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Chapter 1 – Vacation Escape
Emily Carter let out a long, happy sigh as she stepped out of the Orlando airport into the thick Florida heat. Six glorious days. No emails. No 7 a.m. Zoom calls. No Kevin from accounting asking her to “circle back.” Just theme parks, ridiculous amounts of buttery resort food, and the sweet freedom of being a nobody in one of the happiest place on earth. She’d booked a mid-tier resort right on park property-nothing fancy, but it had three pools, a lazy river, and a bar that stayed open until 2 a.m. Perfect. 
By her third night she was glowing. She’d spent the day at different parks, screaming on rollercoasters, stuffing her face with ice cream, and people-watching like it was her full-time job. Now she was showered, lotioned, and poured into a tight little black dress that hugged her tits and barely covered her ass. No bra. Tiny red thong. Vacation Emily didn’t give a fuck. The resort bar was loud, dark, and pulsing with bass. Neon lights reflected off rows of liquor bottles. Emily claimed a stool at the far end, ordered a sickly-sweet strawberry margarita, and scrolled through her phone with zero intention of answering any work messages.

That’s when he sat down right next to her. “Rough day in paradise?” His voice was low, smoky, amused. Emily looked up and forgot how to speak for a second. Holy. Fucking. Shit. He was tall, at least 6’3”, with broad shoulders that filled out a black button-up perfectly. Sleeves rolled up to show tattoos snaking down his forearms. Messy dark hair, sharp jaw, and eyes the color of expensive whiskey that looked like they’d seen every filthy thing the world had to offer. His grin was pure trouble. “Not rough at all,” she said, matching his smile. “Just celebrating the fact that I haven’t checked my work email in forty-eight hours.”

He laughed, deep and warm. “Dangerous habit. I might have to keep you distracted so you don’t relapse.” They clicked instantly. His name was Mason. He was funny as hell-dry, sarcastic, quick with the self-deprecating jokes. They traded vacation horror stories, argued over the best churro in the parks, and somehow ended up debating whether pineapple belonged on pizza (he was wrong, obviously). Every time he leaned in closer, his knee brushed hers. Every time he laughed, his hand rested a little higher on her thigh. Two margaritas and one shot of tequila later, the air between them felt electric. 

“You’re trouble,” Emily murmured, biting her lip as his thumb traced slow circles on the inside of her bare thigh. Mason’s eyes dropped to her mouth. “You have no idea, baby.” When he leaned in and spoke right against her ear, his breath hot on her skin, she shivered. “My suite is upstairs. King bed. Floor-to-ceiling windows. And I really, really want to see what you sound like when you come.” Emily’s pussy clenched so hard she had to press her thighs together. “Lead the way.”

The elevator ride was pure foreplay. The second the doors closed he had her against the wall, kissing her like he was starving. Big hands grabbed her ass, squeezing hard as he ground his very obvious, very large erection against her stomach. Emily moaned into his mouth, sucking on his tongue, fingers tangled in his hair. They stumbled into his massive suite barely clothed. Mason kicked the door shut and spun her around, bending her over the back of a plush leather couch. He shoved her dress up to her waist and ripped her thong down her legs in one rough motion. “Fuck,” he breathed, dropping to his knees behind her. “Look at this dripping little cunt.” 

His tongue dragged up her slit in one long, messy stroke. Then he devoured her-loud, wet, filthy sounds filling the room as he ate her pussy from behind like a man possessed. Two thick fingers pushed inside her, curling, pumping, while his tongue flicked her swollen clit. Emily’s legs shook. She came hard within minutes, moaning loud enough that she was glad the suite was probably soundproofed. Mason stood up, unzipped, and pulled out the biggest cock she had ever seen. Thick, veiny, heavy. The swollen head was already leaking pre-cum. At least nine inches and girthy enough that her mouth watered and her pussy fluttered at the same time. “Think you can handle it?” he asked, voice dark with lust as he stroked himself. “I want it,” Emily panted. “All of it.” 

He didn’t tease. He lined up and pushed in-slow at first, stretching her open inch by inch. Emily’s mouth fell open in a silent cry as her pussy swallowed his massive cock. When he finally bottomed out, balls deep, she felt so full she could barely breathe. “Fuuuuck, you’re tight,” Mason groaned. “This greedy pussy is gripping me like a vice.” Then he started moving. Long, deep strokes at first, letting her adjust to his size. Then harder. Faster. The wet, obscene slap of his heavy balls against her clit echoed through the suite. He reached around and rubbed her clit while he fucked her, growling filthy praise in her ear. “That’s it, baby. Take every inch of this cock. Such a good little slut for me already.” 

Emily came again, harder this time, squirting down his shaft and soaking his balls. Mason didn’t stop. He pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the couch, threw her legs over his shoulders, and slammed back inside. The new angle let him pound even deeper. Her tits bounced out of her dress with every thrust. Drool slipped from the corner of her mouth. He fucked her through two more orgasms before he finally let himself go. “Gonna fill this pussy up,” he snarled, hips snapping forward. “You want my cum, Emily?” “Yes-fuck-please!” Mason buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep, animalistic groan. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her cunt. So much that it immediately started leaking out around his cock, running down her ass in messy white streaks. He kept grinding, pushing every drop deeper, until she was shaking and whimpering. But he wasn’t done. 

He carried her to the bedroom, threw her on the massive king bed, and spent the next two hours absolutely wrecking her. He made her ride him, hands gripping her hips as she bounced on his huge cock, tits in his face. Then he flipped her onto all fours and fucked her from behind again, pulling her hair, slapping her ass. He face-fucked her sloppy, drooling mouth until tears streamed down her cheeks and her mascara ran. He ate her cum-filled pussy until she screamed, then slid back inside her and fucked her slow and deep while whispering the nastiest things in her ear. 

By the time they finally collapsed in a sweaty, sticky heap, Emily was a complete wreck-thighs trembling, pussy red and gaping, leaking his cum in thick globs onto the sheets. Her lips were swollen from sucking him. There were fingerprint bruises on her hips and bite marks on her tits. Mason pulled her against his chest, still half-hard and pressed against her ass, and kissed the top of her head. “Best fucking vacation detour I’ve had in years,” he murmured, voice husky with satisfaction. Emily smiled sleepily against his skin, blissed out and utterly fucked-out, having absolutely no idea that the man who just ruined her for anyone else was one of the biggest rock stars on the planet.

Chapter 2 – Rock Star
Emily woke up sore in the best possible way. Her thighs ached, her pussy felt raw and tender, and there was still dried cum crusted on her inner thighs and stomach. Mason’s heavy arm was draped over her waist, his big body curled around hers like he owned it. “Morning, gorgeous,” he rasped, voice thick with sleep. His morning wood pressed hot and insistent against her ass. She smiled, grinding back against him lazily. “Morning, stranger.” They fucked again before they even got out of bed-slow, lazy, spooned from behind while he reached around to rub her clit. He came deep inside her again, then made her suck him clean before they showered together.
Two hours later they were out in the bright Florida sun, walking through the massive theme park complex like any other couple. Emily wore a short sundress and sneakers. Mason had on a baseball cap, sunglasses, and a plain black t-shirt that still somehow made him look illegally hot. The day was perfect. They rode every big coaster, screaming and laughing like idiots. Mason kept his hands on her constantly-on her lower back, her ass, pulling her in for quick kisses between rides. He bought her ridiculous souvenirs, overpriced churros, and frozen drinks. They took silly selfies together, tongues out, making stupid faces. But something weird kept happening. People were staring. A lot. Phones kept pointing their direction. At first Emily thought it was nothing-just tourists being tourists. But by mid-afternoon it was constant. Groups of girls whispering and snapping pics. Guys giving Mason respectful nods. A few even straight-up asked for photos with him.

“Why do people keep taking pictures of us?” she laughed after the third time. “Do I have something on my face?” Mason just grinned that cocky grin and pulled her closer. “Maybe they think you’re hotter than me.” She rolled her eyes and let it go. She was having too much fun to care. They spent the entire day like that-high on sugar, adrenaline, and each other. Every time they found a semi-private spot (behind a gift shop, in a quiet corner of the park), Mason would back her against a wall and kiss her stupid, hands sliding under her dress to squeeze her ass or brush over her soaked panties. By evening she was aching for him again.

They had an incredible dinner at a fancy rooftop restaurant inside the resort-steak, lobster, expensive wine, candlelight. Mason couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Under the table his hand stayed between her thighs the entire time, slowly teasing her clit through her panties until she was biting her lip to stay quiet. “You’re gonna make me come right here,” she whispered. “Good,” he murmured, pressing two fingers harder. “I want you dripping down your thighs when we leave.” She did. The second they got back to his suite the door barely clicked shut before he was on her. Mason shoved her against the wall, yanking her sundress up and ripping her panties down. He dropped to his knees and buried his face in her cunt, licking and sucking like a starving man. Loud, sloppy, obscene sounds filled the room as he ate her out-tongue fucking her hole, sucking her clit, two thick fingers pumping deep while she moaned and gripped his hair.

Emily came hard on his tongue, legs shaking, flooding his mouth with her juices. He stood up, spun her around, and slammed his huge cock into her soaked pussy in one brutal thrust. “Fuuuuck!” she screamed. He fucked her like an animal-hard, deep, relentless. The wet slap of his heavy balls against her clit echoed through the suite. He reached around and rubbed her clit furiously while pounding her, growling filthy praise. “That’s my good little slut. Taking this fat cock so deep. Your pussy is creaming all over me, baby.” He pulled out, dragged her to the couch, and sat down so she could ride him reverse cowgirl. Emily sank down on his massive dick, moaning as he stretched her wide again. She bounced hard, ass rippling, tits bouncing free from her dress while he slapped her ass and called her his dirty vacation whore.

After she came again he bent her over the dining table, legs spread wide, and railed her from behind until she squirted all over the floor. Then he carried her to the bedroom, threw her on her back, folded her in half, and fucked her so deep she saw stars. He came three times that night-once down her throat while she gagged and drooled all over his balls, once all over her tits, and finally a massive load deep in her pussy while she begged for it. They were both wrecked, covered in sweat and cum, when they finally collapsed. Emily reached for the remote, giggling as she turned on the TV for background noise. And then the world exploded.“-breaking news tonight: Rock star Mason Vale was spotted all over Orlando with a mystery woman-” Emily froze. The screen showed crystal-clear paparazzi photos of them. Kissing at the bar. Him grabbing her ass in the elevator hallway. The two of them walking through the theme park, holding hands. One particularly explicit shot of them making out hard against a wall. The news anchor kept talking excitedly: “Mason Vale, lead singer of the biggest rock band in the world, has been keeping a low profile after his recent breakup, but sources say this new woman spent the night in his private suite...”

Emily sat up slowly, staring at the screen in horror. Mason Vale. She knew that name. Everyone knew that name. His face had been on billboards, magazine covers, and every gossip site for years. Sold-out stadium tours. Grammy winner. Sex symbol. Walking scandal. She turned to look at him, eyes wide. “You... you’re
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