
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


 


The
Ultimate

Erotic Short
Story Collection 27

11 Steamingly
Hot Erotica Books For Women

 


 


by
AmorBooks.com

 


Copyright
2021 AmorBooks.com

 



Distributed by Smashwords


Free Gifts

 


As a Special Gift for acquiring this collection you are entitled to another 10 Free Bestseller Romance
and Erotica Books worth $34 PLUS incredible
weekly deals on new books
and collections! Do as over 12,700 people before you and grab it all
— FREE for a limited time only!






http://www.AmorBooks.com





or simply


AmorBooks.com


Disclaimer: The material in this
book is for mature audiences only and contains graphic sexual
content and is intended for those over the age of 18
only.

 


***

 



 


Table of
Contents

 


The Most Forbidden
Dance

Exploring Benefits

Indulgence

The RISE of the Roman
Empire

From The Past

Stellar Review

Coffee Shop Love

Diving for Love

A Fighting Chance

Burned To Ash

A College First













 The Most Forbidden
Dance







by
Sue Harrington


She
could have sworn they were making love.






How else
could one explain the rhythm of their movement, and the divine
manner in which their bodies merged—two parts of a radiant whole.
Only through a pure act of transcendental sex could two people
achieve this level of closeness; a sacred state in which their
beings blended to create something greater.






The man
with whom she shared this flawless state, this pristine alternative
dimension, was surely her husband or lover; with no one else had
she shared this level of lush, intimate perfection.






Then
without warning the sensation abated; their bodies parted, the mood
dissolved, and the beat of the music that guided their motions came
to an unceremonious end.






Much
like a swimmer who breaks the surface in the wake of a heavenly
swim, she jumped and froze as her jarred senses delivered her back
to the real world; and with the inevitable realization that the man
who had swept her so artfully away was not her husband or lover,
but an instructor paid by the hour to teach her a designated
skill.






This
skill, moreover, bore no relation to sex and lovemaking. Basically,
the emotional, transformative act that had seized her body and soul
had been born from a most peculiar source; the desire to learn a
modified version of the Watoosie.






Brooke
Delaney had hired Mikael Bonard to teach her to dance; yet during
the course of their weekly lessons, she’d learned so much
more.






Through
his gentle, attentive, and sublimely intimate tutelage, the
handsome young Russian had taught her to let go; to savor and enjoy
the movements of dance—and to regard the aging, rubenesque body
that performed this dance as a vessel of beauty and
passion.






“You’re
so beautiful when you dance,” he’d whispered in her ear, his thick,
succulent Russian accent tickling her senses.







Throughout the course of her 15 year marriage to accountant
Wayne Delaney, he’d never called her beautiful; though, as she
recalled, he did once tell her that if she lost 10 pounds she just
might qualify as passably cute.






“Does
that qualify as sweet talk?” she pondered now, standing at the
center of the crisp tiled studio where Mikael plied his
trade.






Her
troubled meditation was suddenly disrupted by a vision that stilled
her breath; the sight of her gorgeous young instructor at the
center of his private paradise.






His tall
muscled body claimed a rhythm of motion that transcended time and
movement; his chest flexed and his arms flailed as he completed a
perfect circle—a move that sent his luxurious mane of auburn hair
flying in all directions.






Her gaze
devoured the movement of his hips as they swiveled and swayed; and
the look of ecstasy that seized his carved face as his feet
performed a flawless pirouette.






Suddenly
she wondered how that body would look in the throes of heavenly
passion; gyrating and undulating in the most sensual dance of
all.






“I
definitely wouldn’t mind seeing that dance,” she grinned in spite
of herself, “and if he needs a partner, I’d happily—I might even
say ecstatically—volunteer.”






She
froze as she considered the true implication of these forbidden and
very lustful thoughts; flushing outright as she realized that the
subject of these thoughts stood stock still before her, searing her
with a seductive gaze that made her heart race.






Mikael’s
wide ebony eyes now narrowed in her direction; pinning her with a
blatant leer that betrayed his own desire.






“He
seems to know exactly what I want,” she mused, tearing her gaze
from his to aim it straight at the floor beneath them. “And could
it be that he wants the same thing?”






She
shook her head now, snorting outright at this outrageous
notion.






“Surely
that’s impossible,” she shuffled her feet beneath her. “He’s dated
ladies who have graced the pages of Playboy and Penthouse. Why
would he go for a chubby lass who is just this side of
menopause—and who recently scored a fuzzy mug shot in her son’s PTA
newsletter?” She stroked her chin with a thoughtful hand. “Could my
recently won title of Meadowbird Middle School’s Volunteer of the
Year win me the undying passion of the most beautiful man in
greater Cleveland? I dunno about that….”






“Look at
me Brooke.”






The
sound of his smooth, deep voice disrupted the course of her
troubled meditation; bring her head up to face in full the source
of her temptation.






“Yes
Mikael?” Her voice barely above a whisper.






She took
in her breath as he planted two sturdy hands on her shoulders and
swooped inward; gracing her lips with a soft, sweet kiss that made
her heart race.






“What
was that for?” She fought to control the tremble in her
voice.







Shrugging his muscular shoulders, Mikael tilted his forehead
sweet against hers and stared at her with affectionate
eyes.






“Just a
general thank you—or spasibo, as they say in Russia—for being an
exemplary pupil—you executive every move that I teach you with
unbelievable grace.” He stepped away to bow low before her, adding
in a warmer tone, “I’d also like to thank you for being such a dear
friend to me since my arrival here in the states.”






It was
Brooke’s turn to shrug.






“Oh
Mikael, I haven’t done all that much,” she charmed him with a
modest smile. “I helped you brush up your English, teaching you to
say those all-important phrases that include, ‘Hello, how is your
day?’, ‘Where are your restrooms?’, ‘Ma’am, the execution of this
dance step does not require the presence of your hand on my tush,’
and ‘Brooke is awesome.’”






“You’ve
been a friend,” Mikael interrupted her, placing his hands on her
shoulders. “I appreciate all that you’ve done for me. And in return
for your kindness I’d like to offer you a very special
reward.”






“A
reward?” Brooke repeated, grinning in spite of herself.






Mikael
nodded.






“Da,” he
affirmed, adding with his own dazzling white toothed smile, “I’d
like to invite you to a very special dance show—one to be performed
this Saturday night at Club Elite in downtown
Cleveland.”






Brooke
froze.






“You’re
asking me to be your date to this show?” She arched her
eyebrows.






Mikael
shrugged.






“Well in
a manner of speaking,” he purred, his smile turning catlike. “Only
I fear I won’t be sitting by your side at an intimate candlelit
table. Instead I’ll be dancing center stage, while you watch me
from a front row seat.”






Brooke
smiled.






“That’s
wonderful, Mikael!” She applauded him. “We’ve both been waiting for
this day for a long time. I just have to ask though,” she paused,
“Why Club Elite? I thought that was a dance club where people were
a lot more likely to do hip hop pop and locks than ballet style
pirouettes—all while at least slightly intoxicated.”






Mikael
threw his head back, guffawing outright as his waves of auburn hair
fell gentle around his shoulders.






“I do
love your way with words, Brooke, and you’re also quite correct,”
he rolled his eyes heavenward. “Club Elite is not exactly the
Kennedy Center—but their stage draws a paying crowd who, it turns
out, is looking for something different. That’s why they’ve asked
me to headline there every Saturday, from now through the end of
the year.”






Brooke
said nothing, just consumed her beaming friend in a meaningful hug
that warmed her to the core—making her feel much the same way that
she did when they danced across his floor.






As long as I’m in his arms, I’m pretty much happy,
she savored the feel of his muscled arms tight
around her waist, saying aloud, “I’ll be there Mikael.”







***






That
evening found Brooke ensconced in her suburban living room; and
ensconced further in the depths of a plush recliner that formed a
corner of this comfy parlor.






Sinking
into her favorite chair with a hard, defined sigh, she suddenly
questioned the wisdom of taking dance lessons at age 39.






“If I
hadn’t, though, I never would have met Mikael,” she reasoned
silently. “He is, quite simply, an amazing man—not to mention
painfully attractive.”






She
closed her eyes a moment to picture this beautiful, mysterious man;
recalling also the feel of his warm, strong arms as they held her
closer than close.






“He’s
the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen,” she pictured his chiseled,
bronzed, brown-eyed face, framed by an ebullient mass of bronze
auburn hair and topping a lean, muscular body that seemed almost
carved in appearance. “Not to mention the most graceful. This is
not to say, of course, that Wayne doesn’t have his
charm.”






She
forced her eyes open to regard the man who slept in the chair
beside her; a balding man whose inflated belly rose and fell with
his hard, heavy breath.







Throughout their 20 years of marriage, Wayne had never
displayed what one would call a romantic sensibility.






“That’s
not to say that he wasn’t quite the Casanova back in the day,” she
watched with vacant eyes as a loud snore erupted from his gaping
mouth. “I mean, he wasn’t quite the Casanova at any time during the
course of his existence, but I wouldn’t state this fact out
loud.”






Even so
she had to admit that Wayne had been a solid husband; one who,
while rather cool and sometimes condescending in demeanor, had
never been cruel or abusive. He’d always supported their family,
including the beloved son currently away at college. And although
he’d initially laughed at her desire to take dance lessons, he’d
never tried to sabotage or bar her attendance; unless one
considered a constant, ongoing rant about the cost of said lessons
cutting into his beer money a subtle form of sabotage.






OK, she sighed, Wayne is not Prince
Perfect. He may not even be Prince Who
Will Do in a Pinch.






Should
she really complain though, when she constantly found herself
fantasizing about another man?






It was
just too easy to enjoy romantic fantasies about the peerless,
flawless Mikael; the man who always made her feel cherished,
beautiful and appreciated.






Of course, that’s his job, she
relaxed in the depths of her lavender recliner, even so, being made to feel cherished, beautiful and
appreciated is infinitely preferable than being made to feel
chubby, flighty and utterly lacking in social graces and culinary
skills. Wayne’s recent comment about the undeniable similarity to
my meat loaf to a long decayed donkey fossil just stings, just a
bit.






Still,
she reminded herself, Mikael was not her husband. And she supposed
she really should make more of an effort to keep her marriage
alive; as opposed to living in a fantasy that could never be
realized.






Turning
to her husband with a determined flourish, Brooke fixed her hand on
his flabby shoulder and gave him a gentle shake.






She
grinned in spite of herself as he shifted in his seat; face
illuminating with a rare and welcome smile as he covered her hand
with his.






“I love
you babe,” his woozy whisper, while awkwardly expressed,
nonetheless failed to warm her heart.






His next
words, however, made that same heart go bone cold.






“I love
you Betsy.”






She
immediately recognized the name of Betsy Lloyd, her best friend
since college and the wife of Sid Lloyd, Wayne’s longtime co-worker
at Emerson Plastics; only she didn’t know the reason as to why this
woman was passing the bounds of her husband’s
dreamscape.






“Wayne!”
she cried out, grabbing his shoulders to jar him awake.






“What
the hell….”






His brow
furrowing in annoyance, Wayne’s eyes shot open to meet his wife
with a raw, indignant glare.






One she
returned promptly, and with all the force she could
muster.






“My
sentiments exactly!” Brooke released her husband’s shoulders to
fold her arms before her. “Why in the hell are you saying Betsy’s
name in your sleep? Why did you declare your undying love to the
woman who stood by our side at her wedding? She was my maid of
honor, Wayne!”






Wayne
stared at her a long moment, the color draining from his face as he
considered her words.






Finally
he just shrugged and said, “Oh I dunno babe. You know that I’m a
patriotic guy—I was probably just singing the praises of the
immortal Betsy Ross. That was one hell of a flag she came up with,
after all.”






Brooke
nodded, meeting his long, intense stare with one of her
own.







“Congratulations dear,” she patted his back. “That is the
single most improbable, most utterly imbecilic excuse I’ve ever
heard from a cheating husband. Ever. In history. You, darling, have
set a new standard for awkward but still utterly despicable
deception that men in future generations will find difficult to
top—or, for that matter, even match.” With this she bowed low
before the man who scowled openly in response. “Oh great one, how
do you do it?”






Wayne
sighed.






“OK, so
I wasn’t dreamin’ about Betsy Ross,” he admitted, rolling his eyes
heavenward. “So sue me if I’ve always had a little thing for your
best friend—that doesn’t automatically make me a cheating
husband.”






He
paused here, leaning forward to look his stern faced wife straight
in the eyes.






“At
least I’m not meeting her on the sly once a week for some magic
mysterious dance lesson,” he said these last words with a blatant
grimace.






“Ah, you
must be speaking of Mikael Bonard, my friend and dance instructor.”
She affirmed his words with a short, sharp nod. “I do enjoy his
company very much, and am bound to enjoy his live show even
more.”






Wayne
arched his eyebrows.






“His
live show?” he repeated, lips pursed in what seemed to be a show of
keen curiosity.







“Indeed,” Brooke smiled, enjoying every minute of their
current conversation. “Mikael is about to star in his first
showcase dance recital, downtown at Club Elite. I have my front row
seat reserved for me this Saturday at the club.”






Wayne
looked at her another long moment; then he let loose with a
resigned sigh and collapsed in the depths of his prized
recliner.






“Do
whatever you want,” he shut his eyes tight, all the while waving
his wife away with a tired, dismissive hand. “You return to your
dream while I enjoy mine.”






Rising
from her seat with a defined snort, Brooke made fast tracks for the
front door.






“Yeah,
well, while you’re busy dreaming you might as well conjure the
vision of the perfect dinner,” she said over her shoulder. “Your
wife won’t be here this evening to cook it for you. She’ll be at
Annette’s Boutique downtown, buying the sluttiest dress that she
can find to wear to Mikael’s show this Saturday.”







***






True to
its name, the downtown night spot known as Club Elite bore an
ebullient interior doused in shades of crystalline champagne; from
the glittering chandeliers that hung from the ceilings to the plush
curtains that covered its corner bay windows, to the reams of ivory
hued watered silk that lined the walls and floors, the club bespoke
its elegance in countless ways.






“Only it
didn’t quite reach the sound system.” Seated in a plush, cushioned
silver hued chair that sat front row center in the club’s theater
area, Brooke nonetheless cringed at the pounding pop beat that
blasted from an overhead amplifier.






“What?!”
Betsy Lloyd, her best friend of 25 years, sat to her immediate
night.






And with
all the bloody noise she couldn’t understand a word she was
saying.






“This
music is loud!” Brooke stated the obvious, turning as she did to
face the slender blonde who’d accompanied her to tonight’s show. “I
can’t imagine a ballet show being staged at this particular
venue.”






Betsy
shook her head.






“A
ballet show?” She guffawed outright. “You really think that’s the
style of dance you’ll be seeing here tonight?”






Brooke
shrugged.






“Well I
don’t expect to see Mikael breaking out into a tap or soft shoe
routine,” she reasoned with a shrug. “And I’m not sure just how
popular country line dancing is in his home city of
Moscow.”






She
watched with wondering eyes as her closest friend buried her head
in her hands; eventually raising her head to pin her with a
disbelieving gaze.






“Dear
heart,” she began carefully, seeming to monitor her response to her
next words. “It is true that, Monday through Thursday, Club Elite
is a place where people come to do a variety of dances—and, from
time to time, to see singers and groups who play everything from
pop to rock.”






She
paused here, lowering her voice to a mysterious whisper that—in
Brooke’s estimation—only succeeded in making her more bloody
difficult to hear.






“And on
Fridays,” she waggled her eyebrows, “the club puts on a very
special dance show for ladies only.”






“For
ladies only,” Brooke repeated slowly, shaking his head from side to
side. “Are we talking about male strippers here?”






As if on
cue the lights descended to cloak the club in darkness.






“Well
somebody forget to pay the bill!” Brooke deadpanned, trying to
relieve her own rattled nerves in the face of her friend’s
revelation.






Her
words were drowned out by a surge of dramatic music; a smooth,
sensual jazz beat that sent chills down her spine.






With its
final chords the lights ascended; illuminating a central stage
doused in scarlet velvet.






Brooke
watched transfixed as the curtain rose to reveal a sole performer;
one also adorned in purest red.






Standing
tall and strong at the center of the stage, the man’s muscular form
was drenched head to toe in a red leather cat suit; one that served
to define and showcase his every beautiful plane and
muscle.






Her gaze
devoured every inch of this flawless male form; from his long trim
legs to his flawless waist, his bulging chest to the equally
noticeable bulge that defined his fire red tights.






Although
the stranger’s face was partially concealed by a sleek satin
mask—one that came complete with decorative cat ears that drew more
than one “aw…” from the crowd, Brooke still noted the deep ebony
eyes shining forth through scarlet borders; as well as the fall of
lush auburn hair he flipped and tossed in a flirtatious
flourish.






“He
looks so familiar,” she whispered as an aside to Betsy, all the
while never tearing her gaze from the source of her
admiration.






And then
he danced.






As the
dancing phantom moved and swayed to the smooth strains of a jazzy
beat, he showed an inhuman grace that she knew belonged to only one
man.







“Mikael,” she breathed, freezing in her seat.






Suddenly
the sensual dancer shook and shimmied before her very eyes; staring
at her with an intense narrowed gaze as he gyrated full in her
face—every inch of his body writhing and flexing as he flicked his
tongue between two supple lips.






She
watched entranced as he raised a lithe hand to the zipper that
secured his shiny red cat suit; holding her gaze as he lowered it
to reveal a massive bronzed chest and lush sculpted abs; both of
whom he flexed for her pleasure as he slid the suit down his long
trim legs and tossed it on the stage beside him.






Now she
bore witness to the strong flawless body that frequently filled her
dreams; the hard, sculpted chest she longed to lean her head
against, the bulging cock now encased in a red velvet G-string, the
statuesque legs that she imagined entangled with her own. All of
these attributes were now oiled up and available for her close
inspection; and inspect she did, reaching out to rub her hand down
the length of his toned, taut washboard abs.







Trembling at her touch, the beautiful Mikael threw his head
back and let loose with an appropriate feline hiss; yet Brooke felt
anything but appropriate moments later, as he arched forward to
sear her lips with a hot, hard kiss.






“Thank
you for coming to see me tonight Brooke,” he said her name like it
was the sweetest poetry. “Now I would very much like to make you
come again.”






His
guest shook her head, confused.






“What do
you mean?” she whispered, barely hearing her own words above the
pounding of her heart.






She took
in her breath as Mikael rose on the stage; jumping in the form of a
perfect pirouette to strike a sexy pose before her.






“Come
backstage after the show,” he growled, searing her with a catlike
smile, “and I’d be more than pleased to show you,
krasavitsa.”






With a
parting wink he floated away from her, turning his attention to the
other women who screamed for his affections.







“Krasavitsa?” she repeated, feeling the heat suffuse her
cheeks as she turned to face a gaping Betsy.






“He just
said you were beautiful in Russian,” her friend explained, adding
as she fanned herself with a manicured hand, “Could that be the
famous Mikael, your much loved dance instructor? If so, then I just
felt a compelling need to learn some soft shoe…”






She
jumped as her friend grabbed her purse from the table and jumped
from her seat; shaking her head from side to side as she turned for
the door.






“I’m a
married woman,” she insisted. “I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t
have let him…”






“Brooke,
stop it.”






She
froze as her friend addressed her in a low, firm tone. Turning once
again in her direction, she pinned Betsy with an inquiring
stare.






“Why
should I stop, Betsy?” She arched her eyebrows. “Don’t you think my
marriage is worth fighting for—or is there something you know, that
maybe I don’t?”






Betsy
bit her lip.






“I know
that your husband has been in love with someone else for at least
10 years,” her voice barely above a whisper. “And she has been in
love with him for the past five. And if your husband and this
particular woman weren’t married to other people, then they could
be together.”






Brooke
nodded.






“I see,”
she turned with a flourish for the table, grabbing hold of the
frosted wine glass that stood unattended at her place. “Well all I
have to say, Betsy, is thanks for clarifying.”






The
crowd gasped as, with a brisk toss, Brooke tossed the contents of
her ebullient glass full into Betsy’s lap; soiling the lush satin
dress she’d worn to the show that evening.






“You
ruined it!” Betsy raged, jumping from the table.






“You
ruined my marriage,” Brooke returned, adding with a shrug, “You
send me the cleaning bill, I’ll send you the bill from my attorney.
We’ll call it even.”







***






Moments
later Brooke sat alone in a low lit back stage dressing room, a
compact, velvet doused sitting area that lined the back border of
Club Elite.






Seated
in a soft, plush chair that fronted a lighted mirror, she spun
happily in the depths of her seat as the world flew around her;
coming to an abrupt halt as she came face to face with the club’s
featured performer.






Still
adorned in the cat’s mask and ruby red G-string that had supplied
his costume for this evening’s show, Mikael wasted no time now in
playing to his audience; sweeping a giggling Brooke up in his arms
and seizing her lips in a passionate kiss.






As their
mouths met a fire sparked between them; suspending their breath as
they devoured one another in the heat of released need. Her tongue
plundered his as she leaned into his kiss, all the while wrapping
her arms around his strong, muscled shoulders.






For a
moment they lingered, their motions slowing as their hands and
tongues entangled between them.






Finally
Brooke broke the spell—if only for a moment.







“Mikael,” her tone firm and matter of fact. “I made a total
fool of myself just now, and right in the middle of your
show.”






“You
did,” her lover affirmed with a wink. “And that’s what I love about
you. You’re strong, you’re funny, you’re endlessly kind—well, at
least to people who aren’t trying to ruin your marriage and
life…”






“Betsy
didn’t ruin my life,” Brooke shook her head, clutching her hands
between his. “She just set me free—free to be with the man I truly
love.”






“I love
you too,” Mikael declared, dropping to his knees before her. “Let
me show you just how much.”






She
gasped as the brazen, muscle bound dancer surged between her legs;
kissing the skin of her parted knees before leaning forward to open
her feminine folds with a long, resounding lick.






His
strong hands massaged her hips in smooth, warm strokes; his full,
moist lips fixing themselves around the surface of her throbbing
clit.






Throwing
her head back, Brooke let loose with an exalted cry as he licked
and suckled her; bobbing his auburn head up and down to intensify
the pressure of his magical mouth.






The
strands of his long, soft hair brushed against her thighs as he
kissed and laved her; finally ravishing her nub with a resounding
lick that sent her over the edge.






She
screamed outright as her being exploded in the heat of a lush,
full-bodied orgasm; one that shook her to the core as she fell
forward into the arms of her seducer.






Soon
Brooke found herself swept away in all things Mikael. She basked in
the strength of his muscled arms and the gentleness of his kiss; as
expressed in the presence of succulent lips down the length of her
ivory-skinned neck.






She
further thrilled as his sturdy hands coursed the length of her
spine; unzipping and peeling away the elegant dress that held her
body captive.






Soon
skin met skin as her bared breasts coursed the surface of his
muscular chest; creating a delightful friction that drove her
insane. The feeling intensified as their hands and hips locked
between them; their lips joining the fray in a passionate kiss that
stole her breath.






Reaching
downward she stripped off the ruby red G-string that served as the
final barrier between them; finally reveling in her lover’s arms as
they performed the forbidden dance.






Their
arms and legs entangled freely as they rolled across the carpet;
though Brooke stiffened a bit moments later, as his long, hard cock
surged wild between them.






“I can’t
believe we’re doing this,” her eyes flew wide to take in and
consider their very public surroundings.






An
empathetic Mikael pulled her closer to him, covering her face with
adoring kisses as his arms cuddled and cradled her.






“Just
imagine that we’re dancing,” he whispered in her ear, “and remember
all of those naughty fantasies that flooded your mind as I taught
you how to move and enjoy your own body—and mine.”






He
pulled back and seared her with a narrow eyed gaze of pure, blatant
seduction.






“Now
finally, my darling, I can make every one of those dirty dreams
come true—and mine as well.”






Seizing
her lips in a passionate kiss, Mikael launched their bodies into a
succulent tango that sealed the bound of their newfound love; their
fingers and tongues both entangling as their hips and thighs locked
between them.






In a
smooth gyration the beautiful dancer penetrated his lady; his long,
hard cock surging forth to probe the depths of her soaking wet
pussy.






Throwing
her head back, Brooke let loose with an ecstatic cry that shook the
walls of their trysting place; she further thrilled as an ardent
Mikael bowed his head to her breasts, kissing and licking her
nipples as he pulled her closer to him.






Writhing
like a cat in his hot embrace, the liberated woman drug her
fingernails down the planed back of her lover—all the while
throwing herself into his arms as his hair fell soft across the
surface of her breasts.






Her
lover released an animal howl as he swept her up in his arms; once
again covering her lips with his as their chests pressed together.
Like a creature of passion he writhed and slithered in her
embrace—setting the motion and the course for their most intimate
dance of all.







Remembering the lessons he’d taught her in class, Brooke met
his sensual advance with one of her own; wrapping her arms around
his massive shoulders and tilting her hips against his. Finally
their legs entangled once again; their gazes also joining to
complete the dance as they soared together across the bounds of an
incredible shared orgasm.






With a
final graceful flourish his cock surged within her; together they
trembled as their beings reverberated in the throes of a flawless
climax.






Bending
her body backward in a graceful dip, the dancer watched with
pleasure as his smiling lover shook and swayed in his arms; her
heart pounding against his as her being reverberated with a wave of
intimate pleasure.






Finally
she collapsed exhausted in the depths of his warm, nurturing
embrace; cupping his sculpted face in two tender hands as she
smiled into his eyes.






“I quite
enjoyed that dance,” she waggled her eyebrows. “May I have
another?”






Her grin
dissolved as a passionate Mikael buried his head in her neck;
clutching her to him as he whispered the words she’d only dreamed
of hearing.






“Only if
you promise that you really do love me,” he braced his hands on her
waist, inhaling her scent as he rained sweet baby kisses across the
plane of her tender nape. “Only if you swear never to go back to
the disgusting cretin who broke your heart.”






Brooke
shook her head.






“Well I
would go back to my husband,” she shrugged, “if not for two
compelling reasons. A.) He’s that rare variety of scum that scum
wipes off the soles of their orthopedic shoes. B.) My best friend
might have something to say about it.”






“And I, my love, would have the most to say of all,” Mikael
kissed her with passionate lips. “Ya lyublyu tebya. I love you,
Brooke.”

 


***













 Exploring
Benefits







by
Rose Boyd


Kathy
waited in traffic as she entered the airport where she worked as a
flight attendant. Rolling her shoulders to ease the tension from a
previous argument with her now ex-boyfriend, she huffed a derisive
laugh at how much money she had let him borrow. When she’d told him
that she couldn’t lend him anymore, he’d let her know that he
wouldn’t be around any longer.






Rolling
her eyes at herself for letting him string her along, she glanced
up to growl at a taxi that cut into the little space between her
and the car ahead. Glancing nervously at the time, she groaned and
shoved a hand into her hair just as the traffic started to move
again. Following the taxi that had inched its way ahead of her, she
squinted at the passenger but couldn’t see him.






After
parking in her reserved area, she quickly headed toward her flight.
Spotting other attendants, she waved as she rushed over to a
blonde, Carol, who immediately said, “Cutting it close, aren’t
you?”







“Traffic. I got into a fight with Charles before I
left.”






Carol’s
lip curled, “Over more money?”






Nodding,
Kathy told her about it as they boarded the plane. Carol patted her
shoulder, “Better now than another two grand later.”






Kathy
winced, “I can’t believe I got suckered by that jerk. He had the
nerve to tell me he cheated on me.”






Carol’s
mouth went into a straight line, “I wouldn’t doubt it. Something
about him never set right with me. Hang in there, girl.”






Kathy
muttered thanks as she stowed her bag and checked the seats. As the
passengers started arriving, she greeted and directed them to their
seats. One tall man ducked through the opening, “Nice to see you
again. Hey, sorry about my taxi. He shouldn’t have cut you
off.”






She
smiled at his apology, “I thought I recognized you. How have you
been?”






He
rolled his eyes, “Training a new-hire to replace me. Speaking of
which, when you have a moment, I want to ask you something.” The
man behind him cleared his throat so her frequent flyer muttered
quickly, “Stop by and talk to me later.”






She’d
always secretly fantasized about him and wondered what he did for a
living. Smiling at the next passenger, she pointed the elderly lady
to her seat while Carol took her bag and helped her stow it away.
Curiosity ate at her, making her fidgety until the flight became
airborne. Once they’d assured everyone was served, she stopped by
his seat with a curious smile, “Okay, I’m dying to know. What do
you want to talk to me about?”






He
patted the empty seat beside him. She hesitated, glancing at Carol,
who waved her arm as if to urge her. Having told her friend, she
could see her eagerness as well. She slipped into the seat as he
handed her a folder, “I want to offer you a job.”
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