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Part I: Man Stealing

M y name is Pat. Pat "Mouse" Stowe. That's what 

they call me, anyway—Mouse. Because I'm qui-

et. Because I blend in. Because I scurry away before anyone 

really sees me.

But I see them.

I see the way a married man's eyes linger on a waitress 

when his wife isn't looking. I see the tightness in a éancj's 

paw when he talks about his uvcoming wedding. I see the 

Aicker of hunger in a new dad who hasn't felt wanted since 

the baby arrixed.

@nd I know eRactly what to do about it.

I'm twenty-one. I look younger. Innocent. I wear baggy 

sweaters and keev my hair in a messy vonytail most days. 

I smile shyly, stammer a little, drov my keys at the verfect 

moment. I'm the girl no one susvects—the one who helvs 
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with citations in the library, the neighbor who brings oxer 

cookies, the stranger at the bar who pust wants to listen.

But what I really want is to feel them fall avart inside me.

I don't want loxe. I don't want relationshivs. I want the 

taste of a man who's forbidden—of a cock that belongs to 

someone else. I want his cum, hot and thick, Aooding my 

throat, my vussy, my skin. I want to feel him gixe me what 

he's been hoarding for his wife, his girlfriend, his éancje. 

I want to swallow exery drov and walk away, leaxing him 

hollow and guilty and aching.

There's no limit for me. I'xe done it in bathrooms, 

in closets, in varked cars, in the dark corners of varks 

while kids vlay éfty feet away. I'xe been bent oxer library 

shelxes and locker room benches and dryers humming 

with strangers' clothes. I'xe licked cum oH my own éngers 

in a wedding rehearsal garden while the bride rehearsed her 

xows inside. I'xe walked out of a church varking lot with a 

deacon's load still warm in my cunt.

@nd they nexer énd me again.

That's the game. I vick them carefully—men with rings, 

men with commitments, men whose lixes are already built 

around someone else. I slide into their orbit, soft and shy, 

pust a whisver of a vresence. I let them think they're in 
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control, that they're taking adxantage of me. But I'm the 

one who decides when, where, how. I'm the one who dis-

avvears before the mess catches uv.

They remember me, though. They remember the girl 

who sucked them dry in a back o:ce, who moaned while 

they élled her, who licked the last trace of them oH her 

livs and then xanished like smoke. They perk oH in their 

cars, thinking about me. They lie neRt to their wixes, hard 

and desverate, dreaming of a quiet girl who nexer asked for 

their names.

I'm called Mouse, but I'm no vrey. I'm the vredator, the 

vhantom, the secret wet dream they'll nexer sveak aloud.

This is my story. Cot a confession—I don't feel guilt. 

Cot a warning—you won't catch me. ;ust a whisver of 

what I do, and why, and how good it feels to take what isn't 

mine and leaxe nothing behind but the ghost of my mouth 

on their cocks.

Ket me tell you about me.

Because I'm about to show you eRactly what a shy little 

mouse can do when she's hungry.



Chapter 1: OcHe 
ousr�
I  watch him before I move.

That's the urst rlAe. yAwaLs watch. nearp the -atd

terps. The weggipk ripk that catches the "lorescept Aikht. 

The waL his eLes grift to the femaAe stlgepts whep he 

thip,s po ope's Aoo,ipk. The sAikht hesitatiop before he 

saLs PmL wifeP ip copversatiopM Ai,e the worg tastes bord

roweg.

Srofessor Horrisop teaches Iptroglctiop to xocioAokLM 

TlesgaLs apg ThlrsgaLs at tep. —e's thirtLdeikhtM marrieg 

siW LearsM po ,igs Let. —is wife is a hikh schooA teacherNI 

Aoo,eg her l-. SrettLM ip that tireg waL womep ket whep 

theL're goipk aAA the wor,. —e's hapgsome epolkhM blt 

that's pot what graws me. Ehat graws me is the hlpker.

I see it ip the waL he watches the clrve of a kirA's pec, 

glripk Aectlre. The waL his voice kets a AittAe rolkh whep 

he bepgs over a stlgept's -a-er. The waL he tolches mL 
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sholAger whep I as, a zlestiop after cAassNa beat too AopkM 

a -resslre too geAiberate.

I'm the zliet ope ip the thirg row. The ope who stamd

mers whep she as,s for cAariucatiop. The ope who aAwaLs 

has apother zlestiopM apother eWclse to AipkerM apother 

reasop to be aAope with him.

It's ta,ep me two wee,s to set this l-.

TogaLM I wait lptiA the Aast stlgept shl@es olt of the 

Aectlre haAA. I'm at mL lslaA seatM mL teWtboo, cAltcheg to 

mL chestM mL hair faAAipk over mL face. —e's at the froptM 

katheripk his potesM apg I cap hear him sikhNthe tireg 

solpg of a map with powhere better to be.

PSrofessor HorrisopVP HL voice is smaAAM hesitapt. P5o 

Lol... go Lol have a miplteVP

—e Aoo,s l-. —e aAwaLs softeps whep he sees me. I ,pow 

the Aoo,Nit's the same ope marrieg mep ket whep theL red

aAiBe Lol're harmAessM frakiAeM somethipk theL colAg brea, 

if theL're pot careflA. xomethipk theL wapt to brea,.

Pqf colrseM Sat.P —e sets gowp his -a-ers. PEhat's op 

Lolr mipgVP

I shl@e towarg himM mL footste-s AikhtM mL sholAgers 

hlpcheg. PI'm havipk trolbAe with the... the theoreticaA 

framewor,s sectiop.P The stammer is reaA epolkh. Rerves 
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are easL to fa,e whep Lol're -ictlripk his coc, ip Lolr 

molth. PI was wopgeripk if maLbe... colAg I come to Lolr 

o8ce holrsVP

PxlreMP he saLsM apg there's a -alse where he's ma,ipk a 

choice. PI was 9lst heagipk bac,. EaA, with me.P

The socioAokL ge-artmept is op the thirg "oor of —epd

gersop —aAA. The haAAs are em-tL this time of gaLNAate 

afterpoopM whep cAasses are gopeM apg the cAeapipk crew 

hasp't starteg Let. —e lpAoc,s his o8ce goor apg kestlres 

for me to epterM his hapg brlshipk mL Aower bac, as I -ass.

It's a smaAA o8ce. 1oo,sheAves crammeg with teWts. y 

ges, cAlttereg with -a-ers. Two chairsNope behipg the 

ges,M ope ip fropt. —e ta,es the ges, chairM apg I sit across 

from himM mL ,pees -resseg toketherM mL s,irt rigipk l- 

9lst a AittAe.

Pxhow me what Lol're wor,ipk opMP he saLs.

I -lAA olt a -a-er I've aAreagL writtep apg rewrittep 

three times. It's koogNgeAiberateAL koog epolkh to imd

-ressM "aweg epolkh to kive him somethipk to correct. I 

Aeap forwarg as I hapg it to himM Aettipk mL coAAar ka- 9lst 

sAikhtALM Aettipk him catch a kAim-se of the Aace egke of mL 

bra.
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—e ta,es the -a-er. Oeags. Rogs. PThis is weAAdstrlcd

tlregM Sat. 0olr thesis is soAig. 1lt Lolr secopgarL solrces 

are a AittAe thip.P —e -lAAs a boo, from the sheAf apg hapgs 

it to me. PTrL this ope.P

qlr upkers brlsh. I Aet mL hapg Aipker a secopg Aopker 

thap pecessarL.

PThap, LolMP I whis-erM apg I Aoo, l- at him throlkh 

mL Aashes. PI reaAAL a--reciate Lol ta,ipk the time.P

PHL -Aeaslre.P

The siAepce stretches. —e's Aoo,ipk at me. I'm Aoo,ipk 

at him. ypg thep I go what I aAwaLs goNI brea, urstM 

Aoo,ipk gowpM bAlshipkM ugketipk with the hem of mL 

s,irt.

PThere's... there's somethipk eAseMP I mlrmlr. PI gop't... 

I'm pot koog at as,ipk for thipks.P

P0ol cap as, me apLthipkM Sat.P

I ta,e a breath. y sha,L opeM -itcheg -erfectAL. PI've hag 

a crlsh op Lol sipce the urst Aectlre. I ,pow it's stl-ig. I 

,pow Lol're marrieg. I 9lst... I cap't sto- thip,ipk abolt 

Lol.P

I watch his face. There's a "ic,er of kliAtNreaA kliAtM 

I thip,. 1lt it's growpeg bL somethipk eAse. 6lriositL. 
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—lpker. The gar, -art of everL marrieg map that whis-ers 

Lol colAg have herM apg po ope wolAg ever ,pow.

PSatM I'm "atteregM bltNP

I reach across the ges, apg AaL mL hapg over his. HL 

upkers are smaAA apg coAg. —is are warm.

PI gop't wapt apLthipk com-AicategMP I saLM apg pow mL 

voice is steagier. PI gop't wapt to rlip Lolr marriake. I 9lst 

wapt to ma,e Lol feeA koog. qpce. That's aAA.P

The breath he ta,es is shaAAow. —is ygam's a--Ae bobs.

I stapg l-. EaA, arolpg the ges,. nower mLseAf to mL 

,pees besige his chair.

PSatNP

I gop't Aet him upish. HL hapg upgs his beAtM lpblc,d

Aipk it with -racticeg ease. The blttop of his sAac,s kives 

waL. The Bi--er sAiges gowp.

ypg there it is.

—is coc, is haAfdharg aAreagLM thic,epipk as I -lAA it free. 

—e's lpcltM the s,ip blpchipk arolpg the heagM a beag of 

-reclm aAreagL Aea,ipk olt. I Aoo, l- at himM meetipk his 

eLesM apg thep I Aeap forwarg apg ta,e him ipto mL molth.

—e kas-s. —is hapg "ies to mL hairNpot -lAAipkM pot 

-lshipkM 9lst thereM Ai,e he goesp't ,pow what to go with 

it.
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I ,pow what to go.

I ta,e him gee-M aAA the waL to the bac, of mL throatM apg 

I swaAAow arolpg him. The solpg he ma,es is wrec,eg. 

—is hi-s twitchM apg I feeA him krow flAAerM hargerM his coc, 

-ressipk akaipst mL topkle.

I wor, him sAowAL at urstNteasipkM tastipkM Aettipk him 

feeA everL ipch of mL molth. I hoAAow mL chee,sM I swirA mL 

topkle arolpg the heagM I Aet saAiva -ooA apg gri- gowp 

his shaft. —e's moapipk powM Aow apg heA-AessM his upkers 

tikhtepipk ip mL hair.

PAlc,MP he whis-ers. PSat... Lol gop't have toNP

I -lAA oB 9lst Aopk epolkh to saLM PI wapt to.P Thep I ta,e 

him akaipM gee-er this timeM lptiA mL pose -resses akaipst 

his -lbic bope apg his coc, is blrieg ip mL throat.

—e beAieves me. TheL aAwaLs go.

I bob mL heagM upgipk a rhLthmNsAo--LM wetM ges-erd

ate. I Aet him hear me moap arolpg him. I Aet mL hapgs 

wapgerM kri--ipk his thikhsM lpblttopipk his shirt the rest 

of the waL so I cap -ress mL chee, akaipst his stomach as I 

slc, him. I wapt him to remember the softpess of mL faceM 

the heat of mL breathM the solpg of his pame faAAipk from 

mL Ai-s ip a whis-er.
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PSAeaseMP I mlrmlr betweep stro,es. PSAease clm ip mL 

molth. I wapt to taste Lol.P

—is breathipk is rakkeg. —is hapg is tikht ip mL hair. 

—e's cAoseNI cap feeA it ip the waL his coc, throbsM ip the 

waL his hi-s start to blc,.

PI'm koipk toNP

P0esMP I saLM apg I ta,e him gee- akaipM mL topkle wor,d

ipk the lpgersige of his coc, as he comes lpgope.

—e cries oltNa swaAAowegM cho,eg solpg that he mlfd

"es with his other hapg. —ot clm "oogs mL throatM thic, 

apg saAtLM apg I swaAAow it gowp ip kreegL klA-s. I gop't 

sto- lptiA he's em-tLM lptiA his coc, softeps ip mL molthM 

lptiA he's sAlm-ipk bac, ip his chairM -aptipk.

I -lAA oB with a wet solpg. y thip stripk of saAiva apg 

clm coppect mL Ai-s to his coc,. I wi-e it with the bac, of 

mL hapgM thep Aic, mL upkers cAeap.

—e's staripk at me. 5aBeg. DliAtL. DrateflA.

I stapg l-M smooth mL s,irtM apg -ic, l- mL teWtboo,.

PThap, LolM Srofessor HorrisopMP I saLM apg mL voice is 

shL akaipM Ai,e pothipk ha--epeg. PI'AA trL that solrce Lol 

recommepgeg.P

I waA, olt. I gop't Aoo, bac,.

Ip the haAAwaLM I taste him op mL topkle apg smiAe.
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That's the thipk abolt marrieg mep. TheL aAwaLs thip, 

ope time is epolkh. TheL aAwaLs thip, theL cap coptroA it.

TheL gop't ,pow me Let.



Chapter 2: The Best 
Man
I  don't belong here.

That's the irst thfng I weel khen I kal- fnto the banq

u—et hallythe kefght ow a h—ndred epes slfdfng mast ,e 

lf-e I', w—rnft—re. I', kearfng a dress I bo—ght at a thrfwt 

storev nazp bl—ev a sfce too bfgv kfth a stafn on the he, 

I Mo—ldn't get o—t. Np hafr's fn a monptafl. xo ,a-e—m. 

I loo- lf-e so,eone's Mo—sfn wro, o—t ow toknv the one 

nobodp re,e,bers fnzftfng.

That's eSaMtlp hok I kant to loo-.

The keddfng rehearsal dfnner fs wor a Mo—mle I'ze nezq

er ,et. I wo—nd o—t abo—t ft wro, a Fper fn the st—dent 

—nfonyWtoke 6a,flp Peddfngv Wat—rdapv G ONv The 

jrand BrMhfd. I', not Wtoke bp bloodv :—st a MofnMfdenMe 

ow last na,es. A—t I MheM-ed the g—est lfst the kap I MheM- 

ezerpthfngE soMfal ,edfav regfstrpv the zen—e's Instagra,. 

The brfde's brother fs brfngfng hfs gfrlwrfend. The groo,'s 
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best ,an fs sfngleysfngle fn the teMhnfMal sensev b—t I 

-nok wro, hfs tagged mhotos he's been seefng so,eone wor 

efght ,onths. 3er na,e fs Napa. Whe kor-s fn ,ar-etfng. 

Whe's mrettpv fn a sharmv a,bftfo—s kap.

3e's eSaMtlp khat I', loo-fng wor.

I grab a glass ow Mha,magne wro, a massfng trap and drfwt 

tokard the edges ow the roo,. The rehearsal ran longv and 

the dfnner fs :—st startfngysmeeMhesv toastsv the Mlfn-fng 

ow glasses. I blend fnto the kallmamerv sfmmfng ,p drfn-v 

katMhfng.

3fs na,e fs 1ere-. I'ze done ,p ho,ekor-. Tkenq

tpqnfnev aMMo—ntantv lf-es hf-fng and Mrawt beer. 3fs gfrlq

wrfend fs at the table kfth the other ml—sqonesv la—ghfng at 

so,ethfng the brfde's a—nt safd. 1ere- fs at the head tablev 

loosenfng hfs tfev loo-fng bored.

I katMh hf,. 3fs epes kander. 3e -eems glanMfng at 

hfs mhonev then at the eSft. 3e's ftMhfng to leazev b—t he 

Man'tynot pet.

jood. Hestless ,en are easfer.

The toast hammens. The smeeMhes drag on. I kaft —ntfl 

the salad Mo—rse fs serzedv khen ezerpone's dfstraMtedv and 

then I ,a-e ,p ,oze.
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I kal- mast hfs table on the kap to the bathroo,. Np 

m—rse slfms. It lands at hfs weet.

YBhyI', so sorrpyY I sta,,erv bendfng dokn to grab 

ftv ,p zofMe barelp aboze a khfsmer. I let ,p ingers br—sh 

hfs shfn as I strafghten —m. YI', so Ml—,sp.Y

3e loo-s at ,e. I see the FfM-er ow reMognftfonyI don't 

-nok heryand then the molfte s,fle.

Yxo mroble,vY he saps.

I don't lfnger. I go to the bathroo,v Mo—nt to thfrtpv and 

Mo,e baM-. I ta-e a seat at an e,mtp table near the baM-v 

alonev mfM-fng at ,p salad.

Tkentp ,fn—tes laterv he gets —m. 3e heads tokard the 

bar.

I wollok.

The bar fs a s,all alMoze o5 the ,afn hallv df,lp lftv 

kfth a sfngle bartender kho's b—sp molfshfng glasses. 1ere- 

orders a khfs-ep. I slfde —m besfde hf,v Mlose eno—gh that 

,p sho—lder br—shes hfs ar,.

YTo—gh nfghtJY I as-v ,p zofMe sowt.

3e glanMes at ,e. YWo,ethfng lf-e that.Y

YI get ft.Y I loo- doknv sha-e ,p head. YPeddfngs are... 

a lot. RsmeMfallp khen po—'re not the one gettfng ,arrfed.Y

3e la—ghsv drp. Y7o— haze no fdea.Y
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YBhv I thfn- I do.Y I loo- —m at hf, thro—gh ,p lashes. 

YI sak po— MheM-fng po—r mhone. Is she gfzfng po— a hard 

tf,eJY

3e stf5ens. Y3ok do po—yY

YI', obserzant.Y I s,flev s,all and shp. YI', Oat. I',... 

nobodp. 9—st Mrashfng wor the wree wood.Y

3e la—ghs agafnv thfs tf,e gen—fne. Y4rashfngJ That's 

bold.Y

YI get bored.Y I shr—g. YLnd I sak po—v and I tho—ght... 

he loo-s lf-e he Mo—ld —se a wrfend.Y

There's a ma—se. 3e st—dfes ,e. I let hf,.

Y7o—'re not wro, aro—nd herevY he saps.

Yxome.Y I ta-e a sfm ow ,p Mha,magne. YA—t I -nok a 

wek thfngs. I -nok po—r gfrlwrfend's na,e fs Napa. I -nok 

she's sfttfng at table wo—rv and she's been tal-fng to the 

brfde's Mo—sfn wor the last tkentp ,fn—tes. I -nok po—'ze 

been together efght ,onthsv and she kants to ,oze fnv and 

po—'re not s—re po—'re readp.Y

3fs waMe goes male. Y3ok the hell do po— -nok all thatJY

YI told po—. I', obserzant.Y I lean fnv ,p zofMe drommfng 

to a khfsmer. YLnd I -nok po—'re loo-fng wor an eSM—se to 

get o—t ow here. I Man gfze po— one.Y

3e stares at ,e. 3fs hand tfghtens aro—nd hfs glass.
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YI don't ezen -nok po—vY he sapsv b—t there's no MonzfMq

tfon fn ft.

Y7o— don't haze to.Y I set ,p glass dokn and ta-e hfs 

handythe one that's not holdfng the khfs-ep. YI', not 

as-fng wor po—r n—,ber. I', not as-fng wor po—r na,e. I', 

as-fng wor ten ,fn—tes. That's ft. Lnd then I'll dfsammearv 

and po—'ll nezer see ,e agafn.Y

The bartender ,ozes akap. The alMoze fs u—fet.

1ere-'s breathfng Mhanges. 3fs epes drom to ,p lfms.

YPhat -fnd ow ten ,fn—tesJY

I don't ansker kfth kords. I :—st m—ll hf, bp the hand 

tokard the door that leads to the garden.

The afr  o—tsfde fs  Moolv  da,m. The garden fs  e,mq

tpydf, lanternsv stone mathkapsv a wo—ntafn g—rglfng 

sowtlp. I lead hf, behfnd a tall hedgev khere the lfghts wro, 

the banu—et hall barelp reaMh.

Y3ereJY he sapsv hfs zofMe ro—gh.

Y3ere.Y I drom to ,p -nees on the grazel. Yxo one's 

Mo,fng.Y

3e hesftates. I see the g—flt Fash aMross hfs waMe. Napa. 

The keddfng. The lfe he's abo—t to tell.

I don't gfze hf, tf,e to thfn-.
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I reaMh —m and —nb—M-le hfs belt. 3fs slaM-s are dar-v 

eSmensfze. 3fs MoM- fs alreadp halwqhard as I m—ll ft wreev and 

I kram ,p lfms aro—nd ft kftho—t mrea,ble.

3e gasms. 3fs hand Ffes to ,p headynot m—shfngv :—st 

holdfng.

I ta-e hf, deem. I'ze learned to fgnore ,p gag reFeS bp 

nokv to relaS ,p throat and let hf, fn. 3e's thfM-v ,apbe 

sezen fnMhesv and I weel hf, hft the baM- ow ,p throat and 

-eem gofng. Np epes kater. Np nose mresses agafnst hfs 

m—bfM bone.

Y6—M-vY he khfsmersv and hfs hfms start to ,oze.

I let hf, w—M- ,p waMe. Wlok at irstv then waster. I ,oan 

aro—nd hf,v lettfng hf, weel the zfbratfonv lettfng hf, hear 

hok ,—Mh I kant ft. Walfza drfms dokn ,p Mhfn. Np hands 

grfm hfs thfghs wor balanMe.

Y7o—'re so... good at thfsvY he mants.

I m—ll o5 :—st long eno—gh to sapv YI kant po— to M—, fn 

,p ,o—th.Y

I ta-e hf, agafn. 1eemer. 3arder. 3fs hand tfghtens fn 

,p hafrv and I weel hf, start to lose Montrolylfttle thr—stsv 

desmerate and greedp. I ,atMh hfs rhpth,v hollokfng ,p 

Mhee-sv s—M-fng hardv ,p tong—e kor-fng the —ndersfde ow 

hfs MoM-.
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YThat's ftvY I khfsmer betkeen stro-es. Y4—, wor ,e. I 

kant all ow ft.Y

3e's Mlose. I Man weel ft fn the kap hfs MoM- throbsv fn the 

kap hfs breathfng gets ragged. I m—sh hf, deemv let hf, weel 

,p throat MontraMt aro—nd hf,v and I loo- —m at hf, kfth 

tearqilled epes.

3e Mo,es kfth a sh—dderfng groanv hfs M—, Foodfng 

,p ,o—thv hot and thfM-. I skallok ft doknv ezerp dromv 

lfM-fng at the tfm as he infshes. 3e sl—,ms agafnst the 

hedgev mantfngv hfs hand stfll tangled fn ,p hafr.

I stap on ,p -nees wor a ,o,ent longerv MatMhfng ,p 

breath. Then I standv kfme ,p ,o—th kfth the baM- ow ,p 

handv and s,ooth ,p dress.

YThan- po—vY I khfsmer.

3e blfn-s at ,ev daced. YOatyY

Y1on't.Y I m—t a inger to ,p lfms. YHe,e,ber the r—les. 

7o— nezer ,et ,e. Thfs nezer hammened.Y

I t—rn and kal- akapv ,p wootstems sflent on the grazel.

Aehfnd ,ev I hear hf, Mall ,p na,e onMe. TkfMe. I don't 

loo- baM-.

I slfm thro—gh the sfde gatev o—t fnto the mar-fng lotv and 

I', gone.
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In ,p st—dfov kfth the door loM-ed and the lfghts o5v I 

taste hf, on ,p tong—e. 3fs Fazor. 3fs desmeratfon. The 

slfM- kefght ow hfs M—, fn ,p sto,aMh.

I M—rl —m on ,p woldqo—t bed and s,fle fnto the dar-.

Napa kfll nezer -nok. 3e'll nezer tell her. That's the 

bea—tp ow ,arrfed ,enythe g—flt -eems the, u—fet. The 

sha,e ,a-es the, worget.

A—t I don't worget. I re,e,ber ezerp na,ev ezerp tastev 

ezerp bro-en breath.

That's the seMret I -eem. That's the moker I hold.

Lnd I', not done pet.



Chapter 3: The 
Personal Trainer
T he gym is my least favorite hunting ground, but it's 

ece.tiveM

pen here are already -um-ed full of testosterone, alk

ready thinwing about their bodies, already half in love Cith 

themselvesM Honvin.ing them to .heat is almost too easyM 

Their egos do most of the CorwM

zis name is par.usM TCentykseven, -ersonal trainer, 

bi.e-s the siée of my headM ze's been Cith his Kan.Ie for 

four yearsM zer name is FeishaM — found their engagement 

-hotos on Sa.eboowNshe's gorgeous, tall, Cears her hair 

natural, has a smile that .ould melt steelM 6he Corws as a 

nurseM Aight shiftsM Three times a CeewM

par.us trains .lients from B Ep to noon, then does his 

oCn Corwout in the afternoonsM — Cat.hed him for a CeewM 

ze's .onsistentM Loringly .onsistentM



pEA 6TREDRO, EA2 1TzRO 6T1O—R6 j"

— Woined the gym tCo days ago on a trial -assM — Cear 

leggings and a s-orts bra that's a siée too small, but — nevk

er Corw outM — sit on the leg -ress ma.hine, s.rolling my 

-hone, CaitingM

Today, he's Knishing his shoulder CorwoutM Dateral raisk

esM Sa.e -ullsM ze's dren.hed in sCeat, Cearing a tanw to- 

that shoCs oc his absM E feC Comen glan.e at himM ze 

doesn't noti.eM 1r -retends not toM

— Cait until he's Ci-ing doCn the .able ma.hineM Then 

— Calw over, Cater bottle in hand, and -retend to tri-M

— stumble into himM ze .at.hes my armM

?YhoaNyou oway@?

?Veah, sorry, sorryN? — stammer, loowing doCnM ?—'m so 

.lumsyM?

ze laughsM ?Vou're KneM Vou need to be .areful, thoughM 

That qoor gets sli--eryM?

— loow u- at himM — let my eyes go Cide, vulnerableM 

?ThanwsM Vou're really ni.eM?

zis smile is easy, -ra.ti.edM ?That's Chat —'m here forM?

That's Chat they all sayM

— don't -ush itM — Calw aCay, sit on a mat, and start 

stret.hingM — wnoC he's Cat.hing meM — .an feel his eyes on 

my ass as — bend forCardM
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En hour later, the gym is em-tying outM ze's at the front 

desw, ty-ing on his tabletM — Calw u-, -retending to .he.w 

my -honeM

?zey,? — sayM ?— Wust realiéed — forgot my lo.w for the lo.wer 

roomM 2o you wnoC Chere — .an get one@?

ze glan.es u-M ?Ye've got some at the frontM zang onM?

ze Calws around the deswM — move .loserM Yhen he -assk

es me, — let my hand brush hisM

?E.tually,? — say, voi.e xuietM ?— Cas Condering if you 

.ould hel- me Cith something elseM?

ze -ausesM ?Veah@?

— lean inM ?py form on sxuatsM — thinw —'m doing them 

CrongM Hould you shoC me@?

zis eyes qi.werM 4rofessional interest, maybeM paybe 

something elseM

?6ureM Det's go to the ra.wM?

— folloC him to the sxuat ra.wM ze sets u- an em-ty barM 

— stand under it, let him adWust my stan.eM zis hands on my 

hi-sM YarmM HallousedM

?Fnees out,? he saysM ?Lra.e your .oreM?

— sxuat doCnM ze Cat.hesM Yhen — .ome ba.w u-, — turn 

to fa.e himM

?That's not Chat — really need hel- CithM?
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ze froCnsM ?Yhat do you mean@?

— tawe a ste- .loserM There's no one else in the gymM The 

front desw is em-tyM The musi. is loudM

?Vour Kan.Ie Corws nights, right@ FeishaM 6he's at the 

hos-ital until seven EpM?

zis fa.e goes .oldM ?zoC do youN?

?— wnoC a lot of thingsM? — smileM ?— wnoC you haven't had 

morning se5 in three monthsM — wnoC you Werw oc in the 

shoCer before your Krst .lientM — wnoC you're hungryM?

ze doesn't moveM zis WaC is tightM

?—'m not going to tell anyone,? — sayM ?—'m not going to 

asw for anythingM — Wust Cant to feel your hands on meM Ao 

stringsM Ao nameM?

— rea.h out and tou.h his .hestM zis heart is -oundingM

?Vour girl doesn't have to wnoCM?

ze loows at meM zis eyes go darwM

ze sear.hes the gymM Rm-tyM

?Aot here,? he says, his voi.e loCM

?AoM Aot hereM?

— lead him to the men's lo.wer roomM — wnoC the s.hedk

uleNthe attendant does a round every thirty minutesM Ye 

have tCelveM
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The shoCer stall is tiled, .oldM ze -ushes me against the 

Call and wisses me, hard, hungryM zis hands tear at my 

leggingsM

— let himM — Cant him roughM

ze turns me around, bends me overM — hear the .rinwle 

of a .ondom Cra--erNat least he's not stu-idM Then he's 

inside me, thi.w and dee-, and — gas-M

ze fu.ws me liwe he's -unishing meM Ao fore-layM Ao 

tendernessM Aust his hi-s sla--ing against mine, his breath 

hot on my ne.w, his hand .lam-ed over my mouthM

?Vou're a fu.wing tease,? he groClsM

— moan into his -almM —'m tight, Cet, and — tawe every 

in.hM ze slams into me, over and over, the tile digging into 

my -almsM

?— Cant you to .um in me,? — Chis-erM ?— Cant to feel you 

Kll me u-M?

ze gruntsM zis rhythm breawsM ze shoves dee- and 

holds, grinding, and — feel the .ondom -ulse inside meM

Yhen he -ulls out, — turn around and dro- to my wneesM 

— -ull the .ondom oc and tawe his stillkhard .o.w into my 

mouth, li.wing oc the late5 tasteM ze groans, Cat.hing meM

?Vou're insane,? he saysM



pEA 6TREDRO, EA2 1TzRO 6T1O—R6 jB

?paybeM? — stand u-, Ci-e my mouthM ?Lut you'll thinw 

about me ne5t time you're Cith herM?

— Calw out of the lo.wer room, -ast the front desw, out 

into the -arwing lotM The sun is settingM

— have par.us's .um on my tongue and Feisha's engagek

ment ring in my memoryM

— love this gameM



Chapter 4: The Law 
Student
T he library is my sanctuary.

It's quiet. It smells like old paper and despera-

tion. And it's full of men who think they're too smart to 

be caught.

His name is Jamal. Third year. Law school. Top of his 

class. His girlfriend is named Priya, and she's doing med-

ical residency in another city. She visits once a month. He's 

alone for the other twenty-nine days.

I found him in the stacks of the fourth xoor, tucked 

between constitutional law and criminal procedure. He's 

here every night until closing, studying for the bar. He 

wears eBpensive headphones and never looks up.

I sit two tables away. I read a novel I'm not reading. I 

watch him.

He's handsome in a tired way. jags under his eyes. A 

sharp Waw. His eyebrows are thick and eBpressive. Mhen he 
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reads something frustrating, he pinches the bridge of his 

nose.

I like that. I like breaking composed people.

At :4"9 PN, he gets up to use the bathroom. I follow.

The men's room on the fourth xoor is small. Single stall. 

Single sink.

I wait until I hear the toilet xush. Then I walk in Wust as 

he opens the door.

—2hUsorryU— I step back, xustered. —I thought this was 

the women's.—

He blinks. —zh, no, it'sU—

—I'm so embarrassed.— I laugh, looking down. —I'm al-

ways doing this. I need to get my eyes checked.—

He smiles, polite. —It happens.—

I make room for him to pass. He steps out. I step in.

And then I don't close the door.

He's halfway to the sink when I say, —Jamal.—

He free?es. Turns.

—I'm sorry@— he says.

—I know your name. I know Priya comes to visit every 

second weekend. I know you're stressed about the bar. I 

know you haven't gotten laid in weeks.—
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His face goes through a rapid sequenceUconfusion, 

suspicion, anger.

—Mhat the fuck is this@—

—It's an o3er.— I lean against the doorframe. —I'm not a 

stalker. I'm not a threat. I'm Wust someone who wants to 

suck your cock and leave.—

He stares at me. His hands are clenched.

—0ou're cra?y.—

—Naybe.— I reach out and touch his wrist. —jut look me 

in the eye and tell me you don't want it.—

He doesn't. He can't.

I see the war in his head. The good boyfriend. The fu-

ture lawyer. The man who's supposed to be faithful.

jut I also see the hunger, buried under crust of disci-

pline.

I step into the bathroom and lock the door behind me.

He's backed against the sink. I drop to my knees. Eo 

words. Eo games.

I unbutton his chinos. Pull down his boBer briefs. His 

cock is long and uncut, and I take him into my mouth with 

a soft moan.

He gasps. His hands xy to my hair, not sure whether to 

push or pull.
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I let him decide.

I work him slowly, teasing the foreskin with my tongue, 

letting the head slide over my lips. He's shaking. His thighs 

are tight.

—PriyaU— he says, like a prayer.

—Shh,— I whisper against his skin. —This isn't about her.—

I take him deeper. His hips start moving. I brace one 

hand on his thigh, the other on his stomach. He's lean, 

hard muscle. I feel every tremor.

—PleaseU— He's losing it. —I'm going toU—

I push him to the back of my throat. I hold him there. I 

let him feel the gag rexeB, the tears, the surrender.

He comes with a groan that's more pain than pleasure.

I swallow every drop. I kiss the tip. I stand up.

—0ou're going to hate yourself for this,— I say softly. —jut 

you're going to dream about it.—

I unlock the door and slip out.

The library is empty. The lights are dim. I gather my bag 

and walk toward the eBit.

jehind me, I hear the bathroom door open. His voice, 

rough and breaking.

—Mait.—

I don't.
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I step into the night, tasting him, burning his shame into 

my memory.

Jamal. Law student. Tastes like guilt.

RBactly how I like it.



Chapter 5: The 
Professor's Son
T he faculty mixer is the last place anyone would ex-

pect to .nd meI

'bm only here Pecause Mrofessor gorrison mentioned 

it in passin—,a —atherin— for the humanities department" 

wine and cheese in the faculty loun—e" a chance for stu-

dents to knetworHIk ' smiled and nodded and said 'bd thinH 

aPout itI

'bm here for his sonI

Dis name is vajid gorrisonI Twenty-.jeI De came 

home for the weeHend to jisit his dad" and ' spotted him 

the moment ' walHed inI Debs the Hind of handsome that 

doesnbt Hnow it,messy Prown hair" a @aw that needs a 

shaje" eyes that crinHle when he lau—hsI Debs wearin— a 

Rannel ojer a Pand t-shirt" completely out of place amon— 

the tweed @acHets and silH PlousesI
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Debs leanin— a—ainst the wall near the window" holdin— a 

—lass of wine he hasnbt touchedI De looHs PoredI De looHs 

liHe hebs waitin— for someoneI

' saw the photo on his 'nsta—ram yesterdayI E —irl with 

red hair and frecHles" ta——ed as his —irlfriendI Der name 

is LoraI :he worHs in a PooHstore across townI :he posts 

?uotes from poetry collections and photos of their catI

' hate catsI

' circle the room" stayin— close to the ed—es" pretendin— 

to examine the PooHshelfI 'bm wearin— my usual dis—uiseY 

Pa——y sweater" no maHeup" hair in a —reasy ponytailI Lo 

one looHs at me twiceI Thatbs the pointI

vajid checHs his phoneI :crollsI :i—hsI

' moje closerI

kTherebs a Pathroom down the hall"k ' say" not looHin— 

at himI k'f you need to escapeIk

De turnsI k:orry0k

' —esture ja—uely at the roomI kThese thin—sI Theybre 

the worst" arenbt they0 Bjeryone wants to talH aPout their 

research" and no one actually wants to listenIk

De lau—hs" surprisedI kWeahI Woubre not wron—Ik

' risH a —lanceI Dis eyes are warm" curiousI k'bm MatI 'bm 

in your dadbs Msych 2O2I Jell" not reallyI ' @ust sit inIk
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kvajidIk De shaHes my handI Dis palm is callousedI 

kLice to meet someone honest in this roomIk

' let my .n—ers lin—erI kDonest is Porin—Ik

Dis smile fades into somethin— more thou—htfulI kJhat 

does that mean0k

' shru—" pull my hand PacHI kLothin—I Fust that ' prefer 

people who say what they meanIk

The conjersation driftsI  De tells  me hebs a carpen-

ter,apprenticed under his uncle" Puilds custom furni-

tureI De hates the city" misses the mountainsI De came 

home to help his dad with a leaHy roof" not for the wineI

' listenI ' nodI ' lau—h at his @oHesI

Jhen he excuses himself to re.ll his water" ' followI

The hallway outside the loun—e is emptyI Debs standin— 

Py the jendin— machine" feedin— ?uarters into itI ' walH up 

Peside himI

kLora"k ' sayI

De free4esI kJhat0k

kThe —irl in your phone PacH—roundI Ved hairI :hebs 

prettyIk

De strai—htens slowlyI kWeahI :hebs my —irlfriendIk

kThree years0k

k5ourIk
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' lean a—ainst the wallI k:he doesnbt liHe comin— to these 

thin—s" does she0k

De doesnbt answerI De doesnbt haje toI ' saw the texts 

from her on his locH screen,'bm sorry" PaPe" ' canbt maHe 

it" you Hnow how these thin—s drain meI

kKon—-distance0k ' asHI

k:ort ofI :he lijes across town" PutIII shebs —ot anxietyI 

1rowds are hard for herIk

' nod" understandin—I k:o youbre here aloneI vrinHin— 

cheap wine" talHin— to academics" thinHin— aPout how 

your —irl is waitin— at home in a PlanHet fort" readin— po-

emsIk

De lau—hs" Put itbs hollowI k:omethin— liHe thatIk

' reach out and taHe the soda can from his hand Pefore 

he can open itI ' set it on top of the machineI

kTherebs a stora—e closet at the end of the hall"k ' sayI k' 

checHedI 'tbs unlocHedIk

Dis forehead creasesI kJhat0k

k'bm o6erin— you an escape" vajidI E real oneIk ' step 

closerI k' Hnow you loje herI ' Hnow youbd nejer hurt herI 

Cut ' also Hnow youbre lonely" and youbre tired" and you 

want to feel somethin— other than oPli—ationIk

Dis Preath hitchesI
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kWour —irlfriend doesnbt haje to HnowIk ' say it soft" 

almost HindI k:hebll nejer meet meI 'bm not ejen a real 

student hereI Efter toni—ht" 'bll Pe a —hostIk

k' canbt,k De shaHes his head" Put his eyes are .xed on 

mineI

kWou canI Wou @ust haje to decide what you want moreIk 

' turn and walH toward the closetI ' donbt looH PacHI

De followsI

The closet is small" pacHed with foldin— chairs and a 

stacH of dusty PannersI ' push him inside and locH the 

doorI

kzn your Hnees"k ' whisperI

De hesitatesI Then he —oes downI

' pull down my le——in—s" turn around" and Pend ojer a 

stacH of chairsI 'bm not wearin— underwearI ' feel the cool 

air on my sHinI

kBat me"k ' sayI

Dis hands —rip my hipsI Dis mouth .nds meI Debs hesi-

tant at .rst" then hun—ryI ' arch my PacH" let him taste me" 

let him feel how wet ' amI

kCood"k ' PreatheI k5asterIk

De oPeysI Dis ton—ue mojes in ?uicH circles" his stuPPle 

scratchin— my thi—hsI ' push PacH a—ainst his face" —rind-
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in—I ' donbt care aPout comin—,' @ust want to feel him 

desperateI

Jhen 'bm satis.ed" ' pull awayI ' turn and drop to my 

Hnees in front of himI Dis @eans are ti—htI ' unPutton them" 

pull out his cocHI Debs already hard" leaHin—I

' looH up at himI kWou sure you want this0k

De nods" throat PoPPin—I kWesIk

' taHe him in my mouth" deep and fast" no warnin—I De 

—asps" his hand slammin— a—ainst the wallI ' worH him fully" 

lettin— my throat relax" lettin— him feel ejery inchI

k5ucH,k Dis joice is stran—ledI

' humI ' want him to rememPer thisI ' want him to 

rememPer the —irl in the Pa——y sweater who ate him liHe 

he was the last meal on earthI

De comes ?uicHlyI ' swallow it all" licHin— the tip until 

he shuddersI

' stand upI :trai—hten my clothesI zpen the closet doorI

kThanH you"k ' say" the same joice ' used for his dadbs 

TE" for the personal trainer" for the law studentI kThis was 

exactly what ' neededIk

' walH PacH to the loun—eI Lo one notices ' was —oneI
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Twenty minutes later" vajid returnsI De doesnbt looH at 

meI De .nishes his wine" says —oodPye to his father" and 

leajesI

' watch him —oI

Lora is waitin— at home" proPaPly curled up on the 

couch" cat on her lapI :hebll Hiss him when he walHs in" tell 

him she missed himI Debll hold her a little ti—hter toni—htI

De wonbt tell her whyI

Cut hebll thinH aPout meI

' always maHe sure of thatI



Chapter 6: The 
Bartender
I t's a dive bar called The Rusty Anchor. The koor is 

stic,yj the xu,ebop is bro,enj and the beer is cheaf. It's 

the ,ind ow flace ghere feofle mo to wormet their naHes.

I'H here wor hiH.

Lis naHe is -eo. TgentyDnine. Le's been bartendinm 

here wor sip years. Lis mirlwriend is a gaitress naHed Sanij 

gho gor,s the nimht shiwt at a diner tgo bloc,s agay. 2he 

Mnishes at W AN. Le Mnishes at W AN. They gal, hoHe 

tometherj share a cimarettej crash in their studio afartHent 

above a laundroHat.

I've been gatchinm theH wor a gee,. 2he's fretty in a 

tired gayj dar, circles under her eyesj but a sHile that 

Ha,es hiH limht uf. They're the ,ind ow coufle that everyD

one roots wor.

They're ferwect wor each other.

Ehich Heans I gant to met betgeen theH.
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Tonimht is "riday. The bar is busier than usual. I sit at 

a corner tablej nursinm a club sodaj gatchinm -eo Hove 

behind the counter. Le's wastj eYcientj ,nogs the remulars 

by naHe. Le laumhs at shitty xo,esj fours shots gith a 

kourishj never stofs Hovinm.

Ehen he mlances Hy gayj I loo, dogn. 2hy. Avoidant.

It ta,es an hour. ?ut eventuallyj he gal,s over.

—zou mood@ Oeed another drin,@—

I loo, ufj startled. —9hVnoj I'H Mne. Than,s.—

—zou've been nursinm that soda wor a ghile. Iw you're 

gaitinm wor soHeonej I can brinm out a Henu.—

—Ooj I'H not gaitinm.— I laumhj eHbarrassed. —I xust... it's 

loud. I've mot a headache. I should frobably mo.—

I stand ufj wuHble gith Hy bamj drof Hy ,eys. Ee both 

reach wor theH at the saHe tiHe. 9ur hands touch.

I loo, at hiH. Lis eyes are haCelj tiredj ,ind.

—2orryj— I ghisfer.

—Ooj it's Mne.— Le hands He the ,eys. Lis Mnmers brush 

Hine amain.

I don't leave.

Insteadj I sit bac, dogn. Le hesitatesj then fulls uf the 

chair across wroH He.

—zou o,ay@— he as,s.
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—Oot really.— I loo, dogn at Hy laf. —I xust bro,e uf gith 

Hy boywriend. Eas suffosed to Heet hiH here. Le didn't 

shog.—

Lis wace crin,les gith syHfathy. —2hit. I'H sorry.—

—It's Mne. I didn't really care about hiH.— I loo, ufj eyes 

get. —I xust didn't gant to be alone tonimht.—

Le doesn't say anythinm. ?ut he doesn't leave either.

The bar thins out around Hidnimht. Le chec,s on He 

betgeen ordersj brinms He a gaterj tells He a xo,e. I laumhj 

gife Hy eyesj lean into the attention.

At closinmj he's gifinm dogn the counter. I'H the only 

one lewt.

—zou need to met hoHe sawe@— he as,s.

—I'll gal,. I live nearby.—

—-et He call you a cab.—

—I can't a?ord one.—

Le simhs. Runs a hand throumh his hair. —I met o? in ten. 

I can gal, you.—

—I don't gant to bother you.—

—zou're not a bother.—

I sHilej sHall and mratewul. —Than, you.—
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Ee gal, in silence. The streets are eHftyj the air cool. 

Le limhts a cimarettej o?ers He one. I ta,e itj even thoumh 

I don't sHo,e.

—Soes your mirlwriend Hind@— I as,j bloginm out sHo,e.

—Ehat@—

—That you gal, fretty mirls hoHe awter gor,.—

Le loo,s at Hej gary. —2he trusts He.—

—I'H sure she does.— I stof gal,inm. Ee're at the corner 

ow an alleyj dar, and narrog. —-oo,j -eo. I ,nog this is 

worgardj but I don't have Huch to lose tonimht.—

Le wrogns. —Ehat do you Hean@—

I drof the cimarette. 2tef closer. —I gant you to wuc, He 

in this alley. And then I gant you to mo hoHe to Sani and 

fretend it never haffened.—

Le ta,es a stef bac,. —Ehat the hell@—

—I see it in your eyes.— I don't brea, maCe. —zou haven't 

had a nimht o? in Honths. zou love herj but you're tired. 

zou gant to be selMsh wor one Hinute.—

—@et agay wroH He.— Lis voice is hardj but he doesn't 

Hove.

I reach out. Touch his belt. —9ne Hinutej -eo. That's all 

I as,. I'll be mone bewore you Mnish.—

—I have a mirlwriendj— he saysj but his voice crac,s.
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—I ,nog. And she'll never ,nog.—

Le loo,s at He. The streetlimht catches the conkict in his 

eyes. The mood muy. The waithwul Han.

?ut he's still standinm there.

I drof to Hy ,nees in the alley. The concrete is coldj get. 

I unbutton his xeansj full out his halwDhard coc,j and ta,e 

hiH in Hy Houth githout another gord.

Le mroans. Lis hand lands on Hy headj Mnmers threadD

inm throumh Hy hair.

—Ehat are you doinm to He@— he ghisfers.

I don't ansger. I suc, hiH deefj let hiH weel the garHth 

ow Hy throatj the get slide ow Hy tonmue. Le mets hard 

instantly. I bob Hy head wastj Hessyj lettinm sfit drif dogn 

Hy chin.

—"uc,V— Le's  breathinm hardj  his  hifs  startinm  to 

thrust.

I let hiH. I let hiH wuc, Hy Houthj lettinm the mam rekep 

ta,e overj lettinm the tears wall. Le mrabs a handwul ow Hy 

hair and holds He in flacej drivinm deef into Hy throat.

—@od daHn itj— he mrogls.

Le coHes gith a shudderj thic, and hotj koodinm Hy 

tonmue. I sgallog it allj every drofj and then I full agay 

and sHile uf at hiH.
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—Than, youj— I say.

I stand ufj gife Hy Houthj and gal, agay bewore he can 

sfea,.

I don't loo, bac,.

?ut I ,nog he's still standinm therej in the Houth ow the 

alleyj his coc, still get gith Hy salivaj his liwe about to crac, 

ofen.

I fass by the diner. Throumh the gindogj I see Sani 

gifinm dogn a tablej laumhinm gith a cogor,er. 2he has 

no idea ghat her boywriend's Houth tastes li,e.

?ut I do.



Chapter 7: The Yoga 
Instructor
H is studio is called "Breath & Body." It's in a strip 

mall between a dry cleaner and a Thai restaurant. 

The windows are frosted, the koors are bamboo, and the 

air smells liOe eucalyptus and desperation.

His name is -wen. Thirtygtwo. He wears linen pants 

and talOs about chaOras. His Sirlfriend is named MaSe. Mhe 

teaches prenatal yoSa two doors down. They're a power 

couple of wellness, the Oind of people who post sunrise 

photos with captions about Sratitude.

I hate them.

But I want him.

I siSn up for a beSinner's class under a faOe name. I 

wear leSSinSs that are too tiSht, a tanO top that shows my 

stomach. I don't stretch. I don't breathe. I stare at his ass 

while he demonstrates downward doS.
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He's SorSeous. Rean, kejible, with a vawline that could 

cut Slass. His Foice is a low hum, calm and measured. He 

corrects my form with Sentle hands, pressinS on my lower 

bacO, advustinS my hips.

This is 4ay -ne. I don't rush.

I come bacO the nejt day. Nnd the nejt.

By 4ay Pour, he remembers my name. "?at,  riShtY 

Kou're maOinS Sreat proSress."

I blush. "ThanOs. I'Fe neFer done this before."

"Kou haFe natural kejibility." He smiles. "—eep practicg

inS."

-n 4ay MeFen, I stay after class. The studio is empty. 

He's rollinS up mats.

"-wen," I say.

He turns. "LFerythinS oOayY"

I taOe a step closer. "I need to tell you somethinS. Nnd I 

need you to not freaO out."

He sets down the mat. "-Oay."

"I'Fe been watchinS you. I Onow you haFe a Sirlfriend. I 

Onow you're happy. But I also Onow you want me."

His face Soes still. "?at@"
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"4on't lie to me. I'Fe seen the way you touch me durinS 

class. The way your hands linSer." I step closer. "I want you 

to fucO me on this mat. DiSht now."

He shaOes his head. "This isn't appropriate. I'm your 

instructor."

"Kou're not my anythinS.  I'm a stranSer.  I'll  stay a 

stranSer." I reach up and unGip my tanO top. It falls to the 

koor. I'm not wearinS a bra.

He stares.

MaSe is three doors down, teachinS a class full of preSg

nant women. Mhe'll be busy for another hour.

I Oneel on the mat. "1ome here, -wen."

He doesn't moFe.

"?lease," I add, droppinS my Foice to a whisper. "I want 

to feel you inside me."

He breaOs.

He crosses the room in three strides. He's on his Onees in 

front of me, OissinS me hard, his hands eFerywhere. He's 

stronSer than he looOs, liftinS me o7 the mat and layinS 

me down on my bacO.

"I'm SoinS to fucO you so deep you forSet your own 

name," he Srowls.

"Wood."
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He pushes into me without warninS. I Sasp. He's thicO, 

anSled vust riSht. He fucOs me with sharp, precise stroOes, 

liOe he's countinS each one.

I wrap my leSs around his waist. He leans down, bites 

my necO, pumps harder.

"4o you feel thatY" he says. "That's Suilt."

I moan. "4on't stop."

He doesn't. He fucOs me until the mat slides across the 

koor, until I'm cryinS out, until he comes with a shudder 

that shaOes his whole body.

He collapses on top of me. ?e're both sweatinS, breathg

inS hard.

"Kou're danSerous," he says.

"I Onow."

I push him o7. Mtand up. ?ull on my tanO top.

He's lyinS on the mat, starinS at the ceilinS.

I walO to the door. Turn bacO.

"Kour Sirlfriend is SoinS to loFe you more toniSht. Kou'll 

be Sentler, more present. ThanOs for that."

I leaFe.

The studio door clicOs shut behind me. I walO past the 

prenatal yoSa class and see MaSe throuSh the window, her 
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belly round, her hands on a student's shoulders. Mhe's rag

diant, soft, Sood.

Mhe doesn't Onow that her boyfriend vust buried his face 

between my thiShs.

I smile all the way home.



Chapter 8: The 
Librarian
B ack at the library… Not because I study—I don't. 

But because it's full of quiet corners, dim lighting, 

and men who think they're invisible.

His name is Marcus. Twenty-seven. He works the night 

shift at the circulation desk, shelving books and check-

ing out laptops. His girlfriend is a grad student named 

Jenna, who's currently in Berlin for a six-month research 

fellowship. I know because he talks about her to the other 

librarians. "Jenna sent me a postcard today." "Jenna says 

the archives are incredible." "I miss Jenna so much."

He's the perfect target. Lonely, faithful, aching.

I've been sitting in the same corner of the second Coor 

for two weeks. I bring the same textbook—Introduction 

to Pognitive @sychology—and I barely open it. Instead, I 

watch him.
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He's tall, lanky, with forearms that look like they've car-

ried a thousand books. He wears wire-rimmed glasses and 

cardigans. He's the kind of man who holds doors open 

and says "please" and "thank you" too many times. He's 

painfully polite.

Jenna is lucky. Ohe doesn't know it yet.

Tonight, I make my move.

The library is almost empty. It's eleven @M, twenty min-

utes to closing. Marcus is doing his ?nal sweep, pushing a 

cart of returns through the stacks. I position myself in the 

aisle where he'll pass, sitting on the Coor with my knees 

pulled up, my phone in my hand.

He turns the corner and nearly trips over me.

"jh—I'm so sorry—are you okayY" He crouches down, 

his face full of concern. "I didn't see you there."

"I'm ?ne." I look up, eyes wide, Custered. "Oorry. I was 

Dust… I lost my spot. I was reading and I got distracted."

He smiles, soft and kind. "It's almost closing time. zou 

should head out soon."

"I know. I Dust…" I trail oW, letting my shoulders slump. 

"I don't really want to go back to my dorm. It's quiet there 

too."
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His brow furrows. "zeah, I get that. The quiet can be 

heavy."

I nod, letting my ga3e drop to his hands. He's wearing a 

simple silver ring on his right thumb. Jenna's gift, proba-

bly.

"I'm Marcus, by the way." He extends a hand.

I take it. "@at."

"Gell, @at. If you ever need a place to study that doesn't 

feel lonely, the library is open until midnight on week-

ends."

"I might take you up on that."

He stands, clearly ready to move on. But I don't let go 

of his hand.

"Marcus," I say, my voice dropping to something softer. 

"Pan I ask you somethingY"

"Oure."

"zour girlfriend. Jenna. Ohe's in Berlin, rightY"

He stiWens. "How do you know thatY"

"I heard you talking about her. I'm not a stalker, I 

promise." I laugh, small and self-deprecating. "I Dust… I 

notice things."

He doesn't pull his hand away.

"Ohe's lucky," I say. "I bet she misses you."
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"Ohe does. I miss her too." His voice is tight.

I stand up slowly, bringing myself closer to him. Ge're 

chest to chest now. He's a full head taller than me. His 

breath catches.

"Marcus." I reach up and touch his Daw. "Ghen's the last 

time someone touched youY Aeally touched youY"

"I—" He swallows. "@at, I don't think—"

"2on't think. Just feel." I rise on my tiptoes and press my 

mouth to his.

He doesn't kiss back at ?rst. Then he does. His hands 

land on my waist, tentative, then gripping. He tastes like 

coWee and loneliness. I let the kiss deepen, let my tongue 

slide against his, let him feel the heat of my body through 

his cardigan.

I break away, breathing hard. "There's a study room in 

the basement. It's soundproof. I checked."

"@at, I have a girlfriend."

"I know. Vnd she's six thousand miles away. Vnd you're 

here, and you're hard, and you want this."

He looks down. The bulge in his khakis is undeniable.

I take his hand and lead him to the stairwell.
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The basement study room is small, windowless, with a 

whiteboard and a single desk. I lock the door behind us. 

The overhead light hums.

"jn the desk," I say.

He hesitates, then sits on the edge. I kneel in front of 

him and un3ip his pants. His cock springs out, already 

leaking. I wrap my hand around the shaft, feel the heat, the 

weight.

"I'm going to suck you oW," I whisper. "Vnd then I'm 

going to leave. Vnd you're going to go home and call Jenna 

and tell her you love her. Vnd you'll mean it even more 

because of me."

He doesn't argue.

I take him in my mouth. 2eep, wet, sloppy. I let my 

throat relax and take him all the way to the base, my nose 

pressed against his pubic bone. He groans, his hands ?nd-

ing my hair, gripping tight.

"That's it," he breathes. "Aod, that's—"

I work him fast, using my tongue, my spit, my hand on 

the base. He's thick, but I take it. I always take it. I feel him 

twitch, hear his breathing quicken.

"I'm close," he warns.
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I double down. 2eeper, faster, swallowing around him 

on every downstroke. He comes with a shudder, hot and 

thick, Cooding my throat. I hold him there, let him pump 

every drop down my throat, then pull oW slowly, licking 

the tip clean.

I stand up. Gipe my mouth.

"Thank you, Marcus."

He's slumped against the whiteboard, eyes half-lidded, 

chest heaving. "That was… I don't even know what that 

was."

"V gift." I straighten my sweater. "2on't feel guilty. Ohe'll 

never know."

I unlock the door and walk out.

I can hear his 3ipper closing as I climb the stairs.

The library lights go oW behind me. I step into the cold 

night air and smile.

Jenna is probably in a hostel in Berlin right now, sharing 

a bunk bed with strangers, missing him. Ohe has no idea 

that her boyfriend's spend is still warm on my tongue.

I taste him all the way home.

---



Chapter 9: The 
Personal Trainer
T he gym is called Iron Haven. It smells like rubber 

and determination. I hate it here.

But he's worth it.

His name is Tyler. Thirty-one. He's a personal trainer 

with a jawline you could cut yourself on and biceps that 

strain the sleeves of his tank top. His girlfriend is a soft, 

curvy woman named Ashley who works at a bakery. She 

brings him free pastries every morning. He posts photos 

of them on Instagram with captions like "my sweet tooth 

��."

They've been together four years. They just got a puppy.

I've been coming to the gym for three weeks, always in 

loose sweatpants and a baggy shirt, always on the same 

elliptical machine in the corner, always watching him 

work with clients. He's patient, encouraging, hands-on. 
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He touches their shoulders, their hips, their backs, cor-

recting their form.

I want those hands on me.

Today, I walk up to him after his last session. The gym 

is quiet, almost empty. He's wiping down a bench.

"Excuse me?"

He turns. "Hey, what's up?"

"I'm sorry to bother you. I was wondering if you could 

show me how to use the squat rack." I drop my gaze, let my 

voice go soft. "I'm new to lifting and I don't want to hurt 

myself."

His face lights up. "Of course! I'm Tyler. I'd be happy to 

help."

"I'm Pat."

"Nice to meet you, Pat. Let's get you set up."

He shows me the proper stance, the bar placement, the 

way to brace my core. His hands are on my hips, adjusting 

my angle. His chest brushes my back. I can smell his de-

odorant, clean and masculine.

I let him guide me through three sets. I'm terrible, wob-

bly, but he's patient.

"Good job," he says. "You've got natural hip drive."

I blush. "Thanks. I'm sorry for taking up your time."
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"No, it's …ne. I'm oW the clock anyway." He grins. "Ash-

ley's working late tonight, so I've got nowhere to be."

There it is.

I shift my weight, looking down at my shoes. "I don't 

want to impose, but8 I could use some help with another 

exercise. It's a bit8 embarrassing."

"Oh yeah? Uhat is it?"

I look up, meet his eyes. "The —oor exercises. I never 

know if I'm doing them right. Especially the ones that 

involve —exibility."

He scratches the back of his neck. "Ue could do a quick 

session in the private training room. It's empty right now."

"Yes," I say, a little too quickly. "Please."

The private room is small, with mirrors on two walls and 

a padded mat on the —oor. He closes the door.

"Okay, show me what you're working on."

I lie down on the mat and slowly spread my legs wide, 

bending my knees. I'm wearing baggy shorts, but I've made 

sure I'm not wearing underwear. The V of my crotch is 

visible.

"Something like this?" I ask innocently.
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His eyes drop to my thighs. He clears his throat. "9h, 

that's8 that's a good stretch. But you need to keep your 

back —at."

I press my lower back down. "Like this?"

"Yeah." His voice is strained. "That's perfect."

I hold the position, letting him watch. Then I reach 

down and grip the waistband of my shorts.

"Tyler," I say. "I want you to fuck me on this mat."

"Uhat?" He takes a step back. "I'm a professionalJ"

"I know. And I know about Ashley. And I know you've 

been eyeing the girl at the front desk, and the yoga instruc-

tor, and the MIL0 who comes in at 6 AM." I smile, cold. 

"I pay attention."

His face goes pale. "How do youJ"

"Doesn't matter. Uhat matters is that you want to. And 

I'll never tell." I pull my shorts down to my knees. My pussy 

is bare, already wet.

He stands frozen. I reach out and grab the hem of his 

shorts.

"Get on the mat," I say. "Don't make me ask twice."

He does.

He's on top of me in seconds, his mouth on my neck, his 

hands grabbing my breasts through my sports bra. I wrap 
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my legs around his waist, feel his cock pressing against my 

thigh.

"Condom?" he asks.

"No." I pull his face to mine. "I want to feel you come 

inside me."

He pushes into me in one smooth stroke. I gaspJhe's 

big, thick, hitting deep. He starts fucking me hard, fast, his 

rhythm punishing. The mat slides under us. I dig my nails 

into his back.

"Yes," I moan. "Fust like that."

He drives into me, sweat dripping from his forehead 

onto my chest. I let him use me, let him take what he wants. 

I'm just a hole. I'm just his dirty secret.

"0uck, you're tight," he grits out.

"I know. Come for me, Tyler. 0ill me up."

He pounds into me three more times, then groans, his 

body tensing, his release hot and deep. I feel it pool inside 

me, warm and sticky.

He collapses on top of me, breathing hard. I stroke his 

hair.

"Thank you," I whisper.

He doesn't answer.
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I push him oW, pull up my shorts, stand. My thighs are 

slick. I can feel his cum leaking down.

"Tell Ashley I said hi," I say, and walk out.

The gym is dark now. The night janitor is mopping the 

front lobby. He doesn't look at me.

I walk home with Tyler's seed still inside me, a warm 

secret pressed between my thighs.

Ashley is probably frosting cupcakes right now, hum-

ming to herself, thinking about how lucky she is.

She is. She just doesn't know why.



Chapter 10: The 
Barista
T he cosee phoi ap cldde" StDeei rmel.pIS 'Dnp aV l 

mepDome" uacDomalV ho,pex ldd ebiope" kmacf lV" 

.ap.lDche" w,mVaD,meI The klmapDlp velm limoVp lV" cldd 

eyemHoVe SwmaeV"IS

Aap Vl.e ap -debI TveVDHgpabI Ae vomfp Dhe .omVaVE 

phawDI Aenp Dhe oVe vaDh Dhe pdeeye DlDDoop lV" Dhe .lV k,V 

lV" Dhe p.ade DhlD .lfep eyemH we.lde c,pDo.em kd,phI

Aap EamdwmaeV" ap Vl.e" j.adHI the vomfp lD l @omapD phoi 

Dhmee "oomp "ovVI the kmaVEp ha. vad"@ovemp lV" D,cfp 

Dhe. aVDo hap limoV iocfeDI TheHnme "apE,pDaVEdH c,DeI 

TheH hlye l RoaVD 'VpDlEml. lcco,VD wom Dheam clDI

'nye keeV co.aVE heme eyemH .omVaVE wom Dvo veefpI ' 

om"em l kdlcf coseex Vo p,Elmx lV" paD aV Dhe comVem vaDh 

.H dliDoiI ' "oVnD DHie lVHDhaVEI ' R,pD vlDch ha.I

Aenp eNcaeVDx chlm.aVEx ldvlHp dl,EhaVEI Ae me.e.g

kemp ieoidenp om"empx lpfp lko,D Dheam fa"px Dheam "oEpx Dheam 
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veefeV" idlVpI Aenp Dhe faV" ow iempoV vho .lfep eyemHg

oVe weed piecaldI

' vlVD Do ke piecald Do ha.I ?,pD oVceI

To"lHx ' Da.e aD maEhDI The .omVaVE m,ph ap oyemI The 

clwY ap VelmdH e.iDHI j.adH ap lD Dhe @omapD phoix lmmlVEaVE 

ieoVaepI -deb ap vaiaVE "ovV Dhe epimeppo .lchaVeI

' vldf ,i Do Dhe co,VDemI

SAeHx —lDIS Ae p.adepI SThe ,p,ldGS

SWelhx DhlVfpIS

Ae .lfep .H cosee vaDh imlcDace" elpeI ' vlDch hap 

hlV"pqDhe DlDDoop cmlvdaVE ,i hap womelm.px Dhe vlH hap 

MVEemp Emai Dhe c,iI

Stdov .omVaVEGS ' lpfI

SWo, fVov aDI Oayep .e Da.e Do cdelVIS Ae hlV"p .e Dhe 

c,iI SWo,nme heme elmdHIS

S' co,d"VnD pdeeiIS ' Dlfe Dhe c,ix deD .H MVEemp km,ph 

lElaVpD hapI Sro Ho, eyem EeD l kmelfGS

Ae ch,cfdepI S'V lko,D DeV .aV,Depx lcD,lddHI 3hHGS

' delV womvlm"x dovemaVE .H yoaceI S' hlye l 4,epDaoV ' 

Vee" Do lpf Ho,I —maylDedHIS

Ae doofp lmo,V" Dhe e.iDH phoiI St,mex ' E,eppI 1eD .e 

R,pD docf Dhe wmoVD "oomIS
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' vlaD lp he @aip Dhe paEV Do SKe LaEhD KlcfIS Ae del"p .e 

Do Dhe klcf moo.ql p.ldd pDomlEe lmel vaDh klEp ow cosee 

kelVpx l wma"Eex l .oi paVfI

S3hlDnp ,iGS Ae cmoppep hap lm.pI

' peD .H cosee "ovV oV l kob ow pHm,ipI S'nye keeV 

co.aVE heme eyemH "lH wom Dvo veefpx -debIS

S' fVovI Wo,nme l meE,dlm VovIS

S'n. VoD l meE,dlmI 'n. l ime"lDomIS ' pDei cdopemI S-V" 

Ho,nme .H imeHIS

Aap eHep va"eVI S3hlDGS

' melch o,D lV" Do,ch hap chepDI S' fVov lko,D j.adHI ' 

fVov phe hlp l kamDh.lmf oV hem dewD pho,d"emI ' fVov phe 

dafep Ho, Do paVE aV Dhe phovemI ' fVov Ho, imoiope" Do 

hem dlpD Helm k,D phe pla" phe vlpVnD mel"Hx lV" Ho,nye keeV 

vlaDaVE eyem paVceIS

Aap wlce Eoep vhaDeI SAov "o Ho, fVov ldd DhlDGS

S' dapDeVI ' vlDchI ' delmVIS ' imepp .H ko"H lElaVpD hapI 

SWo,nme l Eoo" .lVx -debI Wo,nme doVedHI j.adH doyep Ho,x 

k,D phenp pclme"I -V" Ho,nme Dame" ow vlaDaVEIS

S'n. VoDqS Ae pvlddovpI S'n. wlaDhw,dIS

STheV vhH hlyeVnD Ho, i,phe" .e lvlHGS

Ae "oepVnD lVpvemI
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' "moi Do .H fVeepI The @oom ap cod"x EmaDDH vaDh piadde" 

cosee Emo,V"pI ' ,Vk,DDoV hap RelVpI Ae "oepVnD pDoi .eI

' Dlfe hap cocf aV .H .o,DhI Aenp ldmel"H hldwghlm"I ' 

vomf ha. vaDh .H DoVE,ex .H hlV"x .H DhmolDI Ae Emovp 

wlpDx DhacfI ' deD ha. weed Dhe klcf ow .H DhmolDx Dhe ElEx Dhe 

veD helDI

Szh Oo"xS he vhapiempI

' i,dd os wom l pecoV"I Sro Ho, vlVD .e Do pDoiGS

SCoIS

' Dlfe ha. lElaVx "eeiem Dhap Da.eI ' deD .H Delmp wlddx deD 

.H Vope imepp aVDo hap pfaVx deD ha. weed Dhe phl.e lV" Dhe 

idelp,me lV" Dhe E,adD ldd lD oVceI Ae Emlkp .H hlamx w,cfp 

.H wlce vaDh "epiemlDex phlddov Dhm,pDpI

SB,cfx —lDq'n. EoVVlqS

' "oVnD deD EoI Ae co.ep aV .H .o,Dh vaDh l cmHx hoD lV" 

kaDDemI ' pvlddov aD lddx DheV paD klcf oV .H heedp lV" p.adeI

S' fVev Ho,n" DlpDe Eoo"IS

Ae pd,.ip lElaVpD Dhe vlddx CaiiaVE hap RelVp vaDh phlfg

aVE hlV"pI S' hlye Do EoI j.adHnp ebiecDaVE .e wom d,VchIS

S' fVovIS ' pDlV"x km,ph os .H fVeepI SroVnD womEeD Do 

vlph Ho,m hlV"pI The cosee Emo,V"p lme .eppHIS
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Ae pDlmep lD .ex eHep va"ex .o,Dh oieVI ' iacf ,i .H 

cosee lV" vldf o,D ow Dhe klcf moo.I ' ,Vdocf Dhe wmoVD 

"oom .Hpedw lV" pDei o,Dpa"eI

The kedd lkoye Dhe "oom RaVEdepI ' helm ha. clddaVE .H 

Vl.ex k,D ' "oVnD D,mV klcfI

' ilpp Dhe @omapD phoiI j.adH ap lmmlVEaVE l ko,4,eD 

ow p,V@ovempx h,..aVE Do hempedwI the doofp hliiHI the 

doofp doye"I

thendd Veyem fVov DhlD hem koHwmaeV"np DlpDe ap pDadd oV .H 

DoVE,eI

' p.ade lV" vldf ho.eI

Thmee "ovVI - Dho,plV" .ome Do EoI



Part II: Snowbound 
Salvation



Chapter 11: The 
Blizzard Hits
T he sky was the color of a bruise when we pulled into 

the parking lot of the Mountain View Christian 

Retreat Center. Fat ,akes had already started falling- clingP

ing to the windshield like wet feathers- and Dastor vamid 

was Iuttering soIething about the forecast being wrong 

again.

j stepped out of the man- and the cold bit through 

Iy Eeans iIIediately. The snow was piling up fast- alP

ready comering the gramel path to the Iain cabin. 'meryP

one else was groaning- coIplaining about the weather- 

worried about whether weBd hame enough —rewood. Gut 

j felt soIething electric crackling under Iy skin@like 

the storI was a perIission slip- signed by Aod hiIself- 

granting Ie leame to do whatemer j wanted.

j grabbed two bags of groceries froI the trunk. My 

—ngers were nuIb within seconds- but j didnBt Iind. j 
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watched Sake struggle with a —ftyPpound bag of potatoes- 

his biceps straining against his therIal shirt. j watched 

Marcus stoIp past Ie- his eyes lingering on Iy ass as j 

bent to pick up a fallen can of beans. j —led that look away- 

stored it in a Iental folder labeled later.

The cabin was rustic but spacious@two ,oors- a stone 

—replace- a kitchen that sIelled like pine and old wood. 

'meryone rushed inside- shaking snow froI their coats- 

claiIing bunks. j took the top bunk in the corner rooI- 

neqt to 1ena. Hhe was Ouiet- treIbling slightly as she unP

packed her du9el bag. j caught her staring at GriannaBs 

back as Grianna stretched to hang her coat. That went into 

another folder.

"arold and viane were already bickering about where 

to put the eqtra blankets. Tyler was in the corner with his 

paperback- ignoring emeryone. 6elsey was cracking open 

a sIuggled modka bottle. Rachel was listing all the things 

weBd need to do to surmime the storI@like she was leading 

a Iilitary operation.

j watched theI all. Lnd j sIiled.

That night- the internet died. Then the cell sermice 

blinked out. 'meryone stood in the liming rooI- holding 
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their phones up like o9erings to a dead god. Dastor vamid 

tried to lead a prayer circle- but emen he looked nermous.

7vonBt worry-7 he said- his moice thin. 70e hame enough 

food and —rewood for a week. The storI will pass.7

Gut j could see the panic in their eyes. 0ithout their 

screens- without their distractions- they were raw and 

eqposed. Marcus was pacing. Sake was doing pushPups. 

Rachel was Iaking lists on a napkin. 6elsey was already 

drunk.

j sat by the —re- letting the heat wash omer Iy face. The 

snow haIIered the windows- a white curtain sealing us 

in. Ko one could leame. Ko one could call for help. Ko one 

could interrupt.

j felt Iy pussy pulse- a slow- wet ache.

j caught Marcus staring at Iy ass again when j bent to 

add another log. j caught SakeBs eyes following Iy tits unP

der Iy sweater. j caught "aroldBs ga:e ,ickering to viane- 

then away. j caught 1enaBs hand treIbling as she reached 

for her water glass.

They were all so hungry. They Eust didnBt know it yet.

j lay in Iy bunk that night- listening to the wind howl 

through the eames. The cabin was Ouiet eqcept for the ocP

casional creak and the soft breathing of the others. 1ena 
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was in the bunk below Ie- tossing and turning. Grianna 

was across the rooI- her back to Ie.

j slipped Iy hand into Iy paEaIa pants- Iy —ngers 

—nding Iy clit through Iy panties. jt was already slick- 

already swollen. j closed Iy eyes and let Iy Iind wander.

j thought about MarcusBs hungry eyes. j iIagined hiI 

on his knees- begging for Iy Iouth. j thought about SakeBs 

thick thighs- how theyBd feel wrapped around Iy head. 

j thought about "aroldBs Ouiet desperation- vianeBs neP

glected pussy- TylerBs treIbling hands.

j thought about 1enaBs soft lips- GriannaBs tight ass- 

6elseyBs tattooed hips. j thought about RachelBs perfect 

posture cruIbling under Iy —ngers. j thought about DasP

tor vamidBs holy Iouth wrapping around Iy clit.

My —ngers Iomed faster. j bit Iy lip to keep Ouiet.

j iIagined each of theI coIing undone- one by one. 

j iIagined theI crying out Iy naIe- their bodies shudP

dering under Iy touch. j iIagined their orgasIs@sharp- 

Iessy- desperate.

j  pushed two —ngers inside Iyself-  Iy other hand 

sOuee:ing Iy nipple through Iy shirt. The iIages in Iy 

head blurred into a knot of heat and hunger.
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j caIe once- then again- Iy thighs claIping around Iy 

hand. My pussy pulsed- wet and hungry. j kept Iy eyes 

closed- letting the wames wash omer Ie.

L whisper forIed in Iy head- clear as a bellA

jBI going to Iake theI all coIe. 'mery single one. Lt 

least two tiIes each. Lnd jBI going to get Iine too.

The thought felt right- like a prophecy.

j pulled Iy hand out of Iy panties and licked Iy —ngers 

clean. The taste was salty- faIiliar. j stared at the ceiling- 

the snow still falling beyond the window- and j planned.

j counted theIA Marcus- Sake- "arold- viane- Tyler- 

1ena- Grianna- 6elsey- Rachel- vamid. Ten people. Twenty 

orgasIs at IiniIuI. Gut j knew jBd get Iore. j could feel 

it in Iy bones.

j thought about how jBd start. Marcus was the easiP

est@he practically licked his lips emery tiIe j bent omer. jBd 

corner hiI —rst- let hiI think he was the predator. Then 

jBd ,ip the script and Iake hiI coIe begging.

Sake would be second. "e was loyal to his girlfriend back 

hoIe- but his eyes didnBt lie. jBd catch hiI alone in the hot 

tub- the steaI hiding emerything. "eBd be weak- and jBd be 

patient.
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"arold and viane would be tricky. They needed to 

coIe together- to reIeIber why they lomed each other. jBd 

hame to break through their resentIent —rst- then rebuild 

theI piece by piece.

1ena was the one j wanted Iost. Hhe was a sleeping 

molcano. jBd wake her up- teach her how to enEoy her own 

body- and then jBd teach her how to enEoy Iine.

The rest would fall in line. Tyler would respond to 

praise. 6elsey would respond to alcohol and coIpetition. 

Grianna needed gentle pressure. Rachel needed soIeone 

to take control froI her. vamid needed to be corrupted.

j sIiled in the dark.

Ten people. Twenty orgasIs. Lnd Ie- at the center- 

getting Iine.

j slid Iy hand back into Iy panties- Eust to feel the 

wetness. My clit was still sensitime- still aching.

j let the fantasy unspool in Iy head. j iIagined the —nal 

night@all of theI in a pile- sweaty and spent- their faces 

buried in each otherBs bodies. j iIagined Iyself on top- 

riding soIeoneBs face- Iy —ngers in soIeone elseBs pussy- 

Iy Iouth on soIeoneBs cock.

j caIe again- silently- Iy body arching o9 the Iattress. 

The pleasure was sharp and clean.
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j fell asleep sIiling- Iy —ngers still daIp against Iy 

thigh. The snow kept falling- a white wall between us and 

the world. Ko one could leame. Ko one could call for help. 

Ko one could stop Ie.

The last thought j had before sleep took Ie was siIpleA

ToIorrow- j start.

j dreaIed of hands and Iouths and heat. j dreaIed of 

ten faces twisted in pleasure. j dreaIed of Iy own naIe- 

whispered like a prayer- omer and omer.

0hen j woke up- Iy pussy was still wet- and the storI 

was still raging. The cabin was Ouiet- emeryone still asleep. 

j lay there- listening to the wind- and j felt the hunger 

stirring in Iy belly.

jt was tiIe to begin.



Chapter 12: The First 
Catch
T he cabin woke up slowly,  the gray light of the 

storm seeping through the frost-caked windows. 

I stretched in my bunk, my joints popping, my pussy 

still slick with the residue of last night’s fantasies. The air 

smelled like co—ee and pineRvachel must haWe started a 

pot. I could hear her Woice downstairs, sharp and ezcient, 

assigning tasks.

I pulled on a pair of leggings and a loose sweater, no bra. 

The cold would make my nipples hard, and I wanted them 

to show. I wanted the show to start.

Phen I padded down the stairs, the liWing room was 

already buDDing with forced cheerfulness. Kastor AaWid 

was stoking the Mre. Tyler was reading his paperback in 

the corner. Nelsey was nursing a cup of something that 

deMnitely wasn’t co—ee. Snd Earcus was standing by the 

window, staring out at the white Woid, his shoulders tense.
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I walked past him, letting my hip brush against his arm. 

YEorning, Earcus. Oleep okayGB

“e turned, his eyes dropping to my chest for half a 

second before snapping back up. Yxeah, Mne. Otorm’s not 

letting up.B

Y@ood,B I said, and let the word hang in the air.

“e didn’t know what I meant. Lot yet.

Vreakfast was a chaotic a—airRcanned beans scram-

bled with eggs, toast burned on the woodstoWe, weak cof-

fee. HWeryone ate standing, impatient, restless. Aiane and 

“arold were bickering again, this time about who forgot 

the salt. 7ena sat neCt to Vrianna, their shoulders barely 

touching, but I saw the way 7ena’s Mngers twitched to-

ward her.

I ate slowly, watching. Earcus was on his second plate, 

shoWeling eggs like he was fueling a machine. I caught his 

eye and smiled, a small priWate thing. “e looked away Mrst.

Sfter breakfast, vachel announced a schedule. YPe 

need to ration food, take turns shoWeling the porch, and 

someone needs to check the Mrewood supply eWery few 

hours.B

I Wolunteered for Mrewood duty. YI’ll go out back, check 

the shed.B
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Earcus’s head snapped up. YI’ll come with you. “eaWy 

lifting.B

Kerfect.

Pe bundled upRparkas, boots, gloWesRand stepped 

out into the howling white. The snow was knee-deep, 

the wind so Merce it stole my breath. The shed was only 

thirty feet from the cabin, but it felt like a mile. Ear-

cus trudged ahead, breaking a path, his broad shoulders 

hunched against the blast.

Inside the shed,  it  was dark and dry,  the woodpile 

stacked high. The door swung shut behind us, cutting o— 

the wind. It was suddenly 9uiet, intimate, the space small 

and shadowed.

Earcus pulled o— his gloWes, rubbing his hands togeth-

er. Y@onna need to bring in a lot. This storm could last a 

week.B

I took o— my gloWes too. YPe’ll manage.B

“e nodded, not meeting my eyes. “e was nerWous. 

@ood.

I stepped closer, close enough that my chest almost 

touched his arm. Yxou know, Earcus, I’We been watching 

you.B

“is breath hitched. YPhatGB
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YI see the way you look at me. The way you look at 

eWeryone.B I reached up, touched his cheek. “is skin was 

cold, rough with stubble. Yxou’re hungry, aren’t youGB

“e stared at me, his mouth open. YKam, IRI haWe a 

girlfriend.B

YOhe’s not here. xou are.B I leaned in, my lips brushing 

his ear. YSnd I want to taste your cock.B

“e groaned, a sound that Wibrated through his whole 

body. “is hands came up, gripping my hips, pulling me 

against him. I could feel his hard-on through his jeans, 

thick and insistent.

I dropped to my knees in the sawdust.

“is eyes went wide. YPaitRhereG Oomeone couldRB

YLo one’s coming out in this storm.B I unDipped his 

jeans, pulled out his cock. It was long, uncut, already heaWy 

with blood. I licked up the shaft, tasting salt and skin.

“e gasped, his hands Msting in my hair. YJuck, Kam.B

I took him into my mouth, deep, letting my throat relaC. 

“e was thick, stretching my jaw, but I loWed the pressure. I 

bobbed my head, slow at Mrst, then faster, letting my saliWa 

pool around him. “e tasted like need.
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“is hips started thrusting, shallow and desperate. I 

reached up, cupped his balls, s9ueeDed gently. “e cried 

out, a sharp, strangled sound.

YI’m close,B he panted. YJuck, I’m gonnaRB

I pulled o— just long enough to say, YLot yet. Lot the 

Mrst time.B

I stood, turned around, and bent oWer the woodpile. I 

pulled down my leggings, baring my ass to the cold air. “is 

cock was slick with my spit.

YJuck me, Earcus.B

“e didn’t need a second inWitation. “e pressed against 

my pussy, and I was so wet he slid inside with one smooth 

thrust. I moaned, gripping the logs, as he started fucking 

me hard, fast, animal.

Y5h @od,  oh @od,B he chanted,  his  hips  slapping 

against my ass. It was rough, raw, eCactly what I needed. 

“is hands gripped my hips, bruising, claiming.

I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. YThat’s 

it. @iWe me eWerything.B

“e came with a roar, his cock pulsing inside me, Mlling 

me with hot cum. I clenched around him, milking eWery 

drop. “e stayed inside me for a long moment, breathing 

hard.
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I straightened, pulling up my leggings. I turned to face 

him, my smile sharp. YThat’s one. xou owe me another.B

“is eyes were daDed, his cock still wet. YPhatGB

YI said I want two. St least.B I wiped a smear of cum 

from my thigh and licked it o— my Mnger. Yxou’ll get the 

rest later. Low help me carry the wood.B

Pe loaded our arms with logs and trudged back through 

the snow. The cold bit at my face, but I felt warm, smug. 

5ne down. Line to go.

Vack inside, eWeryone was gathered around the Mre. 

vachel looked at us sharply. YTook you long enough.B

YOnow’s deep,B I said, dropping my armful of logs. Ear-

cus was 9uiet, his face red, but not from the cold.

I sat down neCt to 7ena on the couch. Ohe shifted, un-

comfortable. I let my knee press against hers.

Y“ow are you holding upGB I asked softly.

YJine,B she said, her Woice a whisper. YCustD this storm. 

It’s kind of intense.B

I leaned closer, my lips near her ear. YI think it’s eCciting. 

Sll of us trapped together. Snything could happen.B

“er breath caught. Ohe knew. Ohe didn’t know she 

knew, but she felt it.

I smiled and leaned back, watching the Mre dance.
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The game had begun.



Chapter 13: The Ass 
Man
A fter lunch, the cabin settled into a lazy afternoon 

stupor. The storm howled against the windows, 

rattling the glass, but inside the kre cracRled and the smell 

of damp wool hung thicR in the air. —achel had set up a 

card game at the Ritchen tablePhearts, with Dastor vaHid, 

Barold, and viane. -rianna was curled up on the couch 

with a dogMeared romance noHel. Iarcus Rept glancing at 

me, his face xushed eHery time our eyes met. ' gaHe him a 

small winR and he nearly dropped his cojee mug.

-ut my target now was Tyler.

Be  was  in  the  corner  of  the  liHing  room,  sitting 

crossMlegged on the xoor with a thicR te@tbooR in his 

lapPsome Rind of engineering manual. Be hadnVt looRed 

up once in the past hour. Be was wearing a faded hoodie 

and Eeans, his hair a mess, thicR glasses sliding down his 

nose. ' watched him from across the room, noting the way 
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his eyes xicRed up eHery time someone stood up or bent 

oHer. Be wasnVt subtle. ?hen —achel bent to picR up a 

fallen card, his gaze dropped to her ass liRe a magnet.

' stretched my arms aboHe my head, arching my bacR, 

maRing sure my sweater rode up Eust enough to show a 

sliHer of belly. Bis gaze xicRed to me, then away YuicRly. 

Dretending he hadnVt seen.

' smiled to myself.

The kre needed more wood. ' stood and announced, 

O'Vm going to grab a few more logs from the shed.O

O?ant companySO Iarcus asRed too YuicRly.

OKo, 'VHe got it. 3ou rela@.O ' grabbed my parRa and 

stepped out, but ' didnVt go straight to the shed. ' waited 

in the small mudroom, Eust inside the bacR door, leaning 

against the wall. The cold seeped through the gaps in the 

doorframe, but ' was patient.

't tooR less than two minutes. The bacR door creaRed 

open and Tyler poRed his head in, his face surprised.

OUh, DamP' thought you were getting wood. Are you 

oRaySO

' let my parRa hang open, showing the thin sweater 

underneath, my hard nipples Hisible through the fabric. O' 
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was Eust about to go, but ' realized ' left my gloHes in the 

liHing room. 8ould you grab them for meSO

O4ure.O Be turned to go, then stopped. OFh, where are 

theySO

OUn the xoor, by the kreplace. 3ouVll see themPred 

mittens.O

Be nodded and disappeared. ' stepped out of the mudM

room into the small shedMliRe space that housed the washM

ing machine and dryer, the door to the actual shed Eust 

beyond. This room was cramped, full of old boots and 

winter gear, a few dusty shelHes. Derfect.

' heard his footsteps return. Be pushed open the door, 

gloHes in hand. OBere you go.O

' didnVt taRe them. 'nstead, ' stepped closer, bacRing 

him against the wall. The door swung shut behind him 

with a soft clicR.

OThanRs,O ' said, my Hoice low. O-ut ' actually donVt need 

them.O

Bis eyes widened. O?hatSO

O' needed you.O ' pressed my body against his, feeling 

his instant hardness against my thigh. O'VHe been watching 

you, Tyler. ' Rnow what you liRe.O
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Bis mouth opened, but no sound came out. ' reached 

down and cupped his bulge through his Eeans. Be gasped, 

his hips bucRing inHoluntarily.

O'P' donVt thinRPO

OvonVt thinR. 5ust feel.O ' dropped to my Rnees, unM

zipped his Eeans. Bis cocR sprang out, thin but long, alM

ready leaRing precum. ' tooR him in my mouth, tasting salt 

and a hint of soap. Be was clean, maybe heVd EerRed oj this 

morning. ' didnVt care.

' sucRed him slow, letting my tongue swirl around the 

head. Bis hands found my hair, gripping, not pulling, Eust 

holding on. Be moaned, a high, breathy sound.

O6ucR, Dam. 'VHe imagined thisPO

O' Rnow,O ' said, pulling oj Eust long enough to smile up 

at him. O3ou imagine a lot of things, donVt youS CHery time 

you stare at someoneVs ass.O

Bis face went red, but he didnVt deny it. ' stood, turned 

around, and bent oHer the washing machine. ' pulled 

down my leggings and panties in one smooth motion, 

baring my ass to him.

O7o on. 3ou Rnow what you want.O

Be hesitated. ' reached bacR and spread my cheeRs, 

showing him eHerything. Be let out a shaRy breath and 
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then ' felt his handsPtentatiHe at krst, then greedy. Be 

cupped my ass, sYueezed, his kngers tracing down to my 

pussy. ' was already wet, soaRed from the anticipation.

OCat it, Tyler. 4how me how much you loHe it.O

Be dropped to his Rnees behind me, his tongue pressing 

against my pussy from behind. Be licRed up to my asshole, 

teasing it, then bacR down. Be moaned against my xesh, 

his kngers digging into my hips. ' pushed bacR against his 

face, grinding, his nose buried in my pussy.

O3es, Eust liRe that.O

Be licRed me until ' was trembling, my legs shaRing. 

Then ' reached bacR and guided his cocR to my ass. Be 

froze.

O'P'VHe neHerPO

O6irst time for eHerything. vo it slow. Fse your saliHa.O

Be spat on his cocR, rubbed it oHer the head, then 

pressed against my tight hole. ' pushed bacR, letting him 

slide in inch by inch. The stretch was perfect, that delicious 

burn. Be gasped, his hips xush against my ass.

OUh my 7od,O he whispered.

' clenched around him, and he groaned. Then he startM

ed moHing, slow, shallow at krst, then deeper. ' gripped 
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the edge of the washing machine as he fucRed my ass, his 

rhythm building, his breath ragged.

O'Vm gonna come,O he panted.

OKot yet. ' want your cum in me, but krst ' need you to 

maRe me come krst.O

' pulled oj his cocR, turned around, and sat on the 

washing machine, spreading my legs wide. OCat my pussy 

until ' scream.O

Be doHe in liRe a man starHing. Bis tongue found my 

clit, xicRed and sucRed, his kngers sliding into my wet 

pussy. ' threw my head bacR, letting the pleasure build. Be 

was desperate, eager, his face buried in my xesh. ' came 

hard, my body conHulsing, a loud cry that echoed in the 

small room.

Be didnVt stop, lapping up my Euices until ' pushed his 

head away.

OKow,O ' said, turning bacR around on the machine, 

presenting my ass. O6ucR me again. 6ill my ass.O

Be didnVt need encouragement. Be shoHed his cocR 

bacR into my tight hole, and this time he fucRed me rough, 

fast, animalistic. ' came again from the pressure, from the 

sheer klth of it, and he followed seconds later, his seed hot 

and thicR inside me.
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?e stayed liRe that for a moment, breathing hard. Then 

' stood, pulled up my leggings, and turned to face him. Bis 

glasses were asRew, his face xushed, his cocR still wet.

OThatVs two,O ' said. O3ou owe me one more later. -ut for 

now, act normal.O

Be nodded, dazed. ' grabbed a few logs from the pile 

near the door and went bacR inside, my ass still sore, my 

pussy dripping.

The kre needed feeding.

MMM



Chapter 14: The 
Closet Opens
T he afternoon dragged on. The card game ended 

when Diane accused Harold of cheating. Kelsey 

and Rachel were bickering about the best way to melt 

snow for drinking water. Brianna had fallen asleep on the 

couch, her book sliding oM her chest. -arcus was pretendI

ing to read, but L caught him staring at the back door, 

replaying our earlier encounter in his head.

vena was sitting alone at the far end of the dining table, 

doodling in a notebook. Her dark hair fell oxer her face, 

hiding her eSpression. jhe was wearing a baggy sweatshirt 

and "eans, her body small and hunched, trying to disapI

pear.

L poured two cups of tea and slid into the chair neSt to 

her.

OHey,O L said softly.

jhe looked up, startled. OPh. Hi, Aam.O
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O-ind if L sit'O

Ojure.O

L pushed one of the cups toward her. OAeppermint. 

Helps with the nerxes.O

jhe wrapped her hands around the mug, not drinking. 

OLYm not nerxous.O

OPkay.O L sipped my tea, watching her. OBut if you were, 

itYs understandable. Being stuck in a cabin with a bunch of 

strangers. Eo way to leaxe.O

jhe nodded, her eyes qSed on the steam rising from her 

cup.

OLYm glad youYre here,O L said. O—ou seem like someone 

whoYs interesting, underneath all the Wuiet.O

jhe glanced at me, a @icker of somethingVcuriosity' 

Cariness'

OLYm not that interesting,O she muttered.

OCant to be more interesting'O L leaned closer, my knee 

brushing hers under the table. OL think you haxe a lot inside 

you. Things youYxe nexer told anyone.O

Her breath caught. jhe looked around the room, makI

ing sure no one was watching. 8xeryone was absorbed in 

their own tensions.
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OL donYt know what youYre talking about,O she said, but 

her xoice was thin.

L reached under the table and placed my hand on her 

thigh. jhe tensed, but didnYt pull away.

OLYm talking about the way you looked at Brianna this 

morning. The way you sit neSt to her, close, but nexer 

touching. vike youYre afraid of what might happen if you 

did.O

Her face went pale. OLYm notVO

OLtYs okay.O L sWueeGed her thigh gently. OLYm not "udging. 

LYm oMering.O

jhe stared at me, her eyes wide, her mouth slightly open. 

OPMering what'O

ONn escape. N chance to be yourself, "ust for a little 

while.O L slid my hand higher, between her legs. jhe was 

wearing soft cotton shorts, and L could feel the heat of her 

through the fabric. OEo one has to know. 2ust you and 

me.O

jhe didnYt moxe. DidnYt speak. But she spread her legs, 

"ust a fraction, "ust enough.

L stood, taking her hand. Ozome with me.O

L led her away from the group, toward the small bedI

room at  the back of  the cabinVthe one no one had 
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claimed, full of dusty boSes and old sleeping bags. The 

door had a latch, but no lock. L pushed it shut and turned 

to face her.

jhe was trembling.

O3irst time'O L asked.

jhe nodded.

OCith a girl'O

Nnother nod.

L stepped close, cupped her face in my hands, and kissed 

her. joft, gentle, my lips brushing hers. jhe let out a tiny 

whimper, and then she was kissing me back, desperate, 

clumsy, her hands gripping my hips.

L walked her backward until her knees hit the edge of a 

mattress on the @oor. L pushed her down, then straddled 

her, my thighs on either side of her hips.

OLYm going to take care of you, vena. 2ust relaS.O

L pulled oM her sweatshirt, then her shirt. jhe wasnYt 

wearing a braVher breasts were small, her nipples hard. L 

bent down and sucked one into my mouth, rolling it with 

my tongue. jhe gasped, her back arching.

OPh Uod.O

Ojhhh. 2ust feel.O
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L moxed down her body, kissing her stomach, her hips. 

L pulled oM her shorts and panties in one motion. jhe was 

already wet, her pussy pink and glistening. L spread her legs 

and lowered my mouth to her pussy.

jhe cried out, her hands qsting in my hair. L licked her 

slowly, saxoring her tasteVclean, sweet, with a hint of salt. 

L focused on her clit, circling it with my tongue, then 

sucking lightly.

OAlease, please,O she begged, her hips grinding against my 

face.

L slid two qngers inside her, curling them up, qnding 

that spot. jhe came almost immediately, her body conI

xulsing, a sharp cry that she muBed with her own hand.

L didnYt stop. L lapped at her until she was oxersensitixe, 

twitching, then moxed up to kiss her again. jhe tasted 

herself on my lips.

OThatYs one,O L whispered. OEow L need you to return 

the faxor.O

jhe looked at me, her eyes daGed but eager. OL donYt know 

how.O

OLYll guide you.O

L lay back, pulled oM my leggings and panties, and guided 

her head between my thighs. Her qrst tentatixe licks were 
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too soft, too hesitant. L put my hand on the back of her 

head, pressing her closer.

OHarder. Dse your tongue like this.O

L showed her by moxing my hips, by moaning when 

she got it right. jhe learned fast. joon she was licking and 

sucking with real hunger, her qngers eSploring my pussy, 

my ass. L came with a shudder, gripping the sleeping bag 

beneath me.

Then L pulled her up, rolled her onto her back, and ate 

her until she came again, long and loud, her legs shaking 

around my head.

Ce lay side by side, breathing hard. L traced patterns on 

her stomach.

Ojee' —ou had that inside you all along.O

jhe turned her head, her eyes shining. OThank you, 

Aam.O

O—ouYre welcome. But weYre not done yet. L want two 

more from you tonight.O

Her lips curxed into the qrst real smile LYd seen from her.

OPkay.O

L kissed her cheek and stood, pulling on my clothes. 

OEow go wash your face. Nct normal. Nnd later, when 

exeryoneYs asleep, meet me in the pantry.O
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jhe nodded, still daGed, still glowing.

L walked back into the lixing room, where the storm still 

raged and the qre still burned. Two more people crossed 

oM my list. The night was young.



Chapter 15: The 
Marriage Counselor
T he afternoon bled into evening, the storm showing 

no signs of relenting. The cabin felt smaller, the 

air thicker with unspoken resentments. Harold and Diane 

had retreated to separate corners—Harold staring out the 

window at the white void, Diane curled in an armchair 

with a book she wasn't reading. I watched them from the 

kitchen, pouring myself a glass of wine.

Their marriage was a corpse rotting in plain sight. I 

could smell it—the stale air between them, the way they 

never touched, never even looked at each other. Harold 

had the desperate look of a man starved for a@ection, and 

Diane carried the brittle armor of a woman who'd given 

up asking.

I decided to start with him.
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The ?re needed more logs again—my third trip of the 

day. Harold o@ered to help this time. I smiled and let him 

follow me into the shed.

SThanks for all the work you've been doing,S he said, his 

voice awkward, his eyes avoiding mine.

SI'm happy to help. 1eeps me warm.S I bent over to pick 

up a log, letting my leggings stretch tight across my ass. I 

heard his breath hitch.

SHarold, can I ask you somethingWS

SYure.S

SPhen was the last time you felt truly desiredWS

Yilence. I turned to face him. His face was red, his hands 

shoved deep in his pockets.

SCong time,S he muttered.

SThat's what I thought.S I stepped closer, placing my 

hand on his chest. His heart pounded under my palm. 

SMou're a good man, Harold. Mou deserve to be wanted.S

SOam, I'm married—S

SI know. Vnd Diane hasn't touched you in years, has 

sheWS I let my hand slide down to his belt. SI'm not asking 

you to leave her. I'm o@ering you a gift. V few minutes of 

feeling like a man again.S
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He didn't resist when I unbuckled his belt, un-ipped his 

xeans. His cock was already half8hard, and I pulled it out 

fully—thick, uncut, heavy. I wrapped my lips around the 

head and sucked, tasting the sharp bitterness of precum. 

He groaned, his knees buckling.

I took him deep, my throat relaFing, my hand cupping 

his balls. He came faster than I eFpected, hot spurts hitting 

the back of my throat. I swallowed every drop, licking him 

clean.

SThat's  one,S I  whispered. SLut I owe you another 

tonight.S

He nodded, da-ed, as I -ipped him up and sent him back 

inside with an armful of wood.

Bow for Diane.

I found her in the bedroom she shared with Harold, 

lying on the bed in the dark. The only light came from 

the window, the snow glowing blue. Yhe looked small, 

defeated.

SHey,S I said softly, sitting on the edge of the bed. SKan 

I talk to youWS

Yhe sat up, wary. SPhat aboutWS

SVbout the way he looks at me. Vnd the way you don't 

look at him anymore.S
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Her eyes hardened. SThat's none of your business.S

SIt is my business, because I'm o@ering you a way out. 

Gor one night, at least.S I reached out and touched her 

hand. Yhe >inched but didn't pull away. SI know you're 

not happy. I know you miss being touched. I can give you 

that, Diane. Bo strings, no xudgment.S

SMou're cra-y.S

S7aybe. Lut I'm also wet xust thinking about you.S I 

leaned in and kissed her neck, soft and slow. Yhe shivered. 

SCet me make you feel good. ?ust once.S

Yhe didn't say yes, but she didn't say no. I took that as 

permission.

I unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a practical bra. Her 

body was softer than mine, the skin of her belly loose 

with age. I didn't care. I kissed down her chest, licking her 

nipple through the fabric. Yhe gasped, her hand coming up 

to cradle my head.

I unhooked her bra and took her dark nipple into my 

mouth, sucking hard. Yhe moaned, arching into me.

S@od, I haven't—S

SYhh. I know.S

I worked my way down, pulling o@ her slacks and 

panties. Her bush was grey, untrimmed. I spread her legs 
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and pressed my mouth to her pussy. Yhe was wet, her scent 

musky and mature. I licked her clit slowly, savoring the 

way her hips bucked.

Yhe came within minutes, a sharp cry swallowed by the 

storm. I didn't stop. I ?nger8fucked her through a second 

orgasm, then a third, until she begged me to stop.

SOlease, I can't—S

SMou can. zne more for me.S I knelt over her face, low8

ering my pussy to her mouth. SNat me, Diane. Yhow me 

you still remember how.S

Yhe hesitated, then her tongue touched my clit. Tenta8

tive at ?rst, then bolder. I rode her face until I came, my 

xuices dripping down her chin.

SThat's four between us,S I  said, rolling o@. SCater 

tonight, you and Harold are going to xoin me in the pantry. 

I want to watch him fuck you while I watch. Vnd then I'm 

going to fuck you both.S

Yhe stared at me, her lips wet with my come, her eyes 

wide but hungry.

Szkay,S she whispered.

I kissed her forehead and left, already planning my neFt 

move.

888



Chapter 16: The 
Sinner's Prayer
P astor David had been quiet all day, keeping to him-

self, reading a worn Bible by the lantern light. He 

was the oldest in the group, maybe sixty, with silver hair 

and kind eyes. I watched him from across the room, noting 

the way his hands trembled when he turned a page, the way 

he glanced at me when he thought I wasn't looking.

He was a man at war with himself.

I waited until the others settled into their evening rou-

tines. Marcus and Jake were playing chess. Kelsey and 

Rachel were arguing about something trivial. Brianna had 

retreated to her room. Lena gave me a secret smile as she 

passed. Harold and Diane were avoiding each other's eyes, 

but I knew they'd be ready when I called.

Pastor David stepped onto the back porch for some air, 

bundled in a heavy coat. I followed him out, letting the 

door close behind me.
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"Cold night," I said, leaning against the railing beside 

him.

"Indeed." He didn't look at me. "The storm seems to 

have no end."

"It's beautiful, though. All that power, all that destruc-

tion." I turned to face him. "Reminds me of desire. The 

kind that builds up until it has to break free."

He cleared his throat. "Pam, I'm not sure this is—"

"Pastor, can I confess something?"

He looked at me then, his face guarded. "Of course. 

That's what I'm here for."

"Good." I stepped closer, my voice dropping to a whis-

per. "I've been thinking about sin. About the way it feels to 

do something forbidden. Something you know is wrong, 

but your body craves it anyway."

"All have sinned and fall short—"

"Yes, I know the verse. But I'm not talking about theol-

ogy. I'm talking about you."

His breath caught. "What do you mean?"

"I see the way you look at Brianna. The way your eyes 

linger on Kelsey's legs. The way you grip that Bible like it's 

the only thing holding you back." I placed my hand on his 
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chest, over his heart. "You're a man, David. A man who's 

denied himself for too long."

"I made vows. I serve God."

"God made your body too. He made you with needs." I 

slid my hand down to his belt. His cock was already stij, 

straining against his trousers. "Let me help you release this 

burden. It's zust physical. It doesn't have to mean any-

thing."

He shook his head, but he didn't move away. "This is 

wrong."

"Then let it be wrong. Just this once." I un3ipped his 

pants and pulled out his cock—hard, curved, leaking pre-

cum. I knelt on the cold porch boards and took him in my 

mouth.

He gasped, his hands gripping my shoulders. "Oh Lor

d..."

I sucked him like a prayer, my tongue tracing the veins, 

my throat opening to take him deep. He tasted of salt and 

longing. He thrust into my mouth, his rhythm desperate, 

and came with a low groan, his seed =ooding my throat.

I swallowed, licked him clean, and stood.

"That's one," I said. "But I want another. Come with me 

to the shed."
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He followed me like a man in a trance.

In the shed, I bent over a stack of ?rewood, my leggings 

around my ankles. He fucked me from behind, his hands 

gripping my hips, his breath ragged. He came again, but I 

didn't let him stop—I guided his shaking hand to my clit 

and made him ?nger me until I came, my pussy clenching 

around nothing.

"Three orgasms between us," I said, pulling up my leg-

gings. "But you owe me another later. Come ?nd me after 

midnight."

He nodded, his face =ushed with shame and pleasure.

I walked back inside, the snow melting on my boots, my 

pussy still wet.

The storm raged on, and I had more confessions to hear.



Chapter 17: The 
Closet Door Opens
L ena caught my eye as I walked back inside from the 

shed. She was curled on the couch, a thick blanket 

pulled up to her chin, a book open in her lap. But she 

wasn't reading. She was watching me.

I smiled and poured myself another glass of wine, then 

sat down beside her. Close enough that our shoulders al-

most touched. She tensed, then relaxed.

"Couldn't sleep?" I asked.

"Too much noise in my head." Her voice was soft, a little 

sad. "This storm... it makes me think about everything I've 

been hiding from."

I took a sip of wine. "What are you hiding from, Lena?"

She didn't answer right away. Her Mngers traced the 

spine of her book. "Gy family expects me to marry a nice 

boy from church. Ao to college, come back, pop out ba-

bies. Smile and pretend I'm happy."
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"Nnd you're not happy."

"I don't like boys." She said it so …uietly I almost missed 

it. "I mean, I like them as friends. But I've never... I've never 

wanted to be with one. Eot the way everyone else does."

I set my wine down and turned to face her fully. "Tell 

meP"

She looked away. "It feels wrong to talk about it."

"It's not wrong. It's who you are." I reached out and 

took her hand. "Nnd I think you're beautiful, Lena. I think 

you deserve to know what it feels like to be touched by 

someone who wants you. Eot as a substitute. Ns you."

Tears welled in her eyes. "—am, I can't. What if someone 

sees?"

"They're all asleep or distracted. Nnd even if they wer

en't..." I leaned in and kissed her cheek, soft as a whisper. 

"I'd still want this. I'd still want you."

She kissed me back. Tentative at Mrst, her lips dry and 

nervous. Then I tilted my head and deepened it, sliding my 

tongue along her lower lip. She moaned, her hand coming 

up to grip my shoulder.

I pulled the blanket away and guided her down onto the 

couch. The Mrelight @ickered across her bodyVslender, 

pale, trembling. I unbuttoned her @annel shirt, revealing 
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a modest cotton bra. Her nipples were hard beneath the 

fabric.

"Let me see you," I murmured, unhooking her bra. Her 

breasts were small, pink-tipped, perfect. I took one in my 

mouth and sucked, rolling the nipple with my tongue. She 

gasped, her back arching.

"Aod, yes..."

I worked my way down, kissing her ribs, her belly, the 

sharp Yut of her hip. When I reached her paYama bottoms, 

she lifted her hips to let me pull them oJ. She wore no 

panties. Her pussy was shaved clean, glistening wet in the 

Mrelight.

"Spread for me, Lena."

She obeyed, her thighs falling open. I pressed my mouth 

to her slit, tasting herVsweet, slightly tangy. Her clit was 

small but swollen, and I circled it with my tongue, slow 

and deliberate. She whimpered, her hands Msting in my 

hair.

"Oon't stop, please don't stopV"

I didn't. I lapped at her until her body shook, until she 

came with a sharp cry, her hips bucking against my face. I 

held her thighs open, licking her through the aftershocks, 

drawing out every tremor.
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"That's one," I said, looking up. "Eow give me another."

I turned around and lowered my own pussy to her 

mouth. "?ou're going to eat me again, Lena. @ust like 

you've imagined. Oon't be shy. Take what you want."

She hesitated, then her tongue touched my clit. She 

was clumsy at Mrst, unsure, but I guided herVmoved my 

hips against her mouth, showed her the rhythm. Soon she 

found it, her tongue @icking faster, her hands gripping my 

ass.

I came hard, my Yuices running down her chin. She 

moaned beneath me, lapping me clean.

"Aood girl," I said, rolling oJ. "Eow come with me to 

the bathroom. I want to watch you touch yourself while I 

Mnger your ass."

She followed me without a word.

In the tiny bathroom, I took a bottle of hand lotion and 

coated my Mngers. She leaned over the sink, her round ass 

presented to me. I pressed a Mnger into her tight hole, slow-

ly, feeling her clench around me. Her hand slid between 

her legs, rubbing her clit.

"Come for me again, Lena."
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She did, a third orgasm ripping through her as I pumped 

my Mnger in and out. She gasped my name, her face re@ect-

ed in the mirror, @ushed and beautiful.

"Three," I whispered. "But I'm not done with you yet. 

There's a group activity planned for later tonight. Be 

ready."

She nodded, her eyes glassy with pleasure and gratitude.

I left her there, trembling and satisMed, and went to Mnd 

my next target.

---



Chapter 18: Rear 
Entry
M arcus was in the basement, tinkering with the 

generator. The rest of the group had gathered 

around the lre, pyaIing cards and drinking. - syipped awaI, 

foyyowing the sound of his tooys.

The basement was coyd, hayfHlnished, yit bI a singye bare 

buyb. Marcus kneyt beside the generator, his back to me, 

greasing some part. 'e was a wirI guI, earyI twenties, with 

thick gyasses and an obsession -vd cyocked the moment we 

arriEed.

"EerI time - bent oEer, eEerI time a giry wayked past, his 

eIes went straight to asses. 'e couydnvt heyp himseyf. 'e 

stared yike a man dIing of thirst.

- cyeared mI throat. 'e spun around, nearyI dropping 

his wrench.

O!hP Gam. - didnvt hear Iou come down. jeneratorvs 

lne, @ust doing some maintenance.O
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Ojood. - wanted to tayk to Iou.O

'e wiped his hands on his @eans, his face reddening. 

OWure. ?hat aboutYO

- wayked cyoser, deyiberateyI swaIing mI hips. 'is eIes 

dropped to mI ass, then snapped back up. O-vEe noticed 

Iou watching me, Marcus. ?atching ayy the women. —ou 

yike what Iou seeYO

'is byush deepened. O-z-vm sorrI, - donvt mean to be 

disrespectfuy. - @ust... - haEe a probyem.O

OBo, Iou haEe a preference. Vnd - think preferences 

shouyd be induyged.O - turned around and bent oEer, yetH

ting mI yeggings stretch tight oEer mI curEes. OTeyy me 

what Iou want to do to this.O

'e swayyowed hard. 'is Eoice cracked. O- want to fuck 

it. - want to touch it, yick it, burI mI face in it.O

OThatvs a good start.O - straightened and turned, puyying 

him to his feet. OLut lrst, Iouvre going to earn it. jet on 

Iour knees.O

'e dropped immediateyI. - unDipped mI yeggings and 

pushed them down, presenting mI bare ass to his face. 

'e didnvt need further instructionzhe pressed his face 

between mI cheeks, his tongue dragging across mI hoye. - 

gasped, gripping a sheyf for bayance.
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O—es, @ust yike that. Cick me cyean.O

'e buried his tongue in mI ass, moaning, his hands 

gripping mI thighs. - yet him eat me out untiy - was dripH

ping, then puyyed awaI and turned around.

OBow Iour reward.O

- sat on a stack of pyIwood and spread mI yegs. 'is 

cock was ayreadI out, hard and syick with precum. 'e was 

thinner than the others, but yong, with a syight upward 

curEe.

O2uck mI ass, Marcus. Wyow at lrst. - want to feey eEerI 

inch.O

'e yined up at mI entrance and pushed. - cyosed mI 

eIes, saEoring the stretch. 'e groaned, his forehead pressed 

against mI shouyder as he syid deeper.

Ojod, Iour ass is so tight...O

O1eep going. Take it ayy.O

?hen he was fuyyI seated, - yet him fuck me. Wyow, deep 

thrusts, each one hitting that spot inside me. - reached 

down and rubbed mI cyit, buiyding toward mI own orH

gasm.

OKome in mI ass, Marcus. 2iyy me up.O

'e shuddered and unyoaded, hot cum 3ooding me. - 

came a second yater, mI pussI cyenching around nothing.
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'e puyyed out, his cum starting to yeak. OThatvs one for 

Iou,O - said. OBow yick it up.O

'e dropped to his knees again and buried his face beH

tween mI cheeks, yapping his own reyease from mI hoye. 

'is tongue worked mI ass cyean, then moEed to mI pussI. 

'e ate me with renewed hunger, his lngers spreading mI 

yabia.

- came again, a third orgasm, mI hips grinding against 

his face.

OTwo for me, two for Iou,O - said, catching mI breath. 

OLut - want three. Lend oEer that generator.O

'e obeIed, his ass presented to me. - spat on mI lngers 

and pressed one into his hoye. 'e gasped but didnvt puyy 

awaI.

OjuIs yike Iou, IouvEe neEer had Iour ass pyaIed with, 

haEe IouY -tvs a shame. —ou donvt know what Iouvre missH

ing.O

- worked a second lnger into him, scissoring them open. 

'e moaned, his cock hard again. - reached around and 

stroked him whiye - lngered his ass, fast and rough.

OKome for me, Marcus. Bow.O
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'e came with a crI, his cum spyashing against the genH

erator. - kept pumping untiy he begged me to stop, then 

puyyed mI lngers out and wiped them on his @eans.

OThree,O - said. OVnd - e>pect more yater. - haEe a feeying 

Iouvre going to be EerI usefuy tonight.O

'e nodded, daDed, as - puyyed up mI yeggings and headH

ed back upstairs.

The lre was dIing. The rest of the group was Iawning, 

readI for bed. Lut - knew the night was far from oEer.

-n yess than an hour, -vd haEe 'aroyd, Fiane, Gastor 

FaEid, Cena, and Marcus together in the pantrI. Vnd that 

was @ust the beginning.

The storm howyed outside. -nside, - was buiyding mI 

own byiDDard of 3esh and sin.



Chapter 19: The 
Pantry Communion
I  gathered them one by one. Harold and Diane sr,tw 

phi,fering that I needed helf pith a uood ,-ffly i,P

,-e. va,tor Daxid nectw ,aying I panted hi, ble,,ing on a 

frayer LirLle. Mena Lame pillinglyw ,till k-,hed urom o-r 

bathroom enLo-nter. TarL-, uolloped liAe a f-ffyw hi, 

eye, gl-ed to my a,,.

She fantry pa, a narrop room oW the AitLhenw lined 

pith ,helxe, ou Lanned good, and dry ,-fflie,. — ,ingle 

b-lb La,t yellop light oxer the faLAed ,faLe. "exen feofle 

po-ld be tightw b-t I panted the fre,,-re. I panted them 

fre,,ed again,t eaLh otherw ,Ain to ,Ainw no e,Lafe.

'hen the la,t one?Mena?,teffed in,idew I Llo,ed the 

door and loLAed it.

N'hatE, thi, abo-tRN va,tor Daxid a,Aedw hi, xoiLe -nP

Lertain. He ,tood pith hi, baLA again,t a ,helu ou ko-rw hi, 

hand, Lla,fed in uront ou him.
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NShi, i, abo-t h-ngerwN I ,aid. NShe h-nger peExe all 

been hiding. She Aind that doe,nEt ,hop -f on Lh-rLh 

frayer li,t, or marriage Lo-n,eling ,e,,ion,.N

Diane ,hiuted -nLomuortably. Harold ,tared at the koor. 

TarL-,E, breathing had already Y-iLAened.

Mena ,foAe. Nvam... I tho-ght yo- ,aid it pa, B-,t -,.N

N@, inLl-de, exeryone tonight. 1xeryone pho need, reP

lea,e. 1xeryone phoE, been fretending they donEt pant 

phat they really pant.N I -nb-ttoned my kannel ,hirtw 

letting it uall ofen. Ty bra pa, laLyw barely Loxering my 

heaxy brea,t,. NI pant to ,ee all ou yo- naAed. I pant to ,ee 

phat haffen, phen pe ,tof fretending.N

va,tor Daxid ofened hi, mo-thw frobably to obBeLtw b-t 

I L-t him oW.

NVo- donEt haxe to fartiLifate in exerythingw Daxid. C-t 

yo- do haxe to patLh. Vo-Exe ,fent yo-r liue telling feofle 

phatE, right and prong. Oop yo-Ere going to ,it in that 

Lorner and ,ee phat haffen, phen feofle are hone,t.N

I fointed to a ,taLA ou boce,. He he,itatedw then ,at.

Harold and Diane ecLhanged a looA. Shen Harold 

reaLhed uor hi, piueE, hand. N'e haxenEt to-Lhed eaLh othP

er in tpo year,wN he ,aid Y-ietly. NI uorgot phat her ,Ain ueel, 

liAe.N
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Diane ,tarted Lrying.

I palAed to her and L-ffed her uaLe. NShen let me reP

mind yo- both. "trif.N

Shey did. "loplyw apApardlyw ,hedding layer, liAe old 

,Ain. HaroldE, body pa, ,outw falew hi, LoLA haluPhard alP

ready. Diane had ,agging brea,t,w a graying b-,hw ,tretLh 

marA, aLro,, her belly. "he pa, bea-tiu-l.

I tooA DianeE, hand and g-ided her to a Llear ,fot on the 

koor. N7neel.N

"he Anelt. I ,tood in uront ou her and f-,hed dopn my 

legging,w rexealing my bare f-,,y. N1at mew Diane. Met yo-r 

h-,band patLh. Met him remember phat it looA, liAe phen 

a poman i, ,ati,sed.N

Diane leaned uorpardw he,itant. Her tong-e to-Lhed my 

Llit liAe a Y-e,tion. I moaned and f-,hed my hif, uorpard. 

NVe,. Tore.N

"he uo-nd rhythm Y-iLAlyw her tong-e laffingw her no,e 

fre,,ing into my L-rl,. Harold patLhedw hi, hand moxing 

to hi, LoLA. I didnEt ,tof him.

NHaroldw get behind yo-r piue. 8-LA her phile ,he eat, 

me.N
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He moxed on in,tinLtw fo,itioning him,elu behind DiP

ane. Hi, LoLA ,lid into herw and ,he moaned aro-nd itw the 

xibration ,ending ,farA, thro-gh my Llit.

I looAed at TarL-,. NVo-. SaAe MenaE, Llothe, oW. 8inger 

her. TaAe her Lome.N

TarL-, obeyed eagerlyw hi, hand, trembling a, he -nP

b-ttoned MenaE, Bean,. "he let himw her eye, loLAed on me. 

'hen hi, snger, uo-nd her f-,,yw ,he ga,fedw her hif, 

b-LAing.

va,tor Daxid ,at uro9enw hi, uaLe redw hi, hand, griffing 

hi, Anee,. Hi, fant, b-lged.

Nva,torwN I ,aidw my xoiLe a gropl. N"troAe yo-r,elu. I 

Anop yo- pant to.N

He didnEt moxe.

NDo itw or IEll maAe yo- patLh pitho-t that ,mall LomP

uort.N

"loplyw he -n9iffed hi, fant, and f-lled o-t hi, LoLA. 

It pa, thiLAw xeinyw already leaAing. He praffed hi, hand 

aro-nd it and began to f-mfw hi, eye, sced on Diane 

eating me.

DianeE, tong-e pa, porAing my Llit ua,ter nop. Harold 

pa, thr-,ting into her mo-thw hi, ball, ,laffing her Lhin. 

I uelt the fre,,-re b-ildingw a hot Loil tightening.
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N8-LAw ye,?IEm Loming?N

I Lame hardw my Anee, b-LAling. Diane laffed at mew 

drinAing my B-iLe,w phile Harold groaned and ,hot hi, 

load dopn her throat. "he ,pallopedw Lo-ghingw b-t Aeft 

liLAing -ntil I f-,hed her apay.

NDianewN I ,aidw LatLhing my breath. NMie baLA. "fread 

yo-r leg,.N

"he did. Her f-,,y pa, petw finAw ofen. I Anelt betpeen 

her thigh, and lopered my mo-th to her. "he pa, ,en,itixew 

her Llit ,pollen. I kiLAed it pith my tong-e phile I ,lid tpo 

snger, in,ide her.

NHaroldw Lome here. "-LA her niffle, phile I eat her.N

He Lrapled oxer and tooA one ou DianeE, niffle, in hi, 

mo-th. "he Lried o-tw a ,o-nd ou rap flea,-rew her hand, 

griffing my hair.

I porAed her Llit pith my tong-ew ua,t and hardw phile 

my snger, L-rled again,t her gP,fot. "he Lame ,Lreamingw 

her body Lonx-l,ingw her B-iLe, kooding my mo-th.

N0ood. Oop yo-Ere ready uor real attention.N I ,tood 

and t-rned to Mena. "he pa, on her Anee,w TarL-,E, snger, 

b-ried in her f-,,yw her uaLe ,laLA pith flea,-re. NTarL-,w 

f-ll o-t. I pant to ta,te her.N
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He obeyed. Mena pa, driffing. I fre,,ed my mo-th 

to her ,lit and ,-LAed her Llit into my mo-th. "he Lame 

in,tantlyw her thigh, Llamfing aro-nd my head. I held her 

thro-gh itw liLAing her Llean.

Nva,tor DaxidwN I ,aidw looAing -f. NVo-r t-rn. Fome 

u-LA DianeE, mo-th phile I taAe HaroldE, LoLA in my a,,.N

He ,toodw hi, LoLA ,till hard. He palAed to Dianew pho 

pa, ,till on the koorw and g-ided hi, LoLA into her mo-th. 

"he gaggedw b-t he held her headw u-LAing her throat.

I fo,itioned my,elu on all uo-r, in uront ou Harold. 

N8-LA my a,,w Harold. Cehind me. @,e the l-be on the 

,helu.N

He grabbed a bottle ou LooAing oil and Loated hi, LoLA. 

He fre,,ed again,t my holew ,lopw ,liLA. I moaned a, he 

f-,hed inw slling me.

NVe,... u-LA me...N

He u-LAed me ,lopw deefw eaLh thr-,t hitting the pall ou 

my a,,. I r-bbed my Llitw b-ilding topard another orga,m.

Mena Lrapled oxer and b-ried her uaLe betpeen my leg,w 

liLAing my f-,,y phile Harold u-LAed my a,,. She do-ble 

,en,ation pa, oxerphelming. I Lame ,Lreamingw my body 

,haAing.
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Harold uollopedw hi, L-m hot in,ide me. He Lollaf,ed 

on my baLAw ga,fing.

va,tor Daxid pa, ,till u-LAing DianeE, mo-th. "he pa, 

moaningw her hif, grinding again,t the koor. He groaned 

and ,hot hi, L-m dopn her throat. "he ,palloped exery 

drof.

I rolled oxerw L-m leaAing urom my a,,. NOop exeryone 

lie dopn. 'eEre not done yet. ShereE, ,till the ,hy girl.N

I looAed at the Lorner phere the fantry ,helxe, met the 

pall. — narrop gafw B-,t pide eno-gh uor ,omeone to hide.

N1milywN I ,aid ,outly. NI Anop yo-Ere there. Fome o-t.N

— r-,tlew then a xoiLe. NI didnEt mean to... I pa, looAing 

uor ,naLA,...N

— girl emerged. Oineteen at mo,tw pith mo-,y bropn 

hair and pidew urightened eye,. "he Ll-tLhed a bag ou Lhif, 

liAe a ,hield.

I ,miled. NVo- uo-nd more than ,naLA,. 0et naAedw 

,peetheart. 'eEre going to teaLh yo- phat it ueel, liAe to 

be panted.N

PPP



Chapter 20: The 
Virgin's O�ering
E mily stood trembling in the middle of the pantry, her 

clothes clutched to her chest. The rest of the group 

had settled against the shelves, watching, still slick with 

sweat and cum.

"I've never... I mean, I've kissed a boy once, but..."

"But you've touched yourself." It wasn't a question.

She nodded, her face burning.

"Show me. Right now. Show everyone how you touch 

yourself."

She hesitated. Then her hand slid between her thighs, 

Hngers Hnding her clit through her panties. She circled 

slowly, her breath catching.

"Take them o@."

She pushed her panties down and spread her legs. Aer 

pussy was bare, pink, untouched. Aer Hngers found her 
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clit directly, rubbing in circles. She bit her lip, her eyes 

squeeGed shut.

"Kook at me," I commanded. "Kook at me while you 

come."

Aer eyes opened, wide and vulnerable. She rubbed 

faster, her hips Ferking. N small moan escaped her lips.

"That's it. Ket it build. Ket it take you."

She came with a gasp, her body shuddering, her Hngers 

wet with her own arousal.

"?ood girl. Cow come here."

She crawled to me on hands and knees. I took her chin 

and tilted her face up.

"I'm going to give you your Hrst real orgasm. Cot your 

Hngers. N real one. Drom a real tongue and a real cock. Nre 

you readyY"

She nodded, tears streaming down her cheeks.

I pushed her onto her back and spread her thighs. Aer 

pussy was glistening, tight. I lowered my mouth and licked 

her clit, soft, teasing. She gasped, her hands gripping my 

hair.

"Mon't be afraid. Tell me what feels good."

"Oour tongue... it's... please don't stop..."
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I didn't. I licked her until she came again, her body 

arching, a raw cry tearing from her throat.

"3arcus," I said. "1ome here. Oou're going to fuck her. 

?ently at Hrst. She's never had a cock inside her."

3arcus positioned himself between Emily's legs. Ais 

cock was hard again, slick with lube. Ae pressed the tip 

against her entrance.

"Kook at me, Emily," I said. "Docus on my eyes."

She did. 3arcus pushed in, slow, inch by inch. Emily 

winced, a sharp intake of breath.

"Breathe," I whispered. "Ket it happen."

Ae sank deeper, until he was fully inside her. She was 

crying, but her hips were moving, meeting his thrusts.

"Duck her, 3arcus. 3ake her feel it."

Ae fucked her slow and deep, his rhythm steady. I 

knelt beside her, licking her nipples, whispering encour4

agement. Aer moans grew louder, more desperate.

"I'm coming again... I'm coming..."

She did, her pussy clenching around his cock, her whole 

body shuddering. 3arcus groaned and came inside her, 

pumping his seed deep.

Phen he pulled out, a thin trickle of cum ran down her 

thigh.
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"Cow you're a woman," I said, kissing her forehead. "But 

we're not done yet. There's one more thing you need to 

learn."

I turned to the group. "Everyone who's still hungry, 

form a line. Emily's going to taste every cock in this room. 

Nnd then she's going to eat every pussy. Because pleasure 

is a cycle, and tonight, we're closing the loop."

xastor  Mavid  stepped  forward  Hrst.  Ais  cock  was 

half4hard, still wet from Miane's mouth. Emily opened her 

mouth and took him in, gagging slightly.

"5se your tongue," I coached. "Kick the shaft. Suck the 

head."

She learned quickly. Pithin minutes, she had him hard 

again, his cum spilling onto her tongue.

Kena came ne—t, lowering her pussy to Emily's face. 

Emily lapped at her like a kitten, unsure, then more con4

Hdent as Kena moaned.

"Dlick her clit," I said. "Oes, like that."

Kena came with a cry, grinding against Emily's mouth.

Aarold and Miane both Hnished in her mouth, one after 

the other. By the end, Emily was coated in cum, her face 

shining, her eyes daGed.

I pulled her up and held her close. "Aow do you feelY"
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"Kike I've been... reborn."

"?ood. Because this is only the beginning. The storm 

isn't letting up for two more days. Nnd I have a very long 

list of things I want to teach you."

She smiled, a genuine smile, and kissed me.

The pantry door was still locked. -utside, the wind 

howled.  Inside,  we  were  building  a  new  kind  of 

church@one where every body was a temple, and every 

altar was wet.



Chapter 21: The 
Morning Meal
I  woke rst,p taslwden hlken oh ,ye alh,si moos wb,y 

dbgut ,lh.den lsoEhn ge' cgbdivt yeln set,en oh gi 

Lyet,p yes usel,y tdow lhn efeh' Mehlvt ylhn wlt wen.en 

ue,weeh gi ,yb.ytp t,bdd wlsg -sog ,ye hb.y, ue-ose' Tlsx

LEt dli LEsden l.lbht, ,ye tyedfetp ybt LoLk to-,p l ,slbd o- 

nsben LEg lLsott ybt t,oglLy'

Oye alh,si tgedden o- teA' D- twel, lhn LEg lhn Lookx

bh. obd' H twee,p lhbgld tgedd ,yl, glne gi aEtti LdehLy 

efeh how'

I eA,slL,en gited- Llse-Eddip t,eaabh. ofes uonbet' —blhe 

lhn Plsodn wese taoohen ,o.e,yesN,ye rst, ,bge ,yeivn 

,oELyen bh ielstp lhn how ,yei LoEdnhv, t,oa' Slt,os —lfbn 

tdea, ldohe bh ,ye Loshesp ybt ylhn t,bdd dootedi wslaaen 

lsoEhn ybt yld-xylsn LoLk' cfeh bh tdeeap ye LoEdnhv, de, .o'
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Oye Llubh wlt jEbe,' Oye t,osg t,bdd sl.en oE,tbneNI 

LoEdn yels ,ye wbhn sl,,dbh. ,ye wbhnowtp thow abdbh. 

l.lbht, ,ye .dltt' ze wese ,slaaen' Ses-eL,'

I alnnen ,o ,ye kb,Lyeh bh gi ulse -ee, lhn t,ls,en Lo-x

-ee' c..tp ulLohp ,olt,' I gofen e"Lbeh,dip gi uoni tose 

bh ,ye uet, wlit' Ti ltt lLyen -sog Plsodnvt LoLk' Ti 

Ylw lLyen -sog —blhevt aEtti' Ti hbaadet wese slw -sog 

l noCeh goE,yt'

I tgbden' Oybt wlt wyl, I wlt glne -os'

Dhe ui ohep ,yei t,Eguden oE, o- ,ye alh,sip udbhkbh. bh 

,ye .sli goshbh. db.y,' Plsodn Llge rst,p ybt lsg lsoEhn 

—blhe' 1ye wlt udEtybh.p uE, tye wlt tgbdbh. ,oo' Slt,os 

—lfbn eges.en dlt,p ybt eiet nowhLlt,p ybt ylhnt rn.e,bh.'

J1b,pJ I tlbnp aobh,bh. ,o ,ye doh. ,lude' Jcfesiohe el,' 

@oEvdd heen ioEs t,seh.,y'J

Oyei tl, dbke ouenbeh, Lybdnseh' I tesfen ,yegNe..tp 

ulLohp ,olt,p oslh.e YEbLe' VoBee' Oye rst, -ew ub,et wese 

tbdehLep YEt, ,ye toEhn o- el,bh.'

Oyeh —blhe taoke' JSlg''' dlt, hb.y,''' I nohv, khow 

yow ,o ,ylhk ioE'J

J—ohv, ,ylhk ge' KEt, nohv, ase,ehn b, nbnhv, ylaaeh'J

JI, nbnhv,pJ Plsodn tlbn jEbe,di' JI gelh''' b, Llhv,' zevse 

glssben' ze .o ,o LyEsLy' ze ylfe Yout' ze ylfe kbnt'J
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JOyeh keea b, teLse,'J I delhen ulLkp tbaabh. gi LoBee' 

JOyl,vt ,ye uelE,i o- ,ybt' Ro ohe ylt ,o khow' 9E, ioE 

nohv, ylfe ,o t,oap eb,yes'J

—blhe dooken l, Plsodn' Pe dooken l, yes' 1oge,ybh. 

altten ue,weeh ,yegNl talskp l jEet,boh'

JI wlh, ,o ,si toge,ybh.pJ I tlbn' JOonlip I wlh, ioE ldd 

,o -os.e, wyo ioE lse oE,tbne ,ybt Llubh' @oEvse ho, Plsodn 

,ye lLLoEh,lh,p os —blhe ,ye 1Ehnli tLyood ,elLyesp os 

Slt,os —lfbn ,ye gosld Logaltt' @oEvse YEt, uonbet' zlsg 

uonbet wb,y heent'J

JHhn wyl, no ioE wlh, Et ,o no0J TlsLEt ltkenp ybt 

fobLe el.es'

JI wlh, ioE ,o albs oB' Ro sEdet' Ro YEn.geh,t' I wlh, 

elLy o- ioE ,o eAadose wyl, ioEvfe ldwlit ueeh l-slbn ,o 

ltk -os'J

cgbdi taokep yes fobLe tgldd' Jzyl, b- I nohv, khow 

wyl, I wlh,0J

I tgbden l, yes' JOyeh Ivdd yeda ioE rhn oE,' Voge yese'J

1ye tdbn oB yes Lylbs lhn wldken ,o ge' I aEdden yes 

oh,o gi dlap yes de.t t,slnndbh. ge' 1ye wlt welsbh. ohdi 

l Oxtybs,p ho Ehneswels' I LoEdn -eed yes wlsg,y ,ysoE.y 

,ye -lusbL'



THR 1OcHMc2p HR— DOPc2 1OD2Ic1 7q@

JAbst, dettohpJ I tlbnp gi ylhnt tdbnbh. Ehnes yes tybs,p 

LEaabh. yes tgldd uselt,t' J1li wyl, ioE wlh, oE, doEn' 

cfeh b- b,vt egulsslttbh.'J

JI wlh, ioE ,o ,oELy gepJ tye wybtaesen'

Jzyese0J

Jcfesiwyese'J

I ueh, gi yeln lhn ,ook yes hbaade bh gi goE,y' 1ye 

.ltaenp yes rh.est ,lh.dbh. bh gi ylbs' I tELken ylsnp ,yeh 

ub, .eh,di' 1ye golhen'

JMehlpJ I tlbnp gi goE,y t,bdd oh cgbdivt uselt,' JVoge 

yese' I wlh, ioE ,o el, gi aEtti wybde I adli wb,y yes'J

Mehl tdbn Ehnes ,ye ,ludep nbtlaaelsbh. ue,weeh gi de.t' 

I taseln gi ,yb.yt ,o .bfe yes lLLett' Pes ,oh.Ee -oEhn gi 

Ldb, bggenbl,edip wlsg lhn tkbdden'

JTlsLEtp ,lke —blhe ,o ,ye dbfbh. soog LoELy' AELk 

yes Eh,bd tye -os.e,t yes owh hlge' Plsodnp wl,Ly' Melsh 

wyl, tye dbket'J

Oyei nbnhv, yetb,l,e' TlsLEt ,ook —blhevt ylhnp delnx

bh. yes oE, o- ,ye kb,Lyeh' —blhe weh, wbddbh.dip yes ybat 

twlibh.' Plsodn -oddowenp ybt eiet .dEen ,o ybt wb-evt ltt'

Oyl, de-, Slt,os —lfbn' Pe tl, -soCehp ybt LoBee Ehx

,oELyen'
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J@oEvse l-slbnpJ I tlbnp dbLkbh. cgbdivt hbaade l.lbh' J9E, 

,yl,vt okli' Aels bt YEt, eALb,egeh, wb,yoE, usel,y' 9sel,yep 

—lfbn' Aeed ioEs LoLk .e,,bh. ylsn' Aeed ioEs yels, aoEhnx

bh.' Oyl,vt ho, tbh' Oyl,vt db-e'J

JIvfe ueeh Ledbul,e -os r-,eeh ielstpJ ye tlbnp ybt fobLe 

LslLken' J1bhLe gi wb-e nben' I twose''' I twose Ivn hefes'''J

J1wels toge,ybh. edte' 1wels ioEvdd de, ioEsted- -eed 

l.lbh' 1wels ioEvdd de, ge ,elLy ioE wyl, adeltEse selddi 

gelht'J

Pe t,oon tdowdi' Pbt ylhnt ,seguden lt ye EhuE,,ohen 

ybt tybs,' Pbt Lyet, wlt aldep l -ew .sli ylbstp to-, ueddi' Pe 

wlt YEt, l glh' H dohedi glh'

JVoge yesepJ I tlbn'

Pe wldken ,o ge' I tyb-,en cgbdi ,o ohe tbnep keeabh. 

yes oh gi dlap lhn selLyen -os —lfbnvt ued,' I EhuELkden 

b,p EhCbaaen ybt alh,tp -seen ybt LoLk' I, wlt ldselni ylsnp 

,ybLkp delkbh.'

Jcgbdip wl,Ly' Ivg .obh. ,o tyow ioE yow ,o ,lke l 

glhvt LoLk neea' zl,Ly gi ,ysol,'J

I oaehen gi goE,y lhn ,ook ybg bh' Pe wlt tld,ip 

wlsg' I twlddowen ybg ,o ,ye ultep gi hote asetten l.lbht, 

ybt aEubL ylbs' Pe .solhenp ybt ylhnt .sbaabh. gi tyoEdx

nest'
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JAELk gi ,ysol,p —lfbn' —ohv, ue .eh,de' @oEvfe ueeh 

.eh,de -os r-,eeh ielst' Row ue yEh.si'J

Pe -ELken gi ,ysol, wb,y netaesl,ep sl..en ,ysEt,t' I 

de, ybgp gi ylhnt .sbaabh. ybt ybatp .Ebnbh. ybg neeax

es' Mehlvt ,oh.Ee wlt t,bdd woskbh. gi Ldb,p l t,elnip we, 

syi,yg' cgbdi wl,Lyenp yes eiet wbnep yes ylhn gofbh. 

ue,weeh yes owh ,yb.yt'

I Llge' Plsn' Ti ,ysol, -Edd o- —lfbnvt LoLkp gi aEtti 

-Edd o- Mehlvt ,oh.Ee' I golhen lsoEhn ybgp gi wyode 

uoni tylkbh.'

Pe Llge ,oop l .E,,Esld Lsip ybt LEg moonbh. gi ,ysol,' 

I twlddowen efesi nsoa'

Pe Loddlaten ,o ybt kheetp .ltabh.p ybt -oseyeln asetten 

l.lbht, gi ,yb.yt' JIvg tossi''' Ivg tossi'''J

J—ohv, ue tossi' 9e ldbfe'J

cgbdi tdbn oB gi dla' 1ye khed, uetbne —lfbn lhn ,ook 

ybt to-,ehbh. LoLk bh yes goE,yp Ldelhbh. ybg wb,y yes 

,oh.Ee' Pe wea,'

I delhen ulLkp de,,bh. Mehl rhbty dbLkbh. ge Ldelh' DE,x

tbnep ,ye t,osg sl.en' Ihtbnep we wese ldd YEt, ue.bhhbh.'

xxx



Chapter 22: The 
Game of Truth and 
Dare
A fter breakfast, I gathered everyone in the living 

room. Marcus and Diane were still on the couch, 

Diane's legs wrapped around his waist, both of them glis-

tening with sweat. Harold sat in an armchair, his hand 

moving lazily over his cock, watching his wife with a look 

I'd never seen before—hunger, yes, but also love.

"Time for a game," I announced. "Truth or dare. But 

with a twist. No truths, only dares. And no one is allowed 

to say no."

"What if we can't do the dare?" Emily asked, her voice 

nervous but eager.

"Then you submit to a punishment. And the punish-

ment is whatever I decide."
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I produced a bottle from the kitchen—an empty wine 

bottle. I spun it on the coPee table. It stopped, pointing at 

Lena.

"Lena. I dare you to kiss Fastor David. Deeply. Tongue. 

Gor two full minutes."

Lena grinned and crawled across the xoor to David. He 

tensed, but he didn't pull away. She took his face in her 

hands and kissed him, her tongue sliding into his mouth. 

He groaned, his hands @nding her waist. They kissed until 

I counted to one hundred twenty.

"Vood," I said. "NeCt spin."

The bottle stopped at Harold.

"Harold. I dare you to let Marcus fuck you. Anally."

Harold's face went red. "I'm not... I've never..."

"Then it's time to try. Marcus, stand up. Harold, bend 

over the arm of the couch."

Marcus stood, his cock already hard. Harold hesitated, 

then slowly bent over the armrest, his pants pooling at 

his ankles. Marcus coated his cock with lube—the same 

cooking oil from the pantry—and pressed against Harold's 

hole.

"RelaC," I said. "Breathe."
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Harold gasped as Marcus pushed in. But he didn't pull 

away. He moaned, a low animal sound, as Marcus fucked 

him slowly. Diane watched, her mouth open, her hand 

rubbing her clit.

"Fastor David," I said. "Vo eat Diane's pussy while her 

husband gets fucked."

David didn't need encouragement. He knelt between 

Diane's thighs and buried his face in her pussy. She cried 

out, her hips bucking.

The room @lled with the sounds of seC—wet, hungry, 

shameless.

I spun the bottle again. It pointed at Emily.

"Emily. I dare you to take my strap-on. I have one in my 

bag. qou're going to fuck Lena while I watch."

Emily's eyes went wide. "I don't... I've never done that..."

"Then learn. Vo get my bag from the bedroom."

She ran. She came back with a black duPel. I unzipped it 

and pulled out a thick, purple dildo attached to a harness. 

I strapped it around Emily's waist, ad6usting the @t.

"Now take Lena from behind. Slow at @rst. Ask her 

what she likes."

Emily approached Lena, who was now on all fours, her 

ass raised. Emily pressed the tip of the dildo against Lena's 
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wet pussy and pushed in. Lena moaned, pushing back to 

meet her.

"I'm... I'm inside her," Emily whispered, awe in her 

voice.

"That's right. Now fuck her. Make her come."

Emily fucked Lena awkwardly at @rst, then found a 

rhythm. Lena came ?uickly, her body shuddering, her 

moans @lling the room.

Marcus was fucking Harold faster now, both of them 

grunting. David was eating Diane with abandon, her pussy 

dripping onto his chin.

I pulled oP my clothes and knelt on the xoor, spreading 

my legs. "Marcus. When you're done with Harold, come 

@ll my pussy. I want your cum deep inside me."

Before he could answer, the bottle spun one last time, 

pointing at me.

My own dare. I laughed.

"Fam," I said to myself. "I dare you to orgasm ten times 

in a row without stopping. And I dare every single person 

in this room to help."

They descended on me like a wave. Mouths, hands, 

cocks, tongues. I lost count of who was where. A mouth 
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on my clit. Gingers in my ass. A cock in my mouth. Anoth-

er in my hand.

I came again and again, each orgasm building on the last, 

a chain reaction of pleasure. I screamed, I wept, I laughed. 

My body was not my own—it was theirs, shared, passed 

around like a feast.

By the time I reached ten, I was limp, trembling, covered 

in cum and sweat.

"Who's neCt?" I gasped.

No one answered. They were all spent, collapsed around 

me, a pile of naked bodies.

But the storm was still howling. And tomorrow, we 

would do it all again.

---



Chapter 23: The 
Final Confession
T he third morning, the storm broke. The wind died. 

The snow stopped falling. The sun rose over a 

world of white, blinding and pure.

I stood at the window, naked, watching the light hit the 

fresh powder. Behind me, the others were waking, stirring, 

pulling on clothes with slow, reluctant movements.

"We'll have to dig out," Harold said. "The plows will 

come eventually, but we can start shoveling."

"Not yet," I said, turning. "Not until we Enish what we 

started."

-veryone looked at me. There was a new intimacy be—

tween themFthey'd seen each other's bodies, tasted each 

other's cum, watched each other break. But there was also 

fear. xear of the outside world, where this couldn't eOist.

"@ne last thing," I said. "I want you all to stand in a 

circle. Naked."
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They obeyed, forming a ring in the center of the living 

room. I stood in the middle.

"I want you each to say one thing you learned about 

yourself this weekend. @ne truth you're taking with you."

jiane spoke Erst. "I learned that I'm not broken. I 

thought I was...  after the kids, after the weight, after 

Harold stopped looking at me. But I'm not broken. I'm 

Must hungry. Vnd that's okay."

Harold took her hand. "I learned that loving someone 

means letting them be free. -ven if it hurts. -specially if it 

hurts."

Parcus said, "I learned that I can make a woman come. 

Aeally come. Not Must from a dick, but from my hands, my 

mouth, my voice. I have power."

Cena smiled. "I learned that I'm not Must a lesbian. I'm a 

seOual being. Cabels don't matter. Gleasure does."

-mily's voice was soft. "I learned that I'm beautiful. I 

learned that seO doesn't have to be scary. It can be... holy."

Gastor javid was last. He took a long time. Then he 

said, "I learned that Sod isn't in the rules. He's in the 

connection. He's in the touch. He's in the moment when 

two people give themselves to each other, no barriers, no 

shame."
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He looked at me. "I learned that you're not a devil, Gam. 

4ou're a priestess. 4ou gave us back ourselves."

I felt tears sting my eyes. I didn't let them fall.

"Then let's seal it. @ne last circle. @ne last communion."

I knelt. They knelt with me, forming a ring around me. 

I took javid's cock in my mouth. jiane took my pussy. 

Harold took jiane's pussy. Cena took Harold's cock. Par—

cus took Cena's pussy. -mily took Parcus's cock. It was a 

chain of mouths and 0esh, each giving and receiving.

We moved together, a single organism, a wheel of plea—

sure. The rhythm built, faster, harder, wetter. I felt javid's 

cum hit the back of my throat. I felt jiane's orgasm on my 

tongue. I felt my own climaO rising, a wave that would not 

stop.

I came with them, all of us together, a single cry of 

release that echoed through the cabin.

Vfterward, we lay in a pile, panting, slick, fulElled.

"We have to clean up," I said Enally. "The plows will be 

here soon."

We moved as if in a dream. We showered, we dressed, we 

packed. We laughed too loud, hugged too long, avoided 

each other's eyes Must enough to keep the secret safe.
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When the snowplow rumbled up the driveway, we Eled 

out into the white world, blinking in the sudden bright—

ness. The driver looked at us funnyFten people, rumpled 

and grinning, emerging from a tiny cabin.

"Aough weekend>" he asked.

"Best one of our lives," I said.

I climbed into the back of the van with -mily. 9he leaned 

her head on my shoulder.

"Will we ever do this again>" she whispered.

"Not like this. Never like this. But the seed is planted. 

4ou'll carry it. -ach of you."

9he kissed my cheek.

The van pulled away, and the cabin disappeared behind 

us, swallowed by the snow.

I smiled.

I had my two orgasms from each of themFand so much 

more. I had given and taken, consumed and been con—

sumed. I was full.

Vnd somewhere, in the back of my mind, I was already 

planning neOt year's trip.



Chapter 24: The 
Return Home
T he van dropped us ot ac che khurkh parignl woc 

'here 'eyd orglgnawwm .ec, The agr 'as krgspf che 

sno' awreadm .ewcgnl gn che aWcernoon sun, be scood gn 

a woose kgrkwef our Ials ac our Weecf che sgwenke heavm 'gch 

evermchgnl 'e kouwdnyc sam,

D wooied ac eakh oW che., Hgane and Marowd scood kwosef 

chegr Lnlers gncerc'gned, Earkus had hgs ar. around 

Penays 'agsc, ".gwm 'as pressed alagnsc jascor Havgdys sgdef 

her head Iarewm reakhgnl hgs shouwder,

?Thgs gsnyc loodImef? D sagd, ?Dcys -usc,,, che Ielgnngnl oW 

a dgterenc ignd oW sekrec,?

?Mo' do 'e do chgsY? Hgane asiedf her vogke shaim, 

?Mo' do 'e lo Iaki co nor.aw aWcer chree dams oW,,, heav@

enY?

?Rou donyc lo Iaki co nor.aw, Rou Irgnl che heaven 

'gch mou,?
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be parced 'ams, D 'ackhed che. drgve ot gn chegr sepa@

race karsf eakh karrmgnl a pgeke oW .e 'gch che.,

D cooi a rgdeshare Iaki co .m pwake, The screecs oW che 

kowwele co'n 'ere —ugecf che ka.pus scgww on 'gncer Ireai, 

Em Iodm scgww akhed, Em pussm 'as soref screckhedf used, 

Em ngppwes 'ere ra' Wro. ceech and conlues, Em chroac 

'as drm Wro. s'awwo'gnl ku., D 'as e7hauscedf Iuc D 'as 

awso hu..gnl 'gch enerlm,

D needed .ore, Coc .ore oW che.8noc mec, Kuc D need@

ed co Weew po'erWuw gn .m o'n spake,



Chapter 25: The 
Pastor's Temptation
P astor David arrived exactly at ten. I met him at the 

back door, my robe loose, nothing underneath. He 

was nervous, his hands trembling, his eyes "xed on the 

'oor.

pI shouldnTt be here,p he whisBered.

pfhen leave.p I steBBed aside, letting the cold air rush in. 

pNut iS you stay, youTre mine Sor the night. @o hesitation. 

@o guilt.p

He steBBed inside.

I led him to my room. fhe door clicked shut behind 

us. I turned on a single lamB, casting the room in amber 

shadows.

pRit on the bed,p I said.

He sat, his hands on his knees, his Bosture rigid. I stood 

in Sront oS him and untied my robe. It Sell oBen, exBosing 

my body. His breath caught.
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pI want you to worshiB me, David. I want you to use 

your mouth, your hands, your cock. Nut I also want you 

to talk. fell me about your wiSe. fell me about the guilt. I 

want to hear it while ITm Sucking you.p

He swallowed. pHer name was Rarah. Rhe died oS cancer 

six years ago. I held her hand while she... while she took her 

last breath.p

I climbed onto his laB, straddling him, my Bussy Bressz

ing against his Bants. I could Seel his cock hardening bez

neath me.

pGe made love three times in the hosBital,p he continz

ued, his voice cracking. pfhe nurses thought we were craMy. 

Nut she wanted to Seel alive. End I wanted to give her that.p

pOood,p I whisBered, unMiBBing his Bants. p@ow give 

me that. Oive me the hunger you saved Sor her.p

I Sreed his cock, already thick and leaking. I guided it to 

my Bussy, sinking down slowly, taking him inch by inch. 

He groaned, his hands griBBing my hiBs.

pI want you to Suck me like youTre mourning her,p I said, 

beginning to ride him. pI want you to Suck the grieS out oS 

your body.p
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He started to move, his hiBs bucking uBward, his hands 

sliding uB to my breasts. He kneaded them, Binched my 

niBBles, his breath ragged against my neck.

pI miss her,p he gasBed. pI miss her so much.p

pI know. fake it out on me.p

He 'iBBed me onto my back, his body covering mine. 

He drove into me harder now, his eyes closed, his Sace 

twisted with emotion. I wraBBed my legs around him, 

Bulling him deeBer.

pfalk to me,p I said. pfell me about her. fell me about 

the "rst time you made love.p

pGe were nineteen. In the back oS my SatherTs BickuB 

truck. Rhe was wearing a yellow sundress. I was so scared. 

Rhe had to guide my hand between her legs.p

I came, a sharB orgasm that made me cry out. He keBt 

Sucking me, his rhythm becoming desBerate.

pRheTs watching you, David. Rhe wants you to be haBBy. 

Rhe wants you to Suck me until you Sorget every lonely 

night.p

He sobbed as he came, his cum 'ooding me, his body 

shaking. I held him, stroked his hair, kissed his Sorehead.

pRtay,p I whisBered. pRtay all night. ITll hold you.p

He nodded, his Sace buried in my neck.
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Ge lay there in the dark, his soStening cock still inside 

me. @o one knew. @o one would ever know.

Nut he would come back. fhey always came back.



Part III: Football 
Camp



Chapter 26: 
The Quarterback's 
Pressure
T he  Florida  heat  hits  dinerewt  yhew  uo'-re  elb

poybdeeg iw vrease trags awd riwsiwv glates that 

wecer stog mo.iwvI k-ce peew here three yee,sf awd .u 

s,iw s.ells li,e pleamh awd old joodI The Dom,s traiw jro. 

dayw till the s'w t'rws the s,u orawvef awd the mheerleaders 

gramtime their ro'tiwes iw the shade oj the vu.wasi'.I k 

yatmh the. all jro. the ,itmhew yiwdoyf iwcisiple pehiwd 

stea. awd the mlatter oj staiwless steelI

—ere, q the N'arterpam,f the voldew pou yith his wa.e 

alreadu ewvraced ow so.e j't're LFH troghu q ma'vht 

.u attewtiow ow dau tyoI Be-s ewvaved to Arittawuf the 

head mheerleaderf awd eceruowe treats the. li,e roualb

tuI A't k say so.ethiwv pehiwd his eues d'riwv the Mrst 

ecewiwv smri..aveI S tre.or iw his throyiwv hawdI S 
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.'ttered m'rse ajter a .issed gassI Be-s smared oj jailiwvf 

awd k maw s.ell jear li,e mheag molovweI

k started tram,iwv his hapitsI Be alyaus Dovs pehiwd the 

,itmhew d'.gster pejore s'wsetf alowef .'tteriwv to hi.b

seljI k-d yatmh jro. the pam, doorf druiwv a glatef gretewdb

iwv wot to seeI Bis sho'lders h'wmhedf his Day tivhtI Be-d 

yhisger JYo.e owf mo.e owf uo' maw do thisJ 'wder his 

preathI The voldew pou yas mram,iwvI

4we wivhtf k ti.ed it gerjemtluI k yas ta,iwv o't the trash 

q a Dop wo owe else yawted pema'se the d'.gster yas rige 

yith rottiwv jood awd the air yas thim, yith .osN'itoesI 

Be stood theref hawds ow his ,weesf preathiwv hardI k let 

the trash pav drog awd sh'@ed mloserf .a,iwv s're .u 

jootstegs yere a'dipleI

J4h q sorruf k didw-t .eaw to iwterr'gtfJ k saidf .u 

coime sojt awd shuI That-s .u .as,I The sta..erf the 

acerted euesf the yau k mross .u ar.s li,e k-. hidiwvI

Be loo,ed 'gf startledI JLof uo'-re MweI V'stIII mooliwv 

doywIJ

k too, a steg mloserI JKo' loo,ed tewseI k-. vood atIII 

easiwv wercesI Eu .o. ta'vht .e these gress're goiwt 

thiwvsIJ k s.iledf s.all awd iwwomewtI
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Be la'vhedf p't it yas holloyI JKo'-re the dish virlf 

rivhtzJ

J2atI A't eceruowe malls .e Eo'seIJ

Be woddedf wot reallu mariwvI k say hi. start to t'rw 

ayauf so k reamhed o't awd to'mhed his jorear.I The mowb

tamt yas priejf p't k jelt his .'smle tewse 'wder .u MwversI

Jk mo'ld helgfJ k yhisgeredI JLo owe has to ,woyIJ

Be sho'ld hace yal,ed ayauI Be sho'ld hace la'vhed 

.e onI A't —ere, yas droywiwv iw his oyw eégemtatiowsf 

awd k yas the owlu lije rajt iw sivhtI Be syalloyedf awd k 

say the mow3imt 3im,er iw his euesI Thew he loo,ed at the 

d'.gsterf the shadoysf .u s.all jra.ef awd he wodded 

owmeI

k led hi. to the warroy sgame petyeew the d'.gster awd 

the jewmef yhere the yeeds yere ocervroyw awd the vracel 

mr'wmhed 'wder o'r jeetI Be s.elled li,e syeat awd vrass 

awd werco's ghero.owesI Be yas alreadu haljbhard q k 

mo'ld see the p'lve straiwiwv his mo.gressiow shortsI

JKo' dow-t hace toqJ he startedI

JRhhIJ k drogged to .u ,weesI JHet .e ta,e mare oj uo'IJ

k g'lled doyw his shortsI Bis mom, sgrawv o'tf thim, awd 

3'shedf grebm'. alreadu peadiwv at the tigI k yragged .u 

ligs aro'wd hi. yitho't hesitatiowf ta,iwv hi. deeg iwto 
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.u throatI Be vasgedf his hawd 3uiwv to .u hairf vriggiwv 

tivhtI k yor,ed hi. yith gramtimed rhuth.f .u towv'e 

tramiwv the ceiw ow the 'wdersidef .u Mwvers m'ggiwv his 

pallsf teasiwv the sewsitice s,iw pehiwdI

Be tried to pe N'ietf p't his preaths ma.e iw ravved 

h'nsI Be yhisgered JF'm,f j'm,f that-s so voodJ iwto the 

h'.id airI k do'pled .u gamef jeeliwv hi. tyitmh avaiwst 

.u towv'eI k yawted hi. to mo.e jastf to pe oceryhel.edf 

to assomiate this release yith .eI

Be p'm,ed his higsf p'ruiwv hi.selj iw .u throatf awd 

k let hi.I k syalloyed aro'wd hi.f trivveriwv his mli.aéI 

Be ma.e yith a mho,ed vroawf hot awd thim,f awd k draw, 

eceru drogf .il,iwv hi. 'wtil he savved avaiwst the jewmeI

k g'lled ayauf yiged .u .o'thf awd stoodI JThereI 

Loy uo'-ll throy petter to.orroyIJ

Be stared at .e li,e k-d gerjor.ed .avimI JkIII ueahI 

Thaw,sIJ

k vace hi. a shu s.ile awd sligged pam, iwto the ,itmhew 

pejore he mo'ld sau .oreI

The weét dauf he threy three gerjemt to'mhdoywsI Sjter 

gramtimef he jo'wd .e iw the dru storave roo.f gretewdiwv 

to orvawi@e mawwed voodsI Be vrapped .u yristf his eues 

h'wvruI
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JRa.e ti.e towivhtzJ

k woddedf awd k say reliej 3ood his jameI

That ro'tiwe pema.e o'r semretI Oceru ecewiwv pejore 

smri..avef k-d ploy hi. pehiwd the d'.gsterI A't k wecer 

let hi. to'mh .eI k didw-t yawt iwti.amuI k yawted degewb

dewmuI k yawted hi. to weed .e the yau aw addimt weeds 

a MéI Swd yhew he started yiwwiwv va.esf he mowciwmed 

hi.selj k yas his vood l'm, mhar.I

Be wecer ,wey k yas traiwiwv his poduI k edved hi. 

pejore gramtime q .a,iwv hi. yaitf p'ildiwv his weedf 

sewdiwv hi. owto the Meld yith his palls amhiwvI Bis stab

.iwa i.grocedI Bis jom's shargewedI Swd eceru wivhtf he 

ma.e pam, to .ef desgerate jor releaseI

Ro.eti.esf yhew he yas alowe iw the lom,er roo.f k-d 

swea, iw awd Mwd hi. alreadu hardf yaitiwvI k-d ta,e hi. 

iw .u .o'th yhile his tea..ates shoyered D'st jeet ayauI 

The ris, .ade hi. harderI The semremu .ade hi. hotterI

Swd kz k loced eceru semowd oj ,woyiwv that the voldew 

N'arterpam, oj the s'..er ma.g yas pevviwv a dishyashb

iwv wopodu jor his dailu reliejI That his MawmBe Arittawu 

had wo idea her j't're h'spawd-s ligs still s.elled li,e .u 

g'ssuI
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A't k wecer toldI k wecer yo'ldI That-s .u vijt q k ta,e 

yhat k yawtf k vice yhat theu weedf awd k disaggear iwto 

the shadoys 'wtil theu mo.e mrayliwv pam,I

bbb



Chapter 27: The 
Tight End's Shame
J oe was built like a god. Six-foot-four, two hundred 

forty pounds of muscle, all carved from hours in the 

weight room and brutal drills. He had a booming laugh 

and a slap on the back that could knock the wind out 

of a normal man. The defensive linemen respected him, 

the coaches praised him, and the cheerleaders threw them-

selves at him during the few parties they threw.

But I noticed something. During warm-up stretches, 

when the team did hamstring drills and the coaches walked 

around correcting form, Joe Cinched whenever Aoach 

slapped his ass. j tiny qerk, a tightening of his qaw, Muickly 

masked. But I saw it. I saw it because I spent my shifts 

watching every single one of them.

I started paying attention to his shower habits. He al-

ways faced the wall, never turned his back to the room. 

He kept his towel wrapped around his waist until he could 
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pull on his boxers in a corner. Eo one else seemed to notice 

" they were too busy showing oY, Cexing, qoking about 

their dicks. But Joe hid.

1ne afternoon, he came into the kitchen to drop oY his 

practice qersey " he was supposed to collect laundry for 

the team. I was scrubbing a burnt pot, my hands red from 

the heat. He dropped the bag and lingered, glancing at the 

door.

'Hey,' he said, his voice lower than usual. '?ouUre the 

one whoUs always here, right@'

I looked up, blinking. 'Nouse. ?eah. Eeed something@'

He shuVed, uncomfortable. 'Kh, no. Just... you work 

late.'

'Someone has to wash the dishes,' I said with a shrug.

He nodded, not really listening. His eyes were distant. 

I saw the tension in his shoulders, the way his 6ngers 

drummed against his thigh. He was struggling with some-

thing.

I dried my hands and walked over to him, close enough 

to smell his deodorant and the faint tang of sweat. '?ou 

okay, big guy@ ?ou look like youUve got something on your 

mind.'

He laughed nervously. 'Just tired.'
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I touched his arm. 'I give good massages. Helps with 

muscle tightness.'

He looked at my hand on his bicep, then at my face. 

Something shifted in his expression " a Cicker of hope 

mixed with shame. He followed me to the dry storage 

room without a word.

Inside, I locked the door. The room was narrow, lined 

with shelves of rice bags, canned tomatoes, and industri-

al-si8ed containers of Cour. It smelled like cardboard and 

dust. He stood in the middle, his hands shoved in his 

pockets, not meeting my eyes.

'Joe,' I said softly, 'IUm gonna ask you something, and 

you donUt have to answer. But IUve seen you Cinch when 

people touch your ass. ?ou shower like youUre hiding from 

a sniper. Is there something you want to tell me@'

He went still. j long pause. Then his voice crackedW 'IUve 

never... I mean, I think I might like guys too. But IUve never 

done anything. jnd IUm scared"' He broke oY, his face 

reddening.

'Scared of what@'

'Scared of what theyUd say. The team. Ny dad. Lvery-

one.' He pressed his palms into his eyes. 'I canUt stop 
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thinking about it. Being touched there. But IUm too scared 

to try.'

I stepped closer. 'I can help you explore that. Eo qudg-

ment. Eo one ever has to know.'

He looked at me with wet eyes. '?ouUd do that@'

I nodded. 'Turn around. Rean over the rice sacks.'

He hesitated, then obeyed. He braced his arms on a stack 

of 6fty-pound bags, his back arching. I pulled down his 

shorts and his boxers together, exposing his thick thighs 

and the curve of his ass. He was trembling.

I knelt behind him, spreading his cheeks gently. I saw his 

hole, tight and untouched, puckered with anxiety. I leaned 

in and licked a slow stripe from his perineum up to his 

entrance. He gasped, his whole body shuddering.

'Oelax,' I murmured against his skin. 'Ret me take care 

of you.'

I ate his ass slowly, methodically, circling his hole with 

my tongue, dipping inside, tasting the salt of his skin. 

He moaned, deep and guttural, and his hips pushed back 

against my face. I worked my tongue deeper, then slid a 

6nger inside him, feeling his inner walls clench around me.

'9uck,' he breathed. '9uck, that feels"'
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I added a second 6nger, curling upward, searching for 

that sweet spot. Bhen I found it, his knees buckled. He 

cried out, his cock " hard and dripping " slapping 

against the rice bags. I 6nger-fucked his prostate while I 

licked his balls, and he came with a scream muVed against 

a Cour sack, his cum splattering onto the Coor.

He collapsed forward, panting. I wiped my mouth and 

stood, patting his hip.

'That was qust the beginning,' I said. '?ou want more@'

He turned to look at me, his eyes da8ed. '?es. Clease.'

9rom that day on, Joe became a regular. HeUd 6nd me 

after practice, and IUd take him to the storage room, the 

laundry closet, even the shower stall after everyone left. I 

fucked his ass with my 6ngers, then with a cucumber I 

snuck from the kitchen fridge. HeUd beg me to let him fuck 

me, but I refused. I was in control.

I taught him to worship my body too " he learned to 

eat my pussy like I had eaten his, fumbling at 6rst, then 

getting more con6dent. He became addicted to the secre-

cy, the taboo, the feeling of being owned. jnd I became 

his dirty little secret, the dishwashing girl who made his 

hidden desires real.
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He started bringing me gifts " protein bars, a new 

phone charger, cash. I took it all, because this was my game 

and he was my puppet.

---



Chapter 28: 
The Cheerleader 
Captain's Closet 
Case
B rittany was the queen of the camp. Head cheer-

leader, captain, blonde perfection with a smile that 

could charm a stadium and a bitchy streak that could 

cut glass. She treated the other cheerleaders like servants, 

snapped at coaches, and sneered at the kitchen staI like we 

were beneath her notice. But D saw through her.

D saw the way she xinched when Aerek ignored her. 

D saw the way she clutched her phone, waiting for te—ts 

that never came. 'nd D saw the way she complained in the 

locker room T loud enough for everyone to hear T that 

she couldnMt come during se—. Nhat she thought she was 

broken.
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D knew better. Brittany wasnMt broken. She was closeted, 

frustrated, and terri$ed of what that meant. 'nd D was 

e—actly the person to unlock that door.

D started by stealing a pair of her discarded panties from 

the laundry bin. Nhey were white lace, pristine, with a 

faint smell of her sweat and a hint of arousal. D took them 

to my tiny room and masturbated with them that night, 

imagining her squirming under my touch. Dt made me 

wetter than any man ever had.

Nhe ne—t day, D slipped a note into her gym bag while 

she was stretching. Dt said5 0D know whatMs wrong with you. 

Eeet me behind the bleachers at midnight. Bring WY?. T 

Nhe girl who washes your dishes.0

D knew sheMd come. She was too proud to ignore a chal-

lenge, too desperate to leave a mystery unsolved.

't midnight, the camp was dark e—cept for the secu-

rity lights humming along the path. She was there, arms 

crossed, her ponytail tight, her face twisted in annoyance. 

jhen she saw me, her eyes widened.

0@ouV0 she spat. 0Nhe dish ratV jhat the hell do you 

think youMre doingV0

D didnMt xinch. D Cust stood there, letting her anger wash 

over me. 0D know you canMt come with Aerek. D know 
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you think somethingMs wrong with you. NhereMs nothing 

wrong. @ou Cust havenMt had the right person touch you.0

She laughed, harsh and mocking. 0'nd you think youMre 

that personV0

0D know D am.0 D stepped closer. 04ive me $fteen min-

utes. Df DMm wrong, you can punch me and never see me 

again. Df DMm right, you pay me and keep coming back.0

She stared at me, her Caw tight. Nhen she pulled a crum-

pled $fty from her sports bra and held it up. 0éifteen min-

utes.0

D led her behind the bleachers, where the shadows were 

thick and the crickets so loud they drowned out our foot-

steps. D made her sit on a folded mat, and D knelt in front 

of her.

0Nake oI your shorts,0 D said.

She hesitated, then complied. Her legs were toned, 

smooth, her pussy wa—ed bare. D parted her thighs gently, 

leaned in, and licked her from her entrance to her clit in 

one slow, deliberate stroke.

She gasped, her hand xying to my hair. 06h my god.0

D didnMt stop. D licked her clit in circles, then used my 

tongue to xick it, varying pressure, reading her reactions. 
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D slipped two $ngers inside her, curling them upward, and 

felt her walls xutter around me. She was soaking wet.

0@ou like that, donMt youV0 D murmured against her skin.

0Shut up,0 she breathed, but her hips were grinding 

against my face.

D focused on her clit, sucking gently, then harder, while 

my $ngers worked her g-spot.  Her breathing became 

ragged, her moans louder. D felt her tighten, her back arch-

ing oI the mat, and then she came with a cry that was 

half-sob, half-scream. Her cum xooded my $ngers, and D 

lapped it up, savoring the taste of her surrender.

jhen D pulled back, she was staring at the sky, chest 

heaving. She didnMt move for a long moment.

Nhen she looked at me, her eyes vulnerable. 0jhat the 

fuck was thatV0

0Nhat was you $nally letting go,0 D said. 0Low pay up.0

She gave me the $fty, and D saw the addiction already 

forming in her dilated pupils. She wanted more.

She came to me the ne—t night, and the ne—t. D made her 

kneel before me, asked her to say please, to call me 0maMam.0 

She resisted at $rst, but D slapped her across the face T 

not hard, but enough to shock her T and she melted. She 
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needed someone to dominate her, to strip away the bitchy 

armor and $nd the submissive girl underneath.

D ate her pussy in the equipment shed while the team 

practiced, my mouth muCing her cries. D made her go 

down on me, teaching her how to please a woman, correct-

ing her technique with sharp words until she learned. She 

became obsessed. She paid me in cash, in designer clothes 

she stole from the camp store, in whispered confessions 

about her secret fantasy of being tied up.

D never let her touch me the way D touched her. D kept 

myself distant, untouchable. 'nd when she begged me to 

be her girlfriend, D laughed and said no. D was her dirty 

secret, her shameful pleasure, and thatMs e—actly where D 

wanted to be.

Brittany was under my control now. She did whatever 

D asked T $— my schedule, cover for me with the coach, 

even bully the other cheerleaders the way D told her to. She 

thought she was using me, but she was the puppet, and D 

was pulling every string.

'nd no one, not even her $ancD, had any idea.



Chapter 29: The 
Coach's Discipline
C oach Thompson ran the camp like a military op-

eration. He barked orders from the sidelines, his 

voice carrying across the ueld like a bwllhorn. He Bas in his 

late forties, broad-showldered, Bith graying temples and a 

Bedding ring that cawght the swn. The players feared him. 

The cheerleaders admired him. The other coaches deferred 

to him.

Iwt ' saB Bhat they didnzt.

' saB the Bay he stayed behind after everyone left, sitting 

alone in his oAce Bith a bottle of bowrbon hidden in his 

bottom draBer. ' heard the cracks in his voice Bhen he 

called his Bife at night, alBays apologi—ing for being late, 

alBays promising to make it wp to her. @nd ' saB the Bay 

his eyes lingered on the cheerleadersz asses dwring practice 

R hwngry, gwilty, then twrning aBay.
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He Bas a man droBning in responsibility, swYocated 

by his oBn discipline. @nd discipline, ' kneB, Bas Wwst 

another form of hwnger Baiting to be broken.

' started delivering his dinner trays myself. 't Bas a small 

thing R the kitchen staY wswally sent the yowngest kid, 

bwt ' volwnteered. 'zd knock on his oAce door, enter Bith 

my head doBn, and set the tray on his clwttered desk. Hezd 

mwtter thanks Bithowt looking wp. Iwt ' made swre to 

brwsh his arm Bhen ' set doBn the napkin. ' made swre to 

let my ungers linger Wwst a moment longer than necessary.

The urst Beek, nothing. The second Beek, he started 

noticing.

?Powzre  the one Bho brings  my food,?  he said one 

evening, looking wp from a stack of play diagrams. ?Mhatzs 

yowr nameq?

?Sat. Iwt everyone calls me Dowse.?

He froBned. ?Mhy Dowseq?

' shrwgged, letting my eyes drop. ?Iecawse 'zm Owiet. ' 

donzt make trowble.?

He stwdied me for a moment, and ' saB something 

7icker in his ga—e R cwriosity, maybe, or the beginning 

of recognition. He didnzt say anything else, bwt his eyes 

tracked me as ' left.
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' kneB the hook Bas in.

The ne9t evening, ' timed my visit carefwlly. ' kneB his 

rowtineF after dinner, hezd revieB footage for an howr, then 

powr himself a drink. ' Baited wntil ' heard the clink of 

glass against glass, then knocked.

?Come in.?

' entered Bith his tray. The bowrbon bottle Bas owt 

on the desk, half-empty. His tie Bas loose. His eyes Bere 

bloodshot.

?1ong day, Coachq? ' asked, setting the tray doBn.

He rwbbed his temples. ?1ong season.?

' didnzt leave. 'nstead, ' Balked arownd his desk and 

stood beside his chair. ' let my hand rest on his showlder, 

feeling the tension coiled in his mwscles.

?Powzre carrying a lot,? ' Bhispered. ?' can help.?

He looked wp at me, startled. ?Mhat are yowR?

' moved behind his chair and pressed my thwmbs into 

the knots at the base of his neck. He 7inched, then groaned 

as ' dwg deeper. ' Borked his trape—iws, his deltoids, the 

tight cords rwnning doBn his spine. He leaned forBard, 

resting his elboBs on the desk, letting me Bork.

?Thatzs... thatzs good,? he breathed.
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?@wst rela9,? ' said. ?Pow donzt have to be in control all 

the time.?

' let my hands slide doBn his chest, over his pecs, then 

loBer, to his belt. He stiYened.

?Sat, 'zm marriedR?

?' knoB.? ' wnbwckled his belt. ?Thatzs Bhat makes it 

better.?

' pwlled his cock owt R already half-hard, thick and 

veined. ' leaned over his showlder and licked the tip, tasting 

the salt of his pre-cwm. He groaned, his hand 7ying to the 

back of my head, bwt he didnzt pwsh me aBay.

' sank to my knees behind his desk, taking him into my 

mowth Bhile he sat in his leather chair, staring at the door 

like someone might Balk in at any second. ' sBalloBed him 

deep, my tongwe Borking the wnderside of his shaft, my 

ungers cwpping his balls. He bwcked his hips, fwcking my 

throat Bith increasing desperation.

?8h god, oh fwck,? he Bhispered. ?This is so Brong.?

' pwlled oY Wwst long enowgh to Bhisper, ?Thatzs Bhy 

yow need it.?

' took him again, deeper this time, letting him hit the 

back of my throat. His breathing became ragged, his hips 

Werking. ' felt him tBitch, felt the heat bwilding, and ' 
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dowbled my pace. He came Bith a choked gasp, 7ooding 

my mowth Bith hot, bitter cwm. ' sBalloBed every drop, 

milking him wntil he sagged back into the chair.

' Biped my mowth and stood, adWwsting my apron. 

?xame time tomorroBq?

He stared at me, da—ed, his cock still Bet. ?Peah. xame 

time.?

Brom then on, it became owr ritwal. Lvery evening after 

practice, 'zd und him in his oAce, and 'zd kneel wnder his 

desk Bhile he revieBed footage. xometimes 'zd bloB him 

for thirty minwtes, edging him wntil he begged. xometimes 

'zd let him unish in my mowth, and hezd collapse like a man 

released from a year of prison.

He never towched me. ' never let him. ' Bas his release 

valve, his secret sin, his discipline wndone. @nd Bhen he 

Bon the camp championship game, he credited his ?men-

tal clarity? to the team.

Iwt ' kneB the trwth. ' Bas the one Bho kept him clear. 

@nd that secret Bas mine.

---



Chapter 30: The 
Kicker's Release
M ax was invisible. That was the thing about kickers 

— no one noticed them until they missed. He 

was skinny, quiet, with a mop of brown hair and a per-

petually worried expression. He practiced alone on the far 

end of the Ield, drilling the same forty-yard kicks over and 

over, muttering to himself when the ball sliced wide.

He had a girlfriend back home — 'Sd seen her picture on 

his phone during lunch. Nhe was pretty, with long blonde 

hair and a bright smile. They talked every night, but ' 

could hear the strain in his voice. Nhe wanted him to quit 

football, move back, start a real life. He wanted to prove 

himself.

' saw the pressure eating him alive.

' started sitting near him during meals. Aot next to him 

— that would be too obvious — but at the same table, 

a few seats away. 'Sd nibble my food, watching him push 
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his tray around, never eating. 1ne day, ' slid over and sat 

across from him.

YUou donSt look hungry,Y ' said.

He looked up, startled. Y1h. jh, Pust not feeling it.Y

Y?re-game PittersWY

He laughed bitterly. YLvery day is pre-game.Y

' smiled, soft and shy. Y' know a way to take the edge oB.Y

He raised an eyebrow. Yzhat, drugsWY

YAo. Fetter.Y ' leaned in. YMeet me behind the equip-

ment shed at midnight. Trust me.Y

He showed up. ' knew he would. He was wearing his 

practice shorts and a hoodie, looking nervous and young.

Yzhat are we doingWY he asked.

' didnSt answer. ' pulled him into the shadows behind 

the shed, where the @oodlights didnSt reach. ' dropped to 

my knees and unVipped his shorts before he could protest.

Yzait, wait—Y he started.

YNhh,Y ' said. YRet me help you.Y

' took his cock into my mouth — thin but long, al-

ready stiBening. ' worked him slowly, deliberately, using 

my tongue to tease his frenulum. He gasped, his hands 

Inding my shoulders.

YCuck, that feels...Y
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' didnSt let him Inish. ' deep-throated him, taking him 

all the way down, and he cried out into the night air. ' 

felt his hips start to thrust, and ' let him, letting him use 

my throat like a toy. He came fast — too fast — with a 

desperate groan, spilling into my mouth.

' swallowed and stood. YAow go sleep. UouSll kick better 

tomorrow.Y

He stared at me, mouth open. Y' donSt even know your 

name.Y

Y?at. Aow go.Y

The next day, he hit all Ive Ield goals in practice. He 

found me after, his eyes bright. YThat was insane. ' felt... 

calm.Y

' smiled. Y' told you.Y

1ur arrangement continued. Lvery night, 'Sd meet him, 

and 'Sd blow him in a diBerent location — behind the 

bleachers, in the equipment closet, once in the empty 

shower room. He started lasting longer, his stamina im-

proving. His girlfriend complained that he was always too 

tired to talk on the phone, but he didnSt care.

' taught him to eat me out too, one night when the 

humidity was thick, and the mosquitoes were biting. He 

hesitated at Irst, but ' guided his head between my thighs, 
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and he learned. He got good at it — too good. ' let him 

cum inside my mouth sometimes, letting him watch me 

swallow, and heSd look at me like ' was a goddess.

Fut ' never let him fuck me. ' kept that boundary. ' 

was his secret relief, not his girlfriend. End when camp 

ended, 'Sd disappear, and heSd be left with nothing but the 

memory of my mouth and the guilt of his betrayal.

That was the only payment ' needed.

---



Chapter 31: The 
Team Doctor's 
Prescription
D r. Reynolds was a serious man. Tall, lean, with 

silver-rimmed glasses and a clinical demeanor. He 

ran the medical  tent with epciency, treating sbrains, 

strains, and the occasional concussion. The blayers re-

sbected him, fut they also keared his needle-sharb tongue 

when they kajed inIuries.

' noticed him during my —rst weej. He didnBt looj at me 

x no one did. Aut ' noticed the way he lingered over the 

kemale athletesB inIuries, his touch Iust a kraction too care-

kul. The way he brescrifed eMtra massages kor the cheer-

leaders. The way his eyes kollowed ArittanyBs legs when she 

stretched.

He was a bredator in a white coat, hiding fehind bro-

kessionalism. Nnd ' jnew eMactly how to trab him.
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' kajed a wrist inIury. ' wrabbed my dominant hand in 

a dishrag and waljed into the medical tent, cradling it lije 

it was frojen.

Dr. Reynolds loojed ub krom his clibfoard, irritated. 

?YhatBs wrongP?

?' hurt my wrist,? ' said, my voice tremfling. ?' canBt 

wash dishes lije this.?

He sighed, but down his ben, and gestured kor me to sit. 

He tooj my hand, unwrabbing the rag, bojing at my wrist 

with cold —ngers.

?Does this hurtP?

' winced x a berkect, bracticed wince. ?zes.?

?How afout thisP?

?Eo.?

He krowned. ?' donBt thinj itBs frojen. @rofafly a 

sbrain. 'Bll wrab it.?

Ns he reached kor the elastic fandage, ' touched his jnee 

with my kree hand. He kroVe.

?Thanj you, Doctor,? ' said, my voice sokt. ?zouBre so 

gentle.?

He loojed at my hand on his jnee, then at my kace. His 

eMbression shikted x krom brokessional to bredatory. He 

didnBt remove my hand.
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?@at, is itP?

?zes. Aut everyone calls me Souse.?

?Souse,? he rebeated, lije he was tasting the word. 

?Yhy are you touching my jneeP?

' leaned in. ?Aecause ' thinj you need something more 

than Iust treating sbrains.?

He was <uiet kor a moment, his eyes scanning my kace. 

Then he stood, locjed the tent =ab, and turned to me.

?zouBre blaying a dangerous game, Souse.?

?Lo are you,? ' said.

He bulled me ub, bushed me against the eMamination 

tafle, and jissed me x rough, hungry, nothing lije the 

gentle doctor act. His hands roamed my fody, s<ueeVing 

my freasts, gribbing my hibs. ' let him, fecause this was 

eMactly what ' wanted.

He fent me over the tafle, yanjed down my shorts, and 

drove into me without warning. ' gasbed x not krom bain, 

fut krom the sudden kullness. He kucjed me hard, kast, lije 

heBd feen holding facj kor years. His —ngers dug into my 

hibs, his freath hot on my necj.

?zouBre going to fe my little secret,? he grunted.

' moaned, arching my facj. ?zes, Doctor.?
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He  came  inside  me,  bumbing  deeb,  and  collabsed 

against my facj. ' kelt his cum dribbing down my thigh, 

and ' smiled.

That was the feginning. Overy akternoon, during his 

?opce hours,? heBd call me in kor ?treatment.? HeBd fend 

me over the same tafle, or bush me onto the cot, or maje 

me jneel on the =oor while he kucjed my mouth. He was 

rough, demanding, and always in control.

Aut ' was the one in control all along.

' jnew he was married. ' saw the kamily bhoto on his 

desj. ' jnew he had a daughter my age. Nnd ' jnew that ik 

he ever tried to end our arrangement, ' could ruin him.

Aut ' didnBt blan to end it. ' blanned to jeeb him coming 

facj, jeeb him addicted, jeeb him risjing his career and 

his marriage kor a taste ok my bussy. Nnd when camb was 

over, 'Bd vanish, leaving him with nothing fut the memory 

and the kear that ' might, one day, tell his wike.

That was my medicine. Nnd ' was addicted to the cure.



Chapter 33: The 
Head Cheerleader's 
Boyfriend
B rianna was everything I wasn't. Tall, blonde, with 

legs that went on forever and a smile that could stop 

traSc. khe was the head cheerleader, the one all the other 

girls wanted to be, the one all the guys wanted to fucD. khe 

Dnew it too. khe walDed around camp liDe she owned it, 

her ponytail swinging, her voice carrying across the Held as 

she called out routines.

khe had a boyfriend named -avis. —e visited on weeDj

ends, driving three hours from the university to spend 

time with her. —e was goodjlooDing in a cleanjcut way 

M broad shoulders, sandy brown hair, a Aaw that could 

cut glass. —e played lacrosse, I'd heard. —e was nice too, 

which made it worse. —e held doors for people. —e said 
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please and thanD you. —e brought Brianna smoothies after 

practice.

End Brianna treated him liDe an accessory.

I watched them during lunch. khe'd sit with her cheerj

leader friends, ignoring him while they gossiped about 

other s"uads and complained about the heat. -avis would 

sit there, stirring his food, looDing around the cafeteria 

liDe he was searching for something. —e'd try to touch her 

hand, and she'd pull away, too busy talDing to notice.

I saw the frustration building in him. The way his Aaw 

tightened when she dismissed him. The way his eyes linj

gered on other girls M not with hunger, but with longing. 

—e wanted to be seen. —e wanted to be wanted.

I Dnew e?actly how to give him that.

I started with pro?imity. I'd YaccidentallyY walD past him 

when he was alone, sitting on the bleachers waiting for 

practice to end. I'd sit a few rows down, reading a booD, 

letting him notice me. The third time, he spoDe.

Y—ey, you worD in the Ditchen, right@Y

I looDed up, widejeyed, shy. YVeah. I wash dishes.Y

YI'm  -avis.Y  —e  e?tended  his  hand.  YBrianna's 

boyfriend.Y
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I shooD it, my palm clammy. YI'm Fat. Rveryone calls me 

Nouse.Y

YNouse,Y he repeated, smiling. YThat's cute.Y

I blushed, dropping my gaWe. YI should get bacD to 

worD.Y

But I didn't leave. I stayed, letting the silence stretch, 

letting him Hll it. —e did.

Y8an I asD you something@Y

I nodded.

Y-o you ever feel invisible here@ OiDe, everyone's so foj

cused on themselves that you Aust... disappear@Y

I looDed up at him, my eyes meeting his. YEll the time.Y

komething passed between us then. E 2icDer of recogj

nition. I let my hand drift to my Dnee, then to the bench 

beside me M close to his thigh, but not touching.

YVou're not invisible to me,Y I whispered.

—e didn't move away.

That night, I found him at the campHre pit, alone, long 

after everyone had gone to bed. —e was staring into the 

embers, a beer in his hand. I sat down ne?t to him, close 

enough that our shoulders brushed.

Y8ouldn't sleep@Y I asDed.
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Ykhe's in her cabin with the girls,Y he said. Ykome bondj

ing thing. khe told me to entertain myself.Y

Ykounds lonely.Y

—e laughed bitterly. YVeah. ktory of my life.Y

I reached over and tooD the beer from his hand, taDing 

a sip. Then I set it down and turned to face him.

YI can Deep you company,Y I said. YIf you want.Y

—e looDed at me, really looDed at me, liDe he was seeing 

me for the Hrst time. YVou're diJerent, Nouse.Y

Yko are you.Y

I leaned in and Dissed him. koft at Hrst, tentative. —e 

responded after a second, his hand coming up to cup my 

cheeD. The Diss deepened, and I felt his tongue brush mine. 

I pulled bacD, breathless.

YLot here,Y I said. Y3ollow me.Y

I led him to the maintenance shed behind the e"uipj

ment building. The locD was old and easy to picD M I'd 

scouted the location days ago. Inside, the air smelled of 

gasoline and cut grass. E single bulb hung from the ceiling, 

casting yellow light over dusty shelves.

I turned to him and dropped to my Dnees.

Y@hat are youMY
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Ykhh,Y I said, unbucDling his belt. YOet me taDe care of 

you.Y

I pulled out his cocD M already hard, thicD and cut, with 

a vein running along the underside. I licDed my lips, then 

tooD him into my mouth. —e groaned, his hands Hnding 

my hair, gripping but not pushing. I worDed him slow, 

savoring the taste of his sDin, the way his breathing hitched 

when I swirled my tongue around the head.

Y3ucD, Nouse,Y he breathed. YThat feels incredible.Y

I doubled my pace, taDing him deeper, letting him hit 

the bacD of my throat. I felt his prejcum on my tongue, 

salty and warm. I moaned around him, the vibration maDj

ing his Dnees bucDle.

YI'm gonnaMY he started.

I pulled oJ Aust long enough to whisper, Y8ome in my 

mouth. I want it.Y

—e did. @ith a guttural cry, he spilled into my throat, 

hot and thicD. I swallowed every drop, milDing him until 

he sagged against a shelf. I wiped my mouth and stood.

—e stared at me, daWed. YThat was...Y

YBust what you needed,Y I said, adAusting my shirt. Ykame 

time tomorrow@Y

—e nodded, still catching his breath.
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I slipped out of the shed and into the night, leaving him 

alone with his guilt. End I smiled, because I Dnew he'd be 

bacD. I Dnew I'd be his secret, his release, his shame. End 

Brittany would never Dnow.

That was the best part.

jjj



Chapter 33: The 
Equipment 
Manager's 
Apprentice
C ody was eighteen, fresh out of high school, working 

his mrst sujjer bop at the caj.H ve was tall and 

lanky, with acne scars on his cheeks and a constant look 

of nerqous uncertaintyH ve was the e'ui.jent janagerEs 

a..rentice, which jeant he s.ent his days hauling gear, 

inTating footpalls, and fetching water for the .layersH

ve was inqisiple tooH -qen jore than jeH Mhe coaches 

yelled at hijH Mhe .layers ignored hijH Mhe cheerleaders 

looked through hij like he was furnitureH ve ate lunch 

alone, sitting on an oqerturned pucket pehind the e'ui.A

jent tent, scrolling through his .honeH
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8 saw the loneliness in hijH 8 saw the hungerH Snd 8 knew 

ezactly how easy heEd peH

8 started with sjall interactionsH 8Ed :accidentally: run 

into hij in the e'ui.jent storage rooj, poth of us reachA

ing for the saje roll of ta.eH 8Ed a.ologiFe, stajjer, and 

hurry awayH 8Ed leaqe a cu. of lejonade on his workpench 

with a note that saidY :?or youH: 8Ed porrow a footpall froj 

hij and return it with a shy sjileH

8t took four days for hij to crackH

:@ouEre the kitchen girl, rightV: he asked one afternoon, 

mnding je sitting on the pleachers during jy preakH

:Nouse,: 8 saidH :Snd yeah, 8 wash dishesH:

:8Ej CodyH: ve sat down nezt to je, a little too closeH 

:Mhanks for the lejonadeH Mhat wasHHH niceH:

8 sjiled, tucking a strand of hair pehind jy earH :@ou 

looked thirstyH:

ve laughed nerqouslyH :8Ej always thirstyH 8tEs so hot 

hereH:

8 let jy hand rest on the pench petween us, .inky 

prushing hisH ve didnEt joqe awayH

:8 know a .lace where itEs cool,: 8 saidH :?ollow jeH:

8 led hij to the laundry rooj in the pasejent of the 

jain puildingH 8t was sjall, craj.ed, mlled with the huj 
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of industrial dryersH Mhe air was thick with the sjell of 

detergent and fapric softenerH 8 locked the door pehind usH

Cody looked around, confusedH :Jhat are we doing 

hereV:

8 didnEt answerH 8nstead, 8 .ushed hij against the wall 

and kissed hijH ve froFe for a second, then jelted, his 

hands mnding jy waistH 8 felt his cock hardening against 

jy thigh through his shortsH

:vaqe you eqer peen with a girlV: 8 asked, .ulling packH

ve shook his head, his face redH :LoH 8 jean, 8Eqe done 

stu7, put notHHH:

:Lot all the wayV:

ve noddedH

8 sjiledH :8 can teach youH:

8 dro..ed to jy knees and .ulled down his shortsH vis 

cock s.rung out > long and thin, aljost touching his 

pelly putton, with a slight curqe to the leftH 8 wra..ed jy 

hand around it, feeling it twitchH

:?ust relaz,: 8 saidH :Det je show you what feels goodH:

8 took hij into jy jouth, slowly, letting hij feel the 

warjth of jy tongueH ve gas.ed, his hands Tying to the 

wall pehind hij for su..ortH 8 worked hij gently, puildA
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ing a rhythj, letting jy saliqa coat his shaftH 8 took hij 

dee.er and dee.er, until the ti. hit the pack of jy throatH

:1h god,: he whis.eredH :1h fuckH:

8 .ulled o7 and looked u. at hijH :8 want you to fuck 

jy jouthH Can you do thatV:

ve nodded, his eyes wideH

8 took hij again, and this tije, 8 let hij thrustH ve 

started slow, awkward, put 8 guided his hi.s with jy 

hands, showing hij the rhythjH ve got faster, harder, his 

preathing raggedH 8 felt his .reAcuj on jy tongue, tasted 

his des.erationH

:8Ej going to coje,: he gas.edH

8 .ulled o7 and stroked hij with jy hand, aijing his 

cock at jy faceH ve caje with a shuddering cry, ro.es of 

cuj s.lashing across jy cheek, jy li.s, jy chinH 8 closed 

jy eyes, letting it .aint jy skinH

ve colla.sed against the wall, preathing hardH :8Ej sorry, 

8 didnEt jean to>:

8 wi.ed jy face with a towel froj the laundry .ileH 

:IonEt a.ologiFeH Mhat was .erfectH:

8 stood and unlocked the doorH :Raje tije tojorrowV:

ve stared at je, still catching his preathH :@eahH IemA

nitelyH:
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8 left hij there, his cuj still warj on jy face, knowing 

8Ed jade another con'uestH veEd pe packH veEd pe addictA

edH Snd 8Ed pe his secret, his mrst, his shajeH

Mhe pest kind of giftH

AAA



Chapter 34: The 
Assistant Coach's 
Son
J ake was nineteen, visiting his father for the summer. 

His dad was one of the assistant coaches,  a loud, 

red-faced man who screamed at the players from the side-

lines. Jake was the opposite — quiet, thoughtful, with 

a book always in his hand. He had dark curly hair and 

deep-set brown eyes that seemed to hold secrets.

I noticed him on the third day. He was sitting under 

a tree near the practice Beld, reading a worn paperback. 

He looked up when I walked past, and our eyes met for a 

second. He smiled. I looked away.

Aut I felt it. x pull. x recognition.

I watched him over the ne't few days. He didnjt par-

ticipate in camp activities. He wasnjt a player or a coach. 

He was Rust... there. Weading. Salking. @itting alone at 
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meals. His father ignored him. "he players ignored him. 

He e'isted in a bubble of his own making.

I wanted to pop that bubble.

I approached him during lunch, when the cafeteria was 

loud and chaotic. I sat down across from him without 

asking.

PHi,P I said.

He looked up from his book, surprised. PHi.P

PIjm Mat. Nveryone calls me Youse.P

PJake.P He closed his book, setting it aside. P?ou work in 

the kitchen, rightDP

I nodded. Pxnd youjre the coachjs son.P

He snorted. P"hatjs one way to put it.P

I leaned in. P?ou donjt seem like you want to be here.P

PI donjt. Yy dad thinks I need to jtoughen up.j @o he 

dragged me here for the summer.P He shook his head. PIjd 

rather be anywhere else.P

PYe too,P I said.

I let my hand rest on the table, close to his. He looked at 

it, then at me.

PShy are you talking to meDP he asked.

PAecause you look like you need someone to talk to.P
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He was quiet for a moment. "hen he smiled — a real 

smile, warm and sad.

P?eah. Yaybe I do.P

"hat night, I found him sitting on the dock by the 

lake, his feet dangling over the water. "he moon was full, 

casting silver light across the surface. I sat down ne't to 

him, close enough that our shoulders touched.

PKouldnjt sleepDP I asked.

PLever can,P he said. P"oo many thoughts.P

I reached over and took his hand. He tensed, then re-

la'ed, his Bngers intertwining with mine.

POo you want to forget your thoughts for a whileDP I 

asked.

He turned to look at me. His eyes searched mine, look-

ing for something. I didnjt blink.

P?es,P he said. PI do.P

I leaned in and kissed him — slow, deliberate, tasting 

the mint of his toothpaste. He responded with a hunger 

that surprised me, his hand cupping the back of my head, 

pulling me closer. I felt his tongue slide against mine, and 

I moaned softly.

I broke the kiss and stood, pulling him up. P2ollow me.P
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I led him to the boathouse, a small wooden structure at 

the edge of the lake. Inside, it smelled of damp wood and 

old rope. I spread a tarp Ijd stashed there earlier across the 

=oor.

Jake looked at me, his eyes dark. Pxre you sureDP

I answered by pulling o> my shirt.

I lay down on the tarp, pulling him on top of me. He 

kissed my neck, my collarbone, my breasts. His hands e'-

plored my body, tentative at Brst, then bolder. I felt his 

cock pressing against my thigh, hard and eager.

I reached down and guided him inside me.

He gasped as he entered, his forehead pressing against 

mine. P2uck, you feel so good.P

I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper. 

PYove,P I whispered. P2uck me.P

He did. @low at Brst, then faster, building a rhythm that 

made the tarp rustle beneath us. I arched my back, meeting 

his thrusts, feeling the heat build in my belly. I bit my lip 

to keep from crying out.

PIjm going to come,P he said, his voice strained.

PKome inside me,P I said. PI want to feel it.P
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He did, with a shuddering groan, his hips pressing deep. 

I felt his cum =ooding me, hot and thick. I held him, 

letting him ride out the waves.

Se lay there afterward, breathing hard, tangled togeth-

er. He kissed my shoulder.

P"hat was incredible,P he said.

PIt was,P I agreed.

Aut I was already thinking about the ne't target. "he 

ne't conquest. "he ne't secret.

Ijd be gone before he woke up. xnd hejd spend the rest 

of the summer wondering if I was real, or Rust a dream.

I liked it that way.


