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Preface

Lily had always been drawn to danger, but never like this. It wasn’t just the thrill of being wanted—it was the raw, unrelenting force of desire that Drake stirred in her. Every glance, every touch, every commanding movement made her ache with need she couldn’t resist. And now, completely under his control, she knew there was no going back.


Welcome to Scarlett’s Secret Club ❥   

 

I don’t just want you to read my stories…   




I want you inside my world.   




A private place where I’ll whisper my dirtiest secrets,   tease you with forbidden desires,   and slip something extra into your hands whenever you’re craving more.   




And guess what? I’ve got 3 FREE stories waiting to make you hot.  




Your reward is waiting… click below to claim it now. 

 

→ [Claim them here]  

 

Don’t keep me waiting, lover… I want you there. 







Chapter 1: Overwhelmed by Him

The evening air was thick and warm as Lily entered the lavish apartment. The subtle scent of cologne teased her senses before she even saw him. Drake was leaning against the counter, shirt slightly unbuttoned, his eyes dark with intent. Her heart raced.

He didn’t wait for her to speak. With a slow, deliberate step, he closed the distance between them. His hand brushed a strand of hair from her face, and she shivered—not from the touch itself, but from the electricity that surged through her entire body.

“I’ve wanted this,” he murmured, his voice low, vibrating in her chest. “Wanted you.”

Lily swallowed hard, her lips parting instinctively. The heat in her body responded before her mind could even form a coherent thought. Drake’s hand traced the curve of her neck, sending goosebumps across her skin.

“Every part of you,” he continued, pressing closer, “is mine tonight.”

She felt herself melting into him, her resistance crumbling. His hands roamed freely now, exploring her in ways that were both daring and intimate. Each brush of his fingers against her skin made her breathe harder, moan softly, and ache for more.

Drake’s lips found hers, deep and commanding. The kiss stole her breath and demanded everything she had to give. Lily’s hands instinctively clutched at his shoulders, trying to hold him close, needing more of him.

“God, Lily,” he whispered between kisses, “you feel incredible.”

Every word, every touch, every pressure of his body against hers pulled her further into a haze of need. She was already lost, consumed by the desire he evoked. Tonight, there would be no holding back. Tonight, she would be claimed—over and over.

______

Drake’s hands moved with a deliberate intensity, sliding down her sides, exploring her curves with an urgency that made Lily gasp. Her body responded instantly, every nerve alive, every inch craving the pressure of him. She could feel his heat pressing into her, the undeniable weight of him grounding her in this moment of raw need.

Her fingers tangled in his hair as his lips traveled down her neck, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. “You’re mine,” he murmured against her skin, the words vibrating straight into her core. She shivered, a delicious mix of anticipation and surrender.

Lily’s breaths came faster, her chest rising and falling in sync with his every movement. The apartment seemed to fade away—their world had narrowed to nothing but touch, heat, and the intoxicating pull between them. Drake’s hands roamed lower, teasing her with just enough restraint to drive her insane.

She tilted her head back, lips parting in a soft moan as he pressed closer. “Tell me you want this,” he demanded, his voice husky and commanding.

“I... I can’t resist,” she whispered, her voice trembling, raw with need. “I want you… now.”

Drake smiled, a slow, dark grin that promised everything she craved. With that, he captured her lips in a possessive kiss, one that stole her breath and demanded her surrender. Her body pressed against his, every curve aching under his touch. He held her close, moving with a rhythm that was both teasing and relentless, pulling her further into the fire of desire.

Her hands roamed his back, exploring the muscles she had longed to feel, each touch deepening the connection, the heat, the lust that consumed them both. She felt as though she were burning from the inside out, every nerve alight with anticipation, every inch of her screaming for more.

Drake’s whispered praises, his rough touches, and the commanding presence over her left Lily utterly undone. She was lost in him, fully aware of her surrender, craving the moments to come where she would be claimed… over and over.

______

Drake’s hands gripped her hips, pressing her closer as he guided her with an unrelenting force. Lily’s breath hitched, every nerve ending ablaze under the intensity of his touch. She could feel the heat of him, the hard length that pressed insistently against her, demanding her surrender.

Her back arched instinctively, pressing into him as his lips traced fiery patterns along her collarbone. Every kiss left a lingering burn, a sweet torment that made her shiver. “You feel incredible,” he murmured, his voice rough, almost desperate. “I can’t get enough of you.”

Lily’s fingers traced the lines of his chest, memorizing the strength she was wrapped around. She whimpered as his hands moved over her, teasing, claiming, leaving her breathless and achingly wanting more. She could feel the tension coiling tighter and tighter inside her, every touch fanning the fire he had ignited.

“I’m yours,” she gasped, her lips barely brushing his as she surrendered fully to the pull of him. The words seemed to please him, because his hold on her tightened, his movements more insistent, more consuming. Every press, every stroke, left her trembling, her mind spinning with the sheer force of desire.

Drake’s lips met hers in a fervent kiss, one that stole her breath and made her melt under his command. Her body pressed into him, matching his rhythm as he explored her with a confidence and dominance that left her gasping. She felt the power of him, the possessive grip that made it clear she was his entirely.

Every moan that escaped her lips, every shiver that ran down her spine, seemed to push him further, deeper, until it felt as though the world around them had disappeared. All that existed was heat, skin, and the overwhelming pull of the desire that tethered them together.

By the time they pulled back, both trembling and breathless, Lily’s mind was clouded with a delicious haze. She knew this was only the beginning. Drake had claimed her tonight—and she was ready to be lost in him, over and over again.

_____


Chapter 2: Pulled to the Edge

Lily woke the next morning still wrapped in the lingering heat of Drake’s touch. The memory of his hands, his lips, the way he’d claimed her over and over, made her pulse quicken even before her eyes opened. She could feel the warmth beneath her skin, the tingle of anticipation as she remembered how utterly consumed she’d been.

Drake stirred beside her, his arm draped possessively over her waist. The sight of him—muscles relaxed but still powerful, eyes half-lidded with desire—made her heart race. Without thinking, she reached for him, letting her fingers trace the lines of his chest, memorizing every curve, every ridge.

“I couldn’t wait to see you again,” he murmured, voice husky with sleep and something darker, something that promised more. His fingers slid down her side, teasing the sensitive skin just above her hip. Lily shivered, a low moan escaping her lips.

He leaned closer, pressing a kiss to her shoulder, his tongue tracing the curve of her collarbone. “You’re mine,” he whispered, the words a promise and a command all at once. Lily’s body responded instantly, heat pooling between her thighs, a craving for more building with each passing second.

Her hands roamed over him, pulling him closer as he shifted on top of her. The friction, the contact, sent shivers racing down her spine. Every brush of his skin against hers was like fire, igniting a hunger she had never known could feel so intense.

“You feel perfect,” he growled, his mouth descending to hers in a kiss that stole her breath. She melted into him, matching his rhythm instinctively. Every press, every brush, every whisper of teeth and tongue left her gasping, trembling under the weight of desire.

Drake’s hands gripped her hips, rolling her gently, pressing her into him with possessive insistence. Lily’s moans were low and desperate, her body arching to meet his. She was entirely consumed by him, and she didn’t want to escape—she wanted more, needed more, craved the depth of his control.

As he held her close, whispering her name with dark intensity, Lily realized that nothing else existed outside the heat between them. Each touch, each kiss, each deliberate motion was a reminder: she was his, entirely and irrevocably, and tonight was only the beginning.

_____

Drake’s hands slid beneath the curve of Lily’s back, pressing her more firmly against him. She gasped, arching instinctively as his touch moved with deliberate precision, teasing, claiming, and igniting every nerve ending in her body.

“Every inch of you belongs to me,” he whispered, his lips trailing down her neck, leaving a path of fire in their wake. Lily moaned, her hands tangling in his hair as if to anchor herself, but the truth was she wanted to be unanchored—lost entirely in him.

He shifted slightly, adjusting their position so that his body pressed fully against hers. The weight of him, the firm heat of his chest, and the undeniable strength in his arms made her shiver. Her own fingers traced the lines of his shoulders, down the curve of his arms, memorizing the power that seemed to radiate from every inch of him.

Drake’s lips met hers again, more demanding this time, as if to remind her that she was entirely his. The kiss was rougher, hungrier, and Lily responded in kind, gasping against him, her body molding to his. Her moans were breathy, desperate, each one a surrender to the growing tension in her body.

“You feel so perfect beneath me,” Drake murmured against her lips, his hands sliding lower, cupping, kneading, sending jolts of pleasure through her in waves. Lily’s back arched, pressing harder into him, every nerve alight, every thought consumed by the sensation of him controlling, consuming, and overwhelming her.

He paused for only a moment, letting her soak in the anticipation, before rolling them over so that she was beneath him. His eyes darkened with a possessive fire, and Lily felt a delicious shiver run through her as he leaned close, brushing his lips along her jaw.

“Don’t fight it,” he whispered, his hands firm on her hips. “Give yourself to me.”

She trembled under his gaze, under the heat of his touch, and she realized she didn’t want to resist. Every moan, every arch of her body, every gasp was a surrender. Drake’s hands, his lips, his presence—he had her entirely, and she knew with a delicious shiver that this was only the beginning of how deeply he intended to pull her under.

_____

Drake’s movements became more insistent, pressing Lily into the mattress with a rhythm that stole her breath. Every motion was calculated to drive her higher, to tease and claim her in a way that left her quivering under his touch. Her nails dug into his back, but it wasn’t pain—it was a desperate need to anchor herself as he drove her further into the haze of pleasure.

“Lily…” he groaned, his voice low and rough, vibrating against her ear. The heat of his body was everywhere, every nerve ending on fire. She could feel the tautness of him, the hardness that demanded to be noticed, and a shiver ran down her spine.

She gasped, her body instinctively meeting his, rocking with him as he whispered her name again and again. Each syllable sent a pulse of electricity through her, every word a command she couldn’t resist. Her senses were consumed by him—by the roughness of his hands, the warmth of his chest, the weight of his dominance.

Drake leaned closer, capturing her lips in a deep, possessive kiss that stole her words and replaced them with moans. She arched, meeting his thrusts, letting herself be carried by the rhythm he set, by the undeniable heat that surged between them. Her entire body seemed to exist solely for his hands, his touch, and the intoxicating power he held over her.

“You’re mine,” he whispered, his lips tracing the line of her neck, sending sparks of pleasure racing through her. She shivered uncontrollably, every nerve alive, every thought consumed by the delicious ache of needing more.

Lily’s moans grew louder, breathless and urgent, a testament to how thoroughly Drake had her. She felt herself teetering on the edge, every motion and touch driving her closer to a peak she didn’t want to escape from, and he guided her there with the perfect combination of roughness and precision.

As she gasped his name one final time, her body convulsed under him, and Drake held her through it, grounding her, claiming her completely. She was trembling, shivering, and utterly undone, and as her heartbeat slowed, she knew she had surrendered fully—body, mind, and soul—to him.

______


Chapter 3: Consumed by Desire

The morning light filtered through the blinds, painting streaks across the bed where Lily still lay, flushed and trembling from the night before. Drake hovered above her, his eyes dark with a mix of possession and desire, and she felt a shiver run through her at the mere sight of him.

“Morning,” he murmured, his voice rough and low, sending a thrill straight to her core. His fingers traced the curve of her shoulder, down her arm, lingering just enough to make her pulse race.

Lily swallowed hard, trying to gather herself, but the memory of his hands, his lips, the way he had moved over her body kept her shivering. Her fingers curled in the sheets, her breath hitching as he leaned closer, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“You’re mine, Lily,” he said again, the words deliberate, heavy with claim and promise. She could feel his warmth radiating against her skin, the solid weight of him pressing her slightly into the mattress. Every nerve ending felt alive, every touch a spark that made her ache for more.

She let out a soft, breathless laugh, part shyness, part anticipation. “You… you don’t let me forget it, do you?” she whispered, her lips barely moving.

Drake’s hand cupped her cheek, thumb brushing over her lips. “I intend to make sure you never forget,” he said, voice thick with something deeper—something that made her stomach flutter and her heart race.

He trailed his hand down her arm, over her ribs, lingering just at the swell of her waist. Lily’s body responded instantly, shivering, pressing closer as though she couldn’t get enough. The memory of last night’s intensity fueled every pulse, every subtle movement. She could feel the heat between them growing again, her desire building before a single kiss had even passed.

Drake’s lips hovered near her ear. “I’m not done with you,” he whispered, his words a shiver-inducing promise. Lily gasped, her body already anticipating his touch, her mind surrendering to the pull of him.

The morning was quiet, yet electric, charged with unspoken needs. Every glance, every brush of skin against skin reminded Lily that she was utterly, completely consumed by him. And she knew she didn’t want it any other way.

_____

Drake leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a slow, deliberate kiss that left her breathless. Every inch of her skin felt alive under his touch, as if he could ignite her from the inside out just by brushing against her. Lily’s hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, desperate to feel more, to be claimed again and again.

He pulled back slightly, just enough to look into her eyes, dark and molten with desire. “You feel too good,” he murmured, his hand tracing the curve of her back, pulling her flush against him. Her body arched instinctively, every nerve screaming for him, for more.

Lily bit her lip, trying to form coherent words, but all she could manage was a soft, shivering moan. Her fingers slid down his chest, feeling the taut muscles, the heat radiating off him. Drake groaned low, pressing her harder against him, his hips brushing over hers in a teasing rhythm that made her tremble.

“Do you feel how much I want you?” he whispered against her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin. She shivered violently, letting out a breathless laugh, completely undone by the intensity of his touch.

Drake’s hands roamed with deliberate intent, exploring, teasing, drawing out every gasp, every shiver. Lily’s mind went blank, completely consumed by the sensation, by him. Every kiss, every touch, every low growl sent waves of heat coursing through her, leaving her utterly weak and achingly hungry for more.

“You’re mine, Lily. Every part of you,” he said, voice thick with dominance and desire. She trembled under his words, her body responding with an urgency that left her trembling and gasping, completely at his mercy.

Even as the morning light streamed into the room, the world outside ceased to exist. There was only Drake, only the way he moved over her, and the fire he ignited in every part of her. Every touch, every whispered word, every deliberate movement reminded her that she was utterly consumed—and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

_____

Drake’s hands tightened on Lily’s waist, pulling her impossibly closer. Every brush of his body against hers sent jolts of heat and pleasure racing through her veins. Her head tilted back as his lips found the sensitive line of her neck, nibbling, sucking, and leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

“I can’t… I can’t hold back,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. Lily’s fingers dug into his shoulders, nails leaving shallow marks as she arched into him, her body a trembling vessel of need.

He shifted, pressing her against the edge of the bed, his movements precise yet consuming. Each motion was a push and pull of dominance and indulgence, leaving her gasping, shivering, utterly undone. Her soft moans mingled with his low groans, creating a symphony of lust that filled the room.

“You feel so good, Lily. So perfect,” he whispered between kisses, hands exploring, teasing, making her shiver uncontrollably. Her back arched further, hips pressing into him, needing, craving more.

Drake paused just long enough to look into her eyes, dark and glistening with desire. “You’re mine,” he said, voice husky, commanding, and possessive. Lily trembled, her breath shallow, completely consumed by the intensity of his claim.

Every touch, every shiver, every heated whisper pulled them further into a storm of pleasure. The world beyond the room ceased to exist; there was only him, only her, and the relentless, consuming fire they ignited together.

By the time they collapsed into each other, breathless and sated, Lily’s mind swirled with the overwhelming reality—she was his, completely, utterly, without question. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

_____


Chapter 4: Overwhelmed by Him

Lily's heart raced as she entered the hotel room, the door clicking shut behind her with a finality that sent a thrill through her body. The space was bathed in a warm glow, the city's lights outside the window casting a kaleidoscope of colors across the walls. Drake was already there, his presence commanding the room as he lounged on the bed, a predatory smile playing on his lips.

She could feel his gaze on her, a palpable touch that ignited her skin. Lily, a woman who knew the power of her curves, especially her ample bosom, moved towards him with a confidence that belied the pounding of her heart. She was 43, but she felt as desirable and vibrant as a woman in her prime.

Drake rose to meet her, his 32 years etched in the chiseled lines of his body. He was a man who knew what he wanted, and tonight, he wanted her. Their eyes locked, and without a word, their lips crashed together in a kiss that was both a reunion and a revelation.

His hands were everywhere, exploring the contours of her body, the softness of her skin, the fullness of her breasts. Lily moaned into the kiss, her own hands tugging at his clothes, desperate to feel his flesh against hers. Fabric tore under their frantic touches, the sound of ripping material only spurring them on.

Drake's mouth moved from her lips, trailing a path of fire down her neck, over the swell of her breasts. He took a nipple into his mouth, sucking hard, biting down just enough to make her gasp. Lily's fingers threaded through his hair, holding him to her as waves of pleasure mixed with exquisite pain coursed through her body.

"Fuck, Drake," she panted, her voice thick with desire. "Don't stop."
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