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Other Stories by Amanda Williams


Amanda’s Awakening Part 1




Amanda Williams writes erotic short stories that feel too intimate to be mere fiction—each one laced with the kind of detail that only comes from memory still warm under the skin.


Her sentences move like a hand sliding up the inside of a thigh in near-darkness: slow, certain, knowing exactly where the breath will catch. She describes the precise tremor that runs through a body when teeth graze the pulse point beneath an ear, the slick glide of sweat between pressed bellies, the muffled sound of a name bitten back at the last second so the walls won’t hear. Every story carries the faint scent of real nights—of sheets twisted around ankles, of lipstick transferred in haste, of cool air hitting fevered skin the instant a door clicks shut behind two people who should not be in the same room.


She never confirms it. She never needs to.


There are no selfies, no carefully posed “day in the life” posts, no list of hobbies to make her relatable. Amanda simply lets the stories speak in her place, and they speak with the quiet authority of someone who has tasted every moment she describes.


Perhaps she once stood barefoot on cold tile at 4 a.m., listening to someone else’s heartbeat slow against her collarbone.


Perhaps she has felt the sting of nails dragged down her own back while trying to stay silent in a house that wasn’t hers.


Perhaps the tremor in the prose when a character finally whispers “again” is not invention at all.


She vanishes between books. No trace. No trail.


Only the next story waiting like an open door at the end of a long hallway, the light inside spilling just far enough to make you wonder who—or what—left it ajar.


Turn the page.


Let the words settle low in your belly.


Feel how personal they suddenly seem.


Amanda is not in a hurry to explain herself.


She prefers you breathless and guessing.




Chapter 1 – The Invitation


I stepped through the door of my apartment, my shoulders aching from another endless day at the office. The fluorescent lights and endless spreadsheets had drained me, but as I kicked off my heels and dropped my bag, something caught my eye on the doorstep. A small, elegant package wrapped in lavender paper, tied with a silk ribbon. My heart skipped a beat. I knew that scent, that subtle hint of jasmine and mystery. It was from Elena.


I picked it up carefully, as if it might vanish if I handled it too roughly. My fingers trembled slightly as I untied the ribbon and peeled back the paper. Inside was a folded garment, black and sheer, and a cream-coloured envelope with my name scripted in Elena's flowing handwriting. I opened the note first, my breath catching.


"Tonight. 10 PM. The Velvet Threshold. Wear only this. Door unlocked at midnight."


That was all. No signature, but it didn't need one. Elena's words always carried that commanding edge, the kind that made my stomach twist with a mix of fear and excitement. I unfolded the dress, holding it up to the light. It was translucent, like a whisper of shadow, designed to reveal more than it concealed. The fabric was soft, almost liquid, and as I imagined it against my skin, a flush crept up my neck. Every curve, every shadow of my body would be on display. No underwear mentioned, and the note said, "Only this." My pulse quickened. What was she planning this time?


I glanced at the clock. It was just after six. Four hours to prepare. I set the dress aside and headed to the bathroom, stripping off my work clothes as I went. The mirror reflected my tired face, but beneath that, there was a spark in my eyes. Elena had that effect on me. She and Marcus had pulled me into their world a few months ago, starting with a chance encounter at a gallery opening. Their charisma was magnetic; their touch electric. I'd never been with a couple before, but they made it feel inevitable, like I'd been waiting for them all along.


I turned on the shower, letting the hot water cascade over me. As I lathered up, my mind wandered to our last meeting. Elena's soft laughter as she traced patterns on my skin, Marcus's powerful hands holding me steady. The memory sent a shiver through me, despite the steam. Tonight would be different. The Velvet Threshold was a club I'd heard whispers about, a place for the elite to indulge in their deepest desires, away from prying eyes. Public, yet private. The thought of being there, in that dress, made my core ache with anticipation.

