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☆The Loft Reunion☆

Vara Kane’s loft was a raw sanctuary, its exposed brick and steel beams bathed in the neon glow filtering through floor-to-ceiling windows. The air was heavy with the scent of leather and her own musk, the hum of the city a distant pulse. Sprawled on her king-sized bed, Vara was naked, her black tank top and jeans discarded, her 9-inch cock hard and throbbing, her pussy slick with need. A rare night off had her restless, her body craving release after weeks of dominating and submitting. She gripped her shaft, stroking slow, her other hand teasing her clit, fingers dipping into her wet folds, a low moan escaping her lips as she imagined Jace’s mouth on her.

Her hips bucked, her fingers plunging deeper, three curling in her pussy, fucking herself with a rhythm that had her gasping, her cock leaking pre-cum onto her stomach. “Fuck, need you,” she groaned, her voice raw, picturing Jace’s tight ass clenching around her. She grabbed a thick dildo from the nightstand, 10 inches and veined, lubing it, sliding it into her pussy, thrusting hard, her cock twitching with each stroke. Her moans grew louder, the bed creaking, her body teetering on the edge, when her phone buzzed, snapping her back. A text from Jace: At your door. Let me in, Vara. Need you bad.

Her heart raced, her dominance and vulnerability colliding. She tossed the dildo aside, not bothering to dress, and buzzed him up, opening the door to find Jace, his jacket damp from a sudden rain, his dark eyes burning with hunger. “Couldn’t stop thinking about you,” he rasped, stepping inside, his hands already on her, pulling her close, his lips crashing into hers, all tongue and desperation, tasting whiskey and want. Vara moaned, her cock pressing against his thigh, her pussy dripping, their bond electric.

Jace didn’t wait. He pushed Vara onto the bed, spreading her thighs, his tongue diving into her pussy, lapping at her sweet heat, sucking her clit, making her writhe. “Taste so fucking good,” he growled, his fingers teasing her ass, sliding one in, then two, stretching her, her moans sharp, her cock throbbing untouched. Vara’s hands tangled in his hair, her vulnerability bare, but her dominance stirred. “Fuck me, Jace,” she gasped, and he obeyed, stripping, his hard cock bobbing, lubing himself, thrusting into her ass, slow, then hard, the bed shaking, her gasps raw, her pussy clenching.

Jace fucked her relentless, his hands pinning her wrists, their eyes locked, a tenderness in his roughness. “You’re mine,” he growled, but Vara flipped the script, pushing him off, straddling his hips, her 9-inch cock poised at his ass. “And you’re mine,” she snarled, thrusting in, splitting him open, her hips snapping, his moans desperate, his cock leaking onto his stomach. She fucked him hard, one hand stroking his shaft, the other rubbing her own clit, their bodies a tangled, sweaty mess, the loft echoing with wet slaps and crude groans.

They switched again, mutual and feral. Vara rode Jace’s cock, her pussy gripping him, her moans sharp as he thrust up, while her fingers fisted his ass, three deep, pushing him to the edge. “Cum for me,” she hissed, and he did, his cum spurting inside her, her pussy milking him, her own orgasm crashing, her cock unloading across his chest, some hitting his lips, his tongue darting out to taste. They collapsed, panting, Jace’s head on her shoulder, their laughter soft, their hands intertwined, the city’s glow a backdrop to their raw connection.

Vara kissed his forehead, her voice low. “Stay the night,” she murmured, and Jace nodded, his smile warm. “Always,” he whispered, their bond deeper, their bodies spent, the loft a haven of their shared sin.
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☆The Rooftop Reckoning☆

The rooftop was a jagged perch above the city’s neon veins, its gravel-strewn surface littered with cigarette butts and rusted vents, the air sharp with the tang of tar and distant rain. Detective Vara Kane leaned against a crumbling parapet, her leather jacket open, her black tank top clinging to her sweat-slick curves, her jeans tight around the thick bulge of her 9-inch cock, pulsing with anticipation. She was here for a late-night meet with Marcus “The Bull” Vega, the drug boss whose slutty surrender in the club had left her craving more. He’d texted, promising intel on a cartel shipment, but Vara knew his real price—her dominance, her cock, and a night he’d never forget.

Marcus emerged from the stairwell, his hulking frame silhouetted against the city’s glow, his tailored shirt unbuttoned to reveal a muscled chest, his eyes burning with need. “Got your info, cop,” he rumbled, his voice gruff but trembling, his tough-guy act a thin veil over his craving. “But you gotta earn it.” Vara smirked, stepping close, her scent—leather, musk, and raw power—flooding his senses. “You want me to cuff you and fuck you senseless, don’t you?” she purred, her tone thick with filthy promise, pulling her handcuffs from her belt, the steel glinting in the moonlight.

Marcus nodded, his submission instant, his breath hitching as Vara grabbed his wrists, cuffing them behind his back, the click echoing in the night. She pushed him to his knees, gravel biting his shins, her hands ripping his shirt open, nails scraping his chest, coaxing a sharp groan. “You’re my bitch tonight,” she growled, unzipping her jeans, her 9-inch black cock springing free, thick and glistening, swaying inches from his lips. But Vara loved the warm-up, loved breaking him slow. She grabbed her baton, its sleek surface cold, and dragged it along his jaw, teasing, watching him shiver.

“Beg for it,” she snarled, circling him, the baton trailing down his spine, dipping between his cuffed hands to brush his ass through his pants. Marcus’s voice was a desperate plea. “Fuck me... start with that, please,” he groaned, his hips twitching, craving her control. Vara yanked his pants down, exposing his muscled ass, and lubed the baton, sliding it in slow, stretching him, fucking him with deep, deliberate thrusts, his grunts raw, the rooftop echoing with their filth. “So fucking tight,” she hissed, working the baton faster, her free hand stroking her cock, keeping herself on edge, his moans a symphony of need.

The baton was just foreplay. Vara tossed it aside, her hunger too fierce for toys. She uncuffed Marcus, only to recuff his hands to a rusted pipe overhead, his body stretched, vulnerable. “You ready for this dick?” she taunted, spitting on her cock, rubbing the tip against his stretched hole. “God, yes... fuck me!” Marcus begged, his voice breaking, his submission total. Vara thrust in, hard and relentless, her cock splitting him open, her balls slapping his thighs, the pipe creaking under his weight. “Take it, you greedy slut,” she groaned, pounding him, one hand gripping his hip, the other jerking his thick cock, pushing him to the edge.

Their pleasure was mutual, primal. Marcus’s moans grew frantic, his cum spurting across the gravel, his body trembling, but Vara didn’t slow, her dominance unyielding. She fucked him deeper, the city’s glow a blur, unloading hard, her cum filling his ass, leaking down his thighs as she pulled out. She stepped back, panting, her cock softening, but Marcus’s eyes still begged, his submission a gift. “The shipment’s at Pier 9, midnight,” he rasped, spent, wrecked, hers.

Vara uncuffed him, zipping up, her smirk wicked. “Good boy,” she said, leaving him slumped against the pipe, the rooftop a shrine to their shared sin, the intel hers, his body claimed.
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