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Just the Tip: Short stories of love and lust





First Christmas


by Aria Grace

Working late is never fun but when you have to do it on Christmas Eve, it’s downright depressing. I was there partly by choice and partly by circumstance but as the hours ticked away, so did my cheery disposition. Since my parents ditched me for a white Christmas in New York with my brother, I had no reason not to spend the entire month of December working my ass off trying to meet an unrealistic deadline. No one else in the office seemed concerned about it but they must have known that I’d get the work done since I had no family in town and no social life to speak of. Hooray for me.
The heater kept kicking in and the flicker light of my computer screen was giving me a headache so I stepped out onto the second floor deck for some air. The office building that I work in shares a parking lot with a motel that caters to the businesses in the area. It looked fairly deserted until a light across from me flicked on. I was about to head back into the office when I caught a glimpse of a guy that just walked into the room directly across from the deck I was standing on. He had obviously come from a Christmas party because he carried a shopping bag that he flung onto the credenza as he walked to the bed. He slipped off his jacket and looked through his phone for a moment.
I was feeling a little guilty about watching him, and was about to look away, when I saw him pull his sweater over his head. Holy hell, this man was beautiful. Even from across the parking lot, I could see that he was extremely well built. He was golden tan and had abs that I wanted to trace with my tongue. He loosened his belt and let his pants fall just as quickly as his sweater. I knew it was wrong to stare, but I couldn’t get my legs to move. I waited for him to close the curtains so I could take my soggy panties back into the office but he didn’t. He tossed his phone onto the table and opened his balcony door. It was a cool night so I knew he wouldn’t be out there long in just his boxers but I wanted to enjoy the show for as long as possible. It’d been over year since I’d had any action that wasn’t battery operated and even I wasn’t interested in fucking myself anymore.
He was staring up at the sky with one elbow braced on the door frame while his other hand brushed up and down his belly a few times before creeping down to his crotch. He squeezed his balls before stroking back up the length of his cock through the outside of his boxers. God, he was hot. I didn’t realize that I was mimicking his actions until I kicked up my foot to the top of the deck railing and let my own hand find my moist center. Just watching him lazily stroke his cock through his cotton boxers was hot enough to make me dripping wet, but when I looked up and saw him staring at me, I shuddered and almost came right then. I froze in horror at being caught, even though my cunt was throbbing harder than it had in years. I waited for him to make a move and when he did, I was shocked.
He hooked his thumbs around the waistband of his boxers and in one move dropped them from his hips and released his glorious cock. It was standing at full attention and was massive. It was huge from a distance so I could only imagine what it was like up close. What I wouldn’t give to feel that beautiful rod up close. After letting me stare unabashedly for a few moments, he took his cock in his hands and started working it again. He swapped each fist, one after the other, pushing down from the head to the base. It was so sexy. I stepped out of my panties and had my skirt pulled up to my waist as I fucked myself with my hand. I was never very good at masturbating without a vibrator but he provided enough stimulation that I knew it wouldn’t take me long to come.
He lifted his left hand to his right nipple and rolled it around between his fingers. He leaned into his hand a bit and I convulsed in pleasure. I yanked my own sweater over my head and pulled my tits out from the top of my bra. Thank God I was wearing a lacy bra! I lifted one of my full breasts to my mouth and sucked my nipple while the first wave of my orgasm rocked through my body. My knee wanted to buckle but it was too good. He was stroking his cock vigorously and was grabbing his balls when he also started to shake. I gently bit my nipple again while rubbing my clit until my arm muscles were exhausted and let the waves of pleasure over take me. I hadn’t had an orgasm, or orgasms, like that in…ever. I whimpered when it was finally over.
My mystery man seemed equally spent but he didn’t close his curtains and he didn’t go back in. He just stood and stared, watching to see what I would do. I was feeling bold after that so I took my bra fully off and gently kneaded my breasts. I could see his smirk and his dick start to twitch a little. Maybe there would be a round two in my future?
He made a gesture for me to wait for him and then he turned on his heel and went into his room. He stepped into his pants and grabbed his jacket and then disappeared from the room. Panicking, convinced that he had called security and was rounding up some kind of swat team for the perverted to come get me, I quickly gathered up my clothes and turned back into the office. As I was closing the door, I peeked out one last time and saw him walking across the parking lot to my building. Holy shit!
I slipped my sweater over my head without bothering to put on my bra or panties and walked to the hallway. From the top of the stairs, I could see him walking up to meet me. A part of me wondered if he was going to murder me and another part of me considered the security cameras in the building…but mostly I just stared with a goofy grin on my face.
“ Hi,” he said when he reached the top of the stairs, just a few feet from where I stood gaping at him.
“ Hi.” It seemed a little silly to bother pleasantries at that point but it was cute.
“ I just had to come and meet you. I hope you don’t mind.” He had green eyes that twinkled in the light of the enormous Christmas tree that the stairs surrounded.
“ Not at all. I’m glad-” Before I could finish, he stepped up to me and covered my mouth with his own. I could feel the raw need in his touch. I was just as needy and wanted to feel every inch of his body. I let one hand snake around his neck and the other slide under his sweater to his warm, hard back. He grabbed my sweater and had it over my head and on the ground before I realized we weren’t kissing anymore. I started to pull up his when he grabbed it and flung it off. He buried his face between my tits and used his hands to unzip my shirt and push it past my hips. Within 60 seconds of his arrival at the top of the staircase, we were both naked and out of breath.
He walked me up to a wall and lifted me by my ass cheeks. I wrapped my legs around his hips and felt his shaft poke the tip of my entrance. I tilted down just enough for his head to enter me and that was all that it took. With a grunt, he pressed fully into me. I relished the feeling of having his full length rubbing across my clit as he penetrated me. He was longer than most but on the thin side so it just felt perfect. I could have ridden that rod for hours. Unfortunately, my traitorous body had other ideas. Entirely too soon, I felt the deep inner spasms of another orgasm. I came hard against his body and left a wet trail from his belly button to the base of his cock with the way I was sliding along him. I couldn’t get enough of him inside of me.
When I was done with what felt like a neverending orgasm, I leaned into the crook of his neck to catch my breath. He was still pumping hard and I knew he was getting close to coming as well. He used one thigh to brace my body weight as he pulled out and finished with his hand. He shot his thick cream on my tits and face while moaning into my neck. I rubbed it into my skin and loving the warm silkiness of it. We both slid down the wall to the floor and spent a few moments recovering.
Just when I started to regain my senses and feel the mortification of what I’d just done, he gave me a quick peck on the nose and stood up. He quickly got dressed and handed me my skirt and sweater.
“ Merry Christmas,” he said, noticing it was after midnight.
“ Um, Merry Christmas to you too, I guess.” I didn’t know how to respond to that.
“ Do you want to come over for a drink? I think I have a bottle of wine in my room.” He had a sexy smirk that made me want to climb up his body and ride him again.
“ That sounds nice.” I gathered up the clothes that I had left on the deck and got dressed. He waited patiently while I shut down my computer and met him back at the staircase.
“ I’m Nick, by the way.” Oh, right. I didn’t actually know the name of the guy I’d just fucked in my office. Nice.
“ I’m Amy. And, for the record, I don’t usually do this. I’m really not as slutty as you might think.” I could feel my face burning in shame but it had to be said.
He stopped me on the stairs and turned me slightly to face him. “Nice to meet you, Amy. And, for the record, I know you’re not a slut. I’m sure you’ve never done this before but I’m really glad you did tonight. You are the sexiest woman I’ve ever met.” His deep voice was only a whisper but I could feel it vibrating through my whole body. I was getting wet again and we hadn’t even made it out of the building.
I was feeling bold by his confession so I decided to push him a little bit. “Should I assume this isn’t your M.O. either? Seducing women in their workplace and taking them home?” He pinched my ass and then patted it as we continued walking down the stairs.
“ Nope, this was a first for me. Hell, I haven’t even had sex in ages. I’ve been traveling a lot for work and just stopped in town for a few days to visit my folks. You have no idea how glad I am that you were working late tonight.” He had his arm wrapped around my shoulder, pulling me against the side of his chest. I felt safe and warm in his embrace in a way that I hadn’t felt since I was a child.
We went into his room and he poured two glasses of wine. We chatted about work and our lives for a while and then he stopped and stared at me. I wondered if I had something on my face or in my teeth when he broke his silence. “You are so beautiful. I can’t stop looking at you.”
“ Thank you,” I whispered shyly. I’ve never been good at taking compliments and this was too intimate.
He reached for my hand and led me to the bed. I sat with my legs spread while he stood between my legs. He gently pushed me back on the bed and he kissed me. I felt his lips lightly brush mine before they moved across my jaw and to my earlobe. He moaned softly into my ear and his hot breath created fireworks in my belly. I squirmed against his thigh, desperate to create some friction against my clit. I pulled at his hair with one hand and his cock with the other. I couldn’t free it from his clothes fast enough. Once it was in my hand I knew I needed to taste it. I pushed him off of me and he rolled onto the bed while I scooted down to take a closer look. His manhood was perfect. It was thick and cut in a perfect shaft. I hungrily took it into my mouth until I was balls deep. I created a tight suction that caused him to thrust even deeper. He reached around my ass and slid two fingers into me, following the same rhythm as my mouth. I let my teeth drag against the underside of his cock as I pulled up and felt his balls tighten. I ground against his hand, letting my clit press on his leg as his hand worked my insides. He definitely knew how to let his fingers do the walking.
When I could feel his movements change from long and fluid to quick and short, I knew he was close. I kneeled closer to his ass and fully relaxed my throat, taking his entire shaft in and holding it there while I pumped his base and balls with my first. He shot down my throat and into my mouth as I slightly pulled back. He tasted delicious. I licked up every drop and climbed up to kiss him. His tongue dove to meet mine and I knew he was tasting himself in my mouth. The sensation of sharing his come with him, while he was finger fucking me, pushed me over the edge of ecstasy. I shuddered and pulsed against him while he expertly drew out multiple orgasms from me.
I finally fell in a heap onto his chest. He twirled my hair around his finger while tracing the lines of my back.
“ I think I could get used to this,” he said into the top of my head.
“ Mmmhhhh.” My brain was mush and I couldn’t quite comprehend his words. I could only feel.
That was our first date, first fuck and first Christmas all rolled into one. Four years later, we still try to outdo our Christmas gifts to each other. Last year, we exchanged vows. This year I’ve invited a work friend from overseas to stay with us. I can’t wait to see what he gives me!



Beg Me


by Boot LS

“ With a stroke length anywhere from two to ten inches, up to three hundred strokes per minute, and an engine at a full horse power of torque, this thing could all but split you in two.” He might have been talking about a power tool. Hell, he could've been talking about his car. I wouldn't be able to tell the difference. He's just a grunting boy with his tools, showing off to impress his new girlfriend.
At least, that's how I would think of it normally. But as my struggle against the ropes makes me drift slowly back around and I see what he's talking about, I know it's not just some tool. Not just a machine.
There's a dildo screwed onto the end of a long piston. And an engine on the other end of the piston. That's not a machine. It's a fucking machine. And there is no way that dildo is going to fit between my legs. Not without a lot of lube and a very, very slow start.
“ Do you like it, Cat?”
I struggle again against the rope. My heels rub against my ass, and I try to flex my fingers. But the rope won't let me move any more than that. There isn't any pressure; he's a good rigger. The rope is soft. But I'm not going anywhere.
“ You look so beautiful hanging there,” he says. He leaves his machine where I can see it and runs a finger over the ridges of the rope, tracing the patterns of the knots. “Are you comfortable?”
I give him a sarcastic smirk, but the truth is that I actually am. The ropes distribute the weight to the point where I feel completely weightless. “It's not bad,” I say.
He chuckles, then his fingers run up my leg. Gently, softly, he touches me, sliding between my lips in that soft teasing way he knows how to do so well. I moan softly. It's nowhere near enough, but it's a start.
“ Seems like it's more than just 'not bad,'” he says. He leans over and gently blows between my legs, sending a shiver through my entire body.
He laughs again and walks back to the machine. For just a second, he turns it on, and I get to watch it work. It pumps and thrusts with the kind of force you'd expect in a jackhammer. That thing is going to tear me apart.
“ No way,” I say. “Not a chance.”
He turns back and gently rubs my cheek. Normally, this is when he'd run his hands through my hair. But my hair is otherwise occupied, braided in with the rope. “Are you calling it quits already?” he asks. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a little strand of leather. The studs are diamonds. “Don't you want this?”
The collar twinkles in the light. I lick my lips.
“ You wanted to be mine,” he says. “I told you there was going to be a test.”
My eyes flick from the diamonds to the machine, still humming and pounding back and forth. “I don't think I can,” I say.
He shakes his head. Then he shrugs. “I'll cut you down.”
“ No, wait!” Those look like real diamonds. He wasn't kidding. This would be for real. “If I do this, that's it? I'm yours? You claim me?”
He nods. “As my slave,” he says. “Forever.”
I bite my lip. Let out a bit of a whimper. “It's not that I don't want to,” I say. “I'm just-” I look back at the machine. “I just think I'm going to need a bit of help.”
He laughs at that, gives my clit a light tap. “I had a feeling that would be the problem,” he says. “But don't worry. I thought ahead.”
He puts his fingers to his lips and whistles.
Her heels make a solid sound on the floor as she walks in. I can't see her, though. She's behind me. “Cat,” he says, “I want you to meet Kit.”
I roll my eyes. “No candy bar jokes, please.”
Kit laughs. It's a deep, throaty laugh. Confident, assured. And dangerous.
She walks into my line of vision. She's beautiful. Taller than me. Dark skin. Red nails, red boots, red leather corset. She smiles at me, but there's an angry glint in her eyes.
She keeps her eyes on me while she kisses my man. While she thrusts her tongue into his throat, runs her crimson nails through his hair. I thrash around. I'd cut the bitch if I could.
She laughs at me. Then she looks at the machine. Then back to me.
“ That thing is going to seriously injure you, honey,” she says. “I'm talking real damage. The permanent kind. You'll bleed. Maybe even die.”
I bite my lip. She's taunting me, I know that. But she's saying what I was thinking.
“ Unless she gets some lube.”
He nods. “And that's where you come in.”
Kit gives me an evil grin, though her voice is innocent. “Me? What can I do?”
“ You can be a good girl,” he says. “Be a good girl and get her off.”
I look up at my soon to be master and shake my head as much as my bound hair will allow. “No,” I say. “I'm not a lesbian.”
Kit chuckles. “You don't think you could handle me, sugar?” She takes a step towards me. Then another.
“ It's not that. I just don't like-” she curls her finger in my crotch, and I forget what I was going to say. She laughs and keeps gently rubbing me. I try not to make any noise. Try not to moan.
I'm not going to moan. I'm not.
She bends down and gives my ear a nibble. “You sure you don't want my help, sugar?”
I shake my head, and she stops. Moves her hand away and takes a step back. She moves out of my vision, so the only thing I can see is that damned machine. Pounding away.
It might be fun, if it works. A lover that never gets tired, that never slows down, just pounds away again and again and again. A constant rhythm.
But Kit's right. It'll tear me apart.
“ Wait,” I say. “Please.”
She turns towards me. “What was that?” she asks. She crosses her arms. “Did you say something?” She turns towards him. “Did she say something?”
He leans against a wall and shakes his head. “This is between the two of you.”
Kit nods, then turns back to me. “That's right. Between us.”
“ Please,” I say again. “Please don't.”
“ Don't what?” She laughs. “Don't get you ready for the best fuck of your life?”
“ I'm not gay,” I say.
She shakes her head. “You keep saying that.” She leans forward and gives my neck a little bit of a nibble. I can't hold in the moan. “I don't think it's true.”
She rests her hand on my inner thigh. Taps against it with her fingers. “I don't think this will take long at all,” she says. “And I think you're going to enjoy every second of it.”
I shake my head.
“ Yeah you will.” she laughs. “You know you will. You just don't want to admit it.”
“ I'm not gay.”
One of her finger nails scratches over my nipple. “I don't believe you,” she says.
She turns the harness and lets me see the machine again. “But let's pretend I do. Let's pretend you're not a lesbian. Either way, you're still going to need some lubricant before that thing starts in on you. You wouldn't want to get fucked by that thing dry, would you?”
I shake my head. “No.”
Her voice is a whisper. “No Ma'am.”
I swallow. “No Ma'am.”
“ Okay then,” she says. “That means you need my help. Unless you can reach all the way down there yourself?”
I give it a try, struggling a bit against the rope, but there's no way. I can't even move my fingers an inch closer, and they need a lot more than an inch.
But it makes Kit laugh at me.
“ So you need my help.”
I nod.
She steps in and reaches between my legs, touching gently, softly. Enough to feel good, but not enough to do much more than that.
“ Please,” I say.
She chuckles. “You'll have to do better than that,” she says. “You'll have to beg.”
My eyes go from her to the machine.
“ Beg me,” she says. “Beg me to make you cum. Beg a woman to give you an orgasm.”
“ Please.”
“ More. Say that you want to be fucked by a woman.” She slaps my ass. It stings, but feels good at the same time. “Say that you're a dyke. That you love being a dyke.”
She leans in and whispers in my ear, nibbling gently on it. “Say it,” she says. “Ask me to make you cum. That's all you have to do. Just ask another woman to get you off.”
She cups my chin in her hand. “Beg me,” she says, leaning in until her lips are almost touching mine.
“ Beg me.”



Lighthouse


by Constella Espj

The sea hurled itself at the sky while the heavens, impassive, poured a steady column of rain into the troubled waters. The inky heights above and the inky depths below were one in the expanse of night. Darkness extended in every direction, its absolute reign punctuated only by the momentary, unearthly shine of lightning, and a distant dot of wavering brightness.
Hovering over a rain-battered bluff, with the ocean ripping at the rocks below, hung the cycling white eye of a lighthouse. The cyclopic beam from its lantern cut through the torrent. Water slammed against the glass surrounding the spinning light, and slid, defeated, down its sides. The other, tiny windows in the side of the building were dark, save for the bottom one, which was dimly illumined by a flickering candle.
Behind the window, shadows joined and parted on the wall, oblivious to the furies wailing outside; the storm was just part of the roaring background. Inside of the darkened lighthouse a woman was encircling a man's neck with her arms, his hands clasped at her waist. Their faces were close, noses almost touching.
The woman peered at her companion, her face soft and blank as if she were miles away over.
"What?" He furrowed his brow and leaned his head back.
"In this light, your eyes are luminous." She ducked her head and looked askance. "That was pretty cheesy. I've just never seen your eyes in this kind of light before, and they look really beautiful." She shook her head. "I'm so corny. You know what I mean though, right?" Her words were rushed as if she couldn't get them out fast enough. Even when she’d finished speaking, she kept her eyes on the dancing shadows thrown against the wall near the stairs.
"Mhmm." The corners of Bosch's lips curled up and butterflies unwisely chose precisely that moment to take up residence in Maiya's stomach. So caught up was she in trying to take a deep breath, she didn't notice him studying her.
"Yours, too." One hand released her waist to slip under her chin and lift her face. Bosch's perfect lips wore a lopsided grin.
"What?" The question came out before she realized what he meant.
In answer, he pulled Maiya's body hard against him and brought his lips to hers. She let out a short, sharp breath into Bosch's mouth and his tongue followed the source, slipping between her lips. She stroked it with her own tongue and gave a breathless giggle as she tasted him. Her fingers curled at the back of his neck, caressing, and slipping up into his hair.
His fingers, stealthy, crept past her hips to her thighs. They were bare beneath her skirt and her skin was warm. The light touch tingled and she moaned, pulling back from the kiss and panting. Bosch wasted no time, dipping his head. His hair, cool and silken, brushed against her cheek an instant before his lips made contact with her neck.
Maiya bucked her hips, sending the pair stumbling. She threw an arm out, reaching for the wall behind her lover. Her fingertips brushed the cool, stone surface and she guided Bosch backward. The wall was cool through his shirt and he gasped, pressing his mouth to Maiya's skin. His face was nestled beneath her chin and she could feel his nose brushing against her, chased by his lips. The smoothness of his nose and lips was broken by the stubble on his cheeks and chin. The light friction against her neck sent Maiya reeling, and she could feel desire uncurling inside her. When he paused, suckling where her neck joined her shoulder, the trembling woman rose to her tiptoes with a gasp. She slid against him with wanton intent; her thigh grazed something and the low moan that buzzed on her neck told her what it was. Emboldened, she drew a hand down the front of Bosch's body.
She squeezed. He was hard. She squeezed again. This time, he drew back his head. She caught him licking his lips, and her eyes took on a predatory glint. During a moment's hesitation, she sank her teeth into her lips, but then his neck exposed itself and she surged forward. The back of Bosch's head pressed to the wall and she pinned him, then bent to lick his neck. An urgent growl arose in her throat and she sucked, then pulled back, and settled her lips nearby to suck again. Her mouth was warm and soft, and she grazed his skin with the tip of her tongue. She scraped her teeth against him, and he shivered, the throb against her thigh growing stronger. She dragged her lips along the curve of his neck until she found his earlobe. First her teeth, then her lips closed around it and she tugged, eliciting a shaky, soft hiss.
Spurred, Maiya peppered Bosch's jawline with kisses. He moaned and tilted his head to kiss her, but she had already gone, leaving the memory of her lips in her wake. She took his neck again, working her way from one side to the other, before kissing her way back up and under his chin. Maiya's fingertips slipped under the hem of his shirt and he felt their cool backs against his belly as she unbuttoned his jeans. With the zipper down, she insinuated her fingers under the waistband of his shorts and peeled them and the pants down.
At the same time, Bosch was gathering her skirt in his hands, pushing it up over her hips and bunching it at her waist. He splayed his fingers, pressing then into the flesh of her thighs and ass. Her hot breath spilled across his neck, while her fingers tiptoed from his thigh to the pulsing rod jutting toward the sky. One tentative finger, then two, skimmed the soft skin, tracing its shape. Bosch hissed again, shutting his eyes and thrusting forward to feel more of her on his cock. Maiya giggled, brushing her mouth against a lightly-stubbled cheek on the way to his ear.
"You're so hard, baby." Her breath was hot and tickled his ear. Maiya's fingertips were marching up one side of his shaft, stroking the domed head, and down the other, then reversing direction. The light tapping and caressing made his knees weak with need, and he slid his own fingers between Maiya's thighs to press against her center. Her panties were soaked and the thin fabric was molded to the shape of her lower lips. One finger pressed and began to slide back and forth, making a furrow between the plump labia.
Maiya whimpered into Bosch's ear. In response, he pressed harder, sliding the length of his finger along the slick crevasse. The muscles in her ass tensed and she started to rock it with his movements. Her breasts pressed into his chest as she leaned into him, encircling his prick with her slender, soft fingers. With a shaky, but deliberate motion, she started to jack the hard rod, sliding the pad of her thumb upward along its underside and teasing the tip at the top of her stroke. The teasing digit dragged silken wetness down the shaft every time her hand moved downward, coating the skin with damp stickiness.
Bosch pushed his hips forward, trying to hasten Maiya's rhythm but she loosened her grip in response, giggling with delight at his disappointed moan.
"Awww, did it feel better when I was holding you tight?" The teasing, lilting tone aroused him even more and he licked his lips, turning his head to nip at Maiya's neck.
"I think so. Do it again."
"Maybe. What's in it for me?"
For a moment Bosch said nothing; all Maiya heard was his shaky breathing and an almost imperceptible swallow. "Hmm. Well, there's this." His voice was uneven and he focused his fingertip on the little pearl he'd found between her plump lower lips. Through her panties, he made tight circles against her clit, drawing a soft whine from her. "And there's…" with his other hand, he tightened her grip around his dick and guided her in smooth, steady strokes, "this." He was sure he'd secured her cooperation. Her hips were rocking back and forth and tiny noises were falling from her lips into his ear. Hungry for her mouth again, Bosch released her stroking hand and grasped the back of her neck. He found her lips and took them with hot greed, pouring a groan into the kiss.
With trembling thighs, Maiya fought the urge to ride the pleasuring finger to paradise; she had other plans. With great reluctance, she separated her mouth from the much-loved mouth of her partner and slid her hands up his chest, under the shirt. Fingers curled, she raked them down with deliberate leisure, feeling his muscles tense. Bosch lost his grip on her as Maiya sank to her knees. He felt her breath, and he moaned helplessly.
Maiya's mouth was insatiable. Her lips pressed against Bosch's cock, generating wet kisses. Impatient, she parted them and dragged the rough surface of her tongue against the soft skin, leaving trails of wetness. One hand gripped the base of the warm organ and she descended upon the tip. With finesse, Maiya traced the ridge of Bosch's cock head using the tip of her tongue, and then flattened it to lap at the fat mushroom. She could taste his precum and the flavor only made her want more. Pursing her lips around the hot flesh, she suckled lightly, teasing at the tiny opening.
Bosch panted, his hands restless and wandering. They alit on Maiya's hair and stroked urgently, silently pleading for more. When the ring of her lips expanded and they fully encircled the head of his dick, Bosch rolled his head back and uttered a cry of delight. The interior of her mouth was wet, so soft. Her tongue was bathing his cock with expert strokes and just as he caught his breath, Maiya tightened her lips and started to press forward, sucking him into her mouth.
"Maiya," was the only word he could make, "Maiya, Maiya."
The sound of her man, chanting her name with such lust pushed her, and before Bosch could recover his breath enough to speak it again, Maiya had nearly the length of his cock ensconced in her mouth. A flash of lightning lit the room bright white for a moment, but Bosch didn't notice; he was blind with ecstasy, lost in the liquid sheath of Maiya's mouth. The tip of his cock nudged the entrance to her throat and he shuddered, almost sagging to the floor.
Undaunted, the kneeling woman pulled her head back slowly, her tongue pressing into the pulsing underside of Bosch's prick. She sucked hard at the tip again, before pulling back and brushing her lips against it. Maiya traced her lips with the slick helmet, smearing her lips with shining precum. She lifted her eyes to Bosch's, smiling beatifically. He made a choked sound, tangling his fingers in her curls. The sight of her on her knees before him, his cock sliding against her lush lips inflamed him. His eyes were locked to her as she took him into her mouth once again, her lips a taut seal around him.
The slow slide was too much for him to endure without exploding, and as gently as he could, Bosch disengaged Maiya's delightful mouth from his burning rod and urged her up. She complied with a whine. He silenced it with his mouth, spinning her until her back was against the wall. His fingers seemed to work against him and with a grunt of frustration, he ripped her shirt open, filling the room with the sharp sound of buttons bouncing on the wooden floor. His palms pressed into her breasts, fingertips grasping at the fat melons. Maiya could feel his legs against hers and she pressed her hips to his, feeling his shaft through her skirt. The tip tapped and slid against her belly, smearing it with wetness.
Maiya reached, grabbing Bosch's dick and massaging it with needful strokes. Her companion, having thought several steps ahead of her, reached between her thighs and shoved the soaked crotch of her panties aside. One strong hand curled at the back of her thigh and lifted it to his waist, snatching her to him. He batted her hand away from his proud prick, guiding it along her slick inner thigh and teasing the head against her slick labia. He pulled back, watching her face. She threw her head back and cried out when he polished her pearl with the tip of his cock. Clutching his shoulders, Maiya threw her hips forward, trying to lure Bosch into her so that she could capture him.
She felt his lips against her ear.
"Does it feel good?"
She swallowed and nodded.
He kept rubbing, circling the bit of flesh with his throbbing mushroom. Her body arched at him and she mumbled something incoherent. He insinuated the flanged head of his cock into the slippery entrance of Maiya's pussy and nudged a bit. When she tried to entice him to penetrate her, he pulled back. Her plaintive wail reverberated off the walls of the empty room.
"Hmm? What is it?" He inched forward again, pushing in a little more deeply. He felt Maiya's inner walls clamping greedily around him and his soft grunt of pleasure was eclipsed by her frustrated whimpers. With great difficulty, he growled into her ear. "What's that? You have to speak up, Maiya. I can't understand what you're saying with all that noise you're making."
In the half-light, he could see her face washed over with pleasure, her eyes struggling to focus on his while she tried to regain control of her body and her mouth. "Please," she whispered with undisguised desperation.
He thrust a little deeper, stirring inside her. "Please what?" His self-control was slipping, but for the moment, the sight of Maiya in the throes of carnal desire was intoxicating. Her earlier playful tease hadn't nearly the effect his revenge was having.
Her voice was quiet, almost inaudible, but she quickly gathered momentum as the maddening shallow thrusts teased her honeypot to overflow. "Fuck me. Please fuck me, Bosch."
Scarcely had his name exited her mouth, when Bosch plunged his aching staff into Maiya's yielding body. The two moaned in unison as his length filled her swiftly and completely. Wetness gathered where their bodies were sealed together. The heat and pressure inside her was incredible, and Bosch held himself there for a long moment, luxuriating in the union.
It was Maiya's fingers pressing into his back that broke his reverie, and Bosch pulled back slowly, feeling the slick lips around his retreating cock. He thrust in again, and Maiya gasped; her snug interior clutched at him from all directions at once, seeking to keep him buried in her velvety deeps. Maiya wrapped her leg around his waist, ass bouncing off the wall with each thrust. Their tongues clashed, teeth and lips moving with abandon against one another as Bosch picked up a rhythm. He felt her nipples against his chest, straining to escape their fabric prison.
Desire clouding his mind, Bosch wrestled with the material holding back Maiya's bountiful bosom, eventually giving up. He yanked the cups down, coaxing the warm, heavy breasts into his hands. His thumbs circled her stiff nipples, and he lifted one tit, dipping his head so that he could lather the nubbin with his tongue, and then suck it into his mouth. He buried himself inside her, then trapped the nip between his teeth and lashed it mercilessly with his tongue, grinding his pelvis against hers.
The pressure cycling against her clit made the helplessly ecstatic Maiya arch her hips toward her partner, angling to take him deeper into her. He pulled his head back, switching to her other breast and showering it with attention, then pulled his ass back and pushed forward again. Cool air assailed her nipple while warm wetness attacked the other. Maiya scraped her nails up his sides, gathering the hem of his shirt and pushing her hands underneath to drag her fingers down his back.
The tiny sting made Bosch's dick leap inside her, and he began a purposeful dance with Maiya, sheathing himself in her only to pull back and dive in again, as if trying to bury himself further. The grasping, slick walls of Maiya's interior tensed and then relaxed, tensed again, matching his movements within her. Planting a kiss on his lover's neck, Bosch braced one hand against the wall and flattened the other against the small of her back.
Maiya took in a quick breath, barely able to exhale before gasping again. Bosch's dick was plunging inside her, stirring her juices. Thunder crashed outside, the sound muted under the couple's own noises of pleasure: the sticky-soft slap of the joinings and partings of flesh; the high-pitched, breathy moans spilling from Maiya; and the periodic rumbles of carnal delight from Bosch. The world was receding, the sound, the light, even the feel of the wall at her back and the floor beneath her feet. All that remained was the cock piercing her, filling her with every thrust, and then leaving her achingly empty each time it withdrew.
Maiya shuddered. Her mind, emptied of thought, focused on some sensation. She was reaching with her body, following some unknown instruction. Her belly tightened, and an explosion of sound left her mouth. Her pussy flexed around the pistoning prick, and then tensed again, even more tightly. For a moment, the bright-hot nexus of their bodies was clear in Maiya's mind. She could almost see the shape of the cock within her, cunt gripping so hard that she could feel every nuance of its shape as it invaded her.
"Aaaahh-AAAAHHH!" Cries burst from her. The tension spurred Bosch to plunge harder, his body taking up a nearly animal rhythm as he tried to meld himself to Maiya.
"Cum for me." The words were guttural, barely words at all, but she heard and responded. Her eyes, unfocused, were staring past Bosch, past the candle, past the window; she could see none of them. The snug passage that was sheathing her lover's prick seemed to collapse around him, choking the surging shaft. Maiya arched her back, fingers biting into his back. With a high-pitched cry that filled the lighthouse, she came. Ecstatic waves crashed through her body, numbing her to all but the insistent movement drawing out her orgasm like a long, high note on a violin. Wetness coursed from her, slicking Bosch's balls and spattering his thighs each time his cock delved in.
The steely determination to pleasure his partner dissolved as her cunt bathed his cock in her juices. The wet, sloppy sound of their mating underscored Bosch's mounting pleasure. First his belly, then his balls began to tense. Each thrust into Maiya was harder than the last, strove to be deeper than the last. Lost in the drive to unite himself with his lover, Bosch pushed into her, pressing both hands to the wall and flattening his body against Maiya's. Her grappling inner walls and the lustful sounds she was making seized him, and with a final, feral thrust, he moaned into Maiya's neck while he emptied himself into her.
The two stayed there, leaning against the wall and holding one another for support for what seemed like forever as they regained their senses. Panting and covered in a sheen of sweat that glistened in the candlelight, they sank to the floor. The sights and sounds of the world faded back in.
"Your eyes," Bosch said after some time, "are beautiful like that."
"Like what?" Maiya nuzzled his cheek, and then licked his lips.
"Pleasured. Satisfied." He lifted a hand to caress her cheek.
"Yours too," she smiled, then pressed her mouth to his.
The candle flickered and their shadows joined on the wall. Outside, the rain poured and the wind howled. In the distance, the cycling whiteness of the lighthouse's lantern disappeared into the darkness.



Erotica Author Bares All


by Elaine Shuel

Looking at my e-mails one morning, I received an intriguing message that caught my attention. “BY SPECIAL INVITATION ONLY” was emphasized.
“ SexGoddess has requested your presence at a special reading of her new story.” The particulars were given, time and place. I was to let them know by replying online, if I would attend.
I had written some fan mail to SexGoddess under the pseudonym HotGuy. Her erotic stories on the site I joined had always managed to make me hard. The location was close to me and I hadn’t made plans yet for that date. Sure I would go, I wrote back.
As a recently divorced father of one son, I was enjoying my newfound freedom. I had been married for 10 years to one woman, but as the years went by, Nancy seemed disinterested in having sexual relations. Where was the highly sexual woman I married? The woman I fell in love with, from her tiny heart shaped birthmark on her inner thigh to her beautiful long hair, was still there in looks but not in spirit.
We went from having sex a few times a day, down to once a week. The last year of our marriage, I was lucky if she did me a favor and gave in once a month. Divorce was imminent and eventually I couldn’t take it anymore and told her I wanted out. She didn’t protest and we had as amicable a divorce as possible, 6 months ago. She didn’t even object to joint custody of our son. I had him every 2nd week.
Yesterday had been especially memorable. Two women that I had met from online chatting had both agreed to have sex with me on the same day. Neither knew about the other; telling them would have been unwise. This “friends with benefits” arrangement I had with each of them, certainly had its benefits, and I was reaping them whenever time permitted.
Yesterday morning I went to Wendy’s house. The divorced mother of 3 children wanted a no-strings attached relationship, perfect for me. She greeted me the way she usually did, robe on with nothing underneath. As soon as she let me inside her home, door shut behind me, she was all over my cock. Unbuttoning my pants, unzipping them, and oh could she lick my balls. “Ohhhhhhhh Wendy,” I moaned as she engulfed my balls in her always-ready warm mouth.
Shifting her attention to my hardening rod, she liquefied my swollen cockhead. Proceeding with her deep throating expertise on my prick, she gave my erect manhood the fuel it needed for its immense release to orbit to its destination, her cum-swallowing mouth.
Removing the covering off her right shoulder, I fondled her sumptuous more-than-a-handful of soft flesh. Wendy uttered her sounds of delight, my signal to continue on this path to her pinnacle of pleasure. My tongue swirled around her thriving nipple before my eager mouth descended on it.
Exposing her other tit upon disposing her robe, I licked and sucked and gently bit the protrusion on her heaving left bosom. Her heightened moans clear evidence of her arousal. My tongue began its sojourn down her body. Licking inside her belly button made her squirm. As I drew nearer to her cunt, the intoxicating smells of her essence overwhelmed me.
Wendy’s pussy lips were large inviting folds of joy, waiting for whatever lucky man would get to suck on them. I was thrilled to be partaking of such a bountiful womanhood, blossoming as my tongue worked its magic along her gushing slit. Her multiple orgasms merely a preamble to what was to come.
The pre-cum on my dick licked off swiftly by Wendy, I teasingly rubbed my hot rod against her postured clit. “Fuck me Mark. Please fuck my cunt,” she begged. My cock, ready, willing and most definitely able, plunged quickly inside Wendy’s soaked pussy. Her squeals subsided and her moans of ecstasy took over, as her yielding hips met my rhythmic thrusts.
Our simultaneous outpouring of satisfaction left us both drained; we lay in each other’s arms, our tongues entwined as we shared some lingering kisses. Knowing I had another visit to make, I soon left Wendy under the pretense of having work to do. She was disappointed that it wouldn’t be a full day of sexual gratification but she understood. If she only knew, I thought.
Before the next woman, I had a quick bite for sustenance. All this sex takes energy and I wanted to be up for it. Devon was single, her 40 years of life exceeded my 32 years. There was something about her being older that really excited me. My fascination with older women hadn’t ceased and in fact Devon reinforced it. She didn’t play any head games. She knew what she liked and exactly how to get it. She was one hot babe. She also was the best cocksucker I ever had.
Devon was a bit kinky. Her favorite thing to do, which was a major turn-on, was having phone sex at the same time as real sex. Arriving at her apartment, she wore a black lacy bra and thong to greet me. I greeted her by moving my hand down her panties. The moistness in her cunt was building up, as my fingers pushed the thong to the side and darted inside, then out of, her entrance. I was reminded of the speakerphone nearby and that one of her “regular” phone sex buddies was on, as Drake from Detroit said “Hi” to me.
I said back my hello to Drake, amid my licks in Devon’s juicy pussy, as she leaned against the kitchen wall. From my knelt position, I had the perfect view and wasn’t about to miss anything. “Devon, feel my lonnnnnnnnnng tongue making its way into your cunt,” Drake said with a sexy undertone, as my tongue slid deeper into Devon’s inner being. Feeling like two men were eating her pussy at once, made her flow effusively. My open mouth the grateful recipient of her sweet nectar.
“ Suck our cocks baby,” Drake continued, after hearing her moans lessen. “Tell me what she is doing to our cocks, Mark.” As Devon licked up my shaft, salivated the bloated head, satiated my balls and sucked my throbbing prick, I kept Drake informed of her progress; instead of doing it just to mine he was being told how she was doing it to each dick. Devon and I could hear Drake’s reaction to what was occurring.
His quickened breath and eventual release not able to match the contentment I felt; I asked Devon where she wanted me to cum and I shot my vast load all over her tits, after fucking her huge boobs. Slurping up the remnants that Devon’s tongue didn’t yet devour, was not to be missed. There are some things you just need the personal touch for. Poor Drake.
“ Ride my big cock Devon,” Drake echoed my words to her. She mounted my stiff instrument, easily slipping down its full length. Moving up and down my long pole, I licked her tits as they bounced near enough for my tongue to reach. Her loud moans added to the experience, so did Drake’s heavy breathing as he stroked his cock while listening intently to us fucking.
“ I’m cummming,” Devon screamed out; her body shuddered from the impact of her intense climax. Drake and I did the same; my hot cum shot into her welcoming pussy, while Drake only had a tissue taking in his.
Drake said goodbye and Devon and I continued our rendezvous. Devon lifted herself off my prick and lay down beside me. Rest was fine but I wanted to taste our juices mixed together in her honey pot. I edged towards her pussy, licking her ears and whispering to her “I want to eat your cunt.” With that, our lips caressed each other, and I could feel her tongue reacting to the thought as we kissed urgently.
When I reached the promised land, I twirled my tongue in her oasis. My senses reacted to the look of her divine slit. The flavor of the savory gushing juices that dripped down her legs, whet my appetite for more, as I fervently retrieved all of it.
Sucking on her swollen clit, Devon’s acute efflux gave me more fluid to drink. Whatever her fountain, I knew I would lick her dry. Her juices flowed and I imbibed. We made a good team.
The week passed as usual, though I had trouble keeping my wild imagination in check about the upcoming event I had agreed to attend. Finally, Saturday afternoon arrived and I went to the venue listed.
Men began entering the dimly lit auditorium, taking a number, as requested. The seats were lined up in a semi-circle so all would get a clear view of the large screen in front. I followed suit, getting the number 18 and grabbing a chair. The petite woman taking care of the seating, Angelica her nametag indicated, was a brunette with long hair that extended close to where her full round behind began. Her dark eyes and tanned skin gave her an exotic look I couldn’t help but notice and admire.
After all the invitees were seated, approximately 50 men, Angelica walked next to the screen and introduced herself to our receptive group. She explained how she would be assisting Dominique, the erotic author AKA SexGoddess.
Continuing, Angelica said that Dominique wanted to remain anonymous; she would be in disguise and her voice would be distorted using a special machine located in the private room set up on the premises. Dominique will be lying on a bed there, reading her new sexy story to us. We would be able to watch her on the large screen above.
“ Feel free to stroke yourself or whatever would give you the greatest pleasure while watching,” Angelica added. “After the story is over, you will each get a chance to meet Dominique, up close and personal. Should you require my assistance during the reading or during your time with Dominique, I will be glad to do anything to increase your enjoyment.”
I could feel my cock stirring as she spoke those words. Just then, a woman lying down on a king size bed appeared on the TV screen ahead. “I’m Dominique. Welcome. I hope you enjoy my new story, Afternoon Delight.” Though obviously distorted from the equipment, her voice still sounded sexy. She began the titillating tale.
“ Mandy was… pussy….” Dominique was wearing a sheer black lace negligee. Her legs slowly started spreading. She was teasing us. With the depressed light, we could see one of her hands reaching under her garment and probing her cunt, in and out. It was difficult to concentrate on her words when her actions spoke louder.
Glancing around at the other men, I could see many using one of their hands to rub the bulging cocks that lay beneath their pants. Others had their zippers opened and pricks out for all to see. My cock was pressing against my briefs and yearned to get out.
I unzipped my pants and listened to Dominique and watched her. Stroking my exposed manhood, my pace increased as she reached for a nearby toy with the same hand that had been where I wanted to end up. She took the huge vibrating dildo and rammed it into her needy cunt. “Oh my god, it fit right in, ALL OF IT.”
The blood rushed to my prick, which was now fully erect; pre-cum was running all over. It was then that I saw what Angelica was assisting in. I could see her on her knees by another guy and she was sucking his cock. Hearing his moans, as his sperm injected into her mouth, aroused me further.
I held off as long as I could, because I too wanted Angelica by my side, serving my aching prick. By the time she came to me, it seemed like hours but was actually only a short while. That strikingly beautiful woman was positioned for sucking my throbbing dick and the wait was well worth it. When I finally exploded into the mouth that so many had already filled tonight, I was strangely excited knowing men had cum before me and many would cum after.
“ The end,” Dominique finally announced. With that, Angelica went back to the now-blank screen. I could see it was 6:15 pm on the digital clock that hung on the wall. “Now Dominique will be meeting with each of you. Look at the number you took when you first got here. If you look up ahead, you will see what number is allowed to go inside to see Dominique. While you wait your turn, you will be able to view Dominique and whomever she is with, on the screen. Enjoy.” Suddenly Angelica left the room.
For the first time I could see the number 1 lit up and one guy stood up and left the room. Angelica could be seen now on the large display, bringing the man in to see Dominique. All eyes were glued to the screen to see what was happening. Angelica told him to put a blindfold on Dominique’s eyes, which he did. Dominique was flat on the bed with her hands and legs loosely tied up by scarves, obviously by Angelica after she left the auditorium.
Announcing to man #1 and to us, Angelica dictated, “This evening is all about pleasure. No pain should be inflicted. Touch Dominique, lick her, suck her or whatever else you wish. For those interested, I can join in. If either of us says stop at any time, cease what you are doing. LET THE GAMES BEGIN.”
My eyes were fixated on the huge screen. The first guy to get to be with Dominique this evening straddled her body; he had her lick his ass and suck his cock as he bent over to eat her cunt. The animal sounds he emanated and the moans emitted from her, made my softened prick spring back to life.
He motioned for Angelica and she complied with his request. He got off Dominique and Angelica began licking Dominique’s big melons and sucking on her erect nipples. Angelica was over Dominique’s body with her great ass faced to the guy. He didn’t let the opportunity pass. His hard cock dove into Angelica’s tight ass after he put some lube on, remembering the no pain rule. “God that looks good,” I said, not realizing I said it aloud. Other guys nodded in agreement.
Angelica got off Dominique and asked him if he wanted another man to join in. Giving his approval, number 2 flashed on the board and lucky #2 hurriedly joined them. Angelica gave great head to him and he had her lay in the bed right next to Angelica. First he fucked Angelica while guy #1 worked on Dominique’s cockhungry pussy. Then they switched. Cum was oozing out of both women. What a sight to behold.
I watched as man after man left to go to Dominique and not surprisingly all had Angelica join in. Sometimes they let in 5 men at once, each satisfying themselves on these luscious sluts. I could hardly wait. I imagined what I would do to each of them and what pleasures they would give me in return. As my number grew nearer my excitement increased. My prick was aching for their touch.
Numbers 15–17 were in with them. “Oh god, I am next. Thank god.” At last the display I was staring at intently flashed 18. “It’s my turn.” I got off my chair and was led to my garden of eden. Angelica was sitting on a chair near the bed. Her legs were open wide, and she was playing with herself, while another man was jerking off watching. I couldn’t help myself. I went over to her and dropped on my knees. Just in time. She squirted all over my face. I could only imagine what other wonderful things would happen shortly. I stepped over to the bed.
I thought I would make my way up Dominique’s body. I started inching up her inner thigh with my wet tongue, enjoying her delicate skin. Suddenly I became aware of a small birthmark that looked like a heart. “Nancy?????” I asked incredulously. “Mark is that you??????” Nancy replied.



Echo


by Tempest C. Avery



Chapter 1:


749 B. C
Jensen stood with his toes hovering over the edge. He kept switching back and forth between leaning the majority of his weight on his heels then toes so that he almost toppled over.
Would it really be so bad? To fall? He imagined what it would feel like the moment his body smashed into the rocks below, how the jagged stone edges would tear into his flesh, possibly severing muscle and tendon upon impact. Unless it happened to sever his head from his body as well, or stab him straight through the heart, the fall wouldn’t kill him.
But it would hurt like hell.
Fire and brimstone, that’s what he needed right now. Something to char and sear his flesh. Something to make him feel…anything.
Today marked the two hundredth anniversary of his father’s death. It also marked the day his brother had turned on him, and Jensen had taken the crown. As pack leader of the Moonshine Lycans, he had a responsibility to protect his people above all else. That meant stopping his brother from destroying all that they knew.
Jericho was hot headed, rash, and cruel. His wants came before all others, and he believed his word was always right. Without his mate, he was even more of a threat then he’d been in the past. More, yet less as well.
As if his thoughts had conjured her out of existence, the scent of his brothers’ mate tinted the air. He turned his head, following the sweet smell of strawberries, and locked eyes with a set of golden ones.
She was beautiful, had been for as long as he could remember. There’d been times when he’d foolishly wished she’d been destined as his mate instead of his brothers, but knew deep down that they were meant for a friendship the likes of which none could rival. She was his confidant, his shoulder, and his savior in many ways. She’d pulled him from the edge-this one as well as the proverbial-on numerous occasions.
No doubt that was what she was here for now.
Standing at a lithe 5’7” with her shoulders squared back, she looked very much the part of a warrior. Not surprising, seeing as how she’d been his right hand for a little less than one hundred years now. Her hair, a glittering copper color that ran down to her elbows, flicked about in the wind.
“ Is it possible to be jealous of hair?” he asked her quietly, watching as soft tendrils slid against her bare arms.
“ What are you doing out here, Jensen?” she questioned, ignoring his statement without so much as a blink. Her clothing was made from deer hide, as were the boots that went up to her knees, and she didn’t seem to notice the mud that caked her pants.
“ Did you go running?”
“ Don’t deflect.”
He let out a chuckle. “You’re not the one in charge here, Kiley. Or have you forgotten that fact?”
“ Of course not,” she hissed back. “If I were in charge my first order of business would be to forbid you from ever coming here again. You risk your life too often, sir. You risk the pack too often.”
His hazel eyes hardened, and he took a distinct step towards her. “I put the pack above all else. It’s the only reason I’m still here.”
This didn’t seem to surprise her, and instead of pushing him further she held out a hand. “Come. You requested I tell you news of your brother, and I won’t do so here, out in the open.”
“ There is no one around to overhear.” He sent sarcastic glances side to side to emphasize his point. Still, she was right and they both knew it. He just felt like being an ass, and she-for some reason-had decided to take it today.
“ Jensen, let me do my job. Let me take you inside.” Her voice had dropped a few octaves, and she still held her hand stretched out before her.
She was the only one who knew how to play him, just what to say and what to do in order to get him to bend his will to theirs. He’d known her since she was born, had grown up with her. Where once she’d had it all, now she had next to nothing. Her job was the most important aspect in her life. She used it not only as an outlet, but as a way to atone.
She’d remained with his brother and the Truth pack for a century before realizing that he’d changed. Then she’d come to Jensen, begging for forgiveness and entrance into the Moonshines. He’d given it.
Leaving a mate took more strength then most had, in fact, he’d only ever heard of it happening once before in his entire lifetime. But she’d done it; she’d made the sacrifice for her people, and for him. Jensen couldn’t deny her anything when reminded of this fact.
“ You win,” he heaved, gripping her hand in his own and stepping completely away from the cliff. “Tell me of my brothers’ woes.”
“ And if there are none?” she asked, leading them through the thicket of trees and to the cave where they’d made their home for the past five years.
He couldn’t help the tiny growl that slipped past his lips.
“ I could only watch from a distance,” she began as they entered the cave. “And the spy didn’t have much for us today. I still think that-”
“ No,” he stopped her, already knowing where she was going with this.
“ I could be useful there, Jensen,” she argued. “That’s more than can be said for the spy who never has anything for us to go on. He hasn’t given us a single piece of information that can be used to our advantage. I fear you’ve chosen wrong in this.”
“ I trust Gregor.”
“ Yes, but should you?” She turned towards the table that was situated against one of the gray stone walls.
The cave was large enough to house fifteen of them in their human forms, and twice as many as that in their wolf ones. The ceiling was high, hovering over their heads by a good twenty feet, and there were a number of twists and turns leading to different caverns within. The Moonshines had situated themselves there, taken refuge there, not only from the Truth pack, but from the humans as well.
They’d grown smarter over the years, advancing their weapons and their tactics. War was waging between the Mirror Warriors and the mortals. It wasn’t surprising, after all it was just a matter of time before they turned on their supernatural counterparts. Fear was a strong motivator.
“ Are you questioning my choices?” he asked her, though there was no heat in his voice. He lowered down onto a large bolder, leaning back against another wall. He sighed when the cool surface touched his skin.
A few strands of his multi-colored hair fell into his face and he blew them out of the way so he could watch her begin to sharpen a knife blade. Though they were twins, Jensen and Jericho looked different in many ways. There were similarities as well, but for the most part those differences stood out.
For one, his hair was made up of multiple hues of gold’s and browns, where as his brother’s was a solid chestnut color. He was tall, at 6’4”, his brother the same, and they both had the eerie blue, green, and brown eyes that changed with their mood.
“ I fear for your safety, that’s all,” she huffed back. The sounds of stone scraping against stone reverberated throughout the cave as she sharpened the make shift knife in her hands. “It’s hard to know who to trust nowadays, who to believe. This has been going on for a long time and now the newer pups don’t even really know what this is about.”
“ It’s about my brothers’ greed,” Jensen said. “And about his disloyalty. That doesn’t mean that everyone has to be though. Gregor has been a friend for a long time. I’d trust him with my life.”
“ You are trusting him with your life,” she pointed out. “It would be better to-”
“ Do you want to go back to my brother, Kiley? Is that it?” He watched as her whole body froze, as waves of worry wafted around her. When she looked up and met his gaze, he kept his face devoid of any telling emotions. This was something that he needed to know. Did she want to leave him?
“ Of course not,” she whispered so quietly that if he hadn’t been a werewolf he wouldn’t have heard her.
“ Then why push this? Why do you want so badly for me to consent? If I did what you asked, I’d be sending you straight back to him. And if he ever found out what you were really doing there, that you were spying for me, he’d do worse than kill you.”
“ Yes, but until he found out-if ever-I could supply information that we need. He trusts me, Jensen.”
“ Correction, he trusted you. He no longer does. Not after you turned your back on him.”
Originally, Kiley had gone with Jericho, had stood by his side and arranged the Truth’s. She’d taught them, led them. Lived with them. But inside she’d known what was wrong and right, and she’d realized that her mate had gone over the edge.
Jensen still couldn’t believe that she’d had the courage to come to him directly, to stand before him and the entire pack of Moonshines asking for acceptance and forgiveness. She never told him what had finally pushed her, what Jericho had done that was horrible enough to get her to leave, and he didn’t pry. She kept her secrets for a reason, and he wanted to respect that.
She’d gone without saying goodbye to her mate. She’d gone and she’d never stepped back, never looked back as far as Jensen was concerned. She’d pledged loyalty and since that day she’d lived it.
“ I need you here,” he finally said. “I would be lost without you. Besides, what about Tobias? He would never allow you to do something like that.”
Her older brother was just as stubborn and hard headed as she was. No, he wouldn’t be too keen on the idea of sending her off to her possible demise, and Jensen couldn’t risk losing both of them.
“ Toby isn’t a factor in this equation. I’m over one thousand years old. I can make my own decisions.”
“ So long as they don’t go against your king, and I’m against it. I’m pack leader, Kindle.” The nick name had been a long standing one between them, a testament to her hot temper.
“ So back to what I learned.” She switched the topic over with ease. The tension that had appeared at his question draining out of her. “Turns out, Jericho’s been trying to find a way to side with the mortals. His hopes are to rise against us with their help.”
“ My brother hates the humans,” Jensen frowned.
“ My thoughts exactly. Which can only mean he’s planning on using them, then discarding them once he’s through. My guess is they won’t last a month before he’s piling their bodies on the pyre. But if he can convince them we’re the true evil, they’ll help him reach his goal. And with us out of the way you can sure as hell believe he’ll destroy any trace of their race on this continent.”
“ The other sects will stop that from happing,” he waved her words away. “The Vampires especially, given that mortals are their main food source.”
“ Still, I’d rather be alive to see Jericho beaten, even if it is by a blood sucker and not by you or me.”
“ Do we know how he’s going to attempt this?”
“ Sadly, no. Gregor says that Jericho’s keeping that tightly concealed from everyone else. He’s trusting no one ‘sides Warren with the information, and he won’t be spilling any time soon.”
Warren had once been all of their best friend, but when the old king had been found murdered, he’d sided with Jericho. None of this would have happened at all if their father had just named the eldest of the twins as the heir, but he’d seen in Jer what the others had not. He’d seen the darkness.
“ We could beat it out of him.”
They turned towards the new voice which came from the entrance. A tall man with wavy brown hair appeared with a slight curve to his lips. He paused just inside, shoving his hands into the pockets of his pants.
“ Tobias,” Jensen inclined his head in greeting. “A brilliant suggestion.”
“ Yeah, one I came up with years ago.” Kiley rolled her eyes.
“ You wound me, sister,” he laughed, walking over to her and planting a noisy kiss on the top of her head.
She waved her hand in the air as if shooing him away.
“ Should I be following War?” Tobias asked, turning back towards their leader.
“ Not just yet. He won’t talk, that’s a given. We’ll have to find another way. Get Gregor to earn Jericho’s trust faster. There’s got to be some way to get to the mortals first, influence them to our side before he can get his claws-literally-into them,” Jensen said.
“ I could go,” Kiley volunteered. “I know a few of the villagers who aren’t prejudice against our kind. They might be willing to help.”
Toby frowned. “How do you know humans?”
She shrugged. “Ran into them down by the river. Their son fell in so I fished him out.”
“ You don’t have to save everyone, you know.”
“ You would have done the same.”
“ And you’re sure that they’ll believe you?” Jensen broke into the conversation before it could take a turn. “They’ll be able to sway the others in their village?”
“ Should.” She flashed a wicked smile. “They’re in charge of it, after all.”
“ Ah, my sister,” Tobias chuckled. “Always knows how to make the right friends.”
“ Except for that one time,” she said, the sadness lacing her voice despite the fact she was clearly trying to joke about it. It was clear she was referring to Jericho.
“ Well, yeah, except for that,” Toby responded back softly. He wrapped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her in for a hug. When he let go, any signs that she’d been upset were gone.
“ I’ll go with you.” Jensen decided then. “It’ll give us a better chance if they speak to the leader of the pack.”
“ Why don’t you think Jericho’s done that already?” Kiley asked.
“ Probably because he doesn’t know how to make friends,” Toby said.
“ You should stay here,” she turned to Jensen. “I don’t know how comfortable they’d be with a massive male werewolf around their miniature children. Let me talk to them first, put the idea in their head before you go over and scare the life out of them.”
He sighed. She was probably right. “Try and be back before dark,” he said instead of arguing.
“ Sure thing.” She plopped the knife back onto the table and stood. There was a small burst of light, not enough to blind them, and in the next instant there was a large white wolf in her place. She shook her head and winked in his direction before taking off out the opening to the cave.
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Jensen ran as fast as he could. The muscles in his legs tightening to the point where he thought they might explode beneath him. Still, he pushed harder, ran faster. What else was he going to do?
It was hard to take his mind off of the past, off of the present. It took everything he had to forget-even for a moment-that he was empty. The knowledge just kept springing back, taunting him. He’d lost everything the day his father had been murdered. They’d found his body decimated in wolf form, ears ripped from his head, feet cut off… Jensen had puked when he’d seen it for himself.
No one knew for sure who’d done it, but there were rumors that it had been Jericho. Not a week before Jensen had been named heir to the pack, and his twin, older by a minute, hadn’t taken the news well. He’d been destroyed, in fact.
He’d turned on his family, and now there wasn’t any family left.
The one thing that still remained was his friendship with Kiley and her brother Tobias. The Sinclair siblings held him together, the only reason he hadn’t gone and killed himself by now. It was a horrible truth, but there it was. He no longer had a father, or a brother. What more was there?
Jericho and he had been best friends. He’d never dreamed of the day when that would change, but his brother was impulsive and had a tendency towards cruelty. Their father had decided, because of that, he wouldn’t make the right leader.
Sometimes, Jensen got angry that it was him, too. He’d never wanted to be pack leader, had always thought that it would be Jericho. He’d grown comfortable in that position, knowing that he was going to be right hand to his brother. But now… He had responsibilities that weighed on him, brought him so far down that he didn’t think he’d ever see the light of day again.
The Vikings were attacking, destroying their numbers with an ease that no one had seen coming. Humans had always been weaker, less smart. Something had changed in them, they’d developed, and now they viewed their Mirror Warrior counterparts as enemies.
They’d gone after the Vampires as well, and there was word that soon they’d be hunting the Shape shifters. It would be wiser for them to band together, but trust wasn’t common among the Mirrors, and the only time they agreed on anything was at the Fundur, under the watchful eye of the Unknown Halsey.
In wolf form, he dashed through the woods. Low hanging branches scraping against his golden fur coat unnoticed. The tiny stabs of pain were welcome, a reminder that he could still feel something.
He’d killed a rabbit a few miles back, and the adrenaline from the chase was just now starting to unwind within him. The second Kiley and Tobias had dispersed he’d left the cave, needing to run and pretend that it was from his responsibilities for a while.
His pack traveled as they wished, moving about from town to town. Still, for the most part they stuck together, within the same areas and in distance if there should be an emergency. There were still tons of land for them to roam, and many people who’d take them as they were without lifting a weapon over their head at first sight.
Those in the village were such people, and he hoped that Kiley would succeed with them. He didn’t hate Vikings in general, just those that killed his people, and those numbers had been increasing as of late. Strange, considering that their gods were full of magic and shape shifting beings. Killing Vampires was one thing-even Jensen was guilty of that occasional pleasure-but to murder Werewolves…
He was moving at a pace now too fast for the human eye to catch, but he felt someone watching him now. Slowing, he acted like he was just taking a break, moving his head lower to lick at the black pads on his right paw.
As he did so, he tried to reach out with his mind, sniffed at the air and tried to sense where the perpetrator was. Could it be someone sent by his brother? It would be stupid, no wolf could take Jensen in a fight, sides Jericho himself perhaps. There was only one that was for sure, but he still couldn’t figure out where exactly they were.
There was the tiniest sound of crunching leaves ten or so feet behind him, and his ears twitched easily picking it up. He let out a low rumble and spun, getting into a crouch so that he could pounce.
A medium sized gray wolf stood out in the open between two large trees, not even bothering to stay hidden. Her eyes, a deep cobalt blue, were locked onto him, a mixture of curiosity and wariness in their depths. She cocked her head at him, then took a single step forward, when he growled again she paused.
“ Who are you?” He sent the message telepathically to her, the only way to communicate in this form. Within seconds her own voice was vibrating through his head as she if were speaking directly into his ear.
“ They call me Olivia. I was sent here from the east. I’m of the Moonshine clan and search out the leader, Jensen Kalen. I was told he’d made camp around here?”
“ Who sent you?”
“ Two elders. My parents were killed by Vikings three weeks ago. They said the safest place for me was among the majority of the pack. So I came here.” She seemed to sigh in his head, and stretched her legs out before her. “I’ve been traveling for a long time, so if you could just point me in the right direction…”
“ How do I know you weren’t sent from the king’s brother, Jericho? He’s attempted to send spies before.” Just because she was female didn’t mean that he trusted her. A female Were could be just as vicious and skilled, take Kiley for example. He had firsthand accounts on just how capable female wolves were.
She frowned. “I don’t even know what he looks like. My family wasn’t around when…the old king died. My parents were overseas and I hadn’t been born yet. This is the first time a member of my family has stepped foot near the royals.”
“ Can you prove that?”
“ How do I even know that he’s here? You could just be stalling for other purposes. Maybe you work for the fallen prince,” she hissed back, clearly getting annoyed with the third degree.
He quirked a brow. “Alright. I’ll take you to him. But be warned, if this is a trap, I’ll figure it out soon enough. Jericho doesn’t know everything, and there are people among Jensen that can identify the Truth soldiers.”
“ Understood.”

Jensen stopped at the lake, shifting form with ease. He began to undo the ties on his shirt, and had it over his head and off in a matter of seconds, long before she had enough time to comprehend what he was doing.
Werewolf magic was strong. They could easily maintain their clothing in their animal forms. The second their human bodies disappeared, so did what they were wearing, but the second it reappeared so did everything else.
The lake would be chilled at this time, and after his long run the thought of cooling off in its calm water seemed like heaven. A soft breeze blew by, sending the dry leaves on the surrounding trees tinkling against one another in a symphony of nature. There was nothing he loved more than fresh air.
“ You’re swimming? Now?” she asked as she too switched to her human form.
He turned to give her some snide remark but frozen the second she came into view.
Her blue eyes were hooded in dark silky lashes, and raven hair pooled over her shoulders. She was shorter than him, probably around 5’6” or 5’7”, but she held her spine straight and her chin tilted up in a stance of defiance and power. This wasn’t a wolf used to being pushed around.
She was wearing a dress made of deep green velvet and black silk, odd for one of their kind. Kiley wouldn’t be caught dead in such an outfit. Witches were the only ones who had materials of such wealth, far ahead of the times and smarts of the humans.
“ You’re staring,” the she wolf stated, though she didn’t sound offended by it in the least.
Forcing the lump in his throat down, he licked his suddenly too dry lips and shifted on his two feet. His hands were still on the straps at his pants, and when she glanced pointedly down at them he snapped out of it. He was over a thousand years old, yet he could still be made speechless by a girl.
“ Coming in?” he asked, finally undoing the strings. When she shook her head, he shrugged then dropped his trousers without a second thought. He turned and headed away before she could catch his smirk.
He felt her eyes on him the whole way, and once he reached the edge he sent one last teasing glance over his shoulder before diving. The water rushed up to meet him, soaking his hair and slicking against his skin in a loving cool embrace. He sighed, still under, then shot up to the surface with a laugh.
She’d moved closer and was standing in the same place he’d jumped from. There was a curiosity in her eyes that he couldn’t figure out.
“ Never seen a naked man before?” It was mostly a joke, but when she bristled he realized his mistake. It wasn’t wise to tease a woman one didn’t know. “You must be hot in that dress. Come in?”
“ Olivia,” she responded back, crossing her arms over her chest haughtily. “And I think not.”
“ Really? So you’d rather stand there and watch then?” He quirked a brow. “I see. You’re one of those. Alright.”
She glanced around uncomfortably, thrumming her fingers against her arm as if impatient for something. She’d also stopped looking at him, looking in every direction but his.
At first, he began to think this really was a trap and that his brother or the Truths would leap out of the woods any moment and attack while he was naked in the lake. But then the direction of the wind shifted, bringing with it a tangy scent that tickled his nostrils and sent pangs of electricity shooting down his back.
How had he not noticed she’d been purposefully standing downwind from him this entire time? They’d been traveling now for a few hours, and every time she’d shifted around him he hadn’t caught on that she’d been playing keep away with the breeze.
Werewolves weren’t the same as their only animal counterparts, but there were similarities that they could escape. Going into heat was one of them. They could easily have sex and enjoy it like a human woman would, but at the same time once a month they were overcome with the need to copulate.
The smell usually sent any male Were’s around in a wild sex craze.
Jensen felt the heat fill him up, and was glad for the shield of the water over his mid section. The last thing he wanted to do right now was scare her away. Still, he couldn’t help the blood that rushed through him, turning his cock hard as stone in a matter of seconds.
He was the king and could have anyone he wanted, whenever he wanted them, but he would never force someone to his bed against their will.
Her skin, which moments ago had been pale as alabaster, started to tinge pink, a sign that she’d sensed the change in him. He was already slowly making his way out of the water by the time she turned to face him, wide eyed.
“ Why didn’t you tell me?” he asked, shocked when he didn’t recognize his own voice. He sounded too husky, too breathless. He clenched his jaw against the sensations of pure need that rippled through him. This wasn’t good. His animal nature wanted him to rush towards her and take her. The knowledge that even if she argued, she’d still want it, didn’t help any.
A wolf in heat was in constant need for sex. It practically tortured them to be without. He’d known wolves that’d shack it up with others they were known to hate just to scratch the itch that felt more like a pitch fork being driven into the skin than an annoying tingle.
“ I was hoping to avoid…this.” She waved a hand between them, looking more like a deer caught in the headlights then the wolf she was.
A growl escaped the back of his throat and he fisted his hands at his sides. “You find me unattractive? Do I not suit your standards?”
He’d never been turned down before. Even before he’d been king women had thrown themselves at him, begging for a chance to be with him. And it wasn’t because he was the prince. Or at least not only because. His reputation preceded him, but she didn’t know who he was, and he found he liked that. It would be like a challenge, getting her to welcome him in.
Something long dead stirred within him, shedding a little light to his otherwise dire life. This could be fun, and he didn’t know the last time he’d partaken in anything remotely close to that.
“ I don’t even know you,” she said back, still refusing to move away as he continued his approach.
He respected that, the refusal to show weakness. It was an important trait among their kind, and an admirable one. He was just going to have to play extra dirty in order to get her to crack. It shouldn’t be too hard considering she was already at war with herself. Each step he took that became more apparent by the look on her face.
Her entire body was practically shivering, and she was visibly clenching her jaw. She was watching him, her eyes roaming over his wet skin and his bared chest. He could sense the doubt and annoyance swirling off of her, followed closely by anticipation.
“ You can’t be comfortable,” he said in a voice dripping with honey. “I can help; you don’t have to know me for that. We aren’t humans, Olivia.” Finally he felt the water begin to recede around him as he got closer to the shore. He didn’t so much as blink as it dropped away from his groin, exposing him to her sight.
She sucked in a breath and he knew in that moment that he had her.

He was huge. A happy trail made of short dark brown hairs led to his cock, jutting out a full ten inches. The head bobbed as he moved and she gulped, trying to force back the part of her that wanted to rush forward and take him in her hands. His balls were so big she didn’t think she could fit one in her palm of her hand.
The plan had been to arrive at the Moonshine camp before the heat kicked in, but then she’d been delayed a day and everything had changed. She didn’t want to meet the king like this, didn’t want him to think ill of her because she was throwing herself at all of his male pack mates. That was the worst way to introduce herself.
The heat wouldn’t let her do anything but, however. She wanted it, and she wanted it bad. Her muscles were already clenching painfully, and she was so wet she knew the second he got within ten feet of her he’d smell it. It was hard to hide arousal from a Werewolf.
He was so taut, his wet skin glistening in the dying sunlight. She watched his muscles ripple as he moved, watched the head of his cock bob up and down. His chest was hairless, giving a clear view of his impressive eight pack and broad chest. His torso was long and tapered at the waist. His hip bones were visible, helping to create a sexy V shape leading to his jutting member.
Her nipples pressed against the fabric of her dress, breasts swelling to the point where it was almost painful in the bodice. Suddenly she couldn’t breathe through it. It was almost like a red haze came over her.
He must have seen it on her face, because he picked up the pace and was standing before her seconds later, the heat from his body twisting around her, seducing her closer to him. He was right, they weren’t humans. They didn’t have to follow the same code of etiquette. Besides, this would take care of her other problem.
If she tired herself out using him, she wouldn’t have to worry about jumping the bones of the king or his pack when she got there. She could sate herself with his body, and be fine in the morning.
She wasn’t blind, and it wouldn’t be a hardship. If she didn’t know any better, she would accuse him of being a god. As it were, most Mirror Warriors were sexy-not usually this sexy, but still.
He lowered his head towards hers, pausing with his lips hovering centimeters away. His breathing was labored, his legs spread about in a warriors stance. It was obvious he was trying to resist, giving her time to push him away or make a run for it if she wanted.
They both knew that was no longer an option. Once this close, even the strongest of Were’s wouldn’t be able to resist. Unless, of course, they were mated. She wasn’t, and neither, clearly, was he. Not only would she smell it on him, but he wouldn’t be able to get it up for her.
Being someone’s mate meant being that person’s everything, and that person being everything to you.
“ I’m going to kiss you,” he rasped out, a statement not a question, right before gripping the back of her head in one of his large hands. He brought her up to him, his lips crushing against hers in a bruising rub. He sucked her lower lip, nibbling lightly with his sharp teeth before running his tongue along the roof of her mouth.
She gasped, reaching up to press against his back, holding him closer. She lifted onto her toes so she could rub her breasts against him.
He tore at the material then, shredding it faster then she could blink. Lace and velvet went everywhere, the tearing sounds echoing around them followed quickly by their bodies tumbling to the ground.
The thick prickly blades of grass beneath her tickled her skin, causing her to arch up towards him. When she brushed up against his cock she saw red.
“ Oh, gods.”
He was pulling the rest of the material away, her dress completely ruined beyond repair. Tossing it away he pulled back, holding himself up on one elbow and dropping his gaze to roam over her naked form. He let out another growl, running a hand up her smooth thigh.
When his fingers tugged at the raven colored curls between her legs she moaned and pressed upward again. She needed something inside of her, now. It was driving her insane being so empty.
“ Hurry,” she hissed, then threw her head back when his shoved a finger inside of her.

Jensen rammed another digit inside of her, stroking against her tight warm walls. She was so wet already that it was all he could do not to just shove himself inside her then and there.
Patience, he chided himself. It was important that he made sure she got what she needed. The fact that they’d just met made that of even bigger import. She didn’t know who he was, and though she hadn’t asked, that didn’t change the fact that he was the king she was heading off to see. He didn’t want her to think after this that he was a jackass who used and spit women out.
That confused him a little, because there was no reason he should care what she thought, but it didn’t last long because she arched up underneath him once more and his eyes locked onto her breasts.
The two orbs were round and white as snow with rosy colored areola and pert little buds. He pinched one of those nipples between two fingers and smirked when she hissed in pleasure. She mewed in protest when he pulled his digits out of her, but he ignored it.
He brought them to his mouth and licked her juices off, tightening his hold on her breast as his arousal grew even more at the tangy taste that coated his tongue. He brought his face down, splitting her folds open that same tongue.
She writhed underneath him as he sucked on her clit, flicking the tiny bud at the same time as he slid his fingers back into her. He felt her hands in his hair, tugging at the golden strands as she rocked against him, urging him on. She spread her legs wider and let out a loud cry as the first orgasm hit her.
He felt her tiny muscles clench, waiting until the last bit of climate was wrung out of her before lifting back up to his elbows.
“ I can’t wait any longer,” he told her, barely able to get the words past his lips. He felt like his head was about to explode.
“ Please.” She grated her hips against him, eyes rolling into the back of her head as she did so.
Jensen reached down, positioning himself directly at her entrance. With one quick shove he slid all way in, instantly seated up to his balls. He waited a moment, giving them both enough time to get used to it.
Before he could start up again, however, she was wrapping her legs around his waist and digging her heels into the two hard globes of his ass. She spurred him into motion, and raked her nails down his back when he started to rock within her.
He drove in and out of her sheath, slamming into her so hard that her breasts shook. His cock impaled her over and over again, plunging into her heat at a rapid rate that no mere mortal could withstand. Growling, he gripped her arm and turned her onto her stomach in one fluid motion.
Olivia rose her ass up to meet him, sticking it into the air in invitation. He could see her glistening sex peeking out from underneath, the two folds bright pink and covered in juice. She emitted a sound from the back of her throat, indicating he was taking too long.
He didn’t need to be told twice.
Ramming into her again he squeezed his eyes shut and gripped her hips painfully. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the air, mimicking his rhythm. He felt her walls begin to tighten, sucking him in and attempting to keep him there. Every time he retreated only to return to start the process all over again.
Just when he thought he was about to lose it her inner muscles clenched around him tighter than before, and she threw her head back and screamed.
The warm rush that came from her was enough to topple him over the edge and with a few more quick jerks of his hips he buried himself all the way inside her groaned as he hit orgasm. He felt his cum filling her up, then the cool drips of it that seeped out to drip down her thighs and coat his balls. Through it all he continued to rock, her tiny moans mingling with his.
His chest heaved and he lost all strength. He dropped down on top of her, careful to avoid crushing her with his full weight. Twisting to his side, he brought her with him, cupping a breast as he did so. Jensen tugged her into him so that they were spooning, cradling her head in the crook of his arm and curving his body around her protectively.
He tried to blink past the exhaustion, but it over took him dragging him down into sleep the same moment he realized her own breaths had slowed.
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He woke to the sound of her hissing next to him. His chest clenched and he twisted around to see what was wrong. He didn’t question the worry that rose within him, and pushed away the thought that he shouldn’t care so much about a woman he’d just met.
Olivia was sitting in the grass, a hand pressed tightly against her ribcage, directly underneath her left breast. Her eyes were wide, and there was a slight glisten of moister pooling around the rims. She blinked, and a few tears ran rivers down her silky cheeks.
“ What’s wrong?” he asked, moving closer to her side. He frowned, unable to see any signs of harm on her body.
She snapped her gaze to his, a spark of anger igniting. But before she could get a word out an invisible force shoved him and he fell onto his back.
He watched as thin ribbons of neon green and blue appeared out of nowhere and twisted about him. Some spiraled up his legs while others jagged in the pattern of lightening. They stung as they went, like he was being shocked by electricity everywhere at once.
The magic moved quickly, coagulating over the spot directly underneath his left pec muscle. He felt the burn, like his flesh was being branded, and a part of him vaguely recalled his earlier thought about wanted to be seared.
What felt like hours was probably really only a minute, and as fast as it had come the sparks of magic dissipated. He sucked in a breath when he realized what they had left behind.
He shot his eyes back to Olivia, feeling his entire body freeze up as she slowly dropped her hand from her rib.
The black mark was shaped like an oval and made up of spirals done in dark black ink. A thumb print. His thumb print. The skin around it was slightly red, but it was fading, so that soon there was no sign that the tattoo was new.
Almost too afraid to check, Jensen forced himself to glance down at his own body. A smaller oval shape was positioned in an identical place. The mark was only half the size of his actual thumb when he placed it against it and a shiver raked down his spine.
He’d been alive for a long time now, and at one point he’d wanted this mark more than anything else. When Jericho’s had appeared, Jensen had felt the jealousy. Hadn’t he wished on multiple occasions that Kiley had ended up his mate instead of his brothers?
But those thoughts had dwindled after his father’s death. There’d just been too much going on, too much at stake for him to worry about his loneliness. He could barely take care of his pack, the only reason he’d come this far because of the Sinclair’s. It hadn’t been fair for him to think of taking on someone else. He’d bedded she wolves, sure, but he’d never thought that they would end up getting branded.
“ I don’t even know your name,” Olivia whispered, snapping him out of his head and reminding him she was there.
Most of the panic had gone from her eyes. If possible, she looked almost…okay with this turn of events despite her statement. She was watching him with a calm indifference that he couldn’t figure out.
He was terrified.
Then it hit him. He’d just mated with her, and she didn’t even know who he was. She was tied to him for life now. One didn’t get to choose their mate. They could walk away if they were cruel enough, and strong enough, to do so, but it was very difficult. They felt a pull to one another, the need to near each other very similar to the bodies need to take in air.
He hadn’t planned on this happening when he’d withheld his name. He’d hoped to get a feel for her-not that kind-without her acting differently around him because he was the pack leader. He’d wanted to get to know the real her so that he could better understand if what she said was truth or not.
Though the possibility that she might be a spy didn’t seem to stop him from having sex with her. Damn heat.
He swallowed to wet his dry throat and then opened his mouth to explain. It seemed, however, the world was hell bent on constantly interrupting them because before he could say a thing the sound of pounding footsteps pricked his ears.
Turning his head towards the sound, he felt more guilt swamp him as a large white wolf approached.
She was already sniffing the ground, her pink and black nose low to the dirt as her eyes honed in on the other female. Kiley was not only over protective, but paranoid as well. She trusted no one, and for good reason. She hissed out a growl when she reached them, shifting so that she was closer to her leader.
Jensen used all his strength standing, shifting his gaze between the two females before him. Shit. This wasn’t going to end well.

Olivia stiffened as the newcomer moved closer to her mate. I have a mate, she thought, the sound of the word odd to her. She’d only been alive for a hundred years or so, and it was strange to think she’d already found the other half of her soul. Many went centuries without ever getting a glimpse of the person they were supposed to be with.
The only problem was she knew nothing about this Were, and even worse, the way the new female positioned herself spoke volumes of their relationship. Jealousy clawed at her, as if a living being trying to tear out of her chest. She was emitting low warning growls before she knew what she was doing, and in a flash she wore her silver wolf skin.
The new Were seemed slightly shocked by her reaction but then bent lower to the ground, making ready to pounce. She frowned when he placed a hand on her white pelt stopping her.
“ She’s threatening me,” the wolf’s voice echoed around them, a smooth lyrical female tone that had no doubt seduced many a men.
Olivia hated it right away.
“ No, she’s just reacting…” he seemed lost for words, puckering out his lips in frustration. “She can’t help it.”
“ Can’t help it? Who is she, and why have you allowed her so close?” the other female hissed. “If you wanted to get yourself beaten, I would have gladly-”
Olivia snapped her jaws, coming very close to nipping the other female’s muzzle with the action. It didn’t matter that she could sense she’d lose in a fight. No one was going to threaten her mate like that, not even someone he clearly knew.
“ Stop!” he waved her off as well, taking a clear stance between the two of them with his arms held out to catch them should they disobey. “Kiley,” he turned to the white wolf, “watch what you say, she’s vulnerable right now. She can’t help what she’s doing. And Oli, back off. She’s a friend.”
The nick name rolled off his tongue with such ease that she barely even registered he’d used one. When it did hit her, her brows winged up and she straightened on her paws.
The other girl shifted, pulling magic around her like a cloak. In the white wolf’s place now stood a tall lithe woman with long auburn hair, her feet squared in a warrior’s stance.
Olivia did the same, attempting to show that she wasn’t afraid of her. Weakness wasn’t acceptable to their kind.
“ Pretty soon she isn’t going to be the only one who doesn’t have control of their actions, Jensen,” the girl, Kiley, stated, eyes narrowed to tiny slits.
“ Kindle, trust me-”
“ Wait.” It hit Olivia like a sledge hammer, and she cut him off before he could finish his sentence. “What did she just call you?” Oh, gods no. There was no way she could have screwed up so…royally.
Kiley quirked a brow then paused, an odd look coming over her face. Tilting her head up, she sniffed, eyes going wide a moment later.
“ Oh crap.”
“ Kiley-” Jensen reached a hand towards her, but she took a step back.
“ No, no. I don’t need an explanation. Why don’t you two…I’ll just…”she glanced towards the lake and pointed. “I’ll be over there. Give you guys some time to…figure this out.”
Olivia waited until she was far enough out of ear shot then glared at her mate. “You’re Jensen Kalen? You’re the leader of the Moonshine pack?! You’re my mate?!”
“ Could you at least pretend to not be so upset by that,” he mumbled. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I’m sure you can understand someone in my position has to be cautious who he drops his name to. You could have been a spy sent by my brother.”
She chucked her chin out in the direction of the other female Were. “And her? Looks like you trust her. A lot.”
“ Kiley’s just a really good friend. I’ve known her for centuries now. For all I know, you’ve got someone back in your village.”
“ Don’t you think I would have brought him along if that were the case?” she said. “Besides, it wouldn’t matter now anyway. Once the mark appears it can’t be removed. Destiny says we’re meant.”
Jensen sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “We don’t have to figure anything out right now,” he began. “I understand that this isn’t something you expected, I myself am thrown. Being with a regent is dangerous, especially one whose own brother wants him dead. Why don’t we go to my camp? Get some food and rest. Nothing has to be decided here.”
She frowned. He wasn’t really making much sense. There was nothing either of them could do other then die. It was impossible for one to leave their mate. The pull was just too strong. She thought the need of heat was terrible, this would be worse, was already so much worse.


It was night time now, and moonlight was spilling between the branches, illuminating his head and bathing his tanned skin in a creamy white glow. The way he looked now, it was amazing that she hadn’t realized who he was sooner.
“ We can’t separate,” she told him, just the thought of it forcing her chest to tighten in panic.
He seemed taken aback but then shook his head. “I wasn’t suggesting we do.”
“ Mates can’t separate.”
“ Not true. It’s possible, but it’s hard. Kiley’s separate from her mate.” He waved a hand in the white wolf’s direction. “It’s a struggle, very unpleasant. Let’s just say I don’t want to have to go through that. But I won’t make you stay either. You don’t know me.”
Olivia was watching the other woman now, a new respect rising. She’d never heard of anyone leaving their mate. Now that she knew, she picked up on the sadness that seemed to cloud around Kiley. There was a taint to her, like there was a huge weight on her shoulders and she was wagging her own personal war within herself.
“ How far away is your camp?” she asked quietly.
“ About a half hour if we run.”
“ Alright.” She shifted again, stretching in her wolf form. She let out a little yelp to get the other female’s attention, then waited for her to make her way over. Once there, Olivia nodded. “Hello.”
Kiley cocked her head suspiciously, but then grunted. “Hi.”
“ We’re going to head back now,” Jensen told his second in command.
“ I came to tell you something,” she said. “I’ve spoken to the village family, as well as their elders.”
“ And?”
Olivia didn’t know why, but his whole body had gone ridged at that comment. He looked very intense in that moment, like he wanted to jump out of his own skin.
Kiley flashed a slow wolfish grin. “They accept out terms. They’ll side with us.”
He laughed. “I don’t recall discussing any terms with you, but you did well. The mortals will be valuable allies.”
“ Wait,” Olivia frowned, “mortals? We’re siding with humans?”
“ I’ll explain later,” he said, his eyes pleading with her to understand. In a flash he was the large golden wolf she’d first met, and he jolted his head indicating the direction they had to go.
The three of them said nothing as they made their way through the forest, each no doubt lost in their own heads. Olivia knew that things were going to be different, and not just because she was in a different place. Her life had changed dramatically, and the future was a major unknown now.
She was attracted to Jensen, but could she love him?



Epilogue: Present Day


Jensen stood by the window watching the wolves that guarded the grounds as they made their way up and down the well trimmed lawn. How far they’d come since those days living in caves.
A warm fire crackled in the hearth across the throne room, the smell of burnt wood filling the air. The walls were made of a rich cherry wood, the ceilings high, reminding him of those old days in the echoing cave. The double doors at the other side creaked as they were slowly opened, followed closely by a set of light footsteps.
He smelled her long before her reflection danced back at him off the window, and there was already a smile on his face when he turned.
She was still just as beautiful as that day he’d met her in the woods those thousands of years ago. Her dark black hair tucked behind her ears, and her eyes already sparkling alive at the sight of him.
Her clothing was different, this being the twenty-first century. Navy skinny jeans tucked into leather boots and a bright blue tang top hugged her like a second skin as she moved forward, wrapping her arms around his waist. When she rested her head against his chest she let out a sigh that warmed him to the bones.
“ What are you doing?” she asked quietly.
“ I was thinking,” he said back, dropping his chin to the top of her head.
“ About what?”
“ Us.” He cupped her cheek when she pulled back to look at him. “Remember that day we met?”
A mischievous look came over her face. “Hard for a girl to forget.”
“ Oh, really?”
She slapped him playfully on the shoulder and then sobered a little. “What got you thinking about that?”
“ Tobias.”
She quirked a brow, clearly not understanding.
The elder Sinclair had been missing for a long time now, run off after breaking the law by turning a human. That very Were was luckily still alive, having survived the werewolf poison that had coursed through her veins. He’d left shortly after that, and hadn’t been heard from since. Until now.
“ Here’s here, Oli. In the city.”
She gasped, crossing her arms over her chest and moving away to think. She turned back a few seconds later. “Have you told Kiley yet?”
“ No.”
She nodded, then took his hand. “Remember how hard it was explaining to Tobias you’d left camp single and came back mated?”
He chuckled, appreciating her attempt to change the subject. “He couldn’t believe it. We couldn’t either. Took us a whole week to figure out that the fates hadn’t made a mistake.” He ran a hand through her hair, relishing the silky feel. “I should have realized I fell in love with you that moment by the lake.”
“ Which one?” she snuggled in closer. “Call Kiley. The sooner you get this over with, the sooner you can come to bed.” She lifted herself to her tiptoes and planted a kiss on his forehead.
He watched her hips sashay as she exited the room, throwing a flirtatious glance over her shoulder.
Jensen wasn’t looking forward to making this call. Even all these years later Kiley still had a temper. Still, Olivia knew him well enough to present him with the perfect motivation and before the doors shut behind her he whipped out his phone and was pressing speed dial.
Anything to be with his mate.



OPT


by Xavier Harrington

One of the perks of traveling for work is being in a different set of surroundings, which gives you options of what to do on your nights off. I had one night off and having blown the day away by sleeping, I figured that I needed to get out. I did a Google search and found two places that looked worthwhile; OPT and Club Asylum. One was a 15 minutes drive, the other was about 30 minutes. I figured it would be easier to hit up somewhere close.
OPT was one place out of three in this structure. Once I realized that its home was in the basement, I stepped inside — the place looked like it would hold maybe100. It was small enough that when I walked in, I could see the entire place from the entryway: There were about 10 people in the whole place, including the bartender. I felt momentarily shy, but people seemed relatively non-threatening, so it eased me up slightly. Two wall-mounted plasma TVs on either side gave it a pool hall feel, even though the place looked like it hadn’t been updated in 10 years. The pool tables were quarter-operated and given the appearance of the place, I wasn’t surprised. I was caught off guard when a female’s voice broke my train of thought. “Hey there! If you’re looking for pool, you can ask Jim and Sandy, I’m sure they’d play.” I looked in the direction of the female’s voice and replied, “Nah, I’ll just have a drink.” I approached the bar, sat down, and made myself comfortable. I noticed that the bar tap had a Coca-Cola logo, so I just ordered a Sprite.
As she poured the Sprite, I looked her over. Initially, I was impressed by her looks, but that’s all for show. It was my guess that she was the wife or girlfriend of whoever owned the place. “Just the one Sprite hun, or do you want to start a tab?” I took out my credit card and gave it to her. She was gorgeous! She looked to be in her mid 30s, having an accent like the locals, about 5’5, slender, gorgeous blonde hair that was put up and dressed in a top that revealed dynamite cleavage.
I didn’t notice any hours posted anywhere, but when people were scurrying out, I thought maybe they closed at twelve-thirty. As the bartender gave me my fourth Sprite, she asked, “Are you drinking, or just doing soda?” Not thinking about it, I tapped on my glass to show that it would be all I drank. She handed me back my credit card. “There’s no point in running your card for under $10.” I thanked her, but she turned it around. “It’ll cost me more in processing fees, than it will for the overall tab.” As I put my card back into my wallet, I noticed that she was beginning to clean up the bar. ”Are you closing soon?”
“ One-thirty, but I’ll likely be here until two-thirty, cleaning up.” Either her typical customers didn’t pay cash, or it was obvious I wasn’t a local. “So, hun, what brings you around here? I’ve never seen you here.”
“ Work. I have the night off, so I figured I would see what the area had to offer.”
She scoffed and replied almost mockingly, “Yet, you chose to come here.”
“ It was either this place or Club Asylum. I wasn’t in the mood for a club environment.”
She took a fit of laughing. ”Asylum sucks anyway. Six months ago, they were shut down for serving to underage girls.” She continued to chuckle while shaking her head, “the owners will do anything for a blow job.”
She got lost in the moment. ”I should apologize, that stirred up some old memories…” She reached her hand out, “I’m Lucy. Welcome to Fall River.”
I introduced myself and as I shook her hand, I kept glancing down her top as her tan, satin bra highlighted her cleavage beautifully.
Judging by her appearance and the way she spoke, I would guess that nothing offended her. There must have been a spark because whenever she and I would exchange glances, she would form an almost seductive grin on her face.
When I told her what part of MA I was from, she nodded her head in agreement. “I was born and raised in Fall River, but went to school in Worcester and I felt like I was in the minority.”
“ It can be like that, especially if you’re white and don’t try to act like a gangsta.”
“ My ex-boyfriend was that type,” she rolled her eyes in disgust, “after I graduated, I learned that he cheated on me, so I packed my shit and moved back here. My friend owns this place, heard about my situation, and gave me a job here until I figure out what the fuck to do now.” Her tone of voice told me that she’s been through some shitty circumstances in addition to the cheating boyfriend.
“ What’s your degree in?”
“ I got the ‘batch’ in Business. Next year, I’ll be going back for my MBA. I’m hoping to buy this place from my friend, once I finish up.” Talk about deceiving looks — she was hot AND determined.
I told her about my education and what brought me to Fall River. She told me that the owner was looking to have some flyers made up and possibly a commercial shot for the place, to which I offered my services — even offering to do it for free to add to my portfolio. “Do you have a card?”
“ I don’t yet, but like you, I’m also working towards a higher goal.”
She smiled back in approval.
Now that the bar was cleaned, she proceeded to start turning off TVs and cleaning up after the people that’d been playing all night.
I could feel my pulse accelerate as my gut was telling me to ask her out. I even felt my throat drying up and I think she could tell that I was feeling nervous. I looked at the wall clock above the bar. It was one-fifteen; the time was now: “This may be a stretch, but are you currently seeing anyone?”
She gave me a look of intrigue and began to giggle. “Nah, it’s easier to be single. I can do whatever, with whomever, and I don’t have to answer to nobody. How about you? You’re a cutie, smart, and you’re really nice. How come some lucky girl hasn’t scooped you up?”
Cutting into the conversation, she told me that she was going to be cleaning as we talked, so as not to seem rude. In return, I offered to help her, but she declined, citing that that she was almost done. She was down to ‘balancing the books’ and making sure all receipts were accounted for. As she was finishing up, she began commenting about how nasty people can be with leaving trash and other shit lying around. ”You’d think I was their mother.” She looked around, almost in disgust, then turned around to face me. ”I just have to empty the quarters and clean up behind the bar”.
She went into the back room to grab the keys and several small money sacks; one for each table. She headed for the first table, dropped to a knee, opened the change slot and just swept all the quarters into the sack. ”Why different sacks?”
As she looked up to answer the question, she noticed that I had been looking down her shirt. ”It’s an indication of which tables are getting play and which aren’t.” She chuckled again. “This isn’t even profit for the bar. This is all for the tables.” As she went from table to table, I took the opportunity to check out her ass. Not only was I getting hard over it, but those “automatic instincts” were about to force me to grab some. Thankfully, I can resist temptation — for now.
After going to all the tables, she headed to the back of the hall to tally up figures. ”So, remind me why you’re single?”
I propped myself in the doorway. “Been single for awhile, but only because there’s not much out there that I’d want to date. Chicks these days end up being bitches and fuckin’ drama queens. It’s bullshit that I don’t want to deal with it.” As I talked, I stole more glances down her shirt.
She finished the calculation she was working on. She looked up and agreed. “Mike, it’s fucking true! I have more guy friends than girlfriends because of it, and chicks these days are so fucked in the head, that I wonder how nice guys like you don’t have anger management issues.” I was glad a woman finally agreed with me. Breaking out a laptop, she started doing the entrepreneurial thing.
” For a bartender, you seem to have a lot of responsibilities.”
“ Like I said earlier, I want to fuckin’ own this bar. I know it looks ratty right now, but I’m trying to do a good thing for a friend.” Truth be told, I wanted to fuck her on one of the pool tables.
“ I’m pretty picky on who I date as it is. I’ve done some fooling around in my day, but nothing’s led to anything; it’s almost better that way.” This was becoming a fun conversation. I walked back out towards the table and my mind just sank, thinking about wanting to fuck her. I hadn’t tried to exchange glances, but something told me, she was eyeing me the whole time.
“ Hunny, if you want my opinion, stay single. It’s worth it in the long run. Besides, we’re young — we have the rest of our lives to do what the fuck we want.” This chick was speaking my language!
She must have finished what she was doing, since she locked up that room, and went into another. Out came all the equipment for a game. ”Grab a stick. I wanna see what you’re made of.”
I went to the stick rack and grabbed what looked like one of the better sticks. ”Any recommendation?”
“ Nah, just pick one. Besides, these tables have lost most of their traction and the banks aren’t as soft as they used to be.”
Grabbing one at random, I went back over to the table. When I spun around, I noticed that she’d taken off her top and bra. I didn’t necessarily freeze, but I was taken aback.
“ Hunny, it’s past three and you’re more than a patron. I’m playing topless.”
She had me considering going bottomless. ”If you’re thinking what I think you’re thinking, play naked. It’s only us.”
Well played Lucy — you hot piece of ass!
“ What size are they?”
“ Well, I wear a C cup, but the tits themselves are D.” I definitely approved.
I stripped off my pants and briefs. I had been alternating between flaccid and hard, through the whole night. Man, did mutual nudity feel liberating!
“ Very nice. Much like I pictured it.” When I looked up, she had a very wide smile on her face and proceeded to rack up the balls.
As she pulled up the triangle, she tossed it on the table next to us. I stepped up to the cue ball, lined the shot up, and out of my peripheral, I noticed that she was seductively licking one of her nipples.
“ You know if I fuck this up, you might get hurt.” I started to laugh.
She pointed down to the racked balls. ”Just break the fucking rack.”
With one a quick shot, I broke the rack. Four balls in.
I went to the opposite side of the table as she took her shot. As she did, I was taken aback by how gorgeous her tits looked draped over the table. That pool table fantasy was coming back fierce!
“ So, Mike, now that I have you here in my pool hall at — now- four in the morning, what’re ya gonna do?” She took her shot but got nothing in. ”I’ve been staring at your cock for the last 15 minutes as I’m taking my shots. You’re harder than a fuckin’ rock!”
“ What? I’m enjoying the view. You’ve got a gorgeous pair of nipples and I enjoy ‘looking’.” I looked down at the table and how pathetic it looked even though I was winning.
“ How about this: If I win this game, you owe me a blow job that would make Dyson jealous.” She put her stick up against the table behind her. ”And what if I win?”
“ Your call.”
She stripped off her pants and moved aside her panties to reveal a very shapely pussy. ”I want it here. As hard as fuckin’ possible.”
We both nodded in agreement.
So play continued back and forth for the next 30 minutes. Every time she would line a shot up, I would grab my cock and teasingly pump it. Whenever I took a shot, she would either lick a nipple, or stick two fingers in and feign some pleasure.
An hour later (since we were teasing the fuck out of each other), we were down to the eight ball, for both of us. ”So Lucy, it’ll either be your pussy being pounded, or my cock being sucked.” I stared her down. “What’s it gonna be?”
The cue ball was positioned in a way that if you hit it dead-on, it was going for a corner pocket. There was no fucking way she could miss the shot. Lining up the shot, aiming carefully (shows you how much she wanted her pussy pounded), she took the shot.
We exchanged glances, both smirking.
“ Un-fuckin’-believable!”
Taking my pool stick, I carefully put it on the pool table and charged her. As I came around, she dropped hers and we started making out furiously! To think, I arrived in that bar around eleven-thirty, and it was pushing four. The sexual tension was just gushing out of us as the primal emotions took over. As I kept kissing, I grabbed and squeezed the shit out of both of her tits. She pushed herself off me.
”You’ve been staring at my body for the past four hours and that is your first move? What-the-fuck??”
“ Fine, get on your fucking knees and start sucking.” I didn’t yell it, but I was very stern. When she hesitated, I repeated the order, but with more fire in my eyes. She responded by grabbing my throat, “Nobody, but nobody,“ her voice kicked up an octave, “tells me what to suck, when to suck it, or how to suck it.” Wow, this bitch was kinky!
After releasing her grip and slightly pushing me away, I replied, “Fine, I guess my cock won’t be fucking the shit outta you.” I looked back at her acting like an asshole. ”Know, that I have absolutely,” as I grabbed my cock and started pumping, “no fucking,” continuing to stroke harder and harder, “problem jacking my own cock.” As I was making the motions, her eyes got very weak and she took two fingers to her pussy. She inched towards me. I put my available hand out, “Don’t even fucking think about it.” My voice rose an octave. As I put my hand out, I took two steps closer while continuing to stroke.
“ Yeah, go ahead finger that pussy, bitch!” As she tried to take a step closer, I nearly barked back, “NO!”
“ You will watch me stroke this cock until the very last moment.”
I stared into her eyes with a fire that one could only feel when they have control.
Her hand reached out to help. Slapping it down, I yelled “What the fuck did I say?“
With a sudden jerk of the hip, she grabbed me, pushed me up against the pool table and held me down. ”FUCK YOU! You want some of this? Huh!” She reacted by grabbing my cock and started vigorously stroking.
“ You think you can deny me, fucker?” She grabbed my body, threw it up on the empty pool table, and mounted it. Grabbing my cock, she literally shoved it into her pussy. ”You like that shit?”
I was trying to figure out what was turning me on more: The power exchange or the sex!
After about 5 minutes of riding my cock, I could feel it getting ready to explode it. ”Want it on your tits?”
She dismounted, pushed my body forward, and proceeded to suck me to orgasm. I was trying not to laugh too hard, but some of the cum was dripping onto the table. After she finished swallowing the whole load, she let off my cock. ”Nah, I wanted to swallow it.” she said with a wink.
After dismounting from the table, I couldn’t help but notice that she hadn’t gotten herself off. ”So, how can I help you out?”
“ Babe, I’ve already cum three times. That power exchange was so hot, it got me to cum.” We both looked at the table we had just stained. ”How are you going to clean that?”
She chuckled, “Same way I do any ‘stained table.’” She headed for the supply closet and broke out a mysterious bottle of green liquid.
”What’s that stuff?”
“ It’s Formula 409, combined with Windex and a special formula for felt.”
After cleaning up the mess, she put back her cleaning stuff. ”You seem to enjoy power plays.” I nodded back. “They’re pretty hot; one person can’t have all the fun.”
She went to the other back area, dug through her bag and pulled out a card. ”You were awesome. You’re the kind of guy I’d love to play with again.” I smiled and took the card.
“ Ahh, so you do power exchanges for a living?” That explained a few things.
“ I freelance as a dominatrix, making twice what I make here. I’m normally a ‘top’, but in this case, I wanted to see what you were capable of.”
“ Can I get a session some time?” I wanted to see her work in her dungeon.
“ I charge $1,000 per session, depending on what you like. I bartend three days a week as a favor to the owner, until I get my MBA done and can buy the place from him.”
I put the card in my pocket and started to head out. “By the way, if you’re ever in Fall River again, don’t be a stranger.”
“ I’ll definitely be back…” I said to myself, plastering a wide grin on my face as I head back to my car and into the daylight.



Just Warming Up


by Aria Grace

It was two thirty in the morning. I’d been staring at the clock for forty five minutes trying to get back to sleep but it was too damn cold. The power went out in our dorm just after midnight and even with sweats, socks and a hoodie, I was still freezing in my bed. Ronny, my roommate, came in at about two and slid right into his bed, apparently oblivious to the cold. I could hear him playing with his tablet and rustling around in his bed, when I realized my nose was numb.
“ Ronny, you up?” His bed was on the other side of the room with two dressers between us. The glow from his tablet was like a beacon in the dark and silent room.
“ Yeah, did I wake you?” He rustled around some more, making the springs on his twin bed squeak.
“ No. I’m freezing. Aren’t you cold?” I was on the diving team and didn’t have a lot of body fat. I wasn’t used to the arctic temperatures of New England. Growing up in Florida made me whine at anything below 50 degrees. Why I’d agreed to move to this god-forsaken region was beyond me but I would have to seriously consider a transfer before the weather really got bad. It was only November and I was practically frost-bitten.
“ Kinda but it’s not that bad. Put on some extra clothes or something.” Just the thought of pulling stiff and cold clothes out of my closet caused a full-body shiver.
“ They’re too cold. What should I do? I seriously think I’m losing feeling in my toes.” I knew what
I wanted to ask but was afraid to say the words. I’d been a boy scout and knew that body heat was the fastest and easiest way to warm up, but I couldn’t exactly suggest that to my roommate and the captain of the wrestling team.
“ I don’t know. Jumping jacks?” He was getting annoyed with me but I wasn’t sure why. He was watching a movie on his tablet so I knew he wasn’t trying to sleep. We’d gotten to be pretty good friends over the few months since school started. I even invited him home with me for Thanksgiving if he decided not to spend it with his dad and new stepmom. Apparently, they didn’t always see eye to eye so he wasn’t excited about being with them for the holiday.
“ Can I…” I whispered, but couldn’t finish the sentence. I wasn’t sure he heard me until the flickering lights on his tablet went dark.
“ What?” he asked in a hesitant tone. He must have suspected where I was going and wanted to call my bluff.
“ Get into your bed. I know it’s weird but I’m really cold. Like, dangerously. I won’t be able to sleep at all and I have a final at ten. I promise not to bother you.” The words poured out of my mouth like a child begging for candy.
I could hear a deep inhale and exhale as he considered my request. “Fine.”
I practically bounced out of my bed and shuffled across the room to his. Ronny scooted to the wall, with his tablet tucked under the blankets in front of his chest. I slid in next to him and was immediately rewarded with the warm heat of his body and his sheets. He always seemed to run hot, which I assumed was because of the large muscles covering most of his body. He was a heavy weight at about 220 but he was solid. I could feel the heat radiating off of his back as if he had just run a marathon. I settled in with my back against his and tried to fall asleep.
It turns out that having a large, muscle man pressed against my back is quite a distraction. He was rocking slightly and I assumed that was a technique to fall asleep. My sister did that as a kid and it always helped me fall asleep too. But, there was something more jerky about the way he was was rocking that had me on alert.
“ Are you watching a movie?” I asked, still facing away from his back.
“ Yeah. I’m almost done and then I’ll turn it off.” He was breathy as he said it and it made me curious.
“ Can I watch too?” I shifted my weight so I was facing his back. All he had to do was lean back and I’d be able to see the tablet.
“ Um, I don’t think so.” His whole body stiffened and I realized that I was probably overstepping the boundaries of sharing his bed.
“ Oh, okay.” I flopped flat on my back and stared at the ceiling. There was just enough moonlight shining in to cast a dull glow in the room but having no electronics on except for the battery powered alarm clock on the far side of the room was eerily quiet. Ronny let out another breath that he must have been holding and flopped onto his back too.
“ I’m watching…porn. If you want to watch it, that’s fine. I guess.” He turned his tablet back on and held the pad on his chest so we could both see the screen. There was a group of 5 naked guys sitting in a circle with two naked women on the floor in the middle. The women were in the69 position and the guys were all jacking off as they watched. My eyes were glued to the screen as my dick immediately filled with the blood that had just started flowing again.
Ronny shifted on the bed so his back was against the wall. His left arm was under the blankets and his right arm held the tablet between us. I glanced at him and he was watching my reaction.
I offered a half smile and let my right hand find my growing cock. At first, I just watched with my hand rolling around on the tip of my dick. I didn’t know what was okay in a situation like this so I figured less was more.
There was a gorgeous blonde woman spread on the ground with a petite red-head eating her out. The blonde had a dildo that she was working in the dripping pussy of the red-head.
But, even more interesting than the two women were all the guys. They started out rubbing themselves but as the women appeared to be close to climax, the guys seemed to get bolder. One guy reached over and grabbed both of the dicks next to him and started stroking them. The two receivers seemed a bit shocked but then both leaned back in their chairs and enjoyed the unsolicited hand job. Another guy on the other side of the circle slid off his chair and between the legs of his friend, and took the hard cock into his mouth. I was equally turned on by the guys as by the girls and didn’t know where to look.
“ Have you ever tried that?” Ronny asked quietly.
“ Which part?” I hadn’t really tried any of it. My only sexual experiences had been on the couch in my ex-girlfriend’s basement and they didn’t include any of the things I was witnessing.
“ With the guys.” What? I assumed he was asking if I’d ever watched two girls together, or maybe if I’d ever gone down on a girl but he was talking about what the guys were doing.
“ No. Have you?” I tore my eyes away from the screen long enough to look at Ronny. He was watching me but quickly looked back down at the screen.“
Once. It was okay.” I tried not to let the shock show on my face. He wasn’t gay…was he? No, definitely not. He always had hot chicks all over him. Maybe it was just an experimental thing?
“ Do you want to?” he asked quietly.
“ Um, you mean, jack off each other?” I couldn’t believe I was saying the words but I was starting to get curious. I wasn’t gay but if he’d done it before and it wasn’t a big deal, then it seemed safe enough to try.
“ Well, yeah. I mean, if you want to. It’ll definitely warm you up,” he chuckled. “It’s no big deal.
It’ll probably just help us fall asleep faster.” Well, that seemed unlikely. Just thinking about him touching me had my whole body on full alert. I didn’t think I’d sleep for days but I wasn’t going to make a big deal out of it. We were consenting adults and neither of us were in exclusive relationships so what was the harm?
“ Okay, if you want,” I said nonchalantly, as if we were talking about where to pick up lunch.
Ronny scooted a bit closer so we were thigh to thigh. His huge, hard thigh next to my slim, smooth one. I shaved my whole body for swimming and wondered if he was imagining me as a woman as he made contact with my skin. I pulled my sweats and underwear down to my knees so there was full access and I realized he had done the same. He moved his hand slowly to my stomach, dragging his fingers to the tip of my dick. My breath hitched as he rubbed his thumb over the tip of my head. His motions were slow and gentle as he became more confident in what we were doing.
Knowing this was a reciprocal experiment, I moved my left hand into his lap and was shocked to feel how thick he was. I’d seen him changing plenty of times and knew he had nothing to be ashamed of but in my hands, he felt enormous. He was thick enough that I could barely wrap my whole fist around his girth. His length was slightly shorter than mine but he was almost twice as thick. I tentatively pushed down and then pulled all the way up to his head, bringing his foreskin up with me. I was circumcised so I’d never ‘worked with’ foreskin before but the quiet moan that I heard when I rolled my palm over his head, assured me that I was doing it right. We both kept our eyes on the screen but my mind was split between the huge, hot shaft under my fingers and the firm grip stroking my cock.
I didn’t realize I was thrusting into his fist until his other hand slipped under the blankets and grabbed my balls. He rolled them around in his hand and tugged them away from my base while I fucked him. I was so caught up in my own pleasure that I almost forgot about him. I leaned up on one elbow and let my mouth find his dick. I wasn’t planning to give him a blow job but I wanted to make sure he enjoyed himself as much as I was…and that was the one way I knew he’d feel good. He pushed into my hungry mouth with full force. I gagged a bit but held on. I hadn’t thrown up since I was a kid so I knew I could relax my throat enough to take a bit more of him.
While I lubed up his shaft with my lips and tongue, he increased the speed of his wrist. I shifted my weight so I was straddling his right knee. Bent over to try to get him deeper into my mouth,
I felt the tension of my balls that signaled an orgasm. I didn’t want to stop but I couldn’t focus on us both so I sat up and let him drain the cream from my body. I shot my load onto his chest while he used some of the moisture to lube me up even more. I sat on his knee for a minute while the full waves of ecstasy rolled off of me.
As soon as I was able to catch my breath, I leaned down and took him in my mouth again.
Having come so hard must have relaxed my jaw and throat a bit because he was almost completely buried in my mouth when he grabbed my hair and pushed me even deeper onto him.
I gagged a bit by his force but it wasn’t enough to be really uncomfortable. I think the vibrations of my throat contracting pushed him into his own orgasm because I could feel his hot seed pouring down my throat. I held my breath until he was fully emptied and then he slipped out of my mouth.
I collapsed onto the bed next to him and closed my eyes. I wasn’t sure how that had just happened but I definitely felt relaxed enough to fall asleep.
“ So, are you still cold?” he asked as I turned onto my side, with my back to him. At some point, I’d kicked off my pants so my lower body was naked.
“ Nope. You?”
“ I’m good. Do you think you can fall asleep now?”
“ Mmm hmmm.”
“ Me too.” He leaned slightly into my body. I knew he was completely naked but it didn’t bother me. He didn’t kiss me or try to cuddle. It’s not like we were a couple or anything. We are just straight friends that needed to let off some steam and were able to help each other relax. I slept better that night than I had in months and I was suddenly looking forward to the cold New England nights to come.



A Family Christmas


by Boot LS

No one said a word when Kyle bought the book about subliminal messages. No one noticed when he started reading about hypnosis. No one mentioned anything when he started bringing home books about post hypnotic suggestions, or about conditioning.
No one thought anything of it, because that's what Kyle was. He was just a nerdy kid, always spending his money on new books, always staying after school to do extra reading in the library. He was his high school valedictorian; everyone had known that was going to happen since grade school. When he got in to Harvard, no one was surprised. Kyle had everything he needed to succeed. Everything he ever wanted.
Except a girlfriend.
At first, the family assumed he was gay, and just not ready to tell anyone about it. Every family gathering, they waited for him to come out, ready to be supportive and tell him it was okay. His mother forgave the pictures on his walls, the girls in various states of undress, the fetish models and the strangely titled pornography he displayed on his shelf. She assumed he was overcompensating.
When he had first started asking girls out, everyone assumed it was a fad, or just for show. It's not like any of them ever said yes. His sister Lisa had more luck with women than Kyle did.
But then, Lisa was always popular. The family didn't generally approve of her sexuality. She was two years older than Kyle, and had been in and out of so many closets that no one had any idea anymore. She went to college at the local school. Kyle would say she was in thirteenth grade.
It came as a shock when Kyle started dating. He began dating just after he became obsessed with mind control. The prom queen, Ella, began following him around like a puppy, desperate to go out with him. No one knew why.
But by that point, no one in the house questioned anything Kyle did. It just never seemed worth doing.
They didn't question the summer Kyle spent with Ella. It never even struck them as strange when Ella started leaving her clothing at the door before coming inside. No one seemed to notice that she was naked. Or, if anyone noticed, no one seemed to care.
Kyle had dumped Ella like a bad habit at the end of the summer. She hadn't been upset about it. She was in total denial that they had ever dated, insisting that she would never have, in her words “gone out with such a loser.” She went on to school out of state, and no one ever mentioned how close she had seemed to be with Kyle.
He came home for Thanksgiving without a girlfriend, and the rumors in the family started up again. No one could really remember any times Ella came over, and they started to wonder if maybe Kyle had just been so insistent that they had played along. Lisa brought a girl home for the holiday, which surprised no one. It didn't even surprise them to find out that the girl was married. Or that Lisa was dating the couple, not just the girl.
No one was surprised by what Lisa did anymore. So they weren't even that surprised when she crawled out of Kyle's room one morning, naked and holding her head from a hangover. She got into her car, and left without saying a word to anyone. No one was surprised.
Kyle went back to school until Christmas break. Lisa came home twice in between, but never talked about what happened over the last break. The first time, she came back with a boyfriend. The second time, for the first time in years, she came back alone.
Christmas dinner was tense. Lisa was nervous and awkward, casting glances at Kyle and clearly not wanting to talk to him. Aunt Rachel was on one of her anti-men rants; another guy had broken her heart, and she still wanted revenge on the whole gender. Between his mother, his aunt, his sister, and his three cousins, Kyle was the only man in the house, so he ended up on the receiving end of a lot of the criticism.
Which didn't seem to bother him. Or, if it did, he didn't show it. He just smiled at the conversation and put a CD he had made, a compilation of Christmas music, on the stereo during dinner.
Kyle went to bed almost immediately after eating. He left the CD playing on repeat, knowing that his Christmas morning was going to be memorable. Very memorable.
He woke up to a gentle sucking on his cock. He opened one eye to see who it was. Lisa looked up at him, her eyes open and unfocused. He smiled and leaned back, putting his hands behind his head. She kept sucking until he came down her throat, but didn't take her lips off his dick, even when it started to go soft. She just kept sucking.
It was all she could do. All she wanted to do.
Kyle smiled when she readjusted herself as he sat up, careful not to let her lips leave his cock. He stretched, ignoring his older sister, and looked around the room.
Sure enough, there they were. His mother, Aunt Rachel, and his cousin Shelly. The other two cousins were too young for the programming to have activated. Kyle didn't want children to serve him. They'd be of age eventually, and maybe then he would activate their programming. Maybe he'd just sell the trigger words to their boyfriends.
In the mean time, Rachel, Shelly, and Kyle's mother were kneeling at the foot of his bed. They were all naked, their knees were all spread out wide, and they were all clutching their ankles and leaning back on their heels.
He slapped Lisa across the face, then smiled as she meekly went to rejoin the other girls. Kyle enjoyed including that particular command to Lisa's programming when he'd sent her home with the CD after Thanksgiving.
“Good morning family,” Kyle said, testing out his commands.
“Good morning master.” They spoke in unison, as if they'd practiced. So far so good.
He walked over to Rachel. “What good are you?” he asked her.
“I have no value except as a cum receptacle,” she said. “I'm only good for pleasing men.”
“And what are men?”
“Men are gods.”
Kyle smiled, and considered just leaving that part of her programming active. “Would you like me to leave you this way?” He asked. “Would you like me to leave you a cock hungry whore desperate to fuck and please as many men as possible, seeing yourself as completely worthless unless you have a cock to serve. Would you like that?”
“Yes master.”
He shook his head. That was a programmed answer. He bent over in front of her. “Rachel,” he said. “I want you to wake up enough to tell me the truth. Don't give me the answer I want to hear. Tell me what you really think.”
“I-” she looked confused. “I don't want to be completely worthless.”
Kyle nodded. “But you do want to fuck as many men as possible?”
She shook her head.
“Maybe you hate cock?”
Rachel nodded.
“But not mine.”
She hesitated.
Kyle smiled. “That's how we should do it, then. Rachel, from now on, you hate cock. You hate the sight of it, the feel of it. You hate the taste of it. Everything about cock makes you nauseous. You will get physically ill when you see them. Except for mine. Look at my cock.” Her eyes locked on it. All the eyes in the room locked on it.
“All of you remember that this one turns you on. This one makes you happy. This cock makes you happy. All you have to do is look at this cock, and it will make you submissive. As soon as you see it, you'll want to drop to your knees. As soon as you see it, you will drop to your knees. Tell me you understand.”
“I understand master.” Again, they spoke in unison.
Kyle smiled again and turned back to Rachel. “Every other cock makes you ill,” he said. She nodded. “This one turns you on.” She nodded again.
Kyle put on some pajama pants and a robe. The four women remained where he left them.
“I'll be back,” he said. “While I'm gone, I want you to forget who you are, who everyone else is. Only remember your own lusts. If you are attracted to each other, if you want to have sex, deep down in your heart of hearts, you may play with one another.” He opened the door. “But no one cums without my permission.”
He closed the door, chuckled to himself as he heard the moans and the movements already happening in his bedroom, and walked down to where his younger cousins were already busy unwrapping gifts.
He sat with them for a while, laughed at their smiles and enjoyed their fun. They asked where everyone else was. Kyle didn't tell them, but gave them each two hundred dollars to go out to the movies for the day. Lots of movies on Christmas day.
One of his cousins, Jamie, had just gotten her driver's license. So no need to get anyone else. All he had to do was get them out of the house. And the money from his mother's purse had made sure of that.
Once he had the house to himself, Kyle took his time lowering all the blinds. He took his time making sure every door was locked. He took his time unplugging the phone and the modem. He had the house to himself, and he had every intention of using it, and everyone in it, however he wanted.
He took his time, so that when he came back to his bedroom, they were all there, on the edge. They were all horny, all so desperate to cum that they would agree to anything. Their minds were even more tractable. Tractable enough to do what he wanted to do to them.
It was time for revenge. All those years when they thought he didn't know they were making fun of him. All that time they joked behind his back, or gave him those condescending looks. All those times they tried to get him to come out, tried to get him to admit he was gay. It was time to pay. Time to pay for it all.
He started with his mother. “Go to my room,” he told her. “Get the video whose title most intrigued you, the one that secretly turned you on even though the idea of it disgusted you. Ge the one that made you feel ashamed to like.”
She crawled off and Kyle turned to Shelly. “The bathroom is filthy,” he says. “I pissed all over the seat and the floor next to the toilet last night. Go clean it up. With your tongue. Enjoy the taste, focus on it and remember it very clearly.”
Shelly crawled off and Kyle, barely able to stop from laughing, turned to Lisa. “You always thought you were better than me,” he says. “That's why I made you such a slut. You love how much of your inner desires I've helped you realize, don't you?” Lisa nodded. “Because of my suggestions, you've fucked people of every race and gender, haven't you?” She nodded again. “What does that make you?”
“A giant slut,” Lisa said.
Kyle laughed. He hadn't ordered her to say that. “Yes, you are. And you're not satisfied yet, are you?” She shook her head. “It didn't satisfy you to suck your little brother's cock, did it?” She shook her head again. “In fact, nothing is going to satisfy you. You're just too cock hungry. Aren't you?”
“Yes master.”
Kyle rubbed his chin and thought for a second. “Okay,” he said. “Go to your room and put on the clothing that you most want to wear, the clothes you get turned on just thinking about how slutty they would make you look. Then I want you to go to the porno store and beg to be put in the back for the glory hole. If they don't have one, you will convince them to make one, just for you. While you're there, you will do anything anyone tells you to do, the more humiliating the better. There's no need to dwell on it. No need to remember it. Just spend the day fucking and sucking, or whatever else anyone wants. Then come home as if nothing happened. Only remember it when you want to.”
“Yes master.” And she crawled away too, leaving only Rachel, whose eyes were locked on Kyle's cock.
Kyle stood there, in front of her, letting her stare, while he waited for his mother. She crawled in with bright red skin, desperate not to show him what was in her hands, but unable to resist the control he had taken.
He held out his hand, and she handed him the video. Shit Fisted Piss Mop.
“Oh, I remember this one,” Kyle said. “This one is about a girl getting anally fisted, eating her own shit off the hand, and begging to have someone piss all over her. This one is your favorite?”
His mother nodded.
“Wow,” he said. “I could barely stand this one. It was pretty extreme. Even for me. But if that's what you want.” He laughed.
She nodded again, then hid her face in her hands.
“Okay,” he says. “Don't say I never did anything for you, mom. Would you like aunt Rachel to fist your ass?”
“Yes master.”
“Do you want her to fist your pussy too?”
“Yes master.”
“At the same time?”
She nodded, unable to speak.
“Okay,” Kyle said. “I'm going to set up the video camera down by the Christmas tree. Rachel, I want you to go to the bathroom and trim your nails. Then I want you to drink a lot of water. Then come downstairs. Mom, you go drink as much water as you can and then wait at the tree.”
He didn't look to see if they followed his command. He was busy getting the camera. But when he got downstairs, they were both waiting for him. And Shelly was trailing along behind him, a tear in her eyes. She had loved every minute of it, and had even begged him to piss in her mouth. With very little prompting.
Kyle set up the camera and made sure the lighting was good enough that he'd be able to capture both faces. “Make sure you keep looking at the camera,” he told them. Then he turned to Shelly.
“Go and drink as much water as you can,” he told her. “But no pissing. Not until mom asks you to pee in her mouth. And mom, you can return the favor.”
Once he had them clearly in the frame, Kyle gave his last set of instructions. “Okay Rachel. I want you to fist her front and back. Mom, you can cum as many times as you want. Rachel, you can only cum if you ask your daughter Shelly to shit in your mouth. If she does, you can cum. And you will think about that moment every time you cum from now on. Now you two go ahead. Shelly, come here and suck my cock while I film this.”
“Yes master.” Again, all three spoke at the same time.
Kyle smiled and thought about how much money he could get with this video. And he chuckled as he remembered the most important thing he had ever read about hypnosis:
You can't make someone do something they don't, on some level, want to do.
“I come from a very disgusting family,” he said, sure the camera would catch the words as it started filming.



The Love Doctor


by Elaine Shuel

After I opened up Outlook Express on my computer, I quickly scanned the inbox to see if there was a message from Dean_from_Detroit. My heart pounded rapidly as I saw he wrote me again. “Dear Erica:” it began; Erica was the alias I used for my job as an online advice columnist. “I am starting to feel something for a woman, Erica. How should I approach her?”
“ Dear Dean_from_Detroit:” I replied. “Good luck. Just tell her how you feel. I hope things work out for both of you. Keep in touch.” Little did he know that my eyes teared as I typed those words.
Dean was a widower who first wrote me about 6 months ago. His grieving for his deceased wife, who died after valiantly fighting a long illness, was making it hard for him to date. His 2 grown children felt that since it had been 2 years since their mother died, it was time for him to find love again. At the very least, they wanted him to have some joy brought back into his life.
When Dean first wrote me, it was at their prodding. His kids felt he needed encouragement so they urged him to contact me, Erica, “The Love Doctor” after finding out about me from my ads. I had a PhD. in Psychology and after many years of treating patients, I found the internet was a great way to reach a larger audience.
The first e-mail he sent me touched me in a way few others had. His words of love for the wife he missed so terribly but could never have back, his feelings of guilt for contemplating moving on with his life without her.
He explained how he gave up working as a photographer for a major newspaper, traveling constantly all over the globe covering high profile events, to tend to his then-ailing wife. He opened up a photography studio so he could be there for her. They were high school sweethearts and they married young, he was 21 and she was 20. They were married for 26 years and a part of him died with her; he held her in his arms as she drew her last breath.
I sent him my pat answer that life has to go on; that response was posted on my column’s site. What I didn’t expect was Dean to continue corresponding with me. Maintaining my professional distance in my replies, deep down my interest in Dean developed slowly but steadily. I encouraged him to get things off his chest; in time he started telling me more intimate details of the life he had shared with her.
Sexually they were conservative. He had been with some women prior to their being together but hadn’t sowed his wild oats that much. She did go down on him on rare occasions but it wasn’t something she really enjoyed doing. Her soft lips on his growing cock and the way she licked and sucked his balls, gave him immense pleasure. Sadly, it was a chore to her.
He liked licking her wet pussy when she let him. During those times, her legs opened wide and he would lick up and down her moist slit. He watched her face reacting. She would moan and he would probe further inside her while she squirmed. She seemed embarrassed by how intense her orgasms were as she came all over his face. Her wild shaking and loss of control was something that made her uncomfortable.
I didn’t post any of Dean’s messages after that first one; I let him know that whatever he told me after the initial e-mail would not go public. The formality of our salutations to each other belied the closeness I felt for him as time went on. It was just our ritual and so it continued.
He encouraged me to talk about myself, which I did to a degree. I didn’t let on how he had affected me and how much I looked forward to his e-mails.
I confided in him how many men had hurt me since I had a tendency to fall for men who were looking for sex only. Married men I had affairs with gave me a safety net. I knew they were attached so I didn’t fall deeply in love with them. This defense mechanism saved me from further pain.
As my feelings for Dean deepened, I found the strength to stop seeing those men and in fact was concentrating on my work. Hearing he found someone he liked saddened me. I knew I should be happy for him and I was but there was the longing inside me to be with him.
I expected to hear back from Dean, even if it was a goodbye note; I grew upset that he didn’t reply as the days went by. Thinking he was too busy with the new lady in his life to write me, I tried unsuccessfully to block him from my mind. Three months passed without a word. Then one day I received a new message from Dean_from_Detroit. Nervously I started reading it.
“ Dear Erica:” it began. “This is Ann, Dean’s daughter. I hope I am doing the right thing by writing you but my dad had a car accident May 11. He was in the hospital and just got released a few weeks ago. Erica, my dad told us about you. He told us he was going to let you know how he felt, right before the accident. Now he doesn’t want you to know since he is unsure if he will walk again.”
May 11 was the day I wrote him the e-mail, I remembered. “Give me his address. I will be there later today,” I told Ann. As I drove to Detroit from Chicago where I resided, I thought about Dean and how attracted I was to the picture that he forwarded me. I realized though that what made him most appealing was how wonderful a man he is. I knew that no matter what the accident did to his face or body, it wouldn’t make a difference in how I felt about him.
I rang the bell to his house and his daughter Ann introduced herself. She let me know that he was upstairs in his bedroom and led me to him. She told me to wait outside and then she walked in and spoke to him. “There’s someone here to see you,” Ann told him, not giving him the chance to respond.
Ann left the room and I stepped in. Seeing him lying on the bed, he looked tired and a bit scarred but still handsome. “Who are you?” Dean asked me.
“ It’s me, Erica,” I answered. I saw a smile on his face for a second before a worried look crossed over it. “Ann told me what happened Dean. I came as soon as I heard.”
“ She shouldn’t have done that. I didn’t want you to see me like this. I may never walk again. You better go. Sorry you made the trip for nothing,” Dean said. “Please leave.” I started walking but instead of to the door, I walked to where he lay.
“ I’m not going anywhere. I care about you Dean and whether you walk again or not, doesn’t change that.” I took his hand in mine and I could tell he was choked up by my words. “By the way, my real name is Elaine. Nice to meet you Dean.” and with that we both laughed.
I was able to do my work using Dean’s computer. During the day, I set some time aside for my column but made sure that Dean was well cared for. His daughter returned to her job despite her protests that I didn’t have to put myself out. I insisted that her dad was in good hands with either of us but that I wanted to care for him.
Dean and I got to know each other better. As the weeks passed by, Dean grew stronger but he still couldn’t walk. He had no feelings from his lower legs down.
Leaning over to put some food on his bed tray one morning, he reached for me and we shared our first kiss. Our tongues danced together as our hunger for each other intensified. “I love you Elaine,” Dean said, after we pulled apart.
Finally hearing him say the words I hoped he would one day tell me, filled the void in my heart. “I love you too,” I replied. We kissed again, with the urgency of two people in love who wanted to explore each other’s bodies.
“ I can’t show you how much I love you Elaine. I wish I could but…” I silenced him the best way I could think of. Gently I dropped my robe onto the floor and stood naked before him. I lifted myself on his bed and straddled my bushy red-haired pussy over his face. Bending over to his cock, which hadn’t lost any sensations, my hands began softly stroking it.
“ Eat my pussy my love. Please eat me now,” I begged. Stretching out his tongue into my hungry cunt, he twirled it, giving me stirrings I had never felt from the sex I had with others. This was what lovemaking was as opposed to sex. I never understood that before. It wasn’t that his technique was unique though it certainly felt wonderful. What made it different was the love we shared. Every gentle lick of my pussy, every stroke of his throbbing prick, had a special warmth to it.
Lapping up my pussy juices from my gushing slit, made Dean moan. He had missed the taste of a woman and as he smelled my aroma, he quenched his thirst by drinking every bit of my outpouring. My body shuddered as I had orgasm after orgasm in rapid succession. I screamed out as my cum kept shooting into his hungry mouth.
My wet tongue massaged his balls; they were ripe for its touch. “Oh honey. MMMMMMM,” Dean moaned. I continued to lick his balls while stroking his shaft. I opened my mouth to take his heavy balls in. Sucking them deeply, Dean said “Oh my god, Elaine. That feels soooooooo good.”
I continued sucking them with tender loving care then turned my attention to his prick. My tongue licked every inch of his cock, from the base of his shaft to the swollen head. One of my hands squeezed his balls while I started sucking on his long pulsating pole. I knew it wouldn’t be long until he burst and when he emptied a huge load of his hot cum into my yielding mouth, I blissfully swallowed all of it. His sticky cum filled me up and I knew I would want to taste him whenever I could.
I got off of Dean and together we snuggled on his queen-sized bed, working around his limited flexibility. We fell asleep and when we both woke up, we reached out for another passionate kiss. Still hot for each other, I rubbed his limp manhood that didn’t take long to regain its full stature. He managed to finger my cunt, which heightened my desires. Putting his soaked fingers to my lips, I tasted my juices then he did.
Moving my dripping pussy over his throbbing prick, I easily mounted him. I loved the feel of Dean’s member deep within me and I rode it slowly, moving up and down as he watched my tits bounce near his face. He reached out to touch my breasts and I bent over as he took one then the other of my firm nipples between his lips.
We were both moaning loudly. My intense climax generously coated his dick just as his cock erupted into my soaked pussy. Further bursts of cum shot out until we were both satiated. I spread my cunt over his face to taste our mixed juices as I leaned over to his cock, in my favorite 69 position, to lick his hot instrument clean with my tongue. From that night on, we slept in that bed together, making love whenever we could.
Dean was beginning to lose hope that he would get the feeling back in his legs. I was worried too but I didn’t let on. I had started a new routine of massaging his legs daily to keep the blood flowing. I wasn’t sure it would help but I knew it couldn’t hurt.
One day, during an amazing lovemaking session, I wasn’t thinking straight. He had just finished drinking up our juices and I licked up his cum soaked prick. I got off the bed and went to his feet. I began licking them and sucking on his toes. I wanted my tongue and mouth to experience every part of him. “Hey you’re tickling me,” Dean laughed.
“ Sorry Dean,” I replied, when the weight of what had just happened hit home. Dean felt my tongue, he actually FELT me tickle him. We both wept, tears streaming down our faces. I went over to him and we kissed with overwhelming emotions, swept up in the knowledge that he would be whole again. To me he always was.
With time and therapy, Dean regained full use of his legs. Standing by the altar at our wedding months later, I soon joined him to say our vows. No couple was ever happier.
When the minister pronounced, “What God hath joined together, let no man put asunder.” in front of Dean’s children and the rest of our families and friends, we knew nobody would or could ever separate us.
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