
   [image: Cover: The Zodiac Series: 10 Erotic Short Stories for Taurus by Sarah Skov Julie Jones Alexandra Södergran Nicolas Lemarin]


   
      
         
            Sarah Skov
      

            Julie Jones
      

            Alexandra Södergran
      

            Nicolas Lemarin
      

            The Zodiac Series
      

            10 Erotic Short Stories for Taurus
      

            Translated by Martin Reib Petersen
      

         

         
            LUST
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Zodiac Series: 10 Erotic Short Stories for Taurus

             
      

            Translated by Martin Reib Petersen

             
      

            Original title: The Zodiac Series: 10 Erotic Short Stories for Taurus

             
      

            Original language: Swedish

             
      

            Copyright © 2023 Sarah Skov, Julie Jones, Alexandra Södergran, Nicolas Lemarin and LUST

             
      

            All rights reserved

             
      

            ISBN: 9788727095486

             
      

            1st ebook edition


         Format: EPUB 3.0

             
      

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. It is prohibited to perform text and data mining (TDM) of this publication, including for the purposes of training AI technologies, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

             
      

            www.sagaegmont.com

Saga is a subsidiary of Egmont. Egmont is Denmark’s largest media company and fully owned by the Egmont Foundation, which donates almost 13,4 million euros annually to children in difficult circumstances.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Eat with Me
      

            Sexy erotica
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Eat with Me
      

         

         My stiletto heels are hurting my feet after a long day and I take them off and put them back in the cupboard by the door. I wiggle my toes, making them dance in the air. My feet are swollen and sore. The feel of the cool wooden floor beneath my soles is suddenly new and intriguing. The first few steps are painful. The pain surges from my squashed toes, through the foot and up to the knee. It grounds itself there and grows worse during the evening. When the morning comes, it has always faded away, completely forgotten, in a way I never thought possible.

         During the week, I arrive home late. I don't cook very often. Either I bring something home with me, or I order something and have it delivered. I drink one or two glasses of wine and watch him on TV. I observe his hands kneading the pizza dough, how he delicately tosses the lettuce and how passionately he sniffs, touches and tastes the ingredients. His sensuous demeanour makes me wet and I ache to be touched. I let my hand find its way and my fingers go to work. When he moves around the kitchen, cutting, peeling and chopping, I see the smile underneath his beard and the excitement in his eyes. When I envision him buried between my legs, sucking and licking and tasting me, my body succumbs to the touch of my fingers, and I have an orgasm.

         —

          
      

         The next day, before the show begins, I go into the kitchen and do a bit of baking. I challenge myself with recipes and ingredients whose names I can't even pronounce. I relax and forget about my day. I let the paperwork vanish from my mind and my worries fade away. In the middle of the afternoon, when my co-workers long for coffee, I long for my small kitchen and the delicious ingredients. No one knows I do that – baking, I mean. It's not that I keep it a secret. I just don't feel like explaining it to them.

          
      

         I'm sure they would laugh and make comments like, “what an adorable housewife you are” or “how charming, I wish I had the time to do that, but I actually have children.” It's not really a secret, but it has become one anyway.

         My apron is in the baking drawer with the rolling pin, the baking tins and the cookie cutters. As I put on the apron and tie it around my waist, I visualise the TV-Chef again. His crisp white apron yielding to his touch, as he tightens it while standing in a line with the other chefs. I see his bright smile in the middle of the dark beard. I put a bit of flour on my hands and rub them together. A white cloud appears and descends on my small kitchen. No one else is here, no one can take a picture of the flour wafting through the air above my hands. And yet, I do that every time I bring out the flour. It has almost become a ritual, the only proper way to start the evening. The show will start soon. Soon he will be standing in front of me in his white apron with a determined look on his face. Soon my thoughts and fantasies will begin to soar. Fantasies – about meeting the TV-chef, touching him, tasting him – make me soar along with them.

         The butter is cold and the chill surprises my hands, which quickly change colour. I gather the dough around the carved-out butter and begin to roll. I glance at the clock on the wall, making sure I have enough time. The recipe tells me that I have to fold the dough in a certain way. I study the instructions as though they were a complicated piece of legislation. I memorise all the steps in my head and start folding. While the dough is setting in the fridge, I make myself a cup of espresso. The machine rumbles loudly and then the water begins to trickle. I drink it standing in the kitchen, enjoying how the warmth surges through my body. I can feel how the dark taste spreads in my mouth, and how my cheeks slowly change colour. In a minute, when I set the cup down and put my hands on my cheeks, I'll confirm what I know already. Flushed. The stimulants from coffee, red wine or sex tend to run through my body here and there, causing me to make foolish decisions. They then settle down on my blushing face to become a memory of what used to be. I look at the clock and get the dough out of the fridge. I roll it once more and fold it the way the recipe says. I set the timer and put it on the kitchen table.

         While I wait, I eat tonight’s dinner, the salad I bought. It's soggy and unappealing. It has definitely been rinsed, but I doubt it has been tossed. It doesn't feel as if the water has left the lettuce, leaving it crisp and fresh. His salad crunches in the judges' teeth. They patiently roll his salad around in their mouths, making all the aromas appear properly. He gently mixes the green lettuce with the sour dressing. He spreads his fingers and makes his hands into large bowls, which gently grab the lettuce to mix it around. Then he reaches for the lettuce at the bottom of the bowl, spinning it around in the same way, until the dressing has been spread evenly. Before it reaches the judges' table, he adorns it with edible flowers, which he tenderly places on it. The other contestants use tweezers, but he uses his hands and I struggle to avert my gaze from him.

         I turn off the television and the radio on. It's set to a news station, where the same news stories are presented throughout the day. They talk to experts, politicians and other pundits. It's my morning station. The one that keeps me up-to-date. It's supposed to provide me with the latest news and the initial reactions. It wakes me up and gets me ready for the day. I change the station. I switch to smooth jazz. I can almost hear the rain beating softly against the window, smell the dust of thick old books and feel the cigar smoke in my eyes. I turn up the volume and breathe deeply. My chest raises for just a moment, but under the influence of the jazzy notes, it lowers again in a slow and continuous movement.

         When the timer buzzes, I brush the flour off the rolling pin. I roll out the dough one last time and fold it. I feel confident that it's coming together nicely. I leave it to rise by the oven, hoping that the dry heat will contribute to it becoming a success. I turn on the TV and wait for him to appear.

         —

          
      

         “Ready, set, go!” one of the judges says and the contestants run to their tables. They're filming him specifically. He reaches his table first, he's the first to pick up his chequered apron and the first to look at the ingredients.

         His worries and expectations reveal themselves in the shape of a small vertical line across his forehead. The kitchen goes quiet. Ingredients are picked up and turned this way and that. It's not that the contestants are unfamiliar with them, that's just the way they gather inspiration. They prod the oranges, smell the herbs and squeeze the blueberries between their fingers until the berries rupture and the juice runs down their fingers. After a few minutes, where time appears to have stood still, all the contestants raise their heads and then the action begins. They run around the kitchen, ripping open cupboards and drawers. They find the ingredients they have all envisioned as they stood bent over their tables. They run back, throw down their things and run out to get more. I can't help thinking of them as ants scurrying about. They appear to be running in circles around each other and yet, each of them is on a mission. There is a sort of system in what otherwise appears to be completely chaotic. My oven timer beeps and I get out of my chair. I hear pots clanging and cutlery being dropped as I turn my back to the TV and go into the kitchen.

         The dough has risen perfectly. The surface is light brown and I can almost hear the butter letting go as I lift them out of the oven. From the door to the kitchen, I observe him. His face looks different now. The deep concentration and vertical line on the forehead, his expression has changed. The camera zooms in on his face. He's smiling and the smile transforms around his eyes. The smile is visible in both his mouth and his eyes, where small lines are appearing. It stays hidden in his eyes and it will remain there until the judges give their verdict. I lean on the door frame and smile at the screen. His joy is so apparent, even the judges appear to be charmed by it. His joy is expressed through his demeanour and his face. The joy surging around his body, sometimes making his arms and legs work against him. The joy reveals itself in the steady rhythm as he chops fruits and vegetables. The camera turns to one of the other contestants and I go back to the kitchen and put a freshly baked croissant on a plate. When I return to the living room, he's back in focus. He sniffs an orange peel. He grips the fruit firmly, brings it to his face, and breathes in its sour sweetness in a way that makes me gasp. Some of the others briefly glance at him and then turn away, trying to concentrate on what they themselves are doing. I take a bite of my croissant.

         The surface is crunchy and the middle is soft and creamy. I feel the butter on my tongue and my palate. I lick a couple of crumbs from my upper lip. The taste of the glistening layers of butter makes me close my eyes and savour the moment. It's not until I hear his voice that I open them again.

         He looks serious. The line on his forehead is back. They're standing in a line. All of them facing the judges. The camera pans back and forth along the line. They wait a long time before they announce the name of the contestant who has to leave the show. I don't think it's exciting the way many others surely do, probably yelling at the screen right this second. I don't like the seconds before the revelation, because I'm always afraid it might be him.

         “Anne,” they say. I breathe a sigh of relief and brush some crumbs off my apron.

         —

         There are cookies in the oven and the timer is ready in front of me. It's bread week this week. All kinds of bread from all over the world. They start with focaccia. His dough is very soggy. He kneads it firmly. He smacks it against the tabletop, picks it up, and squeezes it down hard. I imagine that it's my body enjoying his hands treating me like that. My body gratefully receiving it. I imagine him forcing my upper body to lie down on the table. Gripping my buttocks and squeezing them hard. Parting them and letting his tongue slip inside. I picture myself gasping on the kitchen table. That I'm surrounded by ingredients. I imagine the scent of his crushed lavender, the aroma of the lemon peel still hanging in the air and I imagine him sloppily licking me. As sensuously as when he sniffs an orange, enjoying all the impressions, that's how he'd be tasting me.

         He lifts up the cloth covering the focaccia in the baking tin. The line reappears on his forehead. He doesn't look too pleased, and I hold my breath for a second. The timer buzzes, and I jump up in confusion, running into the kitchen.

         When I get back, he's pushing his large fingers into the dough. He's making indentations. Even though his fingertips reach the bottom of the tin, the dough still springs back a little bit. He generously pours olive oil onto the soggy dough. It runs into the small indentations – filling them. He sprinkles salt on it and gently places twigs of rosemary on the unbaked bread. He takes a step back, and the camera pans.

         —

          
      

         This is the time of the day when I've stopped counting how many cups of coffee I've had. I adjust the desk chair slightly, then look back at the monitor. There is so much paperwork to do, both before and after a trial. When I went to law school, we got to examine laws and paragraphs, getting to know them. At first, they were like unknown relatives who suddenly appear out of nowhere. One ought to feel some form of kinship or a kind of connection with them but the feeling of closeness never emerges. I studied hard, determined to learn how to make my way around the laws, as though they were the twisting roads of my hometown. I wanted to know every shortcut, every private path that might be walked without anything bad happening. Now I sit in front of my computer six days a week, dreaming of the time I was still studying, not yet familiar with the shortcuts and paths. I sigh loudly when my secretary gestures at me through the glass door. She's holding her purse in her hand and her jacket is slung leisurely over her arm. I raise my eyebrows and wave back at her. A couple of minutes later, I mail a document. Shortly after, I open a new one and get to work. I put my fingers on the keyboard and he begins to intrude my thoughts. I see his muscles at work underneath his white chef's shirt. The veins on his hands are protruding. They wrap around the dark backs of his hands like mooring cables on a pier. I lean back in my desk chair, and it slides backwards. The backrest tilts back slightly, and I shut my eyes. He becomes more vivid. My eyes follow the veins on his hands up along his arms. He takes off the white chef's shirt. On his biceps, the veins appear once more – thick and ready for action. I extend my hands toward him. On his chest, my fingers disappear in his soft hairs. They get entangled, and I squeeze. He automatically takes a step forward and grabs my hips. I loosen my grip slightly, and he smiles.

         In the office, I stand up and pull the curtains shut in front of the glass wall, even though almost all of my co-workers have left. I sit back down in my desk chair and it doesn't take long for him to reappear. Sitting behind the desk, I open my trousers. I loosen them and pull them down a little bit. I make myself comfortable.

         I kiss him. His pink lips feel soft and smooth against mine, like juicy steamed clams. I let a hand slide inside my knickers and moan at the touch, as though I had been expecting it for a long time. I kiss him greedily. I bite his lip until the taste of iron fills my mouth. He smiles suggestively at me. He takes my head in his hands and lets my curls get tangled in the space between his fingers. He tightens his grip, and I make a whimpering noise. He pulls my head back, exposing my neck. He bites my neck, kissing and licking it, as though I were his subdued prey on the savanna and my jugular vein was throbbing. I moan and whimper under his rough treatment, but that only makes him grip me even tighter. In the desk chair, my hand is rubbing back and forth over my wet clit. It swells up, grows bigger, and becomes less sensitive to my touches. I slide across it while applying constant pressure. I feel his tongue moving up my neck. It leaves a wet and cold trail. He loosens his grip on my head and I gasp as the pain in my scalp suddenly vanishes. He throws me onto a steel table. He buries his head between my legs, and I moan out loud. He greedily licks me for what felt like an eternity filled with ecstasy. I explode in an orgasm. When his face reappears, he kisses my lips and I can taste the salty seawater. His tongue swirls around my mouth and the salty taste fills me up completely.

         I get home late. I don't have the time to bake rolls. To wait for them to rise, to be patient as they grow in the oven, or to watch them slowly cool off. And yet, I go straight to the kitchen the second I get home. Only fifteen minutes until he'll appear on my screen. I open a bottle of wine and leave it to decant. In only a couple of minutes, I make a batch of dough. I carefully put a cloth down on the bowl, gathering the dough at the bottom. With a tender touch, I slide my hands along the cloth to tighten it.

          
      

         I fold it around the bottom of the bowl so that the weight of the dough will press down on it and keep it taut. I put it in the fridge. There it will grow large and tasty overnight. I wipe my hands on my clothes. They leave white stains on my black clothes. I've been in such a rush that I forgot to put on my apron. Now the memories of the flour and the dry sensation are left as chalky white markings on my clothes. I shrug and sigh. I pour the wine into a large wine glass. It trickles merrily. I like the colour of the dark grapes and the scent that almost explodes when it comes into contact with the air in the room. I slosh the wine around the glass and sniff for those unique flavours. I'm not a wine expert by any measure, but I do like to enjoy a glass by myself in the evening. I spend a long time just smelling the wine. Then I slosh it around and smell it again. I keep going until I can't resist the temptation anymore. When the wine hits my tongue and flows around my mouth, my body almost becomes ecstatic. The temptation my body has been resisting for so long is finally allowed to flow freely.

         I sit down and turn on the TV. When my first glass of wine is empty, they're standing in front of the judges. There is background music being played throughout the clip. Some of the contestants look at the judges, others look down at their feet, but he looks straight ahead. I can see his Adam's apple moving as he swallows.

         “David,” one judge says. I drop my glass and it shatters on the hardwood floor. A few droplets of wine land on the white lambskin rug. I put my hands on my head. I bury them in my hair and tighten my grip slightly. His face slides across the screen. He smiles bashfully and shakes hands with the others. I tighten my grip even more, and the camera shows his back as he leaves the kitchen. His muscles are dancing underneath his white t-shirt. The pain from my scalp runs down to the back of my neck, where the small hairs stand on end. I can't take my eyes off him. His movements. His gait. The hand he lifts in a farewell greeting as he turns the corner. The pain is running down my back. He disappears from view, and I can feel myself suddenly getting wet.

         – –

          
      

         My secretary knocks on the glass door.

         “Do you have a minute?” she asks, poking her head inside.

         “Yes, certainly,” I say, quickly scribbling down the last of my notes while they're still fresh in my memory.

         “There we go,” I say, leaning back in my chair expectantly, looking at her.

         “I just wanted to hear your opinion on our upcoming company event,” she says, and I quietly wait. “The thing is,” she continues, “I thought it should be something different. So I was thinking that we could take a cooking class together.”

         “That sounds lovely,” I say, and desperately try coming up with reasons why I can't make it that day.

         “It's because that guy, David, who was on that cooking show, you know, he started a cooking course. You might not have watched it. He was thrown off the show yesterday, but he's completely brilliant,” she says, shuffling her feet nervously.

         I swallow once more, as the muscles writhing underneath his t-shirt reappear in my mind. My mouth goes dry as he grabs the pizza dough firmly and smashes it down on the table. I completely forget that she's standing in front of me, as I envision him stretching out the dough, picking it up from the table, and throwing it down on the table with a loud smack.

         “So,” she says. “What do you think?”

         She stares at me expectantly, but I completely forgot the question. She waits.

         “Well,” I say, “that sounds like an absolutely terrific idea. And it's a whole new way for us to spend time together. I'm sure it will be lovely,” I say with a smile.

         Her shoulders relax a little bit.

         “Won't it though?” she asks. “I think it'll be brilliant. And it won't hurt anything that he's incredibly gorgeous,” she says, as she smilingly turns towards the door.

         I have to react quickly.

         “By the way, how did you manage to set it up? Do you know him or something?” I ask, and she turns back around.

         “Not really,” she says. “I just did a bit of browsing online and I saw that he had created a business. You can cook together and then eat what you cooked in pleasant surroundings, it says. It's both for businesses and individuals. I'm thinking about going there with some of my girlfriends, but first I want to see what it's like.”

         I give her a tight-lipped smile and nod. She shuts the door behind her.

         – –

         The smooth rhythms of the jazz music float around the bedroom as I get ready. I paint my nails red. The colour reminds me of overripe strawberries. I carefully slide the brush over every nail. Afterwards, I gently blow on my nails to make them dry faster. I glance at the clock. My dress is hanging on the large mirror. It's red and tight. If all goes well, I think, it will be the first and last time I ever wear it. If all goes well, the dress will be ripped along the middle in a few hours. If everything goes according to plan, the fabric will be destroyed by his touch and the dress will never return to my closet.

         My stiletto heels click loudly on the naked tiles. I move down the stairs. The food academy is in the basement of a large old mansion. I grip the bannister firmly as I move below ground. With each step I take, my expectations grow larger. With each time the sound of my heels reverberate on the staircase, I feel even tenser.

         My muscles tighten, and I clutch my purse as though I were afraid someone might try ripping it out of my hands. I’m nervous. Excited. My fingers change colour at the tightness of my grip. I can hear someone scrambling pots and pans around, someone moving rapidly right underneath me. There he is.

         “Welcome,” he says. “Come on in.” There's a dishcloth draped over his shoulder and he's wearing an apron.

         “Thank you,” I say energetically as if to show my gratitude even more. “What a lovely place this is,” I say, looking around the room. The walls are dark, red brick and it creates the perfect atmosphere. He's standing in the middle of the kitchen smiling and glancing towards the stairs. The ceiling is low but high enough that I can stand upright in my heels. A large wooden table is standing in the middle of the room. It has been set to accommodate a number of people. I quickly count the place settings. Ten in all. The entire room is lit by candles.

         “Please be seated,” he says, gesturing towards the table. I sit down.

         “Tonight, you're just here to enjoy,” he says. “I have a cooking academy across the city, where you can help cook the meals as well. But that's rather different surroundings,” he says, looking around.

         I smile. “Yes, this certainly seems like a place one might enjoy,” I say, as our eyes meet.

         He glances towards the stairs.

         “No one else is coming,” I say. “I’ve made all the reservations myself.” I take a sip of the wine standing at my place marker, as I look up at him.

         It takes a moment before he speaks. His expression hardens for a bit, and then he says: “Well, in that case, you're in for a grand treat.”

         He throws away the dishcloth and walks toward the long table. He smiles in a way that leaves no doubt as to whether or not he understood what I meant.

         Just to be completely sure, I say: “Yes, please feed me.” I look at him with an alluring smile. He reaches for my cutlery. His arm moves in front of me and I flinch, spooked by the sudden movement. He holds the cutlery in one hand and looks into my eyes. I knowingly lick my lips and he puts his hand on my face. He caresses my red lips with his thumb. I can't help licking and gently nibbling it. He stares at the way my tongue plays with his finger and then he abruptly stands up straight. I can see the bulge from his hard cock through his trousers and I feel like stretching out my hand. He takes a couple of steps back when he notices the desperation in my eyes.

         “Well, it's finger foods for you then,” he says smiling at me and walks to the kitchen.

         The taste of the small and perfectly prepared quails awakens my taste buds. The meat has a slight gamey taste and I greedily pick it off the bones. He sits next to me and observes me. He sees the juice from the meat on my lips and the desire for more that's apparent in my eyes. He stands up and walks to the kitchen.

         He returns with a tray of oysters, and I dig in. I grab a shell and tilt my head back slightly. My hair falls backwards and reveals the skin on my throat. It's exposed. I let the slippery oyster slide into my mouth and as I let the juice and the salt spread around, I can't help wondering how his cock would feel in my mouth. I swallow and his gaze is fixed on my throat.

         The ice cream is the final dish. He arranged the dessert beautifully on the plate, but instead of complimenting him, I let my index finger slide into the ice cream. I turn towards him and look into his eyes, and bring my finger to my mouth. I open it slightly and observe how his gaze follows the ice cream. I wrap my lips around my finger and suck it loudly. He shuffles slightly in his chair but remains sitting. I take my finger out again. It has been licked completely clean.

         In the candlelight, I can see the vein throbbing on his neck. I feel like an animal bracing itself for an attack. He quickly gets to his feet and roughly picks me up in his arms. He kisses me greedily. There is a sofa behind the long table, and he throws me down onto it. I can't take my eyes off him as he throws himself at me. It doesn't take long for him to rip his shirt off – and my red dress. My heart beats faster, as I consciously realise for a second that this is actually happening. That I'm actually lying here on the sofa. That he's really standing above me. That it's his tongue and his body caressing mine. I grab his head and kiss him. I let my hands roam where they may. His upper body feels strong and muscular. There are black hairs running downwards from his chest. I let my fingers follow the hairs and it doesn't take long for him to react. He lies down between my legs, and I thrust my pussy out towards him. He kisses me teasingly on my inner thighs. I grab my breasts hard. His eyes look up at me. He pulls down my knickers and buries his head between my legs. He licks me ravenously, as though I were a sherbet on a scorching day in the summertime. My juices flow. I think about the cold ice cream and its’ sweetness. I put my index finger in my mouth and suck on it. Once or twice I see his eyes staring at me before he moves his focus back to my wet pussy. I moan out loud to remove any doubt that I like it. He licks me harder, and suddenly I feel close to climaxing. He stops and kisses me. I playfully meet his tongue with mine and let the new tastes and sensations move around my mouth.

         He lifts me like a feather and lies down on the sofa, placing me next to him. He lets me take care of his body. I kiss his chest and catch his eye. I move further down and kiss his hard abdominal muscles, still looking into his eyes. When I reach his cock, he gets an almost pleading expression on his face. I moisten his cock with my saliva and let it slide in and out of my mouth. I lick down the shaft, still maintaining eye contact. I lick him slowly and with complete concentration.

         He grabs the back of my neck and we kiss passionately. His intensity demonstrates his gratitude. I straddle him. I whimper as he thrusts inside me. I ride him, and my breasts sway freely. He thrusts deeper and deeper inside me. I love the sensation of his cock filling me up. I ride him even harder.

         My breasts knock against my chest. He grabs them and caresses them. He kneads them roughly, as though they were a batch of dough being troublesome. I moan loudly.

         He grabs my buttocks hard and lifts me again. I’m now down to the sofa. I lie down on my back, and he enters me immediately. He thrusts hard, apparently enjoying the sight of his cock disappearing inside me. The leather on the sofa sticks to my skin and keeps me in place. I give up trying to remain quiet. I let out a loud, heavy breath, it’s almost a growl. I grab his butt firmly, pushing him in and out of me. He moans. I hold my legs up, and he fucks me deeply. He is so far inside me that I can barely even think. No chance to think about the next position, or how I would prefer to cum. There is only room for him in my mind. His breathing reveals that he's getting close. He thrusts a few more times inside me, then lies down between my legs and starts licking me. I grind my hips up and down against his mouth. I gasp. The sweat from my body is rubbing into the leather.

         I take his cock in my mouth. I suck it and taste the difference. He looks down at me, and the vertical line on his forehead emerges. He moans out loud. I grip his cock firmly. I milk him as he kisses me. My tongue plays with his and my hand plays with his cock.

         I stretch out my butt alluringly towards him, and it only takes a couple of seconds until I feel the pressure from behind, and he's inside me. He grabs my hips and forces me down onto his cock. I yell out and clutch the back of the sofa. I turn around slightly and see the sweat glistening on his body. Every muscle appears to be flexed, particularly the muscles in his arms, which hold my body in place and allow him to thrust as far inside me as possible. The smile across his mouth has me purring. The excitement and the pain are closely intertwined, and I turn around and put his cock in my mouth. I let my mouth slide quickly up and down.

         He enters me as I sit up on the sofa. He insistently holds on to me and looks into my eyes.

         I roar with ecstasy, grab the back of his neck and lean back slightly from the sheer joy. He forces me down onto the sofa and lies down on top of me. He raises himself up on his arms and maintains that position while sliding in and out of me. I can't take my eyes off his flexed muscles and how they work. I lift my legs up to his shoulders, and he penetrates me deeply. He moans, and I can't help smiling. I thrust my hips towards him, and he thrusts even harder. We maintain the rhythm until he starts plunging inside me faster and faster. I whimper and moan. His cock is filling me up completely. I cum at the same time as he blasts his cum inside me.

         Afterwards, I can't help but study every inch of him. I observe his veins slowly become less prominent. I watch his muscles begin to relax. He kisses me and smiles. He lies down close to me and wraps his arms around me and it doesn't take long before he falls asleep. I enjoy the feeling of his weight on top of me and I know it won't be the last time.

         – –

          
      

         I can hear pots scrambling and someone moving around at a quick pace. I can hear butter sizzling on a scalding hot pan. I stop, and the sound of my heels clicking stops. He turns around and looks up at me. He has an alluring smile on his lips.

         “So,” he says, “hungry again?”
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