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Other Stories by Amanda Williams


Amanda’s Awakening Part 1


Amanda’s Awakening Part 2




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 – Cracks in the Facade


Weeks had slipped by in a haze of routine and restlessness, each day at the office feeling like a fragile shell holding back the storm inside me. I sat at my desk, staring at spreadsheets that blurred into meaningless numbers, my mind relentlessly pulling me back to that night. Elena's tongue, so skilful and insistent, was tracing paths of fire across my skin. Marcus's girth filled me in ways that made me feel both conquered and alive. And Harold's commanding gaze, those eyes that stripped away every layer of pretence until I was raw and exposed. The memories hit me like waves during meetings, forcing me to clench my thighs together under the conference table, my cheeks flushing as I pretended to take notes.


I tried to focus, really I did. But the flashbacks were merciless. One moment, I'd be discussing quarterly projections with my team, and the next, I'd feel the ghost of Elena's breath on my neck, her whispers urging me deeper into submission. My productivity plummeted. Colleagues noticed and asked if I was okay and if I needed time off. I brushed them off with forced smiles, claiming stress from deadlines. But the truth was, I was unravelling. The ache between my legs became a constant companion, a reminder of what I'd tasted and now craved with an intensity that scared me.


It started small, these stolen moments of relief. I'd excuse myself to the bathroom, lock the stall door, and lean against the cool tile wall. My hand would slip under my skirt, fingers seeking the slick heat that built just from thinking about them. I'd circle my clit slowly at first, building the pressure, imagining Marcus's strong hands pinning me down, or Harold's voice commanding me to beg. But even as the orgasm crashed over me, I'd bite my lip hard to stifle the moans; the release felt empty. Hollow. Like chasing shadows. Without their touch, their presence, it was just mechanics, a pale imitation of the ecstasy they'd given me. I'd clean up, splash water on my face, and return to my desk, only to feel the void deepen.


This went on for days, then weeks. I avoided social invites, buried myself in work that I barely completed, and at night, I'd lie in bed, replaying every detail until sleep finally claimed me. Was this what addiction felt like? A gnawing hunger that no amount of self-indulgence could satisfy? I questioned everything. My career, once my anchor, now felt like a cage. My independence, something I'd fought for, seemed like a lonely illusion. And yet, the thought of reaching out to them terrified me. What if they didn't want me anymore? What if that night had been a one-time thrill for them, while it had rewritten my entire world?


Then, one afternoon, my phone buzzed on my desk. I glanced at the screen, my heart stuttering. Marcus. The text was simple, commanding: "Meet me. Now." No pleasantries, no explanation. Just those three words that sent a jolt straight to my core. I stared at it for a moment, my pulse racing. Part of me wanted to ignore it, to reclaim some control. But the larger part, the one that throbbed with need, had me grabbing my purse and heading for the elevator without a second thought.

