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A Jagged Bastard of Rock and Pine

The battered hardcover sat open on the coffee table, smelling of old paper and impending rain. Rhea sprawled on the sofa, the remote control forgotten in her lap, while Sam hovered over it, tracing the spine with a finger.

Five disparate encounters stitched together not by geography, but by the atmospheric pressure that precedes a storm. A strange conceit, really.

A weather presenter threaded through the whole thing, one who didn’t just predict the sky but seemed to catalogue the human reaction to it: the warnings, the fronts, the delays, and the heavy, suffocating silence right before the deluge breaks.

It was a portrait of anticipation, and as Sam turned the first page, he realized the stories were less about the weather and more about the tension that builds when the world goes quiet.

The mountain loomed, a jagged bastard of rock and pine, its peak swallowed by a thick, rolling fog that crept down like a lover’s breath on sweat-slick skin. Sam trudged the trail, boots crunching gravel, his chest heaving with the kind of raw, primal burn that made his cock twitch just thinking about the wild ahead.

The air was cool, damp, clinging to his stubble like a tease, and every step sank him deeper into the haze.

Visibility?

Shit, he could barely see his own damn hands, but that only sharpened the edge-his ears pricked, his skin tingled, every rustle a promise of something raw waiting in the mist.

He’d come for the climb, the solitude, the chance to jerk off under the stars with nothing but the wind to judge him.

But now?

Now the fog was fucking with him, curling around his thighs like ghostly fingers, tugging at his focus.

The path twisted, blurred, a cruel little game of hide-and-seek.

He squinted, pulse kicking up, the uncertainty sinking into his bones-and his groin. A man alone, lost in the thick of it, senses screaming. Perfect setup for something nasty to unfold.

Then, a shape. Faint, swaying through the murk like a wet dream taking form. Rhea emerged, her silhouette cutting the fog with a slow, deliberate strut that damn near stopped his heart.

She was all legs and shadow, a stranger in a tight jacket and boots that clicked with purpose.

Her hair clung to her neck, damp and wild, and those eyes-fuck, they locked on him like a predator sizing up prey. His dick stirred, instant and unapologetic, straining against his jeans as she closed the gap.

“You lost, hiker?”

Her voice sliced through the haze, low and smoky, dripping with a challenge that made his balls tighten. She stopped a few feet off, hips cocked, one hand resting on her thigh, begging him to imagine it sliding lower.

He could smell her, faint perfume mixed with the earthy tang of mist, and it hit him like a shot of whiskey straight to the gut.

“Could be,” he growled back, stepping closer, his own voice rough with the day’s grit and a hunger he didn’t bother hiding. “You offering to guide me, or just here to fuck with my head?”

His gaze raked her, bold and deliberate, testing the line.

She didn’t flinch-didn’t back off either.

Just smirked, lips parting enough to flash teeth, screaming come get it without saying a word.

The fog thickened, swallowing the world beyond them, a shroud that turned the mountain into their own private den of sin. Her chest rose sharp, nipples pressing against her jacket like they were daring him to notice.

He did.

Fuck, he did.

His fingers flexed, itching to rip that zipper down and bury his face in the heat of her. But she held the moment, teasing it out, her eyes glinting with something dark and knowing.

“Keep up,” she said, turning with a sway that made her ass a goddamn beacon in the gloom.

She started down a fork he hadn’t even seen, her stride confident, hips rolling with every step, yanking him forward like a leash around his cock.

He followed, pulse hammering, the air between them crackling with unspoken filth. The path was gone now, just her and the fog and the promise of something wet and wild ahead.

His boots hit the dirt hard, matching her pace, the tension coiling tight in his gut.

She glanced back once, that smirk still playing on her lips, and he knew-she fucking knew what she was doing to him. The chase was on, deliberate and loaded, every step a dare to see how far he’d push, how deep he’d go.

The fog pressed in, heavy and thick, but all he could feel was the heat building, the slick anticipation of what waited just beyond the next bend.

Sam’s boots pounded the dirt, a frantic rhythm chasing Rhea’s swaying hips through the fog-soaked void. The path was gone-fucked off into the mist like a cruel joke-and now it was just her, a shadow teasing him deeper into the mountain’s guts.

His lungs burned, air rushing past his gritted teeth, every breath a jagged pull that matched the throb in his cock.

She was fast, too fast, her legs cutting through the haze like she owned it, and he was damn near feral to catch her.

The ground shifted under him, slick with wet pine needles, and he stumbled, his heart slamming against his ribs.

“Fuck,” he snarled, catching himself on a jagged rock, the sting of it biting his palm.

Blood and lust mixed hot in his veins.

She didn’t stop-didn’t even look back-just kept that maddening stride, her ass a taunting blur in the murk.

He growled low, the chase lighting him up like a live wire.

A branch snapped somewhere left, and he veered, boots skidding, nearly eating shit as the trail-or what was left of it-dropped into a shallow gully. Rhea was ahead, a flicker of motion, her jacket catching faint light as she ducked under a low limb. Close, but not close enough.

His fingers stretched, the air between them thick with her scent-sweat, leather, something musky that made his balls ache.

He wanted her pinned, writhing, right fucking there in the dirt.

She darted right, a sudden twist, and he lunged, boots slipping again, cursing, hard as steel. The fog swallowed her for a heartbeat, and panic spiked-where the fuck was she?Then, a flash of her hair, wild and damp, and he was on her tail again, heart pounding so loud it drowned the wind.

His jeans chafed, cock straining, every step a jolt of need.

She was playing him, and he loved it-hated it-wanted to rip her open and bury himself in the heat of her.

A root snagged his ankle, sending him flailing, arms windmilling like a dumbass. He caught his breath, chest heaving, and spotted her just ahead, slowing for a split second.

Those eyes hit him again, dark and daring, lips parted like she was tasting the chase too.

“Keep up, hiker,” she purred, voice a velvet blade, and then she bolted, yanking him forward like a dog on a chain.

The ground leveled, but the fog pressed tighter, a wet shroud that clung to his skin, his shirt sticking to his chest like a second lover. He was close now-close enough to hear her sharp breaths, to see the flex of her thighs as she ran.

His hand shot out, fingers brushing the edge of her jacket.

Fuck, so close.

She laughed, low and throaty, and it hit him straight in the groin, a sound he’d jerk off to for weeks.

He pushed harder, running through the haze, the world a blur of gray and her. The chase was everything-urgent, messy, raw.

His pulse hammered, senses screaming, the promise of her body driving him wild.

She was leading him somewhere, and he didn’t give a shit where, as long as it ended with her under him, slick and gasping.

The mountain could have them both, but he’d have her first.

The fog didn’t just close in-it fucking devoured them, a wet, suffocating shroud that shrank the world to a pulsing bubble of heat and need. Sam’s blood roared, Rhea’s whisper-“Let it watch”-a match to the gasoline soaking his restraint.

Her hip pressed against his, deliberate, and he snapped.

No more games.

He grabbed her, hands rough on her waist, yanking her hard against him, her gasp a jagged little sound that made his cock throb.

She didn’t pull back-fuck no-she shoved into him, chest smashing his, nipples like bullets through her jacket.

His mouth crashed hers, teeth clashing in a messy, hungry fumble, tongues slick and wild.

Her lips parted, soft and wet, tasting of salt and the mountain’s raw edge.

He growled into her, hands sliding down, gripping her ass, fingers digging into the firm heat of her like he’d claw through the denim to get inside.

“Fuck, you’re a tease,” he rasped, voice gravel and lust, breaking off to shove her against a tree.

The bark bit into her back, arching her, thighs spreading instinctively. She smirked, eyes glinting, and grabbed his shirt, ripping it open, buttons popping like gunfire.

Her nails raked his chest, stinging and lighting him up, as she ground her hips into his, the bulge in his jeans screaming for freedom.




Not Alone [FLASH]

Sam paused his chase, the fog thickening around him as the story pulled him somewhere else - a different kind of forest, a different kind of hunger. He’d return to Rhea in a moment. First, the nymph.

Rhea halted too, mid-stride, her silhouette rigid against the gray.

“What the fuck was that?” he rasped, voice thick with lust and a flicker of something darker.

She didn’t answer-just cocked her head, listening, her chest rising fast under that tight jacket.

His eyes locked on her tits, the outline screaming for his hands, but the air shifted, and he felt it: they weren’t alone.

A rustle, low and close, snapped his gaze left. Nothing but mist and shadow, yet his skin prickled, senses screaming.

Then-hands.

Not hers.

Cold, rough fingers clamped his wrist, yanking him sideways with a force that made his dick jump and his gut lurch.

“Shit!” he barked, stumbling, wrenching free, but the grip tightened, guiding him hard into the fog. Rhea spun, eyes wide, freezing for a beat before she lunged after him.

“Who’s there?”

she snapped, voice cutting the murk, all business now but still dripping with that edge that made him want to fuck her senseless. No answer-just the hands, relentless, dragging him through the pines.

His boots scraped rock, keeping upright, the stranger’s touch a raw, unyielding command.

His pulse hammered, breath catching again as the fog thickened, the world shrinking to the heat of his body and the mystery hauling him deeper.

He caught a glimpse-Rhea’s shape, close behind, her boots thudding, a brief interruption as she dodged a low branch.

“Sam!” she called, sharp and urgent, and fuck, hearing his name on her lips sent a jolt straight to his balls.

The hands shoved him forward, then released, leaving him staggering, cock throbbing, senses a mess of want and wariness.

He spun, fists up, ready to smash whatever bastard dared interrupt his hunt.

Nothing. Just fog and silence, thick as cum, pressing in. Rhea reached him, her hand grabbing his arm, warm and firm, guiding him back to her orbit.

“You good?”

she asked, breath hot on his neck, her fingers lingering, a slow slide that made his jeans feel like a prison.

He nodded, voice stuck somewhere between a growl and a moan.

Her touch stayed, steadying him, and he felt the shift-her body close, her scent flooding him, the interruption fading into a new kind of heat.

“Something’s out there,” he muttered, eyes raking her, the need to rip her open clawing at him.

She smirked, stepping closer, her hip brushing his.

“Let it watch,” she whispered, lips so near he could taste the dare. The hands were gone, but the tension wasn’t-coiling tighter, ready to snap.

He fumbled her jacket zipper, it snagged, then tore it down, exposing her tits-full, flushed, begging. His mouth latched on, sucking hard, tongue flicking her nipple while his hand shoved between her legs.

She moaned, loud
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