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I sit on the edge of the bed, my heart pounding in my chest as I wait for Emma. The blindfold she instructed me to wear is soft against my skin, but it does little to ease the anticipation building inside me. Her text had been clear: "Wear this and wait for me. I have a surprise." My fingers trace the edge of the silk, the fabric slipping easily between my fingertips. I can’t stop thinking about what she has planned. Emma’s always been full of surprises, but this feels different. More intimate. More... charged.

The room is quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioner and the distant sound of traffic outside. I’m in her apartment, a place I’ve grown familiar with over the past few months. The scent of her vanilla candle lingers in the air, mingling with the faint trace of her perfume on the pillow beside me. I shift slightly, the fabric of my jeans tight against my thighs. I’d dressed casually, not knowing what to expect, but now I wonder if I should’ve put more thought into it.

My mind wanders to the last time we were together. Emma’s lips had been soft, her touch electric. She’d whispered something about wanting to explore new things, to push boundaries. At the time, I’d thought she meant trying a new restaurant or going on a spontaneous road trip. Now, I’m not so sure. The blindfold feels like a symbol of something bigger—a step into the unknown.

I hear the faint click of the door opening, followed by the soft pad of footsteps. My breath catches in my throat. This is it. The moment I’ve been waiting for. I sit up straighter, my hands resting on my knees as I try to appear calm. But my pulse gives me away, a steady thrum in my wrists that betrays my nervous excitement.

The footsteps stop just in front of me. I sense a presence, a warmth that radiates from the person standing before me. My skin prickles with anticipation. “Emma?” I whisper, my voice hoarse with desire. There’s no response, just the soft intake of breath that sends a shiver down my spine.

Before I can say another word, I feel a hand on my thigh. It’s warm, the touch firm but gentle. My muscles tense as the hand slides upward, tracing the seam of my jeans. I swallow hard, my throat dry. This isn’t Emma’s touch. It’s different—stronger, more deliberate. But I push the thought aside. It has to be her. Who else would it be?

The hand reaches the waistband of my jeans, and I hold my breath as it dips beneath the fabric. My skin feels hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive and buzzing. I’m hard already, my cock straining against the confines of my underwear. The touch pauses, lingering for a moment before sliding down to cup me through the fabric. A soft hum vibrates against my skin, and I shudder. That’s not Emma’s voice. It’s deeper, richer. But I’m too caught up in the sensation to question it further.
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