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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






As I dried myself off with a towel, I looked at myself in the mirror. Not bad for someone racing towards their fortieth birthday. All the parts were still where they should be, and, to be honest, I did not look too bad.


It had been six months since my divorce from Matt, my husband of ten years. We had decided that we had grown apart, just like his twenty-two-year-old secretary’s legs whenever he got his dick out. I’m not bitter, though.


I slipped into my silk dressing gown, and the smooth fabric felt good against my body. My nipples are going erect at its touch. I always loved the feel of silk on my skin; it’s one of my guilty pleasures.


I needed to get back into the dating game before it was too late. Hell, just a quick fuck would do. I was horny as hell most of the time.


I poured myself a glass of wine and went onto my apartment balcony. The view was not spectacular; it was another apartment block just over the narrow road.


I liked the apartment, though, because it was private, the street below wasn’t too busy, and, to be honest, I enjoyed watching other people’s lives play out in the apartments opposite.


Tonight was warm, with a gentle breeze ruffling the silk against my body.


Taking a sip of wine, I sat back and observed the apartments. A young couple sat enjoying dinner, laughter and joy clear on their faces. A pang of jealousy tried to rise in me, but I quashed it with another mouthful of wine. On Que, as he did every night, an old man closed his curtains, glancing in my direction. One day, I would flash my tits at him. The thought made me smile as I drank more wine.


The only other light was from the streetlamps below. I sat back and listened to the sounds of the city, something I found strangely soothing. The distant wail of police sirens and the sound of traffic a few streets further back.

