft. Doch als sie den Geschäftsmann Derek Freeman und seine Assistentin Terra trifft, wird ihr Weltbild erschüttert.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls II

Der zweite Teil der fesselnden Reihe führt uns zurück in die düstere Welt der Wohnwagenpark-Girls. Ein Leben am Abgrund, geprägt von Armut, Machtkämpfen und dem verzweifelten Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben.

weiterlesen…


18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Jacks Vergangenheit

Jack genießt Macht und Kontrolle – vor allem über Frauen. Als er in das Leben von Beatrice zurückkehrt, wird aus einer alten Affäre ein gefährliches Spiel. Doch es ist ihre Tochter Leni, die seine dunklen Gelüste neu entfacht. Zwischen Vergangenheit und Gegenwart entfaltet sich ein Netz aus Verführung, Erpressung und totaler Unterwerfung. 

weiterlesen…

Alien Allotriomorph: Ein neuer Patriarch für das Nest 

Nacht für Nacht wird er von seltsamen Träumen heimgesucht - dunkle, sinnliche Visionen von geheimnisvollen Außerirdischen, deren Macht und Schönheit ihn unwiderstehlich anziehen. Je mehr er sich in ihre Welt verstrickt, desto mehr stellt er fest, dass diese Begegnungen kein Zufall sind. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit: Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867 

In den letzten 850 Jahren hat die Menschheit umfangreiche gentechnische Eingriffe vorgenommen, um den perfekten Menschen zu schaffen. Dabei ist etwas Wichtiges verloren gegangen: die Fähigkeit, männliche Nachkommen zu zeugen. Jetzt ist es an ihm, die Menschheit zu retten und die Rolle des Zuchtbullen zu übernehmen.

weiterlesen… 


Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo ist ein erotischer Roman, in dem: Ein junger Mann sich in eine sexy Bimbo-Schlampe verwandelt und dabei Spaß hat. Er genießt die Vorteile seines neuen Körpers, die Erlebnisse und die Freude. 

weiterlesen… 

Vom schwarzen Stiefbruder genommen 

Mira weiß, sie sollte Lamar meiden. Doch sein Blick durchdringt sie, seine Berührungen entfachen ein Feuer, das sie nicht löschen kann. Ihr attraktiver Stiefbruder ist verboten – und doch alles, was sie will. Aus einem harmlosen Spiel wird ein sinnlicher Machtkampf, in dem Verlangen jede Vernunft verdrängt.

weiterlesen… 

Ein neuer Herr im Haus 

Als Björn nach einem harten Sommer in ein scheinbar normales Zuhause zurückkehrt, ahnt er nicht, wie sehr sich sein Leben verändern wird. Zwischen Stiefmutter, Stiefschwester und den Zwillingstöchtern des Chefs entfaltet sich ein gefährliches Spiel aus Macht, Lust und Unterwerfung – und Björn wird mehr als nur zum Herr im Haus. 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale 

Im Jahr 2083 gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe mit durchschnittlich einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb. Das bedeutet, dass sich derzeit etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft befinden. Ihr Zweck ist es, Milch- und Fleischprodukte für die Menschheit zu produzieren.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 2 

Was man vom Leben erwarten kann 

Björn hat sich auf der Farm von Thomas Soll gut eingelebt und beide sind ein gutes Dou geworden. Während der Farmbesitzer sich um das Administratorische kümmert, widmet sich der Zuchtbulle weiter dem, was er am besten kann. Ihr Farmleben wird jedoch auf den Kopf gestellt, als Thomas Soll von seiner Vergangenheit eingeholt wird. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 3 

Der Drang der Versuchung 

Zeiten des großen Umbruchs stehen an. Jack findet sich plötzlich als Besitzer von Thomas Soll wieder und bekommt Besuch von der Regierung. Ihr Vertreter Wandel Eggen versucht Druck auf ihn auszuüben und eine Frau mit den Namen Cate Cray wird ihn zur Überwachung zur Seite gestellt. Was wird aus dem Hof und wie kommt Björn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 4 

Programm für temporäre Hucows 

Alice, eine junge Frau mit auffälliger Sanduhrfigur, wird nach einem gescheiterten Fluchtversuch in ein grausames Programm gesteckt, das Frauen zu temporären "Hucows" macht. In einer Anstalt, wo sie wie Nutztiere behandelt werden, erwartet sie eine Realität aus brutalen Prozeduren, Zwangsritualen und der Entmenschlichung ihres Körpers – reduziert auf Milch und Zucht. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 5 

Das, was sie schon immer wollte 

Lena fiebert dem Tag entgegen, an dem ihr Traum wahr wird: als Hucow in der Lotterie gezogen zu werden. Während andere Mädchen Angst haben, sehnt sie ihre Rolle als Milch- und Zuchtressource herbei. Doch als das Schicksal anders entscheidet, gerät ihr Weltbild ins Wanken – ein normales Leben kommt für sie nicht infrage. 

weiterlesen… 

Japanische Verlockungen: Eine Hausfrau auf Abwegen 

„Japanische Verlockungen“ entführt Sie in die verführerische Welt von Raku, einer Hausfrau, die auf eine sinnliche Reise der Selbstentdeckung und verbotenen Leidenschaften geht. Mit einer Länge von 17.786 Wörtern bietet dieses Buch eine intensive und fesselnde Lektüre, die die Grenzen der Hausfrauen-Erotik und der Lust erforscht. 

weiterlesen… 


Unerzählte Geschichten von Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Das Expanded Universe von Breeding Bull und Hucows bringt neue spannende Geschichten außerhalb der Hauptserie. Es sind individuelle, heiße und sexy, in sich geschlossene Geschichten. Nicht jede Hucow-Farm wird wie die von Thomas Soll geführt und nicht jeder Zuchtbulle hat es so leicht wie Jack.

weiterlesen… 

Verführt von einer älteren Frau: Reife Leidenschaft, junges Verlangen 

Jan, ein junger Wahlkampfmanager, lebt in Routine und politischen Zwängen – bis er Ally begegnet: eine selbstbewusste ASMR-Künstlerin, die mit sinnlicher Stimme und hypnotischen Augen seine verborgensten Fantasien weckt. Zwischen ihnen entspinnt sich ein Spiel der Verführung, das alle Tabus sprengt.

weiterlesen… 


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen kleinen, Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für dich, so oft es mir möglich ist. Ich hoffe, die Story hat dir gefallen.

Nochmals vielen Dank, dass Sie dieses Buch gelesen haben. Da der Buchmarkt hart umkämpft ist, würde ich mich freuen, wenn Sie diesem Buch eine gute Bewertung geben würden.

Deine Elisabeth Sylt

Über den Autorin

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt ist eine alleinerziehende Mutter von zwei Jungen und lebt in Berlin, Deutschland. Als Hobby schreibt sie erotische Romane. Beruflich ist sie Pharmareferentin.
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