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        To the bitches who battled burnout by writing copious amounts of smut.

        It's me. I'm bitches.
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      This is a quick introduction to every pairing and the content explored in each chapter. Please read with care by consulting the content information before diving in! Happy reading!

      1. SHE-SHED

      Characters: Clarissa and Michael, cis M/F pairing

      stuck in a window, consensual non consent, anonymous sex, established relationship, previously discussed scene

      2. SUNDAY HORNING

      Characters: Elise and Greyson (from Fighting Instincts), cis M/F pairing

      omegaverse, cockwarming, slight orgasm denial, fluff

      3. GETTING STEAMY

      Characters: Hail and Torch, cis M/M pairing.

      public enemies-private lovers, temp play, people with powers, bickering as foreplay, angst, fluff

      4. YUMMY MUMMIES

      Characters: Corrine and Theo, cis M/F pairing

      consensual somnophilia, voyeurism, aftercare is implied, established relationship

      5. HOW TO DRIVE YOUR GIRLFRIEND CRAZY

      Characters: Maeve and Galen (from How Not to Date a Demon), cis M/F pairing

      teratophilia, daddy, femdom, praise, established relationship, coming untouched.

      6. EXFLORATION

      Character: Brie, cis female

      teratophilia, sex pollen, tentacles (vines), dubious consent, brain fog, sentient sex plants, pollination, squirting, auditory kink, voice recording with dubious consent, slightly graphic hiking accident, light dollification

      7. A BAR FULL OF REGRETS

      Characters: Marrec and Sawyer, cis M/M pairing

      people with powers, rough sex, like they fight with fists as foreplay, probably masochism, angst, horny villains, drawn blood, second chance romance, reunion, soft smiles for soft fools

      8. PEG YOU LATER

      Characters: Elise and Stellan (from Fighting Instincts), cis M/F pairing

      omegaverse, two omegas, pegging, strap-ons, fluff

      9. MESSY NEST

      Characters: Elise and her pack (from Fighting Instincts) cis MMFMM pairing. Continuation of Peg You Later

      why-choose, omegaverse, oral, double vaginal penetration, lots of cum, cumplay, breeding if you squint, throat grabbing

      10. SMALL MERCIES

      Characters: Lila and Natalie, cis F/F pairing

      friends to lovers, micro/macro (big & smol), stretching, belly bulge, questionable use of art supplies

      11. HALLOWEEN HUNT

      Characters: Morgan and Torren, cis M/F pairing

      teratophilia, primal play, size difference, werewolf, implied aftercare, shifted sex
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      Clarissa was a smart woman. She liked to think she practiced common sense on a daily basis. However, when there was an animal in need, all of it went out the window.

      Which, ironically, is how she ended up in this… predicament.

      “Come here you little shit,” she seethed, reaching for the kitten through the tiny window in the storage shed. Her hips wouldn’t fit through, so this was as far as she could go.

      Kitten mewed at her in distress, covered in dust and cobwebs, and her heart melted. “Let me help you!” she pleaded. Poor thing looked no better off than she was, but she was determined to⁠—

      A scratch of claws sounded on the other side of the small storage shed, and her mouth dropped open as a full grown cat entered the shed from a small hole behind a fallen piece of wood. The calico eyed her suspiciously as she hovered over the kitten, sniffing and making the cobwebs blow around its little ears.

      “You’ve gotta be kidding me,” she huffed. “Now you come get your baby?”

      The momma cat sneezed before chomping on the back of the kitten’s neck. It squeaked in only the way kittens could, but momma just ignored the poor thing as she spun around and left the same way she’d come in, legs waddling around her charge.

      Clarissa went limp, the sill of the small window biting into her stomach. “Fine,” she grumbled, and widened her stance, planting her hands on the wall of the shed framing the window and tucked her hips back.

      Her waist slid through the window, but the frame bit into her back and shoulders and breasts when she tried to go further.

      Her breath caught. No.

      She wiggled with more earnestness, shimmying her hips back and forth and trying to squeeze her chest through.

      The wood dug into her shoulder blades, and she ignored the pain, knowing if she could just endure it for a few more seconds, she’d be free and it wouldn’t even matter.

      But the more she pushed, the more it hurt until she had to give herself a break. Shit.

      Her husband was just inside, hosting poker night with all his buddies, and her cheeks flamed with embarrassment. She would never live this down. Clarissa would be the laugh of the entire neighborhood if this got out.

      No. I can do this, she thought. If she could get herself out, no one would have to know.

      Behind her, the fire crackled where she’d been working on burning some of the brush they’d culled out of the front yard. The fixer-upper they’d bought was proving to be more trouble than it was worth, but a little determination went a long way.

      And she was determined to get her ass out of this tiny window before someone found her and turned her into the laughing stock of the neighborhood.

      “Fuck!” she hissed, trying to envision how she’d gone in.

      Arms first, outstretched in front of her. Clarissa mimicked the pose, and wobbled on her tip toes, her balance totally shot from the odd angle. She tried to wiggle backwards anyway, but⁠—

      Her shoulders banged into the small window, rattling, and she hissed at the burst of pain along her shoulder blade.

      She hung her head in humiliation.

      Her phone was tucked in the pocket of her hoodie, but with her arms stuck inside the shed, she couldn’t exactly reach it, could she?

      A please come pull me out of the window text to her husband wouldn’t be possible.

      So she was on her own.

      What did she do to deserve this? She’d just been enjoying the cool fall evening, listening to the fire crackle when the little screams of the distressed kitten had reached her ears. She’d tracked the damned thing down to the shed, didn’t feel like interrupting poker night to get the key, and just knew she could fit through the small window on the side with no issue.

      Well, there was a big fuckin’ issue now, wasn’t there?

      She huffed, shivering against the cold now that she didn’t have the heat from the fire to keep her all toasty.

      Clarissa wiggled for the better part of she didn’t know how long. She tried going forward, thinking even if she was locked inside the shed it would be better than being stuck in the window sill.

      When she heard the back door clang shut, her breath caught, heart picking up in her chest.

      Shit. The shed was partially hidden by some landscaping and trees, and Clarissa wasn’t sure she was ready to be found. Not while all her husband’s poker buddies were here!

      Stubbornly, she held her breath and stilled, refusing to make a noise in case it was one of his friend’s out here, and not Michael himself.

      Steps sounded on the porch, down the stairs to the fire pit, and she tensed.

      If whoever it was hadn’t seen her yet, they surely would if they happened to glance around the bushes.

      She scoffed silently. Who would be poking around their yard⁠—

      A soft gasp sounded, followed by a low wolf whistle.

      Clarissa hung her head. Shit.

      “I know, I know,” she called out. “But I have an explanation! There was a kitten stuck in here!” Her voice echoed inside the shed.

      A doubtful hum sounded from the man—whoever was out there—but he didn’t speak. She squinted into the dark. The sounds were muffled through the shed walls and the window, and she couldn’t quite tell if it was Michael or one of his friends who’d discovered her predicament.

      “I’m serious! I didn’t wanna come interrupt poker night, and I thought it’d be an easy squeeze. I was wrong,” she admitted, sighing audibly. “I’ve tried everything. I think maybe if we got the key, you could pull from the inside and maybe that would w⁠—”

      Her voice died in her throat as she heard the grass crunch nearby, and in the next second she felt another body near hers, if only because the wind was suddenly barred from reaching her. She squeaked just like that damned kitten had as two big hands framed her waist and tugged.

      “Ow, ow, ow!” she shouted as the square frame dug into her chest and back and shoulders and under her arms and— basically everywhere.

      The hands loosened, and she sagged into the window sill, trying to prop her arms beneath her to ease the dig of it into her torso. It situated her higher up and she was even able to place her feet flat on the ground. However, it sent her hips backwards as well, and she paused to find the person right behind her. She squeaked as she brushed against the front of his body, her thin yoga leggings not offering much of a barrier between her and the bulge in his pants.

      Clarissa swallowed. “Michael?” she called out.

      No answer came from the mystery man and her pulse quickened.

      Then those hands wrapped back around her waist and she held her breath, bracing for the pain of being tugged against the frame again.

      Instead, he just held her still and⁠—

      Her cheeks turned bright pink, not that anyone could see them, as he rubbed his definitely growing bulge against her ass.

      “Uhm…” she whispered. Shit.

      What was she going to do?

      His fingers swiped under her hoodie, finding bare skin and she gasped, stomach caving in at the gentle touch. The hands were large, spanning her belly, and she covered her mouth, eyes wide as she stared into the darkness of the shed.

      The warm—almost hot in contrast to the cool air—touch made chills break out across her skin, and she shivered as it tickled up her spine.

      Clarissa tried one last time to free herself, flattening her palms against the walls and pulling with all her might. Her hips jammed into the window frame, and she gritted her teeth against the sting.

      The man behind her tsked, and she strained her ears once again, but his voice was so muffled by the shed she couldn’t tell if she recognized the tone.

      Clarissa couldn’t imagine any of his friends finding her and not immediately snapping into action to get her free. So it had to be Michael out there, sliding his fingers along her back, playing at the waistband just above her ass.

      A little pinch of heat tugged at her core.

      Her breath caught as he fixed his fingers in the band and tugged. Clarissa froze as he pulled them down her ass, fresh chills peppering her bared skin.

      But what if it isn’t? Her subconscious supplied.

      She hung her head, jolting back up a split second later at the big, warm palm that caressed the swell of her ass. He shuffled closer, knocking her feet apart, and she tried to catch her balance with her tiptoes, scuffling her shoes against the ground.

      It didn’t help much, and she played right into his hands. He nudged his hips into her, pushing her through the window a little more, and her feet left the ground entirely.

      The width of her hips caught at the frame, the chilled wood and plastic biting into her freshly bared skin.

      His palms spanned the front of her thighs, warm hands kneading and slipping closer and closer to her cunt.

      She froze, balanced precariously over the window sill, and yet unable to tip one way or another, not for the thick body slowly forcing his way between her thighs. He made room for himself as if he belonged there, and she wasn’t sure how she felt about the way her body was heating at the intimate touches.

      Despite the fact she didn’t know—couldn’t know for absolute certainty that it was her husband’s hands gliding along her skin and not one of his friends, heat was blooming a little more with each touch, each brush of his fingers against forbidden bared skin.

      His hands trailed from the front of her thighs, up and nearly over her mound, to slide around her hips and to the globes of her ass. She covered her mouth in shame as he pulled her cheeks apart, could feel his gaze latch between her legs.

      The longer he stared, the more she willed him to move, the more chills skittered across her skin, making her nipples bead beneath her sweatshirt. The fabric was pulled taut, caught in the frame along with her hips, and each time she shuffled, they brushed against the soft fabric, just scratchy enough to send electric tingles straight to her core.

      “Wait—n…” Clarissa shouted before she muffled the sound with her own hands, hiding the way it dissolved into a moan.

      The man brushed his fingers between her legs, gliding them through her lips and finding the well of arousal.

      He chuckled, and she wished the stupid window offered her more sound, because she still couldn’t hear the voice clearly, not over the thump of her pulse in her ears. Even so, the deep, dark rumble of it made her shudder.

      Clarissa knew she’d willed him to move, but she couldn’t shake off how forbidden the situation as his fingers dragged through her folds. They were slick with her arousal, and she jerked, her knee banging against the outside of the shed as his finger brushed over her clit.

      Tingles spread from the touch, her mouth slowly falling open beneath her palm as he returned, locating the sensitive nub. She shivered, from the cold, from the warm body pinning her into the window, from the way he stroked over and over, working her bundle of nerves until she was clenching around nothing.

      Clarissa gasped, an orgasm approaching with all the grace of a thunderstorm, welling slowly, fattening up the clouds in her mind with a haze of humidity, of pleasure and a terrible mixture of need.

      More, she wanted to plead.

      Stop, she felt compelled to say.

      What if it wasn’t Michael?

      She tried to collect her thoughts, tried to center her attention on his hands. Did she feel the cold brush of a wedding ring on his fourth finger, or was it her overactive, ever hopeful imagination?

      Just as she began to quiver in the beginnings of an orgasm, just as a cry parted her lips as pleasure began to wash over her, the dark clouds finally too heavy to hold—it was gone in the same instant.

      Chilled air brushed over her skin and she shivered for a totally different reason, i.e, not the orgasm that had been so close she could taste it.

      If this was Michael, she would’ve pouted, would’ve lashed out in a way he was sure to find absolutely adorable—before he stuffed her with his cock and turned her complaints to screams.

      But this might not be Michael, and she didn’t know what was going on beyond the walls of the shed, so Clarissa remained quiet, frozen in the man’s absence as her near orgasm drained away, the storm rolling past without so much as a drop.

      She startled when he returned, fitting himself back between her legs. Clarissa couldn’t help it, but when he slid a hand back where it belonged, she parted her thighs more, and he rewarded her by sliding a finger inside her core.

      She panted, high pitched breaths lost in the darkness of the shed, nipples straining against the fabric of her hoodie, cunt catching around the digit like she could keep him from leaving again.

      Clarissa muffled her whines as he returned with a second finger, sliding through her wetness effortlessly, pressing inside her with purposeful moves.

      “Nnf,” a moan escaped and she bit at her lips to muffle the next.

      He curled his fingers within her, hunting her gspot and he found it like a goddamned pirate with a map and her cunt marked the X. She slapped a hand against the wall of the shed and hung her head, dark locks of hair falling to obscure her vision further.

      He twined and stirred his fingers inside her, and she wondered if it sounded half as filthy as it felt. Each time his palm pressed between her cheeks on each thrust, she felt how wet his hand was, practically dripping with her arousal.

      “Noo,” she whined as he left her again.

      When he returned, he parted her thighs and notched the head of his cock at her core. Clarissa moaned at the first push, felt the perfect mushroom shape even through the latex⁠—

      A condom.

      Her eyes widened, though it didn’t provide any extra light in the darkness.

      She and Michael didn’t use condoms. Didn’t have to.

      Tears welled, but she didn’t try to stop him, knowing it was far too late for that—and secretly, she was thrilled.

      He still punched a moan from her throat on the first thrust. She drew a shaky breath as he withdrew, and pushed it out of her as he plunged inside.

      His pace was instantaneous, fast and deliciously forbidden as he drove in and out of her. His hands circled her waist, held her still—not that she was going anywhere, lodged in the window—as his hips slapped into her ass again and again.

      Clarissa hated how good it felt, how perfect his cock forged through her cunt, how she squeezed around him on every thrust, trying to hold him inside her. Only for him to retreat, dragging himself against her walls.

      He angled her higher, and her hair brushed against the hoodie as she swayed back and forth almost comically if not for the breaths and moans dripping from her lips just like the tears squeezed from the corners of her eyes.

      Her lips parted on a shout as he drilled her gspot, ruining her from the inside out one thrust at a time. She was coming undone with each plunge, visions filling her head.

      What if Michael found her like this? Speared on the cock of one of his friends. How would he react?

      She whined at the stupid, filthy thoughts, but then they scattered as the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Content Information
      


      		
        1. She-Shed
      


      		
        2. Sunday Horning
      


      		
        3. Getting Steamy
      


      		
        4. Yummy Mummies
      


      		
        5. How to Drive Your Girlfriend Crazy
      


      		
        6. Exfloration
      


      		
        7. A Bar Full of Regrets
      


      		
        8. Peg You Later
      


      		
        9. Messy Nest
      


      		
        10. Small Mercies
      


      		
        11. Halloween Hunt
      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Also By Lana Kole
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also By Lana Kole


      		About the Author


    


  



OEBPS/images/img_0803.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image-1.jpg
< 151 Tocey Besisling Author 2
Lonw
~#y (o






OEBPS/images/ssaen-one-title-page.jpg
Spice

LANA KOLE





