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INTRODUCTION: EROTIC EXPOSURE AND THE THRILL OF THE CHASE

 



 



 



 




To have sex, one of you is going to have to be the one to say, “I want to.” As much as we’d sometimes like to avoid that scary moment, it is inevitable. If we want to get to the good stuff, we have to be vulnerable, even just for a second.

It is a risk whose rewards far outshine the possibility of an unwanted outcome. When you’re with someone who makes you feel that crackle of electricity, that lust that gets under your skin and sinks to the meeting point of your most vital parts and stays there—when you’re with that person you know you can ask for maybe just a bit more. You feel it. It’s a circuit of arousal and erotic inspiration that flows when you make contact: skin contact, eye contact, heart contact.

It turns “I want to” on its head. It means you might be able to ask for something you really want, something you never got to ask for before. New fantasies come with hot sex, heartfelt love and true lust. But confessing a fantasy is a moment in time that must be savored: you must devour it like a cool, sweet fruit on a hot summer day.

The couples in this collection are so well crafted, they feel as real as someone you might know—but they are so very sexy, they’re more like the people you see one place or another that you want to know. I worked with talented and well-known writers to make sure of it. I wanted no dark scenarios, but real, vibrant and layered erotic stories featuring complex, surprising and believable characters—people whose confessions would feel like your own.

The stories are outrageously sexy—and they break the mold in literary excellence. Explicit sex is folded into sexual fantasies for couples in a way that puts you right there in the action and makes you want to come back for more. I was astounded at the emotional honesty, the talent, and the jaw-dropping sexual scenarios in theses stories.

I hope they inspire you to fess up.

The heroine in Heidi Champa’s “Smell As Sweet” turns classic office life into a riveting scene. An accidental discovery reveals a woman’s handsome coworker has a weakness for women’s panties, and she leverages his confession into an endless supply of expensive lingerie, ravishment atop desks and a woman who knows how to make a strong man confess. There are the best kind of “Bad Influences” in Devyn Christopher’s luxurious hot tub encounter, where the members of a loving couple confess to wanting a woman who can strap it on, and a man who loves to be sexually owned. Turnabout happens in Kayar Silkenvoice’s “Internet Café au Lay,” in which a rugged, ever-hard boyfriend gives in to his girl’s desire for semipublic sex, with an urgent encounter that left this editor breathless.

Sexual confession can be a wicked game. “Silver Screen,” by Portia Da Costa, is so delicately crafted, you’re put in the female protagonist’s unusual and uncomfortable situation—a woman in an X-rated theater—and we don’t find out until the twists  and turns complete whose confession made the filthy anonymous hands jobs impossibly possible. A young woman from East London combines her sexual confession to a boxing instructor with the vulnerability of love’s first heated sexual consummation, but not before a bare-knuckle takedown that will leave scenes from “The Contender,” by Jacqueline Applebee, ringing in your head and other parts long after the story is finished.

When we think of confessions, we tend to think of places of worship; Sophie Mouette’s “Sacred Places” puts an incredulous Catholic girl into a Welsh monastery where her boyfriend wrenches profane confessions and orgasms out of her in equal measure. Unforgettable, “Counterpane,” by Alison Tyler, brings us into the world of a drop-dead sexy man who whisks his lover out of the office for her lunch break, where they greedily devour lust by the spoonful in her confession-made-reality of doubletime in a hotel room with two hot men.

“Waisted,” by Angela Caperton, is a Cinderella story of corset fetish sex; a lush female point of view festoons this tale of male control in which a woman is restrictively dressed and then driven in a black limousine, and finally plundered by her lover’s generous anatomy deliriously and desperately on a plush carpet while bound in expensive tight laces and brocade. On the flipside of female desire and fetish, “Underpants,” by K. D. Grace, shocks and surprises when a man dresses his lady for sexual ravishment, but she’s taken aback at the bizarre knickers he makes her wear out to dinner for a cat-and-mouse game of turn-on and arousal that surprises everyone.

“Red,” by Piper Morgan, begins with a confessed fantasy that seems mundane but grows into deftly revealed outrageousness and gripping erotic tension as the desire to experience a real-life erotic fairy tale morphs like a wolf under a full moon into a deliciously depraved sex game in the woods. Often the  couple’s shared fantasy is to fuck a stranger: “The Hotel,” by Anika Ray, is an ultrarealistic playing out of that scenario between an aggressively nervous couple—with a surprising and very hot ending, proving that sometimes it’s better when things don’t go as planned.

Lingerie and admission of sexual fantasy go together like satin and lace; the saleswoman in “Underwear,” by Kay Jaybee, gets more than she expected doing a home delivery of items for a man who’s so sexually forward she doesn’t believe he actually has a girlfriend to buy underwear for. That is, until the two women meet and turn panty sales into a game of sexual oneup (wo)manship. In “All Shaved Up,” by Liv Olson, a playful yet shy woman admits she likes shaving; her naughty boyfriend admits it too, as they take turns daring each other to smooth down and go further.

“New Day, New Life,” by Andrea Dale, drops us into Prague, where a woman is celebrating a renewed outlook on life with her loving man; an outlook that includes admitting her desire to try sex with another woman—a gorgeous Eastern European woman, in a threesome as explicit as it is loving. An American erotic romance writer goes to the United Kingdom for research and winds up in “An Age Play” of her own in Regina Kammer’s hot story of an older woman, a young man’s first lessons in oral sex, and a very understanding husband.

When erotic confessions come true they are inevitably accompanied by uncertainty; Alexander Liboiron’s “Are You Sure?” exquisitely explores a woman’s confessed need to be roughed up during sex—but the taboo that makes both of them blush and their hearts race is the reason she wants it.

Jenna wanted it; only because Eric loves and accepts her completely can she go through with it. “Jenna’s Gambit,” by Jeremy Edwards, plays on a girl’s fear of being caught relieving  herself in public, twisted into a heightened erotic experience by a man who loves her, understands the eroticism of humiliation, and knows how far a couple can go when they feel safe to do the nastiest thing one of them can imagine.

“The Female Gaze,” by Rachel Kramer Bussel, is a show-stopper of sexual confession and romantic lust and risk, gorgeously playing out one of the most popular emergent taboo fantasies of our generation. In it, a girl’s boyfriend is ogled by women and men in equal measure, but it’s what the boys want to do to him that gets her head spinning and her pussy thrumming. Realizing her secret fantasy is the same filthy scenario, she cruises a gay bar for them both—with a resulting sexual encounter that is as satisfying as it is surprising and unforgettable.

This book is a collection of confessions and fantasies so realistic that you could, in fact, try these at home. But whether you enjoy these privately, get a little bit of inspiration or share them with someone special, I hope you will take hold of your fantasies and promise to try a sweet confession—at least once in your life.

Release your desires to the one you love, and give chase. I promise you won’t regret it.
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SMELL AS SWEET

Heidi Champa

 



 



 



 




I sat down at my desk, the ease of the weekend long gone as another week loomed large in front of me. The work I had left behind was still waiting for me, but so was another gift from Jamie. I got up and closed my door, wanting privacy for reading his instructions. The panties inside the envelope were pink lace and silk La Perla, cut low on the hips. The note that sat on top held just a few words. I read it quickly before doing anything else.

Hope you like the Wild Orchid panties as much as I do. Wear them all day and come to my office at five.

The quivering jolt of naughtiness went all through me as I slid off my own panties and slipped on the ones he wanted me to wear. I paused briefly to let the silky softness rub over my legs, before settling them into place over my moistening cunt. It was going to be another long day at the office, but things were certainly looking up. This was the first time Jamie wanted me to come to his office and not just to leave the panties and go. I was  intrigued and couldn’t wait to find out what new adventure Jamie had planned for me. Our strange arrangement started accidentally, but had quickly become a regular routine. A late night at the office a few months ago had started the whole thing.

That night, the offices were quiet, but the stack of papers in front of me didn’t seem to be getting any smaller. I kept glancing at the clock: the time was moving quickly, but the work was going at a snail’s pace. It was already way too late to meet the girls for the dinner we had planned; they would soon be off barhopping and making merry. All I had to show for my evening was paperwork—useless forms and reports—and a looming deadline for first thing Monday morning.

As I slogged through, there was finally a light at the end of the tunnel. I closed the last file folder and let out a sigh of relief. The joy proved short lived when I looked at the clock and realized it was near midnight. I thought if I hurried, I could meet the girls at the last bar of the night and have a quick martini to reward my hard work. Grabbing a stack of folders to drop by Jamie’s office, I whipped out my phone and started texting Charlotte to find out where the action was. Too busy clicking letters with my thumbs, I nearly walked into Jamie’s office door, which was open, just a crack. I saw a dim light and heard weird noises coming from inside.

Getting even closer for a better look, I saw Jamie in his chair, his cock in his hand. I froze, my fingers stopping midtext as I opened my eyes wider at what I saw next. There was a pair of black panties over his nose and mouth, the crotch pressed right against his skin. His dark hair was covering his forehead; his eyes were pinched shut. He inhaled deeply and loudly, twice, before he came, white come spilling onto his fist and the floor. I hurried away before he could see me, taking the elevator down with my heart still pounding.

I got into my car and raced to the pub, unable to shake the image of Jamie with the panties on his face. He had seemed in seventh heaven when I saw him sniffing the lace-covered crotch. Shaking my head, I crinkled my face in disgust. Fetishes rarely surprised me, but this was one predilection I’d never heard of. At first, I was dying to let the girls know what I had found, but as I downed my perfectly chilled vodka concoction I thought better of it. I just wanted to forget the whole thing and enjoy my weekend.

The problem was, I couldn’t forget it. No matter what I did, the visual of Jamie kept coming back. I went over every detail in my mind, from the sound of his cries to the thickness of his cock. I struggled to understand what it was about the panties that he liked so much. I had always assumed that most men weren’t all that fond of the way a woman smelled. Lord knows there were enough feminine hygiene products on the market to tell us so. But he seemed so lost in it, so enthralled by what he was doing. I thought all men jerked off to porn or at the very least a picture of someone naked. The pure pleasure he got from those simple little panties seemed to trump any naked woman for him. Could smell really be that powerful, that erotic? I had honestly never thought about it before. Now, I couldn’t stop.

I lay in bed Sunday night, my mind again consumed with Jamie and his desires. I wondered whose the panties were; who would go along with such a thing? No doubt they came from the Internet, some stranger trying to make a buck. I then wondered what he would think of my scent, if the smell of my pussy would turn him on as much as the black lace panties did. Without thinking, I reached down and pulled off my own panties, bringing them up to my face. Inhaling my own scent, I wasn’t disgusted at all, but I wasn’t turned on either. It wasn’t as if it was the first time I had smelled myself, but now I tried  to imagine what Jamie was thinking as he did the same thing. The thought of him and those panties, how hot they made him: now that turned me on. I wanted to be the one with the power, the one whose essence filled his nostrils as he came. Monday morning couldn’t arrive fast enough for me.

 



I got to work early, clutching the small bag in my hand. Making a quick detour to Jamie’s office, I dropped my present on his chair and got out quickly. I didn’t leave a note, just the panties. If he didn’t freak out and run to HR, I would approach him after work and reveal the truth. The charge running through me was palpable; my body was alive with anticipation and fear. I tried to work, but I kept my eyes out for Jamie’s arrival. As much as I wanted to stake out his office and see his reaction, I knew I couldn’t. I took a few deep breaths and picked up a folder.

The afternoon wore on, and I saw Jamie several times walking the halls, looking the same as always. I don’t know what I was hoping would happen, but I knew by now he would have found the panties. Would he wait until he got home to sample them, or would he use his office again for some after-hours fun? The hours went by slowly, but finally the end of the day arrived and I waited for the herds to leave Jamie and me alone. He didn’t get onto the elevator, so I knew he was still in the building. I was trembling as I walked to his office, still not knowing what I was hoping to find. When I arrived at his door, his eyes were looking down, and the panties sat on his desk, still in the plastic bag. I gave a small knock and entered; his eyes met mine, a blush rising in his cheeks. Glancing at my panties, I sank into the chair and waited.

“You want to explain this, Liz?”

“Explain what, Jamie?”

He slid back in his chair and regarded me with distrust. His arms were crossed over his chest and he looked defensive. God, he still looked so cute, though. His dark eyes pierced right through me as he watched me, trying to figure me out.

“Well, I came in this morning and found these on my chair. I also happen to know that you were here late on Friday, just like me. It had to be you who left these. Now, if you saw something and are trying to be cute, I’m not amused.”

I tried to be cool, but I knew my face was giving me away. I didn’t speak at first, trying to compose myself. But he pressed me, not letting me off the hook.

“Admit it, Liz. You were spying on me. You saw me on Friday. And now you’re trying to mess with me.”

“Okay, fine. I saw you. But I’m not messing with you, at least not in the way you think.”

“So, what? You thought this would be funny? It’s not funny, Liz.”

“It’s not supposed to be a joke.”

“Then why did you do it?”

I sighed, not wanting to tell him the truth. But I didn’t have any alternative.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it all weekend. Watching you with the panties, well, I was intrigued. I wanted to see if mine would have the same effect on you as the pair you had on Friday.”

Now it was my turn to blush. He didn’t speak, just ran his finger along the edge of the plastic bag containing my lavender panties. I watched him move to open the bag, but his ringing phone stopped him cold.

“I’ve got to take that, Liz. Maybe we can finish this conversation tomorrow.”

He left me no choice but to nod and leave his office, unsatisfied with his response to my boldness. I was hoping for something more, but I was left with the horrible feeling that I had ruined a relationship with a coworker for nothing.

When I arrived at work the next day, I expected Jamie to avoid me completely. I didn’t see him as I got off the elevator and when I walked by his office, it was empty and dark. I went to my office and closed the door, slumping into my chair with defeat. But I jumped up immediately when I felt something under my butt. I was stunned by what I saw: a small paper bag. When I opened it, I saw them. Red and tiny, the panties were not what I usually wore and appeared too brief to cover much of anything. There was also a note in the bag, and I opened it with trembling fingers. In simple script, it had a profound message.

You smell amazing. Wear these for me today and leave them in my office at five.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. The words on the page sent a shot of fresh moisture to my pussy. It was exactly the response I had wanted from Jamie. Now that the moment had come, all my apprehension was overtaken by desire. I slid my own panties down from under my skirt and stepped out of them. The red panties were definitely not my style, but if it was what Jamie wanted, I was willing to oblige him.

As I put them on, my body registered the tiny slip of fabric between my legs. Without any other stimulation, my pussy continued to get wetter throughout the day. The idea of handing over the flimsy thong to Jamie at the end of the day, and of him pleasuring himself to my scent, consumed my mind during every task I performed that day. I didn’t do anything out of the ordinary; in fact, to the naked eye my day was as boring as any other. But inside my head, the flow of desire built all day long. As I sat at my desk, waiting for the hand on the clock to slide to five, my panties were damn near soaked through. In a few short  minutes, I would leave the panties for Jamie in a plastic bag, waiting for him to unseal and take a whiff. What at first had seemed so strange to me now seemed only hot and forbidden.

As I slid the panties off, I couldn’t resist a quick inhale. My scent was pungent, just like it always was when I was deeply aroused. I set the panties discreetly on his chair and made my way to the elevator, waiting for Jamie’s next move.

 



Now, after months of handing off panties to this man, I made my way to Jamie’s office at five, just as he had instructed me to. The pink panties were still on as I sat in the chair across from his desk and waited. After leaving him numerous pairs of panties, and indulging in countless hours of fantasy, something had finally changed. I stiffened a little when I heard him come in; his hand rested on my shoulder before I saw him. He sat down across from me and smiled, laying his hands flat on his desk.

“Thanks for meeting me, Liz. You’re probably wondering why I wanted you to stick around today.”

“Yeah. I mean, usually you just want me to leave the panties. They’re beautiful, by the way. You have great taste.”

“Thanks. I had something else in mind for us today. The last pair of panties you gave me were fantastic. It’s amazing how much your scent changes from week to week. And unless I’m mistaken, this last time you seemed particularly, um, excited.”

My face flushed crimson as he leaned farther toward me. I uncrossed my legs and felt my pussy clench at his insinuation. It was amazing how he could tell, just from my scent, his effect on me.

“You’re right. I was. This whole thing is driving me crazy.”

He smiled and stood up, walking over and towering above me.

“That’s what I figured. So I thought maybe today we could do something about that.”

He took my hand and led me around his desk until I was leaning on the edge and he was standing between my legs. He hiked up my skirt, exposing the gorgeous pink panties. The wet spot right over my cunt had grown, and he smiled again when he saw it. He pushed me back gently until I was lying on his desk with my legs spread wide, my heels resting on the edge. He looked down at me before he dropped to his knees, his head right between my thighs. I waited for something to happen, but there was only the sound of his heavy breathing, deep inhalations ringing out in the silence of his office. His fingers traced over my puffy lips, our skin separated by the moist fabric. He brushed over my clit and I gasped at the contact. He stood, his hands running down my legs as he spoke.

“I want you to make yourself come, right in those panties, Liz. I want to know how you smell after you come. It’s all I can think about. Can you do that for me?”

Without a word, my hand dropped to my cunt, and I started rubbing myself through the sodden fabric. My clit jumped under my touch, and I couldn’t stop myself from crying out. I looked at Jamie and saw him opening his pants before he sat down. His hand was around his hard cock and he sat back and watched me, stroking himself gently as I rubbed myself harder and faster.

“Jamie, I’m going to come. Oh, god.”

My eyes couldn’t stay open any longer and I closed them tight. My body shook on his desk, pushing papers and folders to the floor with my convulsions. As my tremors started to subside, Jamie’s head dropped to my pussy, and he breathed deeply of my scent. He came as he smelled me, my sweet scent pushing him straight over the edge. His free hand rested on my leg as he shook; his face twisted in pleasure as he took one last whiff of me before he slumped back into his leather chair.

I sat up and looked at him, spent and happy. Slipping off the pink panties, I laid them gently on his desk. I stooped to kiss his forehead, still sweaty from our exertion.

“See you tomorrow, Jamie.”

“Bye, Liz.”

As I reached the door, he stopped me before I could go any farther.

“Hey Liz, next time, I’m thinking boy cut. What do you think?”






BAD INFLUENCES
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I was in my bliss. I slept past nine, finished the tawdry novel I had been reading, enjoyed the sun while the dog chased seagulls along the lakeshore and was about to join the sweating glass that awaited me near the hot tub. I could not have imagined a more perfect way to cap last night’s happiness.

He had invited friends, family and even some of my coworkers to surprise me for my birthday. He arranged for a wine tasting, and the sommelier (a tall Australian in a cobalt, Italian silk suit) introduced my very impressed family to excellent varietals as we nibbled on a decadent display of cheeses. I savored each taste of aged grape, blending them on my tongue with Quebec Oka or French Camembert until I felt my eyes flutter behind the lids.

He wasn’t in bed when I awoke, and the bedroom had that damp, sweet scent of a freshly showered man who had been up early and was already dressed. The house was quiet. I donned a robe, and by the time the aroma of good coffee reached me, I saw the note on the kitchen table and the small truffle beside  it. Nice.


Happy birthday, you fucking drop-dead gorgeous hottie you, the note read. Sorry: got urgent email this morning, need to run into the office. No crisis. Ain’t I a good company slave? Everything from last night already tidied up. Mostly. Have a great morning, see you in a few. Love you tons!


It was already midafternoon when I slipped into the tub, and it wasn’t long before I felt the splash as he joined me after coming home. I smiled from under my Ray-Bans. He gave me a kiss and dunked himself before stretching out across from me. I enjoyed the view of his wet arms as he ran his hands over his head, slicking back his hair.

Jason is definitely eye candy, with a radiantly happy face under a golden crown, the kind of legs that only a passion for soccer could sculpt, a chest to match and an always-positive attitude. And a handful of cock that swayed heavily above a pair of tight, smoothly shaven balls.

“Great party, huh?” he laughed, as he turned on the jets.

Enjoying the streams against my lower back, I looked at him from across the steaming roil of bubbles.

“Remember Shannon from my work? I can’t believe you invited her! She’s a riot, isn’t she? The little wench.” Shannon and I had been sharing the same cubicle for the last year, and between her confessions during smoke breaks and the things she let me read before she texted them to her lover in Phoenix, my libido had become more and more appreciatively inspired.

Most of my friends were pretty straight laced; Shannon stood in stark contrast to them all. My grandmother would have called her a bad influence, which very probably would have meant we would have become BFFs had we met in college. She hosted adult novelty parties on the side, selling sex toys to successful, suburban women who had their hands in their pants  while their husbands or boy toys or screaming kids were out of the house. I’m by no means a fragile or inexperienced flower, but never before had I heard of some of the things she had available: Miniature vibrators that fit on the tip of a finger or looked like a tube of lipstick. Tiny metal cuffs that comfortably, but unyieldingly, clamped around the thumbs. And my favorite: the L-shaped dildo that sported a pretty blue phallus sticking forward like a real dick while the other end was slid inside you. That thing made my imagination run wild.

“Isn’t she the one who you said fucked the intern?”

“The bike messenger. They went out for a while, but she got tired of his bullshit. I think she was just hot for the image—the piercings, you know? God knows he was a change of pace for her.”

He laughed. He has such an amazing smile, my guy. I paused, remembering a moment from last night when my coworker swayed into me in the hallway. She was hammered and tugged on my forearm as she chuckled and whispered in my ear.

“Lucky bitch,” she had slurred. “He has one fucking delicious little ass.”

“What are you thinking about?” he asked after a moment, seeing that I had retreated into my head. I smirked and sipped my drink, relishing the frothing water around us, feeling my muscles loosen as we languished together under the afternoon sun. I cocked my head at an angle to show a little attitude before responding.

“Baby, have I ever told you that you have a great butt? Even Shannon thinks so. She told me last night.” There was that smile of his again as he stood up, the dripping water shimmering like jewels down his chest and abs in the light. His dark swim trunks clung around the soft but delightfully thick penis that I knew lurked underneath them. His cock is as beautiful as his smile.

I am a lucky bitch.

Two small steps across the hot tub and he was standing imperiously before me, like a robust Olympic athlete fresh from the pool. He bent downward and kissed me, holding my face in one hand as the other pushed wet hair back from my brow. His lips tasted sweet and warm, and I languished in the shadow made by his broad shoulders as if a special, private curtain had been raised around us. I felt the flutter and the tingle. I raised my hands to his calves as the kiss continued and kept them there after he slowly withdrew and stood straight up again. He grinned appreciatively.

“Well, sir, you do!” I reached up and under the trunks and grabbed myself some handfuls of husband. He laughed again, but gradually stopped and grew quiet when I kept my hands where they were, cupping his asscheeks and squeezing them softly.

So many times had I watched him in the shower, or playing soccer, or jogging on the beach, and found my eyes simply riveted to the sculpture under his lower back. Smooth and pert, Jason’s ass had the lightest touch of blond peach fuzz running down his spine, into the sexy crevasse underneath and along each firm bun. I loved holding his ass when I sucked his throbbing dick, pulling him into my mouth with it.

I bobbed my outstretched palms and fingers on his flesh, feeling his bubble shape and patting him. His ass filled my hands nicely. I slowly drew a finger or two up and along the seam between his cheeks, enjoying how pert he really was. Daringly, I slowly probed a finger inside farther, found his anus and teased it with a fingertip. It was warm and soft and tight, and I exerted a little pressure under the very outermost ring of his sphincter when it started to clutch the tip of my finger.

My arms still around him, I felt him tense up as he pulled back just slightly. The quizzical look on his face was precious.

“Um. What are you doing?”

Did I see the hint of a smile under those widened, glittering eyes?

“I’m enjoying my man,” I smirked, looking up. I pressed my forearms firmly against his strong legs and held him, my hands sending a clear message: stay just where you are, dude.

Did I feel a sudden swell against my chest?

“You’ve had too much gin,” he laughed, as he tried to pull away. I gripped his ass even tighter, pulling him firmly enough against me that the bulge under his trunks was just above my shoulder. I held him in place and delivered a crisp, splashing smack.

“I’m drinking iced tea,” I said with a saucy smile.

I felt my belly tense and my heart skip a beat. I knew I was at the threshold of uttering something that I had been deeply desiring for a while. To utter it out loud would be to somehow make it more real, to commit to it. Had I intended to really do this, here, now? But here I was, with him before me and his yummy butt in my hands, and it was time for me to either lunge forward or slink back into a place where I would keep this only to myself.

“You are a lucky bitch,” she’d said.

Unlike some men from my past, Jason had always been supportive of my choices. It’s a big reason why I appreciated him when we started dating, and it became a fabulous part of what we had built by the time we were married. I trusted him, and that’s really what made me lucky. Somewhere deep inside myself, I knew that if I really expected him to be intimate enough with me to actually give what I wanted, I’d have to be brave enough to open up about what I was after, what I had been masturbating about for so long. I took a breath and chose to move forward. I chose to press my luck.

My saucy, playful grin must have shifted into something closer to stern concentration and hungry desire, because as my eyes bore into his, his jaw went slack and, from under him, I could easily see his breathing quicken.

“Turn around for me, baby. I’m not going to hurt you. Do it.”

Yes: there was a definite swell in those trunks now. Any other time, with me sitting on the ledge against the hot tub jets and him standing before me, I’d happily reach into them and withdraw his velvety cock for a sucking. Part of me wanted it in my mouth right now, to feel its girth widen my lips and my tongue swirling around his bulbous head, but there was something I wanted, had wanted for so long, to have even more.
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