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SEXTDUCTION: 

a seduction undertaken via text message or chat.

DEDICATION

To the city that never stops moving—where the ocean hums with bass, the skyline glows like desire, and every sunset feels like the beginning of a new story.

To Miami—its people, its rhythm, its light. You gave Lexi and Dean a world to fall in love in, and me a reason to tell their story.

—Rod K

Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places, brands, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 

The mention of specific products, brands, or institutions is for narrative purposes only and does not imply endorsement, sponsorship, or affiliation. All trademarks and registered trademarks are the property of their respective owners. 
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The Love Letter

Love letters have endured for centuries—timeless expressions of longing, devotion, and desire. From soldiers writing home across oceans to lovers whispering their hearts onto paper, each letter carried a pulse: a confession meant for one set of eyes, one soul, one moment in time.

Even in the age of screens, that impulse hasn’t vanished. It’s simply evolved.

Today, our love letters arrive as messages lit by the glow of a phone. A photo. A voice note. A whispered thought between heartbeats. Now they live in DMs, texts, and private chats—raw, immediate, intoxicating.

The modern love letter is the sext.

It’s not just words or images—it’s emotion, electricity, and anticipation. It’s digital intimacy, a dance of power and vulnerability shared in real time. A whisper you can delete but never forget.

And in that space—between temptation and connection—Sextduction was born.

This is not just a story about seduction. It’s a story about identity, power, and the choices we make when our lives are lived in the spotlight. Set in Miami, where sunlight meets champagne and every night hums with possibility, Sextduction invites you into a world where glamour and danger walk hand in hand.

At its heart are six unforgettable lives intertwined by passion, ambition, and fate:

Lexi Donovan – the model and influencer who built an empire from desire and defiance.

Dean Harrington – the billionaire investor whose charm conceals scars of his own.

Jeni Whitmore – the confidante caught between loyalty and forbidden emotion.

Sophie Devereaux – the playful beauty who hides her heartbreak behind the flash of a camera.

Tiffany Kirkland – the dreamer, daughter of an American missionary, still learning that innocence has its own kind of power.

Sirena – Sirena – more than AI, she’s an empathetic friend, companion, and listener. 

Together, they move through a city pulsing with music, money, and momentum—from penthouse suites to rooftop clubs, from high-stakes boardrooms to candlelit beach nights. It’s a world of glamorous women and powerful men, of influencers chasing light, and lovers risking everything to feel something real.

But beneath the luxury and allure, the shadows remain. Behind every curated post and perfect image lies the unspoken cost of control—the unseen manipulations, the secrets, the danger of being desired by too many, too soon.

Lost Trust, one of the story’s most pivotal chapters, pulls back that curtain. It reveals the darker edge of influencer culture, where fame and exploitation blur, and where love—real love—becomes the most radical act of all.

More Than a Story

Sextduction is a modern odyssey of intimacy and transformation. It explores how connection, both digital and physical, can empower or consume us—and how redemption often begins where desire and truth collide.

So, as you turn the page, step into Miami. Feel the heat. Hear the music. Let yourself drift into a city where fantasy feels like memory and every message carries a heartbeat.

Lose yourself in the rhythm of Sextduction—and maybe, along the way, rediscover your own.

See you at the end.

—Rod K.
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​Chapter One. Her Sextduction
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Grace Bay Fantasy 

Track One - Sex, Love and Water - Sextduction Spotify playlist

The final shot had been taken just before sunset in the Turks & Caicos. The pink sky melted into the turquoise waters of Grace Bay, casting warm gold against her skin as the breeze teased the hem of her sheer silk cover-up. Lexi stood barefoot in the powder-fine sand, facing the ocean, her back arched just slightly, the silhouette of her body outlined in soft light.

The bass-heavy pulse of “Sex, Love & Water” by Armin van Buuren spilled from the portable speaker buried in the sand, wrapping the shoot in a slow, sultry groove.

She didn’t need direction anymore. She knew her angles better than any photographer ever could. Her body moved in time with the music—each click of the shutter matching the rhythm like a slow seduction. The photographer murmured something, but she was in her own head now, her gaze set on the horizon, her fingers toying with the edge of the silk at her hip.

A week at Grace Bay Club had been a blur of bikinis, bougainvillea, and the occasional splash of something more risqué for her OnlyFans VIPs.

Days began with sunrise yoga shoots, sweat-slicked active wear clinging to her curves. The sound of waves blended with deep house beats, grounding her in the illusion she created for the camera.

Afternoons meant high-cut swimwear beside the infinity pool, camera shutters snapping as she dipped in and out of the crystalline water, champagne glass in hand.

By evening, it was lace and low light—lingerie sets designed to look effortless, captured from behind gauzy white curtains billowing like whispers.

Every detail was intentional. The tan lines, the wind-tangled hair, the golden body oil glistening on her skin. Her content had to feel real but controlled. Wild, but polished. This was the illusion she sold.

Fantasy, with just enough reality to be dangerous.

Music. Motion. Money. Mask.

The crew flew out before her.

Lexi and Sophie lingered one more night.

Cielo Bar 


Track Two – Messy and Track Three – Levitating


They had reservations at 9 p.m. for dinner and dancing at a place called Cielo in Grace Bay.

They weren’t ready to let go of paradise. Not just yet.

They showered together—laughing, touching, teasing. A little fun. A little tension eased.

It wasn’t new. It wasn’t awkward. It was them.

They’d been best friends since Lexi moved to Miami, and they looked out for each other. They had rules—no sleeping with strangers on a shoot. If some guy got too close in the club, they’d kiss. One of them would say, “We’re together.”

A kiss between them wasn’t for show. It was safety. It was code. It was control.

Sometimes it was armor. Sometimes it was medicine. But it was always real.

And when that didn’t work, Lexi had private security in the shadows. After a few stalkers, she didn’t travel without them.

They finished getting ready—makeup flawless, hair falling in sultry waves, curves poured into the sexiest dresses imaginable.

They didn’t just get dressed. They transformed.

They didn’t just walk downstairs.

They descended like a headline.

The limo ride was short, the air inside filled with perfume and electric silence. Outside, Cielo pulsed before they even stepped inside.

“Messy” by Laszewo thumped through the club as they entered, lights slicing the fog in strobes. Their hips found the rhythm immediately, arms raised, mouthing lyrics, bodies already in sync before they even reached their table.

Lexi leaned in, grinning. “Sophie... it looks like everyone’s staring.”

Sophie glanced around, amused. “Should be an interesting night.”

They were seated near the DJ booth, close enough to feel the bass under their skin.

A waiter approached, took their order, and returned with two glasses of chilled chardonnay.

Lexi raised her glass. “To Grace Bay. And my ride-or-die.”

They clinked. Sophie smiled. “To making memories.”

By midnight, they’d traded wine for tequila. The club was full, the air thick with sweat and sound. “Levitating” by Dua Lipa kicked on, and the girls hit the floor.

Their energy was electric—tipsy, radiant, unbothered.

Eyes followed them. Phones tilted to record. But none of it mattered. They were in their own orbit.

Sophie danced with abandon, turning and dropping low in front of Lexi. Lexi cracked up, swatted Sophie’s backside, and they both doubled over laughing.

This was freedom. This was friendship, unfiltered.

By 1 a.m., they stumbled back to the suite, cheeks flushed, dresses clinging to their skin. Packing became a blur of clothes and laughter.

Sophie peeled her dress off and stretched. “Come to bed.”

Lexi nodded, slipping out of her dress. “Just for a little bit. I’ve got some work after.”

They slid beneath the sheets, warm from wine and tequila and something deeper.

Not just heat. Not just want. But something like home.

A kiss found them—soft at first, then hungry.

Fingers wandered between each other’s breast, their backsides and below their waists.

Hips pressed.

Skin brushed skin.

They touched in places they knew by heart.

Sophie’s mouth found Lexi’s breast, then moving lower to her crotch. Lexi’s fingers going deeper in Sophie’s crotch. A soft moan. A slow arching. 

They moved like mirrors. Sophie moves Lexi, getting on top of her, flips around her face in Lexi’s crotch and Lexi’s face in her crotch. 

Each of them giving. Each of their mouths and tongues, pleasing the other. Even the taste of the other in their mouths was exciting them both. Each of them needing.

Their breath came in sync. Their release, like a whisper. 

They reached release together, breathless, flushed, still pleasuring the other—slower now, gentler. They curled into each other like a question with no answer.

After a moment, Lexi whispered, “I need to finish a few things. I’ll be back in bed.”

It was 2 a.m.

She stood on the balcony, wrapped in a robe, sipping chilled rosé, replying to DMs that would earn her more in a weekend than some people made in a year.

The night was velvet. The sea below, silent and endless.

The breeze kissed her cheek. Salt and silence filled her lungs.

In just hours, she and Sophie would be back in Miami.

She had built this life. From nothing.

Every deal, every post, every message... earned.

And she deserved every second of it.

​Back Home in Miami

The next day, her return flight touched down just after noon.

A black SUV waited curbside—private, tinted, silent. No lines. No fuss. Her team had already been through the condo. Fridge stocked. Linens crisp. Robes hung just right.

Everything in its place, just as she liked it.

Everything clean. Controlled. Like none of it had ever happened.

Lexi barely spoke during the ride; her gaze fixed on the skyline. Her phone buzzed nonstop—new followers, fan messages, brand offers. She let it all sit in her lap, face down.

Just for now.

Let the algorithm spin without her. Let the world clamor while she disappeared for a moment.

When the elevator opened directly into her penthouse, she exhaled for the first time all day. A long, low breath she hadn’t even known she was holding.

Shoes off. Hair down. Bra forgotten somewhere along the way.

She padded barefoot across the cool stone floor, the low hum of Biscayne Bay rising behind the glass like a lullaby. This was her cocoon. The only place where Lexi Donovan, the persona, could soften into Lexi, the woman.

She poured herself chilled water with a sprig of mint. Touched her lip gloss in the mirror—not for anyone else, just to feel whole again. A ritual more than vanity. Something to say: you're still here.

She slipped into a pale silk cami that draped like a whisper over her frame. She wouldn’t need to post again until morning. She wouldn’t need to be anyone until then.

For the first time in days, she wasn’t performing.

Lexi curled into the cream leather sectional, its buttery texture cool against her bare thighs. She tucked one leg beneath her and sank into the cushions.

The scent of white jasmine danced on the air from a candle flickering on the marble counter.

Afternoon light spilled across the penthouse in soft waves, brushing gold over her skin. Outside, the Atlantic glittered like a mirror, each ripple a private secret.

This was hers—every inch of it.

The view. The stillness. The empire she’d built from filtered light and fearless desire.

Lexi Donovan. Golden girl of Instagram.

Three million followers and climbing.

She didn’t hustle for attention anymore. She summoned it.

One photo in lace, a turn of the hip, a gaze over one shoulder—and the internet obeyed.

It always obeyed.

Her phone lit up again, buzzing like a slot machine.

She picked it up slowly, thumb hovering but not pressing.

Champagne in one hand, she watched the digits rise in her dashboard. Five-figure deposits by breakfast. One DM—if she chose to answer it—could turn into more than some people made in a month.

She had learned how to monetize seduction without giving herself away.

And yet—beneath the luxury, behind the glass—there was a quiet part of her that missed being looked at without expectation.

Not followed. Not adored. Just seen.

She missed being someone’s reason to breathe, not just someone’s reason to click.

She took another sip of champagne and let the silence stretch.

Tonight, there would be no ring lights. No filters. No curated captions.

Just Lexi. Barefoot. Skin to leather. Candlelight. And the soft, rising breath of someone who had earned every square inch of her silence.

No apology. No smile. No mask.

Just this.

And finally—just her.

Power, Monetized

But she wasn’t naïve.

The game had changed.

This wasn’t just modeling anymore.

It wasn’t about being discovered—it was about taking the spotlight and selling the stage.

It was empire-building.

A business of control disguised in lace and lighting.

This was strategy in lingerie.

Domination in slow motion.

OnlyFans. FanVue.

Exclusive content had rewritten the rules.

No agents. No casting calls. No waiting rooms filled with hungry eyes and plastic smiles.

Women weren’t waiting around for magazine spreads or fashion contracts anymore.

They were building empires from their bedrooms and balconies.

With a ring light and a plan, the gatekeepers became irrelevant.

Housewives. Students. Divorcees.

All of them with a camera, a hustle, and something to prove.

Some wanted control. Some wanted escape.

Some wanted to win.

Lexi had started soft.

Flirtatious. Suggestive.

A cheeky caption.

A barely-there neckline.

A smile that hinted at more.

She gave just enough to keep them leaning in. Never enough to let them touch.

But as the landscape sharpened, so did her edge.

The line between allure and access blurred—and Lexi learned how to own it without losing herself.

A slip of silk.

A turned back.

A look over the shoulder like she had a secret.

She didn’t sell sex. She sold the possibility. And that sold everything.

She mastered the whisper of skin.

The tease of intimacy.

The crafted illusion that murmured: I made this just for you.

Now, sixty percent of her income came from behind a paywall.

Not just photos.

Experiences. Fantasies. Curated intimacy on demand.

Digital devotion. Personalized heat.

Not sex.

Power.

It was intimacy redefined—customized, condensed, and monetized with surgical precision.

And it worked.

Oh, it worked.

Everything around her supported the dream she’d sold.

The bottles of Cristal champagne nestled in the cooler—untouched, pristine, waiting like a promise.

Luxury not as indulgence, but as discipline.

A weapon disguised as elegance. A trap wrapped in velvet.

A visual cue for restraint with sparkle.

The click of her stilettos on marble.

The soft rustle of designer fabrics as she crossed the room.

Each sound rehearsed. Each motion intentional.

The way the golden-hour light kissed her cheekbones just right through panoramic glass.

None of it was accidental.

None of it just for her.

It wasn’t self-expression. It was self-curation.

This wasn’t only her home.

It was her production set. Her sanctuary.

Her trap. Her power source.

Every frame. Every filtered shot.

Every coy smile posted from that living room—

It wasn’t for a man.

It wasn’t even for herself anymore.

It was for the empire.

Reinvention

Luxury wasn’t frivolous.

It was functional.

It kept the lights on.

It paid the team.

It built a wall between who she used to be and who she had to become.

But the truth?

She hadn’t always been this version of herself.

There was a time when her name didn’t echo, her image didn’t ripple through algorithms, her presence didn’t fill rooms.

Back in college, Lexi had been forgettable in a crowd.

Pretty, maybe. But not unforgettable.

Not the girl people turned for.

Not the name that lingered after the party ended.

She remembered standing near the kitchen island—solo cup in hand—while the real girls danced in the center of the room.

Symmetrical faces. Untouchable charm. The kind of beauty that never had to ask permission.

Lexi hovered on the fringe, half-hoping to disappear, half-praying someone would finally notice her.

The music thudded in her chest, but she was invisible in the noise. Always watching. Never seen.

That ache followed her into adulthood.

It wasn’t until she landed in Miami that she decided to rewrite her narrative.

That’s when she met Richard Phillips or just Rick, as she called him.

A sharply dressed attorney who dealt in accident claims—and damage, Lexi would later realize, wasn’t limited to cars.

He was lean, well-spoken, and radiated the kind of charisma that felt like control disguised as confidence.

He told her she had potential.

That he could help her become someone.

At first, she believed him.

At first, she thought it might be love.

He knew the language of admiration, but his hands only built cages.

She remembered the antiseptic scent of the surgeon’s office—the false sweetness of artificial vanilla masking the sterile air.

Her fingers trembled as she signed the forms.

She didn’t look the receptionist in the eye.

“I want the Barbie look,” she whispered.

Not for beauty.

For transformation. For memory.

That night, Rick didn’t wait.

She was still swollen, her face bruised and taped, eyes barely open. And already, the camera was clicking.

“Turn your head this way,” he said.

“Money doesn’t make itself, Lexi.”

She didn’t even ask why he was filming. She knew.

The lens didn’t flinch. Not at the gauze. Not at the stitched hairline. Not at the angry swelling beneath her new chest.

And neither did Rick.

He watermarked everything—called it insurance. Labeled it investment.

Footage, not for celebration—but for leverage.

Blonde hair. Button nose. Curves cut to command attention.

By the time the swelling faded, Alexandra was gone.

Lexi had arrived.

At first, she was grateful.

She told herself Rick had given her a future. That the glint in his eye meant pride—not ownership.

For a while, she played the role.

A team. A plan. A life rebuilt.

But love doesn’t come with ledgers.

Not with strings. Not with threats.

As the months passed, she saw the truth—Rick wasn’t a partner.

He was a puppeteer.

A controller.

A polished predator with a business model.

Whenever she hinted at leaving, he reminded her who held the files.

“Want them to see the before pics?” he’d sneer.

“Or maybe the surgery night clips—your face swollen, body bandaged, chest still leaking.”

Lexi never answered.

She didn’t have to.

She knew he’d do it. That was the horror. The trap. The leverage.

Her silence became her surrender.

It wasn’t just her brand at risk. It was her. Still... the transformation worked. Her first selfie post-surgery? Viral.

Her second? A brand deal.

By the end of the month, agencies that once ghosted her were sending contracts.

She wasn’t filler anymore. She was the main course.

And like every dish meant to be devoured, she was expected to be flawless.

And yet...

At night, when the ring light cooled and the filters came off, she still looked in the mirror and wondered if Alexandra was somewhere behind the doll’s reflection—quietly waiting to come home.

But there was no going back.

Not now. Not after everything.

She sipped from a long-stemmed glass of champagne, watching the skyline flicker like a crown laid at her feet.

She had earned it, hadn’t she? Every spotlight? Every follower? Every offer?

This was her empire. And she ruled it.

Even if it sometimes ruled her.

It was during one of those quiet scrolls, bare-legged, silk-clad, bathed in golden light, that she saw the message.

Not from a follower.

Not from a fantasy.

Dean.
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Dean’s Story

Dean Harrington had never been the type to sit still. His entire life had been shaped by movement—by a restless hunger to build, to achieve, to create something lasting.

Raised in the rolling hills of central Texas, just outside of Austin, Dean’s childhood had been grounded in early morning chores, Friday night football games, and the kind of values that got passed down like old family heirlooms.

His father, Daniel Harrington, had been a man of discipline—a former military officer turned financial consultant—a man who believed in hard work, honor, and the kind of respect that wasn’t demanded, but earned.

Dean idolized him. Which made it all the more devastating when, at just fourteen years old, Dean lost him.

A sudden heart attack. No warning. No time to prepare.

One day, he was just a boy tossing a football in the backyard with his dad. The next, he was standing under a gray sky, his black dress shoes sinking into damp earth, surrounded by murmured condolences and the overwhelming scent of funeral lilies.

It should have broken him.—Instead, it forged him.

Jennings Burnett, his father’s best friend and military buddy, stepped in during the hardest moments.

A man with a presence that commanded attention—gruff, sharp, the kind of man whose handshake alone told you he had seen things most people wouldn’t believe. Jennings didn’t try to replace his father, but he did what Dean needed most—he gave him direction.

“Your dad would’ve wanted you to keep your head up, son.”

That became Jennings’ mantra. Every time Dean struggled, every time grief threatened to pull him under, Jennings reminded him of that simple truth.

Over time, Jennings became more than just a family friend. He became the steady force in Dean’s life, the voice of reason when emotions threatened to cloud judgment, the one who never let him forget where he came from.

By the time Dean graduated high school, he had grown into a man people noticed.

Not just because of his tall, athletic build or the charismatic way he carried himself—but because he had presence. The kind of quiet confidence that made people lean in when he spoke.

He was good at football. A natural wide receiver, fast on his feet, sharp on the field. But he wasn’t delusional. The NFL wasn’t in his future, and he knew it.

Instead, he focused on what really mattered—his education.

At The University of Texas, he balanced football, a social life, and a growing fascination with finance. Numbers made sense to him. They weren’t just figures on a screen—they were strategy, puzzle pieces that, when placed correctly, built empires.

But Dean never wanted to be just another Wall Street guy in a suit. He wanted to build something that mattered.

Something real.

After graduation, Dean spent a few years working as a financial analyst and broker, earning his Series 7 license and learning the inner workings of the stock market.

But it wasn’t long before the traditional 9-to-5 started to feel suffocating.

Dean wasn’t built for cubicles and quarterly meetings. He thrived on adrenaline, on the thrill of risk and reward.

Within months, he left the structured corporate world behind and became a full-time trader.

The move paid off.

He was good. Damn good.

Day trading turned into long-term investments. Long-term investments turned into private equity.

Before he knew it, Dean was no longer just playing the game—he was changing it.

He started investing in businesses, revitalizing struggling companies, funding start-ups that no one else would take a chance on.

And soon, the money wasn’t just good, it was life changing.

Now, at twenty-seven years old, Dean lived in a 62nd-floor penthouse in Miami’s Financial District, the kind of place that made people stop and wonder who the hell he was and how he got there.

A penthouse with 5 bedrooms, 9 baths, and 7,855 square feet of understated luxury. Looking straight at Brickell Key and the Bay.

Floor-to-ceiling windows that turned the skyline into moving art.

A private rooftop infinity pool, where the city lights shimmered like reflections in black water.

It wasn’t just a home.

It was a statement.

Proof that he had built something from nothing.

But despite the wealth, the lifestyle, the women who gravitated toward him, Dean never lost sight of who he was.

He remembered his great-uncle’s stories about the steel mills shutting down, entire towns collapsing, families struggling to rebuild.

He remembered Jennings’ words—“Leave things better than you found them.”

So, he used his money to do more than just enjoy life.

He invested in places people had forgotten. Funded businesses that deserved a second chance. Turned fading industries into thriving opportunities.

It wasn’t just about making millions.

It was about making an impact.

Dean wasn’t a saint.

He had his share of vices, wild nights, and women who wanted a piece of his world.

Hell, his friends had given him the nickname “LK” (Lady Killer) back in college—and it had stuck.

Not because he was a player, but because women noticed him, and he noticed them right back.

He wasn’t reckless. He didn’t make promises he couldn’t keep.

But he knew his effect.

The deep, velvet-like voice. The easy, confident smirk. The way he could make a woman blush with just a look.

Women liked him.

And he liked them.

But despite all of that, he had never really let anyone in.

Because Dean wasn’t the type to settle for anything less than something real.

Sun, Girls and Tulum 

Track Four – La Danza and Track Five – Control of Me

Recently, Dean had returned from a trip to Tulum, Mexico—a short getaway that had unexpectedly become unforgettable.

It was there he met Esme, a striking French fashion model who effortlessly commanded attention wherever she went.

She didn’t walk into a room. She arrived. And Dean noticed. Everyone did.

Their connection was immediate and electric, marked by a lively dinner that led to dancing and laughter in the town's most exclusive clubs.

Her laugh had been like champagne—sharp, sweet, and a little dangerous. Dean couldn’t remember the last time he’d laughed that hard or danced that freely.

The night blurred into rhythm, basslines, and flashes of light. At the height of it all, "La Danza" by John Summit dropped through the club speakers, and Esme pulled Dean toward the floor without a word.

They danced like they’d known each other in another life—Esme twirling with her eyes closed, Dean smiling in a way he hadn’t in months. For a few minutes, time unraveled. It was just music, heat, and movement.

When the track faded into another pulse, Esme leaned in, her lips brushing his ear.

“Let’s get out of here,” she whispered.

By evening’s end, the allure of their shared chemistry led them back to Esme’s luxurious hotel suite, where the air was thick with anticipation and possibility.

The suite overlooked the water, city lights flickering below like they were winking in approval. The moment they stepped inside, the tone shifted—cool marble underfoot, soft gold lighting wrapping the space in warmth.

Dean’s jacket hit the back of a velvet chair. Esme kicked off her heels, laughing as she spun once, her silhouette framed by the glass behind her.

The kind of place made for secrets.

Esme offered Dean a drink, her voice playful and inviting as she gracefully moved across the softly lit room.

“Something bold or something smooth?” she asked, already opening the sleek bar cabinet.

Before he could answer, she picked up a small remote and turned on the music. The slow, pulsing beat of “Control Of Me (DHALI Remix)”  by Topic, Daecolm & DHALI began to fill the room, a hypnotic rhythm that shimmered beneath her movements. It was sultry and fluid, like Esme herself.

She swayed subtly to the beat as she poured the drinks, the lighting casting soft golden shadows across her bare shoulders.

Dean nodded, smiling lightly. “Surprise me.” He settled into the plush couch, feeling the softness of velvet against his fingertips. 

Dean sat back in the couch, watching her with a slight smile. Her presence was magnetic, but it wasn’t just about looks. There was a fearlessness in her, the way she moved, the way she looked at him like she already knew his answer.

Their fingers brushed during the handoff—a deliberate pause that said more than words. “To losing control,” she said, eyes glinting.

Dean raised his glass. “You’re dangerous.”

She smiled slowly. “Only if you try to resist.”

As Dean took his first sip, she slowly reached behind her, the gentle whisper of fabric falling to the floor drawing his eyes upward.

She stood before him in delicate black lingerie, the intricate lace beautifully accentuating her elegant figure.

The candlelight caught the lines of her body in a way that made her look almost sculpted, ethereal.

Dean's breath caught as she approached, his pulse quickening.

Esme softly took his face into her hands, guiding his gaze upward to meet her own, before gently pulling him closer, pressing him intimately against her.

“Don’t look away,” she whispered. “Not tonight.”

The warmth of her body sent an exhilarating rush through him.

She moved gracefully onto his lap, positioning herself comfortably with a tantalizing ease, her hips gently rocking against him in a rhythmic dance of mounting desire.

Dean's breathing deepened as his own excitement grew, senses fully awakened by the tender yet deliberate movements of her body.

His hands slid along her thighs, then up her back, steadying her as his mouth found the curve of her neck.

Her hands moved slowly, gently freeing Dean from the confines of his clothing with care.

Dean stood slowly, his breath steady, gaze fixed on Esme.

The hum of the room—low light, the fading echo of “Control Of Me”—still pulsed in the air like heat from a storm.

He gently turned her until she was facing the couch, her knees pressing into the cushion as she leaned forward, bracing herself with both hands. Her spine arched slightly, hair cascading forward, her hips tilting in subtle offering.

Dean knelt behind her naked body, wrapping his arms comfortably around her waist, his chest brushing her back with quiet pressure. 

He didn’t speak. Didn’t need to. The silence between them was filled with breath and understanding.

He inhaled her—the scent of her hair, the warmth of her skin. One hand glided up the center of her torso, fingertips exploring each curve until it found the soft weight of her breast.

He cupped her breasts gently. Fingertips lightly tweaking her nipples. The hardness, the electricity shooting through her body.

Esme gasped. She trembled, her head tipping slightly.

Her hips shifted instinctively in response, a slow sway, subtle and inviting.

Dean’s other hand moved lower, trailing along the curve of her belly, tracing soft circles as it descended. Her breath hitched as his palm came to rest between her thighs.

Her knees spread slightly, breath shallow and uneven. Her back arched gripping the couch pillows. Pushing back against Dean with all her force.

He entered her again—slow at first, then deeper, harder.

Each thrust drew a louder cry. Every motion pushed her closer to a climax.

She moaned his name, again and again, her voice breaking open with every movement.

“Ah... ah... ah... Dean—”

Her cries built to a crescendo, her body clenching around him, trembling with release. She could feel the wetness coming from inside her.

The heat of her overwhelmed him—slick, trembling, perfect.

Dean held her tighter, his own breath ragged. Grinding against her.

And then—he followed, groaning her name as he spilled inside her.

They collapsed forward, tangled in breath and heat and silence.

The only sound was the hum of their breathing, falling in sync.

Dean scooped her into his arms, carrying her to the bed.

They made love again. Slower. Deeper.

Less fire. More gravity.

And again, until sleep finally took them—wrapped in warmth, in sweat, in something that felt dangerously close to forever.

Two bodies, one rhythm, no words left to say—only feeling, only fire, only the slow, consuming truth of finally being known.

Morning Surprise

When morning's gentle light filtered through the windows, Dean woke to find Esme sleeping peacefully beside him.

Her hair was tousled, cheek resting softly against the pillow, the rise and fall of her breath calm and steady.

Tenderly, he kissed her awake, their bodies instinctively seeking each other, reigniting the warmth and connection from the night before.

Their passion reignited slowly, deepening with a tenderness that felt more profound, Esme responding with heightened sensitivity as if each touch were entirely new.

Their embrace was warm, their movements slow and deeply connected. Each shared breath and soft moan built the emotional intensity between them until they again reached a shared release, deeply satisfying and intimate.

As they lay together, quietly basking in the warmth of their connection, the soft click of the hotel suite door opening startled Dean.

His surprise turned to astonishment as a woman who bore a striking resemblance to Esme entered, an amused smile playing on her lips. 

“I see you've met my twin sister, Margot,” she said, her voice warm and playful.

Dean's eyes widened in disbelief, confusion momentarily freezing his words.

Esme offered a welcoming smile, entirely unfazed by the intimate moment she'd interrupted.

With a playful glint in her eyes, Esme removed her clothes, gracefully sliding into bed on Dean’s other side.

Dean blinked twice, caught between disbelief and fascination, as Esme just laughed and kissed his shoulder.

The weekend unfolded into a shared experience of intimacy and laughter, a celebration of newfound connections between Dean and the sisters.

As Dean stood in the airport, saying goodbye to Esme and Margot, his heart was filled with gratitude for the unexpected journey.

Boarding his flight back to Miami, he reflected fondly on the unforgettable memories created, eagerly anticipating their next encounter.

He didn’t know what it meant yet—or if it meant anything at all—but for once, he didn’t overthink it. He simply smiled, reclined slightly back in his seat, and let the memories carry him home.

Lexi Donovan

By the time Sunday rolled around, Dean found himself at the airport, sipping a black coffee that did little to chase away the exhaustion of the weekend.

Across the lounge, Esme and Margot leaned lazily against the railing, sun-kissed and utterly unbothered, watching him with identical smirks.

"Until next time, mon amour," Esme whispered, pressing a slow kiss to his cheek.

Dean simply chuckled, shaking his head as he grabbed his carry-on and boarded his flight.

Tulum had been exactly what he needed.

A distraction. A reminder of how good life could be when he wasn’t thinking too hard.

But now, it was time to get back to reality.

And just as he settled into his seat, his phone buzzed.

A message. 

It started with a simple message.

One late night, scrolling through Instagram, the city quiet around him, the glow of his penthouse windows casting long streaks of light across the marble floor, he came across Lexi Donovan. The whiskey warmed his chest, the silence of the penthouse pressing in like velvet. He wasn’t looking for anyone. Not really. Just... curious. Restless.

He had followed her for months—not obsessively, not the way her millions of admirers did. But enough to notice the way she played the game.

She was calculated. Precise. She knew exactly how to control attention, how to bend a room—or an entire audience—to her will.

And yet, beneath the polished perfection of her curated posts, Dean saw something else. A flicker of something real, something that didn’t quite fit with the brand she projected.

Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe it was the whiskey. But that night, he did something he never did.

"So, how does it feel ruling the world from a penthouse in the sky?"

He hadn’t expected a response. Women like Lexi probably had inboxes flooded with men throwing out their best one-liners, hoping to be noticed.

But to his surprise, she answered.

"How does it feel watching from below?"

Sharp. Playful. Unapologetic.

Dean smirked at that.

And just like that, the game had begun.

What started as a casual, teasing exchange quickly became something else.

The conversations stretched long into the night, past the hour when the city went quiet, past the moment when tiredness should’ve settled in—but never did.

Lexi was quick-witted, intelligent. She didn’t just flirt—she challenged.

Dean played it cool.

"I enjoy chatting with people. You seem interesting. I’d like to keep in touch—just as friends."

That was where most men fumbled. They showed their hand too soon, tripping over themselves to impress her.

Dean didn’t chase.

And that? That caught her attention.

"Just friends?" Lexi responded, the tease unmistakable. "You sure about that?"

"Positive."

To his surprise, she didn’t disappear.

If anything, she leaned in more.

The messages became routine—more sexual.

Her pictures grew more explicit, more frequent.

The banter sharpened. The heat between them? Constant.

Morning check-ins. Inside jokes.

Random, playful challenges.

And now, explicit requests.

What she wanted Dean to do to her.

What she wanted to do to him.

"What’s for breakfast, handsome? I wish you were having me for breakfast."

"Send me a pic of your lunch—I want to see you and who you're having lunch with."

Lexi followed with a winking emoji. Then another message:

"Just kidding. (Kinda.)"

Dean paused.

He knew her well enough by now to hear what lived between the lines—flirtation masking something deeper.

A flicker of insecurity. Maybe jealousy. Maybe fear.

He didn’t hesitate.

"There’s no one else, Lexi."

"You’re the one I’m hungry for. Morning, noon, and night."

She didn’t respond right away. But when she did, her reply was short—and warm.

"Good answer, LK."

Dean decided to turn up the heat in Lexi’s life and he knew just how to do it.

The Sext

It was his turn to send something provocative. 

“Good morning, my love. I dreamt about us in Dreamland all night. Kissing your lips, my tongue touching yours.

Soft and searching, savoring the taste of you.

Running my tongue down to your breasts, kissing them,

tracing slow circles until I feel your body rise to meet me,

running my tongue across your nipples as they got hard, and then sucking them.

Moving lower, as I run my tongue across your crotch,

feeling the heat pulsing through your skin,

then finding its way inside you.

As my mouth engulfs you, your legs open all the way.

No hesitation. No resistance. Just need.

Moaning. Screaming.

As if saying, "Please me, pleasure me.”

Your mind wandering. Thinking.

Craving. Trembling. Needing more.

Waiting to feel my tongue back inside you.

Giving you the ecstasy you crave.

As you grab my head, pushing it into your crotch,

hips rolling, desperate for release,

I know you are ready.

The pleasure intense. Closer to orgasming.

You can tell by the heat and wetness between your legs.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image013.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image033.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image016.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image017.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image029.png





