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Marie



“Okay, maybe it’s time for bed?” Olivia suggested when I blinked several times, trying to force my bleary dry eyes to moisten. I must have made an unpleasant face because she ran off to fetch my eye drops.

“That’s better, thank you.” My eyes were no longer burning after putting the drops in. While I’d been working on not spending every day buried in work and trying to do the whole healthy life/work balance, I had overindulged in work today.

Not from a sense of “I need to work this many hours or I’m a failure” like I usually did, but from a “I’m so inspired right now, and I need to get this all done now because I’ll forget it otherwise” kind of way. Now that my eyelids no longer felt like sandpaper, I realized how tired I was.

“Mmm, I am feeling sleepy.”

Olivia pointed to my room. “You go to bed. I’ll clean up your work desk. I won’t accept no for an answer.”

Rolling my eyes, I gave her a hug. “Yes, Momma.”

I chuckled when she blew air into her cheeks, giving me a playful, enraged look for calling her old. After brushing my teeth, I went to my room and checked my phone.

In blaring black and white, I saw the email I’d been anxiously awaiting for a few days now. The same email I hoped would never arrive. I must have let out a panicked noise because my best friend was at my side instantly.

“What? What’s wrong? Are your prints not going to arrive in time for your next show? Why are you white as a ghost? You’re freaking me out.”

“He wrote back.” Fuck, fuck, fuck.

“Who? Oh, you mean the author you wrote?” She said it casually as if I’d only written him a normal fan letter instead of a hot steamy story as a thank you for writing such wonderful erotic books that I got off to, which I regretted doing instantly. “What did he say?”

“I’m too scared to open the email. He’s probably telling me I’m a perv and to never email him again.” Nervousness swelled in my gut.

“Stop worrying. He must have liked your story, or he would have ignored your email.”

“Or he’s writing to let me know his lawyer will be in touch with me.”

Olivia crossed her arms. “Or his publisher wants to hire you.”

I blinked. Huh. While I made my living writing and illustrating manga of BL romance, maybe I could pad my income a little by writing erotica too. Glancing at my phone, I bounced on my feet. “Nope, still too nervous to read it. He probably thinks I’m a freak. I was rather explicit. You read it and let me know if I’m in trouble or not.”

Olivia took the phone I thrust at her. “Hmm,” she said, eyes flicking left and right rapidly while she read the email. “Ohh my.”

I’m in so much shit.

She handed me my phone back. There was an oddly pleased expression on her face. “Yeah, uh, I’m not going to read the rest of this. It’s definitely written for your enjoyment alone. You tuck yourself into bed with ole Mr. Blue, and I’ll put on headphones to give you some privacy while you read. You go enjoy the story Mr. J.R. Montgomery personally wrote for you.”

Now I was the one puffing out my cheeks, though in surprise. He wrote a story for me? I laughed when Olivia made a dramatic shooing motion, a wide grin on her face. Walking into my bedroom, I shut the door behind me.

Tossing my phone on the bed, I pitched my clothes onto the floor and climbed under the covers. I turned on my phone to start reading the email, then immediately turned it off, feeling nervous.

I’d discovered the author from Olivia, who was going through the sexual prime of her life, and she’d recommended his books. She’d raved about his work. While I’d been sure she was correct about the good writing, I wasn’t sure how much I would enjoy an erotica she liked when she tended to enjoy novels about threesomes involving one man and two women since she’s bisexual. I, on the other hand, enjoyed reading guy-on-guy stuff. Hence my line of work.

To my surprise, the link she’d sent me led to a novel about two men. I bought it and read it in one sitting. The book had been super fucking hot. Even now, my pussy heated thinking about it. I’d left a five-star review on the website I bought it from and then purchased two more of his books.

I was impressed when I looked over his catalog. He wrote multiple genres, all erotica, but in a wide range of pairings and styles. From softcore to hardcore and lots in between from what I could tell by reading the book blurbs.

They all had decent covers except for a few of his very first ones. His spelling and grammar were practically impeccable, which was something that could really vary in the erotica genre, and something I personally respected. I quickly devoured one of the new books I’d bought and again left a five-star review after wearing out my pussy.

His writing was amazing. The sex scenes were super hot, and his novels had actual stories to them, which was nice. I liked caring about the characters and their lives, along with reading about their hot sex scenes.

I bought another book by him a few days later and knew I was hooked when I read it. I then bought yet another of his books –this one about a triad consisting of two men and a woman. My own work had previously been all guy-on-guy, but then my brain hit me with a series about two men and their female maid lover set in medieval days.

Myself, I had always fantasized about meeting a hot bisexual male couple who wanted a female playmate. We’d have hot sex. They’d let me sketch them for my books. We’d hang out. It would be great.

Well, the book this author had written about the two men and their female love had been so hot that I not only masturbated multiple times to it, but after reading it, I decided to write him a fan letter to let him know how good a writer he was. The problem was that while I’d been writing it, I got super inspired. I ended up also including a short erotica story I came up with on the spot. After I attached the story, I merrily sent off the email.

The moment I clicked send, I stared at the screen in horror, sure that I was going to regret it. I’d sent the email a few days ago and had been quietly freaking out since then. But Olivia said he’d written me a story back. Maybe I wasn’t a terrible person?

Wriggling into a more comfortable position, I took a deep breath and opened the email. It started off with the author apologizing for taking so long to get back to me. He explained he was deep into writing his newest book, and only checked his email every few days because he didn’t get many messages. Huh, I expected a popular author like him to have tons of fan mail.

He went on to say how much he liked my story. I’d emailed him again after sending off the story, apologizing for sending unsolicited erotica, but he said it was fine. He even offered to give me some tips on the industry if I wanted because he felt I had some talent and encouraged me to email him back.

I smiled at my phone, feeling flattered. Then I came to the part that had prompted Olivia to hand my phone back to me. Biting my lip, I leaned over and tried to slowly slide my dresser drawer open silently to get out my vibrator. The damn thing squeaked despite my efforts, and I heard Olivia giggle.

“Shut up, you. I thought you were putting on headphones?” I didn’t know why I was embarrassed when she was the one who’d told me to go masturbate. Also, I’ve had to listen to her and her partners having sex a few times now.

The first time her girlfriend had slept over, I’d discovered Sana was very loud. A week ago, Olivia and Liam had gone at it so hard and so loud that I had to head out for a walk, feeling like a voyeur if I stayed any longer. They were still at it when I got home!

I was happy things were going well for her with this couple, and generally, she went to their place to spare me the sex noises. Not that I minded sex noises in the least, especially since Liam’s bedroom voice was hot as hell. The only thing that bothered me about them was that they made me feel even lonelier than usual because I didn’t have anyone.

My ex and I had broken up three years ago, and since then, I’d only had one sexual playdate. Well, two, if you count the super hot online Domme session Olivia had organized for me a few months ago with these two adorable guys who lived in another city.

We hadn’t had any more online play sessions together, but they were so sweet. They sent me cute happy messages every now and again to see how I was doing, and we’d recently added each other on social media. It was too bad they lived so far away.

“Headphones on,” I heard from the other room, and we both burst out laughing.

Ugh, what was I going to do without Olivia when she ended up moving in with her loves? She hadn’t mentioned it yet, but they’ve been dating for a few months now. It was going to happen. They were great people and they’d already bought another bed for their home, for Pete’s sake. I was going to miss living with her.

Giving my head a shake, I recalled my new therapist's advice about not concentrating too much on things I couldn’t change. It would happen when it happened, and I’d find another roommate.

With my blue vibrator in hand, I snuggled under the blankets once more, ready to read the no doubt super hot story. A story a famous erotica author wrote for me. A silly grin stole over my face.
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Thank you for sending me such a lovely story. I thought I would write one for you if it’s okay. This is the first draft, please forgive any errors.

J.R.Montgomery.

“Holy hell yes,” I whispered and scrolled down to read it.


Gabriel



Goosebumps flared to life, racing up my arms and down my back in an instant. Sofia pressed herself against my back, wrapping her arms around me, and running her hands over my chest. My nipples hardened at her touch.

“I do love the sounds you make, Gabriel,” she whispered into my ear.

Moaning again when her hand brushed over my nipples a second time, I reached behind me. My hands sought her out, needing to touch her. I trailed my fingers along the curve of her hips while she continued teasing me, her hands softly stroking, occasionally flicking a nipple. I growled when she pinched one a little too hard. “Sophia.”

“Sorry.” She walked around me to give it an apologetic kiss.

The sensation of her lips touching me made me shiver with anticipation. I raised her face to capture her lips with my own and sent us tumbling onto the bed. We’d both been working too much recently, and I aimed to make her take the night off. In bed. With me.

I loved the feeling of her hands in my hair while we kissed. My own hands ran up and down her back, and I didn’t stop embracing her until we were both gasping for breath. I gazed at her lips, which were now swollen from my kisses.

“Those have to be uncomfortable,” she said, reaching down to grab the waistband of my pants. She worked the button free, and excitement filled me when she began pulling the zipper down.

Popping the top button of her shirt, I moved to undo the other buttons, entranced by the rise and fall of her chest with each breath she took. When she bent over to pull down my pants, I lost my grip on her clothing. I obliged her when she tugged my pants against my ankles, lifting one foot, then the other.

“Don't think we’ll need these anymore,” she said playfully and tossed my pants into the hamper.

When she straightened, I crushed her against me, claiming her throat with my lips. She gasped in pleasure, and my hands grasped the next button on her shirt because she had far too much clothing on for my liking. I aimed us toward the full-length mirror and worked on opening her shirt little by little. She watched me undress her, grinding her ass against my straining cock the entire time.

Finally, the last button popped open, and I took a few moments to appreciate her reflection in the mirror. Her white blouse gaped wide to show a bright red bra, its metallic embroidery glinting in the light.

I pulled out her elastic, and her dark hair spilled down. Running my fingers through the gleaming locks, I gently fluffed them out until they cascaded everywhere, framing her face. She ducked her head to escape my incessant gaze, but I tilted her chin back up.

“Look,” I said, bringing her attention to the mirror. “Look how beautiful you are. Your lips are swollen from my kisses. I can’t see them yet, but I know your nipples are hard in your bra.” Her breath escaped her softly when I ran my hands over her chest like she’d done to me earlier.

To prove my words, I reached into her pretty bra and lifted one breast up. She moved further into my touch when my thumb circled her hardened nipple. I let the breast go, though I left it out of her bra, and scooped my hand in to free the other one. This time she moaned when I caressed her nipple.

I slowly slipped the straps off her shoulder, and while I hated pulling her delicious heat away from me, I stepped back to get at the clasp on her back. Teasing my fingers along the width of her back and around to her front, I removed it and pitched the restricting garment across the room. I pulled her back against me, and her body heat felt even more wonderful when she touched my bare chest.

Slipping a finger into the waistband of her pants, I stretched the material to one side, sliding it down over her hip, exposing her lovely flesh. The other side came down next, letting the waist of her pants sit across the lowest part of her hips. My hands stroked across them, then ran upwards to her breasts to cup them.

Dropping my gaze lower, I gazed at the hint of scarlet flashing above the black material of her pants. I ran my hands all over her, enjoying looking at the reflection of her body. When she made a sound of need deep in her throat, I took pity on her and plunged my hand down the front of her pants, cupping her mound, feeling the heat of her core through the thin satin of her panties.

She turned to me then, whispering my name against my mouth when she kissed me. I ran my fingers over her slit, pressing a little harder each time, making the fabric of her panties give and press inwards. Kneeling down, I pulled down her black slacks to her ankles, watching each inch of her ass and legs being revealed in the mirror.

When I returned my hand to her panties, she gasped, her hands gripping my shoulders. I rubbed her clit through the delicate fabric, and her hips rocked back and forth, pressing herself against my hand. She tried to pull me up, but I wasn’t finished yet. I kept playing with her. Sometimes pushing the fabric into her folds, sometimes peeling it away. Each time I tugged them back into place, they were a little more stained. I enjoyed watching her get wet for me.

“Gabriel,” she whispered when I pulled the thin fabric from between her pussy lips once again.

This time, I slid my baby finger behind the thin stretch of fabric, running it up her slit. She moaned for me, such a sweet sound. Standing, I showed her how wet my finger was before sliding it between my lips to suck it clean. The moment I removed the finger from my mouth, she jammed her tongue in to replace it.

I let her guide me to the bed, never breaking off our kisses. My erection strained against the last of the fabric trapping it as she ground her pussy against my crotch. I hoped she would leave a wet streak on my underwear.

When she turned her head to the side, I realized her lips were oversensitive. Clearly, I hadn’t shaved smoothly enough. I moved my attention to her throat, which caused more moans to spill from her mouth. She ground against me harder.

Turning her head further, she gave me access to more of her neck. Her hands found my hips, urgently tugging at the last of my clothing. Flexing, I lifted my ass off the bed, and she yanked down the last piece of offending fabric, laughing in delight when my cock sprang forth, slapping against her breast.

My hips bucked when her hand closed around my hard flesh. At the same time, her mouth closed around my nipple and her hot tongue swirled around the sensitive flesh. She stroked my shaft, her thumb rubbing over the tip of my cock, spreading around my precum.

I cried out when her teeth clamped down on my areola, arching against her mouth for more pressure even as I flinched from it. Sometimes she accidentally went too hard with her teeth, but today she was careful, going just hard enough to make me crazy under her.


Marie



Hell yes, I thought. I love it when men have sensitive nipples. The biting scene’s kinda hot too. My right hand slid the gently vibrating toy back and forth along my slit, coating it with a nice layer of fluid from my leaking pussy. I teased my opening, not letting the toy in. I would hold off on penetration until later in the story. Scrolling down to the next paragraph, I kept reading.
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