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The last note of the tango vibrated through the studio, a lingering echo of passion and precision. Clara held her final pose, her body arched against Alberto’s, her head thrown back, exposing the elegant curve of her throat. His hand, warm and firm, rested on the small of her back, just above the swell of her buttocks, and her other hand was clasped in his, fingers intertwined, their palms slick with sweat. Her breath hitched, not from exertion, but from the electric current that had arced between them throughout the entire practice. The air in the room, usually cool and clinical, now felt thick, humid, charged with an unspoken hunger.
Alberto’s chest rose and fell against her back, his scent musk, sweat, and something uniquely masculine filling her senses. His breath caressed her ear, sending shivers down her spine. “Perfect, Clara,” he murmured, his voice a low thrum that vibrated through her bones. “Absolutely perfect.”
She leaned into him, her muscles trembling, not just from the demanding routine, but from the raw, undeniable pull she felt towards him. Her reservation, a lifetime companion, was fraying at the edges, dissolving under the intensity of his gaze, the heat of his touch. Slowly, deliberately, he released her hand, his fingers trailing down her arm, leaving a scorching path on her skin. He didn’t step away. Instead, he turned her gently in his embrace until they were facing each other, their bodies barely an inch apart.
Her eyes, wide and dark, met his. The passion that ignited his gaze was a wildfire, reflecting the inferno now raging within her. She saw desire, raw and untamed, mirrored in the depths of his pupils. Her lips parted on a silent gasp, her chest heaving.
“Clara,” he whispered, his voice hoarse, a tremor running through it. His thumb brushed over her lower lip, tracing its delicate curve. Her skin tingled, hypersensitive. She wanted to lean into that touch, to feel the full press of his mouth on hers.
He lowered his head, slowly, giving her every opportunity to pull away. But she didn’t. She couldn’t. Her body was screaming for him, her heart thundering a rhythm that had nothing to do with dance, and everything to do with a basic instinct. His lips, soft and hesitant at first, brushed hers, a feather light touch that promised so much more. Then, with a low groan that seemed to tear from his very soul, he crushed his mouth against hers, a fierce, hungry kiss that devoured her hesitation, her reservations, everything but the burning need that consumed them both.
Her hands, without conscious thought, flew to his shoulders, gripping the taut muscles beneath his shirt. His arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her flush against his hard body. She felt the undeniable proof of his arousal pressing against her belly, a thick, insistent ridge that sent a jolt of pure lust through her. Her own core pulsed, a deep, aching throb beginning between her legs.
His tongue plunged into her mouth, hot and dominant, exploring every curve, every recess. She met him with equal fervor, her own tongue tangling with his, a desperate dance of desire. The kiss deepened, becoming ravenous, greedy. She could taste him – the lingering sweetness of coffee, the salty tang of his skin, and something else, something uniquely his, that sent her senses spiraling.
He broke the kiss, pulling back just enough for their ragged breaths to mingle. His eyes, dark with lust, locked onto hers. “I’ve wanted you,” he rasped, his voice thick with emotion, “since the moment I saw you.”
“I know,” she breathed, her voice barely a whisper. “Me too.”
Without another word, his hands dropped to the hem of her practice leotard, his fingers sliding beneath the fabric, tracing the warm skin of her waist. She shivered, her nipples hardening into tight buds against the thin material. He lifted the fabric, slowly, teasingly, until it was bunched around her breasts. Her sports bra, damp with sweat, was next. With practiced ease, he unhooked it, peeling it away to reveal her full, beautiful breasts, already swollen and aching for his touch.
His eyes devoured them, a low growl rumbling in his chest. “My God, Clara,” he muttered, his voice raw with admiration. He leaned in, his mouth closing over one engorged nipple. A gasp tore from her throat as he suckled, hard and deep, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, sending shivers of pleasure straight to her core. Her knees threatened to buckle, and she gripped his shoulders tighter, burying her fingers in the thick hair at his nape.
He alternated between suckling, licking, and gently biting, driving her wild. Her body arched into him, pressing her aching pussy against the hard length of his cock. She could feel its heat, its immense size, even through their clothing, and the friction was exquisite torture.
He moved his mouth to her other breast, lavishing it with the same intense attention, while his hands worked their way down her body. His fingers found the waistband of her leggings, sliding under the material, tracing the sensitive skin of her hips. She whimpered, her mind dissolving into a haze of pure sensation.
“Let’s get you out of these,” he murmured against her skin, his breath hot. He pushed the leggings down, and she lifted her legs, eager to be free of the confining fabric. They pooled around her ankles, and then he pulled them off, along with her panties, which were already soaked through.
The cool air of the studio hit her bare skin, but the heat emanating from Alberto, from her own aroused body, quickly negated it. She stood before him, naked from the waist down, her pussy swollen and slick, glistening in the muted light.
His gaze dropped, lingering on her sex. He knelt before her, his hands resting on her thighs, his fingers brushing against the soft downy hair surrounding her vulva. “So beautiful,” he breathed, his voice reverent. He leaned in, his tongue tasting her, a light, teasing flick against her engorged clitoris.
Clara gasped, her hands flying to his hair, pulling him closer. “Alberto,” she pleaded, her voice choked with desire. The sensation was overwhelming, exquisite. His tongue was a masterful instrument, swirling, licking, teasing, then diving deep into her folds, tasting her essence. She spread her legs wider, offering herself fully to him, desperate for more.
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He sucked her clit into his mouth, applying a firm, steady pressure that sent shockwaves through her. Her hips bucked involuntarily, her body writhing with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her orgasm built quickly, a rapid ascent to pure bliss, and she cried out his name as her body convulsed, a wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure washing over her. Her legs trembled, and she would have collapsed if he hadn’t held her steady.
He rose, his eyes blazing with triumph and desire. He quickly shed his own clothes, tossing them carelessly to the floor. Clara’s breath caught in her throat as she saw him. He was slender, just as she’d observed during their dances, but beneath the fabric, his body was lean muscle, powerful and sculpted. And then she saw it. His cock. It stood proud and magnificent, thick and long, veined and throbbing, its dark head glistening with pre cum. It was truly enormous, far bigger than anything she had ever imagined, a testament to the rumors she’d heard about him.
Her eyes widened, a mixture of awe and trepidation. “Oh, my God,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.
He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through her. “Too much?” he asked, a playful glint in his eyes, but his gaze was serious, searching hers.
She shook her head, a fierce determination replacing any hint of fear. “No,” she stated firmly, her voice gaining strength. “Perfect.” She reached out, her fingers
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