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Naked Rehearsal, From Script to Real Penetration
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I’m an actress brimming with fantasies, but never in my wildest dreams did I imagine that during a bedroom scene, I’d blur the line between performance and reality, making love to my co-star under the watchful eyes of the crew.

When the director asked me to shoot a nude bedroom scene, I didn’t hesitate. Nudity on screen? It didn’t faze me. I agreed without a second thought.

“I’m a married woman, not some naive ingénue,” I told the director confidently. “I’m perfectly fine with filming nude scenes.”

To show his sincerity, he even offered to let my husband observe the filming process. I gave a wry smile at the suggestion. My husband was away on a business trip—hardly the type to hover on set watching me perform intimate scenes. But then an idea struck me: I could invite Daniel to the set instead. He could offer advice, maybe even help me navigate the moment.

The audition stretched on for over an hour, longer than anyone else’s. When it was over, they told me to go home and wait for their call. I left the studio feeling buoyant, like a carefree bird darting through the sky, certain the role was mine.

Yet, as soon as I got home, a shadow of doubt crept over me. Despite my confidence, a nagging fear lingered—what if I didn’t get the part? My mind raced, replaying the audition. The other actresses barely lasted five minutes in their interviews, while mine dragged on for over an hour. Surely, that meant the director saw something special in me.

That evening, Daniel stayed by my side. We slipped into bed early, our bodies entwined as we talked and made love. It wasn’t about physical satisfaction; I was chasing a release from the nervous tension coiled inside me. Daniel held my naked body close, his warmth grounding me as I confessed the director’s request for a nude scene. He reassured me, his voice steady and calm. “Almost every actress films intimate scenes early in their career,” he said. “It’s just acting, not real exposure.”

Around 10 p.m., as I was drifting toward sleep, the phone jolted me awake. My heart raced as I grabbed it. The director’s voice came through, crisp and clear: I got the part. I was to report to the set tomorrow for rehearsals and shooting preparations. Elation kept me awake all night, my mind a whirlwind of excitement. I begged Daniel to make love to me again, not out of desire but to quiet the restless thoughts spinning in my head.

The next morning, Daniel and I arrived at the studio bright and early. An assistant director handed me a script and a shooting schedule. There was no filming today—just set preparation. The director instructed me to go home and study the script with my husband. I stifled a laugh—Daniel, standing beside me, wasn’t my husband, but the director didn’t know that.

Back home, I pored over the script, dissecting my lines and performance notes. Daniel, ever direct, flipped straight to the nude bedroom scene and began reading it aloud, word for word. He raised an eyebrow, noting the abundance of explicit shots. “This feels more like an erotic film,” he remarked, though he conceded it wasn’t quite adult-video territory.

We dove into a serious discussion about how to approach the scene. The first sequence was tame—no nudity, just dialogue with my male co-star, Isaac, punctuated by three scripted kisses. The second sequence was bolder: I’d strip off my top, bare my breasts, and walk into the bedroom to lie on the bed, waiting for Isaac’s character to join me. The script noted in bold: “Simulated lovemaking, performed under the sheets.”

The third sequence was the most exposed. The story depicted a morning where Isaac and I, as lovers, wake up naked, tangled in bed. I’d rise, straddle his thighs, and we’d make love passionately. The script required me to be topless, my back to the audience and camera, my breasts’ curves visible but my nipples only faintly so. Another bolded note: “Simulated lovemaking, sheet wrapped around the actress’s waist to cover her lower body.” Isaac would lie beneath the sheet, mimicking the act, while I’d wear an expression of ecstatic arousal.

Daniel, reading the script, muttered in disbelief, “This play is packed with erotic performance.”

I nestled into his arms, shooting him a playful glare. “The male lead’s a lot like you, you know. Don’t you wake up every morning desperate to make love to me? Sometimes I even have to go down on you to satisfy you.”

“You’re not wrong,” he replied with a smirk.

That’s the essence of acting, I thought. My job was to make the intimacy of a married couple feel real, to perform simulated lovemaking so convincingly that married women in the audience might think it was genuine. Only then would my performance succeed.

That night, sleep eluded me. In school, I’d never been taught how to perform a bedroom scene. How could I make the audience believe I was truly making love to Isaac, even though everyone knew it was just acting? Restless, I got out of bed and dug out my old acting textbooks, studying them intently. I even watched some adult films, analyzing the actresses’ performances. Though their acts were real and unapologetically explicit, their skill was undeniable.

Rehearsals began at 8 a.m. For three weeks, we’d work closely with the director, dissecting every scene before filming started. On the first day, we read through the script multiple times. As the leads, Isaac and I were pulled aside for one-on-one coaching. We traded lines, with the director, Joshua, seated beside me, scrutinizing our delivery and correcting my mistakes. Isaac, a seasoned actor with over a dozen film and TV credits, recited his lines with ease. I, on the other hand, stumbled. My stage experience from university didn’t translate seamlessly to screen acting, and I fumbled my lines, feeling like a novice. But Joshua was patient, guiding me gently, which put me at ease.

Holding the script, I read, “Oh, darling, you’re back!” Joshua coached me: “Sophia, you rush out of the kitchen, throw yourself into Isaac’s arms, and kiss passionately.”

Isaac responded, “Oh, darling, I missed you so much. I thought of you day and night.”

We spent the day perfecting our lines, with Joshua offering constant feedback. It was exhausting but exhilarating. That evening, I recounted the day to Daniel, who was thrilled at how quickly I’d settled into the team. I told him Joshua was a kind director, patiently teaching me the ropes.

The next day, we familiarized ourselves with the set in the morning and rehearsed the first sequence’s dialogue in the afternoon. That evening, we’d tackle the second sequence—the nude scene. To avoid prying eyes, Joshua scheduled it for late at night. Daniel insisted on coming to the set, despite my initial reluctance. The idea of baring myself in front of my lover, under the crew’s gaze, felt awkward. But he persisted, and I relented.

That evening, as we prepared for the nude scene, Joshua pulled me aside. “Sophia, have you ever filmed a bedroom scene before?”

I shook my head, laughing lightly. “No, director. They didn’t teach us that in school.”

“Alright, I’ll show you,” he said. “Put the script down. I’ll demonstrate how to perform lovemaking under the sheets. We need the audience to believe you and Isaac are really making love, even though it’s just acting.”

He glanced at Daniel, who stood watching from a distance. “Your husband’s here to see your performance—perfect. Let’s show him what stellar acting looks like. Make this scene come alive.”

I glanced at Daniel, thinking, You’ve got it wrong, Joshua. He’s not my husband—he’s my lover.

I motioned for Daniel to sit in the audience seats, then returned to the stage, lying on the double bed already set up. Joshua sat beside me, instructing me to bend my knees and spread my legs. “This is crucial,” he said. “Keep your knees bent to prop up the sheet. That way, when Isaac is on top, moving his hips to simulate lovemaking, the sheet won’t slip. That’s the key to the illusion.”

I followed his directions, practicing the movements. Then Joshua called Isaac to join me, positioning him between my thighs to rehearse. Just as Isaac reached for the sheet, Joshua stopped us. “No, no! Don’t cover up yet. I need to see your movements. The audience isn’t stupid—you both need to make this look real.”

He turned to Isaac. “Lie on top of Sophia, your lower abdomen pressed against her thighs.” Joshua’s hand brushed my thigh as he continued. “Isaac, keep your abdomen tight against her, then lift your hips, moving them up and down to mimic penetration. Finally, lift one of Sophia’s legs over your shoulder, spread her other leg wide, and press your hips firmly against hers, as if you’re deeply inside her. Sophia, you need to scream with pleasure, your face radiating ecstasy, so the audience believes you’re truly making love. Got it?”

His words stunned me. My body trembled involuntarily. I couldn’t believe I’d be performing such provocative actions. Thankfully, Isaac was a charming, gentle guy, which eased my nerves slightly. I stole a glance at Daniel in the audience, his eyes fixed on me like a hawk watching its prey.

Isaac and I rehearsed the movements over and over. For the first time, a stranger’s body pressed against my thighs, separated only by my jeans. Despite the barrier, a strange sensation stirred in me, my body responding with an unexpected rush of arousal. But no matter how hard we tried, we couldn’t meet Joshua’s expectations. He wanted us to scream with passion, pointing to the script’s bolded note: “Isaac lies on Sophia, making love wildly, both screaming uncontrollably.” Exhausted, we pushed ourselves to the limit, finally satisfying Joshua’s vision. By the end, we were both spent, our bodies and voices worn out.

The next day, Isaac and I continued rehearsing our lovemaking scene, but something unexpected happened—I hadn’t anticipated my body responding so intensely. Perhaps it was the thick denim of my jeans, rubbing relentlessly against the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, but I felt a warm, undeniable trickle of arousal seeping from my core, soaking my panties. Mortified, I slipped away to the bathroom, peeled off my underwear, and secured a thick pad between my legs. The last thing I wanted was for Isaac to notice the fire igniting within me.

Back on the bed, we resumed our choreography, repeating the motions of simulated lovemaking. Finally, our movements satisfied Joshua, the director. But he wasn’t done with us—he found fault with our dialogue, demanding we recite our lines louder, bolder, even urging us to tease each other with provocative, explicit language.

That evening, I dragged myself home, my body heavy with exhaustion and my mind seething with frustration. The moment I walked through the door, I unleashed my pent-up anger on Daniel, picking a fight over nothing. But Daniel, ever patient, soothed me. Wrapping his arms around me, he murmured, “Every actress who wants to make it big has to master the bedroom scene. It’s just part of the game.”

His words calmed me, and he promised to be at the set whenever he could, watching me perform. That brought me a flicker of comfort. I vowed to him—and to myself—that I’d nail the scene. It was just acting, after all. What I didn’t confess was how, during the rehearsal, my body had betrayed me, my arousal so intense that I’d felt my desire spill over, dampening my thighs.

That night, as Daniel and I made love, my mind wandered inexplicably to Isaac. Maybe I’d thrown myself too deeply into the role, but I couldn’t shake the image of him—tall, charming, undeniably attractive.

The following morning, I arrived at the studio on time, so confident in my lines that I didn’t even glance at the script. After two days of rehearsal, Isaac and I had memorized every word. We climbed onto the bed, still clothed, and ran through the lovemaking sequence once more. This time, Joshua nodded in approval.

At lunch, he leaned in close to Isaac and me, his voice low. “This afternoon, you two will perform the scene without clothes. It’s time to make it real.”

When the afternoon arrived, Joshua addressed us solemnly. “Sophia, Isaac—this afternoon, we’re shooting the nude bedroom scene.”

He paused, his eyes sweeping over us. “Here’s how it goes: Sophia, when you hear the knock at the door, you rush out of the kitchen and into Isaac’s arms in the living room. You kiss passionately. Then, hand in hand, you walk to the bedroom, shedding your clothes as you go. Sophia, pay attention—by the time you reach the bedroom door, you must remove your bra, baring your breasts. At the bed, slip off your panties and slide under the covers, always keeping your back to the audience and camera. Understood?”

Turning to Isaac, he continued, “Isaac, you follow Sophia, stripping off all your clothes as you walk. When you reach the bed and lift the sheet, the audience should catch a fleeting glimpse of Sophia’s naked body, just enough to know she’s completely bare, waiting for you. Once you’re on the bed, you kiss fervently, then make love with abandon. Got it? Let’s get to it.”

My face flushed, and my heart pounded so hard I thought it might burst. I’d never stripped naked in front of a crowd before, let alone pressed my bare body against another man’s. My hands trembled as the reality sank in. Joshua ordered all non-essential crew to leave, leaving only the cinematographer and assistant director. He commanded us to begin, but I stood frozen, my mind blank, until his second shout snapped me out of it.

Isaac and I embraced, our lips meeting in a heated kiss. I tugged at the zipper of his pants while he peeled off my T-shirt. Soon, I stood in just my bra and panties, and Isaac in only his briefs. My eyes darted to his crotch, where his erection strained against the fabric, bold and undeniable. The sight sent a jolt through me.

We clung to each other, Isaac’s hands roaming my bare back, his touch igniting a surge of desire that radiated from my core. My body hummed with a need I couldn’t suppress. I led him to the bedroom, swiftly unhooked my bra, and let my full, pale breasts spill free. As we neared the bed, Joshua’s voice cut through. “Stop! Sophia, that wasn’t right.”

He pulled me aside to demonstrate, and I stood, humiliated, covering my breasts with my hands as I listened. We tried again. This time, I entered the bedroom, shed my bra, and, at the bed’s edge, slipped off my panties. I was utterly naked, my back to the camera, yet I felt exposed, vulnerable. I glanced at Isaac—he, too, had stripped bare, his erection proud and unapologetic. He didn’t seem to care that I noticed.

Just as I lifted the sheet to slip beneath it, the sound technician interrupted, saying the bed’s microphone had failed and needed replacing. Reluctantly, I climbed out, standing naked by the bed. The technician worked quickly, but his eyes kept flickering toward my body. I pressed my thighs together, shielding my sex with one hand and my breasts with the other, though I could only cover my nipples, leaving most of my chest exposed. My cheeks burned as I lowered my gaze.

My eyes betrayed me, stealing another glance at Isaac’s groin. His erection was striking—longer, thicker than my husband’s or Daniel’s. Unbidden, my mind wandered: could something that size fit inside me without pain? The thought made my face flush hotter, and I cursed myself for entertaining such filthy ideas. I turned away, desperate to distract myself, but my gaze kept returning to him. My body betrayed me again, my core pulsing with excitement, a fresh trickle of arousal coating my sensitive folds. I clamped my thighs tighter, praying it wouldn’t drip down my legs.

The technician finished, and I dove under the covers, lying back as Isaac positioned himself above me, his muscular frame propped on his arms. Just as we began the scene, Joshua shouted, “Stop! Sophia, don’t cover up yet. I need to check your positions. The audience will know if you’re faking it—you have to make it look real.”

Reluctantly, I pushed the sheet aside. Isaac adjusted, settling between my thighs in the pose of impending lovemaking. “Action!” Joshua called.

We kissed deeply, his arms encircling my waist, one hand kneading my breast. My body grew warm, my blood racing as he teased my sensitive nipple, waves of pleasure radiating to my core. Following the script, we shifted to simulate lovemaking. I bent my knees, spreading my legs wide as Isaac knelt between them. He thrust his hips forward, his erection grazing the hair above my sex—careful, gentlemanly, to avoid direct contact. Still, the friction sent shivers through me. I screamed as the script demanded, feigning ecstasy, though my body’s response felt all too real.

Next, Isaac lifted one of my legs over his shoulder. Even without looking, I knew my sex was fully exposed to him. His erection brushed the edge of my outer lips, and I gasped, fearing for a moment he might part them and enter me. But he didn’t, instead sliding his length along my pubic hair, maintaining the illusion. Still, my body responded, a steady stream of arousal soaking me further.

Per the script, Isaac lay back, and I positioned myself over his thighs, preparing to simulate oral pleasure. I quickly pulled the sheet over my hips, hiding my drenched sex from view. As I leaned down, pretending to take him into my mouth, Joshua halted us again. “No, no! You’re not following my directions.”

He coached us further: “After making love, Isaac collapses onto Sophia, exhausted. Sophia, keep your legs spread wide. Then, Isaac lifts his hips, moving his lips toward your sex. Per the script, he kisses it passionately, and you scream with pleasure. Next, Isaac lies back, his erection pointing skyward. Sophia, you straddle his thighs and take him into your mouth, fully committed to the act.”

Everything, of course, was to happen beneath the sheets, but the goal was to convince every viewer that Sophia—my character—was truly pleasuring Isaac’s body with her mouth. Only then would the performance be a triumph.

No sooner had Joshua finished speaking than Isaac jumped in, his voice thick with unease. “Director, this is too much. I can’t imagine kissing a woman’s private parts right after making love. I’ve never done that with my wife!”

“Isaac, enough,” Joshua cut in, his tone firm. “You don’t have to actually do it—it’s acting. You may not have kissed a woman there in real life, but that doesn’t mean you’re really kissing Sophia’s body. It’s just performance.”

Isaac shook his head, defiant. “No, Director, you can’t force me. I can’t picture a decent man burying his face between a woman’s legs, doing that. It’s too far. I can’t do it.”

“Isaac, you’re missing the point,” Joshua said, his patience thinning. “Sophia isn’t just any woman—she’s your wife in this story. She craves this intimacy with you before you part because she loves you, just as you love her. This raw, physical connection is how we show their deep, authentic love.”

Joshua paused, then leaned in, his voice taking on a sharper edge. “If you can’t perform, Isaac, we’ll find someone else. You know what that means—for you and the production. We don’t want that, but it’s your choice.”

Isaac fell silent, his head bowed. I nudged him gently with my finger, and reluctantly, he stood, ready to follow Joshua’s orders.

We ran through the scene again, this time pushing for even greater realism. Instead of grazing my pubic hair, Isaac’s erection slid along the groove between my outer lips, brushing against my swollen, sensitive clit. The friction sent electric shocks through me, and my screams weren’t feigned this time—they were real, raw, and uncontrollable. As a woman, I was ashamed to admit it, but I couldn’t deny the thrill of a stranger’s body rubbing against my most intimate place, igniting a fire I hadn’t expected.

Then, as scripted, Isaac’s head moved downward. I parted my legs willingly, my breath catching as his lips grazed my throbbing clit. My entire core pulsed with pleasure, and when he took it between his lips, sucking gently, I closed my eyes, surrendering to the waves of ecstasy radiating from that sensitive spot. Soft moans escaped me, unbidden, as I lost myself in the sensation.

There was no question—my performance was flawless.

When we finished, Joshua clapped enthusiastically, shouting, “Perfect! Absolutely perfect!” He was thrilled, especially with my acting, praising how authentic and gripping it was. Little did he know, I wasn’t acting—I was reveling in the pleasure.

Isaac and I lay back on the bed, panting, our bodies still buzzing. A female assistant director handed us robes. Isaac turned away from her, his erection still prominent, clearly not wanting her to see. But he didn’t seem to mind my gaze lingering on him. I slipped into my robe, waiting for Joshua’s next instructions.

Joshua scanned the crew, clearing his throat. “Today’s performance was a success. This is what real acting looks like, and this is the standard we’ll hold for the rest of this production. To the men in the room—if you’re not aroused by Sophia and Isaac’s performance, they haven’t done their job.”

He let out a hearty laugh before continuing. “Sophia was exceptional today. Isaac, you were... adequate. I noticed your arousal wasn’t as convincing as it could be, which tells me you’re not fully committed. If you don’t step up, we’ll consider replacing you.”

He didn’t mince words. “This show demands raw, unfiltered intimacy. It’s about a husband and wife, separated for months, reuniting with desperate passion. That’s human nature. Almost every couple has made love like this—our story isn’t exaggerating. It’s real.”

His tone shifted, authoritative. “Everyone here knows why the producers hired you. If you’re unclear about that, you’re free to leave. I won’t tolerate complaints or gossip behind my back. Today, I want to thank Sophia especially—she’s elevated this production. Isaac, you’ve got work to do. That’s all for now.”

As I dressed, ready to head to my dressing room, Daniel appeared. He hadn’t seen my raw, uninhibited performance, but I couldn’t help asking, excitement bubbling over, “Daniel, what did you think of my acting? Joshua loved it!”

The crew glanced at Daniel with curious, almost pitying looks, assuming he was my husband. His face lit up, mirroring my enthusiasm. “It was so real, Sophia—like you were actually making love. If I hadn’t seen it myself, I’d have believed it was genuine.”

I smirked, stifling a laugh. If you’d seen the full extent of my performance, you’d lose your mind.

Joshua approached, clapping Daniel on the shoulder with a grin. “That’s the art of acting, Daniel. We make the audience believe our stars are truly making love, but it’s all performance. Alright, everyone, take a break. We resume at five.”

“I’m exhausted,” I said to Joshua. “I’m heading to my dressing room to rest. I’ll be back at five.” I grabbed Daniel’s hand and hurried out of the studio. I didn’t want him lingering, chatting with the crew, possibly learning about the explicit things I’d done. He wasn’t my husband—just my lover—but the thought of him knowing made my stomach twist.

We left the set in a rush, Daniel trailing close behind. My body was still on fire, my core pulsing with every step, a steady trickle of arousal soaking my panties. At that moment, I wanted nothing more than to make love—to Daniel, to Isaac, to any man who could satisfy the ache consuming me. But reason held me back. I ducked into the women’s restroom, relieved to find it empty. The moment the door closed, I slipped my hand into my panties, my fingers plunging into my slick, aching core. I rubbed my swollen clit frantically, losing myself in the desperate release of my pent-up desire.

As I pleasured myself, Daniel’s voice came softly through the door. “Sophia, what’s taking so long? I need you. I want you now.”

Startled, I yanked off my panties and began to urinate, a warm stream splashing from me as I laughed to myself. He was calling me Sophia now, not my real name, fully immersed in my role. As I finished, Daniel burst into the restroom. I stood, forgetting to pull up my panties, and his eyes locked onto the dark patch of hair between my thighs.

“Sophia,” he murmured, almost to himself, “I’m so turned on. I need to make love to you.”

Before I could respond, his hand was between my legs, fingers exploring my drenched folds. “Daniel, you can’t just barge into the women’s restroom!” I hissed, panicked. “What if someone sees? They’ll think you’re a creep.”

I tried to push his hand away, but his fingers were already deep inside me, curling against my inner walls. “Daniel, I love you, and I want you too,” I pleaded, “but there’s no space here. Let’s go home and make love, okay?” Truthfully, I was desperate for him.

“Sophia, please,” he groaned, “suck me. I’m so worked up—I need release.” He pulled me close, kissing me fiercely.

My own arousal surged. I wanted him just as badly, but I knew I could find release through touch and fantasy, while he needed more. Maybe that was the difference between us. I knelt, unzipped his pants, and tugged down his briefs. His erection sprang free, hard and urgent, inches from my face. I closed my eyes, took him into my mouth, and slid my fingers back into my core, stirring myself as I savored the dual sensations coursing through me.

Daniel’s hands cradled my head, guiding himself deeper, thrusting as if into my body. I sucked eagerly, my core clenching as if he were inside me. A sudden breeze grazed my heated skin, and I opened my eyes to a shocking sight—Joshua and Isaac stood in the doorway, staring, a strange smile flickering across their faces. My cheeks burned with shame. I pulled back, scrambling to stand and yanking up my soaked panties, the cold, wet fabric clinging to my sensitive folds, sending a shiver through me. Mercifully, Joshua quietly closed the door and left.

I turned on Daniel, furious. “You idiot! You forgot to lock the door! They saw everything—everything we were doing!”

“I—I didn’t think anyone would come in,” he stammered, pulling me into his arms. I pinched his still-hard erection in frustration.

Suddenly, his body shuddered, and a stream of warm, milky fluid splattered onto my already-drenched panties. I stepped back, but a second spurt hit my thigh. I grabbed his pulsing length, feeling it throb as more spilled onto my hand, sticky and warm.

Anger surged within me. I hated that Daniel had lost control, staining me like this, and I resented Joshua and Isaac for intruding. But my frustration changed nothing. I peeled off my panties, washing the mess from my thighs and hands.

Daniel, spent, pulled up his briefs, his face flushed. “I’m sorry, I got too excited. I couldn’t hold back. I’ll lock the door next time, I promise. Were you... as turned on as I was?”

Holding my ruined panties, I snapped, “No, Daniel, I’m not excited. These were my only pair—how am I supposed to keep filming now?”

Before he could respond, a knock came at the door. “Sophia, rehearsal’s starting. Everyone’s waiting,” Joshua called from outside.

I slipped into my robe, bare beneath it, and followed Joshua back to the studio. I couldn’t let Daniel see me performing naked, so I made an excuse to send him away. He left reluctantly, probably thinking I was still mad about the bathroom incident.

As I stepped onto the stage, Joshua leaned in, his voice a low whisper. “Sophia, sorry about earlier. Next time you’re... doing that, lock the door.” I gave a wry smile, saying nothing.

Joshua wanted Isaac and me to run the scene again, this time under the sheets. We stripped quickly, our naked bodies slipping beneath the covers. I lay back, spreading my legs wide as Isaac knelt between them, mimicking lovemaking. I could feel his erection sliding along the groove of my outer lips, occasionally brushing the hair above my sex. When he lifted my leg over his shoulder, my entire core throbbed uncontrollably, and in that moment, I climaxed, a shuddering peak that left me breathless.

Isaac continued, his tip grazing my entrance, teasingly close. Several times, my hips instinctively arched toward him, yearning for him to slip inside. My screams of excitement weren’t scripted—they were real, fueled by memories of last night’s frenzied lovemaking with Daniel.

Next came the scene where Isaac’s character pleasured me orally. He slid under the sheet, his head between my thighs as I parted them eagerly. His lips brushed my sensitive flesh, and I moaned, my hips bucking instinctively, pressing my sex against his face. Isaac, perceptive, understood my unspoken desire. Without hesitation, he pressed his lips to my swollen folds, sucking my throbbing clit before parting my inner lips with his tongue and delving inside. I screamed, lost in the overwhelming pleasure.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
- w
- UNFORESEEN

ENTANGLEMENTS
BOOKS 1-10 BUN DLE

' (‘:" i ;’2;‘3






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





