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  Chapter one
The Line Forms


Amalia Reyes yanked her bag higher on her shoulder as she and Luke walked into the cramped little bookstore. The bell over the door gave a pathetic jingle, barely heard over the low murmur of people packed between the shelves. The place stank of old paper and burnt coffee, but none of that mattered. All she could see was the table at the front, black cloth thrown over it, and behind it, Karl Voss—the man whose filthy words had been making her wet for months. 
Heat crawled up Amalia’s neck as she stared at him. Karl looked just like his author photos: big, broad, the kind of man who could make a room shut up just by standing there. His hair was dark, cut short, with streaks of gray that made him look even more dangerous. His eyes were cold and sharp, scanning the crowd like he was picking out prey. The black shirt he wore clung to his chest and arms, sleeves shoved up to show off thick, veiny forearms. Amalia’s mouth went dry. She’d read his latest book, Shadows of Desire, three times, each time ending up with her hand between her legs, cumming harder than she ever had with Luke.
Luke squeezed her hand, clueless as always. "Crowded tonight. Glad we got here early." He sounded the same as he always did—nice, safe, boring. Luke was tall, skinny, with hair that never looked brushed. He worked too much, always hunched over his laptop, and their sex life had turned into a joke: quick, silent fucks in the dark, over before she could even pretend to enjoy it. She told herself she loved him, or at least the routine, but right now, with Karl so close, all she felt was a gnawing hunger in her gut.
They got in line, twenty people ahead. Amalia hugged her copy of Shadows of Desire to her chest, the corners biting into her skin. She’d hidden the book from Luke, reading it in the dark while he snored beside her, one hand between her legs as she imagined being used like the women in the story. The book was filthy—sweat, spit, begging, everything she craved but never got. She’d come hard, biting her lip to keep quiet, pretending it was someone else’s hands on her, not her own.
Now Karl was right there, just a few feet away, and the dirty fantasies she’d had about him felt almost real. She watched him sign a book for some girl, his mouth twisting into a smirk that made her thighs clench. Did he know what he did to women like her? Did he know she was already wet, just from being this close? She shifted, jeans rubbing against her pussy, making it worse.
Luke pulled out his phone and scrolled through emails. "Work never stops," he muttered with a chuckle. "You excited? You've been talking about this guy for weeks."
Amalia nodded, faking a smile. "Yeah, his writing is... intense." That was a joke. Karl’s books were pure filth, all about women getting broken down and begging for it. In Shadows, the main character got stripped of every bit of control, made to crawl and beg, and Amalia had fingered herself to those scenes more times than she could count, wishing someone would talk to her like that, order her to spread her legs and take it.
The line inched forward. A woman in front of them gushed to her friend about Karl's last book tour, how he'd locked eyes with her during the Q&A and made her feel seen. Amalia's stomach twisted with a mix of envy and anticipation. What would it be like to have those gray eyes on her? To feel the weight of his gaze assessing, appreciating, undressing her without a word?
As they drew closer, the bookstore's ambient noise faded into a distant hum. Amalia could now hear Karl's low voice, murmuring thanks to each fan. His tone was gravelly, laced with a subtle authority that sent a shiver down her spine. She glanced at Luke, who was typing a quick reply on his phone, his brow furrowed in concentration. Guilt flickered through her—why was she here, really? Not just for a signature, but for the thrill of proximity to the man who'd awakened something dormant inside her.
Ten people left. Five. Amalia’s breathing got shallow, her nipples hard and aching against her bra. She hadn’t even dressed up—just a blouse and jeans—but now the fabric felt too tight, rubbing her in all the wrong places. Her pussy throbbed, wet and needy, and she clenched her thighs, desperate for relief.
Finally, it was their turn. Luke stepped forward first, handing over his copy with a friendly grin. "Big fan of your thrillers, man. This one's for my wife—she's the real devotee."
Karl looked up, his gray eyes flicking briefly to Luke before settling on Amalia. The contact was electric, like a current running through her veins. He held her gaze as he took the book, his fingers brushing Luke's without breaking eye contact with her. "Is that so?" His voice was deep, resonant, carrying an undercurrent of amusement. "What's your name?"
Amalia tried to speak, but her throat was tight. "Amalia," she croaked, moving closer. Up close, Karl was even bigger, his jaw rough with stubble, and he smelled expensive and dangerous. Her heart pounded, and she felt her panties get wetter, a hot rush between her legs she couldn’t hide.
Karl’s pen paused. "Amalia," he said again, like he was rolling it around in his mouth. His eyes dragged over her face, down to her lips, then lower, staring at her tits through her blouse. He didn’t bother to hide it. Amalia felt naked, her skin burning. "What made you pick up the book?"
She hesitated, feeling Luke right there, watching. "The... way you write about sex. You don’t hold back." Her voice was shaky, too soft, and she saw something dark flicker in Karl’s eyes—like he knew exactly what she meant.
He nodded, pen moving. "Desire is what matters. The wanting. The giving in." His voice dropped, low and private, like he was talking just to her. Amalia’s clit pulsed, picturing him in the dark, ordering her to strip, to get on her knees and beg.
Luke chuckled, breaking the moment. "Sounds heavy. I stick to the action scenes."
Karl gave Luke a fake smile, then looked back at Amalia as he shut the book and pushed it toward her. His fingers pressed into hers, hard and slow, not an accident. The touch shot straight to her cunt. She sucked in a breath, her pussy clenching on nothing, desperate for more.
"Thank you," she whispered, clutching the book to her chest like a shield.
Karl's eyes held hers one last moment. "Enjoy the read, Amalia. Let me know if it... moves you."
They walked away, Luke babbling about coffee. Amalia barely heard him. All she could think about was Karl’s touch, his eyes. Her body was buzzing, panties soaked. She mumbled something about the bathroom and hurried off, needing to get herself under control.
Inside the small, dimly lit space, she leaned against the sink, breathing deeply. The book rested on the counter. Curiosity—or was it temptation?—made her flip it open to the inscription.
For Amalia—may this story continue tonight. Room 1218. Midnight. —K.
Next to the inscription was a hotel key card, black and heavy. Amalia stared, heart pounding. Was this real? Karl Voss wanted her? Her pussy throbbed, a fresh wave of slick soaking her panties. She squeezed her thighs together, biting her lip to keep from moaning out loud.
Luke knocked on the door. "You okay in there?"
"Yeah," she called, voice steady by sheer will. "Just... freshening up."
She shoved the key into her pocket, clutching the book tight. When she came out, she forced a smile for Luke, but the key pressed against her hip, hot and heavy, like a dirty secret she couldn’t wait to use.
The drive home barely registered. Luke talked about the weekend, his hand on her knee, safe and boring. Amalia nodded, but her mind was a mess—Karl’s eyes, his hand, the hotel key. Did he see how desperate she was? How wet she’d gotten just from a look and a touch?
At home, everything was the same. Luke poured wine, they ate greasy takeout, the TV droned on. Amalia drank, but it didn’t help. Every time she moved, she felt how wet she was, her pussy aching for something rough, something real.
Luke leaned in, kissing her neck softly. "You seem distracted. Everything alright?"
She faked a smile and kissed him. Luke’s mouth was soft, boring, nothing like the heat she’d felt with Karl. She let him touch her, his hands on her tits, thumbs rubbing her nipples. She moaned, but it was fake—her mind was on Karl, on being ordered to strip, to kneel, to be used.
Luke thought she was into it and got bolder, unbuttoning her blouse, kissing down her chest. Amalia shut her eyes, picturing Karl watching, telling her she was a good girl. Luke’s hand slid between her legs and found her soaked. He groaned, "God, you’re wet tonight."
She was wet, but not for Luke. The guilt made it worse, sharper. Luke fumbled at her clit, eager but clueless. Amalia ground against his hand, desperate to come, but all she could think about was Karl’s mouth, Karl’s tongue, making her beg for it.
She came, quick and empty, barely feeling it. Luke fucked her on the couch, same as always, steady and boring. He grunted when he finished. Amalia just lay there, body used up, mind still burning for something she couldn’t have.
Later, Luke snored beside her. Amalia stared at the ceiling, the hotel key burning a hole in her pocket. Midnight was still hours away. She told herself it was just a fantasy, but she knew she was already halfway gone.






  
  Chapter two
The Note


Amalia sat at the kitchen island, staring at the empty takeout boxes Luke had dumped in the trash before heading upstairs to shower. The house was dead quiet, just the fridge humming and the old floorboards groaning like they were sick of holding up this charade. The signed book sat in front of her, looking innocent, but it might as well have been a live grenade. Her pussy was still throbbing from the way Karl's fingers had grazed hers, a heat building between her legs that made her want to rip her panties off right there on the cold granite. 
She dragged a nail over the title: Shadows of Desire. Fucking perfect. Luke was upstairs, probably jerking off to Instagram while pretending to shower, thinking his wife was cleaning up like a good little housewife. Predictable. Boring. Safe. She loved him, sure, but their sex life was a joke. Once a week, lights off, missionary, and if she managed to squeeze out an orgasm, it was a miracle. Luke was soft, careful, never rough, never desperate, never made her feel like she was going to break if he didn't fuck her right then and there.
Karl's message was seared into her brain: May this story continue tonight. The key card was still in her coat pocket, a little piece of plastic that felt like it weighed a hundred pounds. She hadn't even touched it yet. Part of her wanted to pretend it wasn't real. The other part—the one that had made her cum twice fingering herself to his book last month—was already soaking her panties just thinking about shoving that card into a hotel door and letting Karl do whatever the fuck he wanted.
The shower shut off upstairs. Footsteps padded across the bedroom floor. Amalia’s pulse spiked. She grabbed the book and slipped into the small guest room at the back of the house—the one they used as an office and occasional reading nook. She closed the door softly and leaned against it, heart hammering.
The room smelled faintly of dust and vanilla from the candle she sometimes lit when she worked from home. Moonlight filtered through half-closed blinds, striping the desk and the worn leather armchair. Amalia set the book on the desk and stared at it like it might bite her. Or kiss her. She wasn’t sure which she wanted more.
Finally, she opened it.
The inscription was in bold, confident strokes:
For Amalia—may this story continue tonight. Room 1218. Midnight. —K.
The key card was tucked neatly beside the words, matte black with the hotel’s discreet gold logo. She picked it up. It was warm from being pressed against the pages—or maybe from her own body heat radiating through her coat all evening. Her thumb rubbed across the magnetic strip. Room 1218. Midnight. Less than three hours away.
Amalia sank into the armchair, legs folding beneath her. The leather was cool against the backs of her thighs. She could still
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