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A Gift for You
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Get a free short story by Sam Hart by clicking here.

In this story, you can expect a hot encounter on the beach. Read what happens when two strangers are so attracted to each other from the moment they meet that it's impossible to keep their hands off each other.

[image: Ein Bild, das Geschirr, Serviergeschirr, Tisch, Vase enthält.

Automatisch generierte Beschreibung]

––––––––

[image: ]


Yes, I want a free short story (click here). 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Hot Taboos with the Fitness Daddy
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For Xaden Riorson. Now get the fuck out of my mind.
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Luana, Edward & The Tourist
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Breaking the Rules

The star-sprangled sky spans above me like a soothing blanket. As much as I love watching the waves on our cruise ship during the day, the peace and quiet of late evenings relax me as if I were on a holiday myself. 

I slowly stroll toward the front of the ship on deck four. Only employees are allowed to pass through here. Since I work aboard as a fitness instructor, I don‘t say no to enjoying some extra space. Our shared female cabin is small enough. Therefore, I spend as little time as possible in our room and even chose to go for a walk while brushing my teeth, tonight. 

I form a big cheesy smile while cleaning my incisors, hoping the salt in the air will bleach them a bit more.

Nobody disturbs my evening walk as the others are busy performing a show or preparing the restaurants for the next day. I’m almost at the bow of the ship, which always brings me in a bit of a Titanic kind of mood. Or who wouldn’t fantasize about standing at the very front, holding out the arms while having the sexy body of her own Jack to lean on? 

I smile to myself, thinking that luckily, we’d rather strand on a beautiful island out here in the Caribbean than hit an iceberg. Then, suddenly, I discover that I am not the only person on this deck after all. Two people stand pressed against a rope box in the shade of a wall. The way their bodies are entangled in each other makes me choke on my spit. I cover my mouth to hide the noise but with the wind and the constant low hum of the ship’s motor, they didn’t hear me. Normally, I’d give them their privacy and walk away but the way the guy has his hand pressed against her neck, makes me worry whether this is not sexual pleasure, but she might need my help. I move closer. Nope, the way she wraps her legs around his firm butt and how she bites her lower lip is definitely out of lust. Not a single hair would fit between them, that’s how close she pulls him. If she could, she’d inhale his whole body.

The face of this woman doesn’t look familiar which is odd, given the rule that no tourists are allowed back here. Of course, I don’t know the names of every single crew member on board, but I recognize their faces. And she is not one of us.

I watch as the guy pulls her earlobe with his teeth and her eyes roll back from ecstasy. My mouth drops open as I realize this guy is no one else but my co-worker, Edward. I would recognize that smirk and that playfully disheveled black hair from a mile away. How typical that his snobby self doesn’t think he needs to follow the rules that tourists are off limits. And bringing her back here in the crew-only zone? How dare him! Just because his parents gave him a royal-sounding name like Edward Collins, he doesn’t have to behave like he is a goddamn prince. Already in the fitness center, he walks on air as if he was something better. Perhaps it’s the age gap. He’s 31 while I am 22 and he probably thinks simply that fact makes him my boss. Every day I endure him instructing beside me, throwing inappropriate flirtatious comments at the female guests. Until now, I thought he was only playing a verbal game with them because they were flattered by it. But the proof of Edward Collins fucking a tourist in front of my wide-shut eyes tells a different story.

The shock has me transfixed on the spot and I can’t bring myself to look away. He is wearing his short-sleeved under-armor shirt which perfectly hugs the muscles on his back and around his shoulders. Yes, obviously having the time to work out at your job does give you those beautiful, strong arms but do you have to use them to cut off the air supply of a poor woman? 

She sucks in a breath, and I even hear her moan over the wind when he lets go of her throat briefly. Simply placing his big hand on her throat again with what seems to be an even tighter grip. 

The woman grunts and wraps her arms around his perfectly sculpted upper body. Her hands wander to the back of his pants, and she pulls them down his butt. 

I know I should stop watching but even his tanned behind appears in the moonlight as if it was the shot for an underwear commercial. I can’t help it but the dancing bean between my thighs awakens to live. I feel myself getting wet between the legs and happy tingles fill my belly. I swallow. What’s wrong with my mind? Did I just wish to be in her position?

The woman grabs his erect cock and when he stops strangling her for a moment, I get to see the full length of it in all its glory. Shit. Okay, that’s one nice tool God provided him with. 

The woman lifts her skirt and presses his hard penis against her opening. 

My breath hitches as he pushes inside her and, slowly, inch by inch, he vanishes in that woman’s body. 

Edward kisses her chest, and his hands wander across her upper body. He grabs her hips, letting her skin run through his fingers as if it were a thick fabric. It leaves red marks on her white skin but once more, it just seems to arouse her even further. 

Never have I been touched like this. It was somehow brutal and at the same time, with so much care. As if Edward knew exactly how much force he was allowed to use to make the woman feel good. 

I gulp down some air, trying to awaken myself from blatantly staring at them but even my boobs now tickle with excitement. My nipples stand perky below my shirt, and I scoff at my betraying body. Automatically, my glance wanders back to them and I watch as he shoves his dick inside her body in a rhythmical movement, his hand now pressed across her mouth and nose. Her eyes widen and she grabs his wrist with her delicate hands, fighting for air. 

Edward lets go and kisses her neck as she sucks in a breath. Her head falls back in enjoyment, and she closes her eyes while shudders make her body shiver. 

The heat in my abdomen gets unbearable. Invisible as I feel here, I shove my hand in my pants and find my silky, soft clitoris with my finger. I rub my most erogenous spot in the same rhythm as Edward pushes in and out of that woman. This brings me some relief, but my belly still feels on fire. Obviously, the woman loves being filled by his dick and my pussy longs to feel something hard and long as well. Only touching myself like this isn’t enough. 

I glance at the electric toothbrush in my other hand. It must have been faith to bring it on this walk tonight. I chuckle, and open my zipper, rolling down my pants and underpants a bit to make space for the back of the brush. I watch Edward cradling her boobs as he thrusts deep inside her, filling her with slow movements. 

I push the toothbrush inside me, imagining the cold plastic was, in fact, Edward’s dick. I press the button, and the toothbrush vibrates inside me. Oh wow, why had I never thought of that before?

The vibrations travel from my aching, hot insides to my clitoris and I close my eyes for a moment. My clitoris vibrates along with it, and I sigh in pleasure. Remembering where I am, I open my eyes again to see how Edward pounds inside the woman faster now. He grabs her butt cheeks to press her closer against him.

I move the humming toothbrush in and out of myself. It gets almost too slippery to hold as I grow even wetter. I use my other hand to stimulate my clitoris at the same time. My knees shake and I am afraid I will fall over soon but it feels too good to stop now. 

The woman grinds herself against Edward as he humps her deeply, repeatedly. 

Edward growls and a gasp escapes his mouth in such a desperate manner that I wish I were the reason for him to make this sound. 

Edward pulls his wet cock out of her and bends her forward until his dick presses against her mouth. His white cum spreads in splashes over her lips and chin. Then he cups her face in his hands to take a closer look at the mess. He leans his entire body weight against the woman and covers her from my view. The only thing I hear are her short, raspy breaths.

I move the toothbrush more quickly inside my pleasure hole and press my index finger on my clitoris more firmly. Heat builds in my abdomen until I am afraid, I am going to explode. I don’t stop but concentrate on the wonderful vibrations from the toothbrush until I feel a wave of release starting in my clitoris. It flushes through me like a forest blaze, extinguishing my previously tingling nerves with hot lust. I suppress gasping and clench my teeth. Then, I retrieve the toothbrush and turn it off, just as Edward pulls his dick out of her. I stumble backward, pulling up my pants and closing my zipper. Nobody better ever find out about this. 
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Luana & Jaden
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With the sexy Waiter in the Hot Tub

The next day I spot Edward filling out the fitness-check form with another guest. He smiles at me in his cocky way, while he continues talking to her. I add more fresh towels to the shelf, when he joins me, handing me a pile of freshly folded towels. His hand brushes against mine, bringing the short hair on my arm to stand up as images of his hands wrapped around that woman’s throat flash in front of my inner eye. My eyes briefly wander to his loose sports pants where the soft bulk in the front dangles like a sweet promise. I avert my gaze to the shelf, pretending to check whether the towels are arranged neatly. Is that what these flirty tourists actually see in him - a sexy promise?

“Ready for a new day, Luana?” He asks. 

“Everybody else calls me Lu. Why do you keep calling me Luana?” I furrow my brows, taking a step back and bringing some more distance between us.

“Because Luana is your name.” He taps on the name sign on my chest, almost grazing my boob with his hand. I stare at him angrily for a moment, for sending a heatwave through me. “Besides, Luana sounds very mythical. I like it.”

I laugh, surprised that he had given my name so much thought.

“So, do you want to do CrossFit or Pilates today?”, he asks. We switch teaching between the less and more physically active classes. 

“Definitely CrossFit. After your workout last night, you should take it easy”, I can’t stop myself from barking at him.

He lifts an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

“I saw you and this tourist on deck four.” I cross my arms in front of me.

“Oh, okay.” He scratches his head, his chocolate brown eyes resting on my face for an instant. “What exactly did you see?”, he chuckles.

“Enough to know that you could get fired over it”, I hiss. I actually liked working with Edward as he was diligent, and his jokes usually were funny if he weren’t simply using them to wrap the ladies around his finger.

“Don’t worry. From what I could tell, she liked it and if I can be of service to make her holidays better it’s a bonus for the cruise line, too, right?”

“You almost strangled her”, I press through my teeth.

“Just how closely did you watch?” A huge smile enlightens his face.

I scold him with my eyes, kneeling to tighten my shoelaces. 

“Don’t worry, Luana, I promise, I won’t touch you in that way.” He takes a sip from his bottle and clearly enjoys my discomfort. Towering above me like this I realize for the first time how tall he really is. When I stand, I reach to about his collarbone, and I am not a short woman either. I have the lean and trained body of a ballerina. While my dancing days are in the past, I’ve kept my firm thighs and slim figure. Instead of wearing my blond hair in a tight knot, I usually let them swing in a high ponytail now. Despite that, my long hair almost reaches the middle of my back. 

I stand up again. Only a few inches are between us. I can feel his body heat radiating toward me. “What makes you think, I’d even want to be touched by you?” I snort.

“Well, we are both fit. Our bodies are passionate, and if you think about it, we’d be the perfect match.”

I study the slight beard stubble on his cheeks and wonder for a moment whether that would scratch my sensitive skin if he kissed me. “Whatever”, I growl to get that thought out of my head.

“I am just playing around with the others.” He explains. As if I were interested in his love life. “I wouldn’t want to do that to you. You are probably the one-person kind of girl.”

I lift an eyebrow. Ah, really, Mr. You know me so well. “I am having plenty of fun, too. Gee, thanks.”

“I don’t doubt that.” He holds his hands up defensively. 

I grab a towel and disappear into the group fitness room without another word. Somehow, this talk left me agitated and, I hate to admit it, aroused once more. What the hell was wrong with my body? I glance through the window out at the turquoise Atlantic Ocean. I would show it to Edward that I could amuse myself as a poli-person girl without any problems. The Captain’s Dinner tonight would provide the perfect opportunity as all the entertainment crew members are expected to party with the guests at least at the beginning of the evening.
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