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I’m Samantha, and let’s just say I have a bit of a… habit. It’s not like I’m addicted or anything, but I’ve got a taste for it, and I can’t get enough. It’s just so… satisfying. And the best part? I can do it anywhere, anytime. Like right now, for instance. I’m lounging on my couch, my favorite spot, and my good pal Mike is sitting across from me. He’s got no idea what’s about to happen. He’s just here for a chill hangout, maybe watch a movie or something.

Mike’s a cool guy, one of those friends with benefits types, but we’ve never really gone there. He thinks we’re just friends, and I like to keep it that way. It’s easier, you know? But that doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy a little tease now and then. So, here I am, wearing these shorts that hug my thighs just right, and a t-shirt that shows off my… assets. I can feel his eyes on me every so often, but he’s a good sport, plays it cool.

As we talk, I start to get that familiar feeling, the one that starts in my core and spreads like wildfire through my body. It’s a craving, really. So, I casually lean back, stretch my legs out, and let my hand slip under the fabric. My heart starts to race a little, knowing what I’m about to do. The couch is old and a bit lumpy, but it’s seen better days—like when I was in high school, sneaking in some “me-time” while my parents thought I was asleep.

Mike’s rambling on about his shitty job and his even shittier boss, but I’m not really listening. I’m too busy focusing on the soft, steady strokes I’m giving myself, feeling the wetness build. It’s a slow burn, and I love every second of it. My breath starts to hitch, and my cheeks get a little pink. I’m not being obvious, but I’m definitely not hiding it either. It’s like I’m daring him to say something, to make a move. But he’s a good boy, keeps his eyes on the TV, pretending he doesn’t notice.

And that’s when it hits me—I’m not just doing it for the pleasure. I’m doing it for the power. The power of knowing he wants me but can’t have me, not like this. The power of watching his reactions, his eyes flicking over to me when he thinks I’m not looking. It’s like a silent dance we’re doing, and the anticipation is almost better than the climax itself. But I can’t wait forever. I need this release. So, I close my eyes, let my hand do its magic, and let out a little gasp. Just loud enough for him to hear.

Mike’s story about his job trails off, and there’s this thick silence in the room. I can feel his eyes on me now, burning through my clothes. He’s trying so hard to be a good guy, not to look, but he’s only human. And let’s be honest, I’m not making it easy for him. My other hand moves to my chest, playing with my nipples through the thin material of my shirt. They’re hard little peaks, begging for more attention. I bite my lip, the pressure building inside me like a coiled spring about to snap.

Without warning, I sit up, my hand still tucked away between my legs. “You okay over there, Mike?” I ask, smiling sweetly. He’s frozen, his eyes wide and his cheeks flushed. “You seem a little… distracted.”

“I’m fine,” he stammers, clearing his throat. “Just… thinking about work.”

“Mm-hmm,” I murmur, not buying it for a second. But I let him off the hook—for now. “So, what movie should we watch?”

The tension is palpable as he fumbles with the remote, trying to play it cool. I can see the outline of his erection straining against his pants. Poor guy. I lean back again, my hand returning to my sweet spot. “How about something… steamy?” I suggest, my voice low and sultry.

He swallows hard, and I can almost hear his brain racing, trying to decide if he should just go for it or play it safe. The anticipation is exhilarating. I start to pick up the pace, my breathing becoming more erratic. And then, I feel it—that delicious moment when everything inside me starts to tighten.

“Sam, are you…?” Mike’s voice cracks, and I open my eyes to see him staring at me, his own hand hovering over his crotch.

“Yeah,” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “I am.” And with that, I let myself go over the edge, my body shuddering with pleasure.

The room is still, the only sound the distant hum of the air conditioner. Mike’s eyes are glued to me, his jaw slack. I sit up, my hand still buried in my shorts, and give him a knowing smile. “What?” I say innocently. “You’ve never seen a girl take care of herself before?”

He shakes his head, his voice thick with lust. “It’s just… you’re so… fucking hot.”

“Thanks,” I say, my cheeks flushing with a mix of pleasure and mischief. “But I’m not done yet.” And with that, I lean back and start all over again, enjoying the show I’m putting on for him. This time, I don’t bother hiding the sounds I make, the little whimpers and gasps that escape my lips.

Mike’s eyes are glued to me, his hand definitely not on the remote anymore. I can see the battle raging in his mind, the desire to jump over the couch and ravish me fighting with his ingrained sense of respect and friendship. But I’ve never been one to shy away from a challenge. So, I sit up, straddle him, and whisper, “But maybe it’s time for a little help.”

His eyes go wide, but before he can say anything, I’ve claimed his mouth with mine, my hand reaching for the button of his pants. The kiss is hot and urgent, his tongue sliding against mine. And as I feel his cock spring free, I know that our friendship is about to take a very interesting turn. The kind that involves a lot less talking and a whole lot more action.

Mike’s hands are on me now, exploring my curves, and I can’t help but moan into his mouth. He tastes faintly of mint, and it sends a shiver down my spine. His fingers find their way under my shirt, teasing my nipples before moving down to the waistband of my shorts. With a swift movement, he pulls them down, and I lift my hips to let them fall to the floor.

He groans, breaking the kiss, and looks down at my pussy. It’s wet, glistening in the dim light of the room. “Sam, you’re so fucking wet,” he murmurs, his voice hoarse with need. And before I can say anything, he’s sliding his cock inside me, filling me up in one smooth stroke. I gasp, my nails digging into his shoulders as I feel the pressure build once again.

He starts to move, slow and deep at first, but I know he won’t be able to hold back for long. And neither can I. I begin to rock my hips, meeting him thrust for thrust. The friction is delicious, and the way he fills me up is pure heaven. Our bodies move together in perfect harmony, like we’ve been doing this for years, not minutes.

Mike’s grip tightens, his breathing growing ragged as he picks up the pace. And I can feel it—that sweet, sweet release that’s been building up inside me. “Fuck, Sam,” he grunts, his hips pistoning into me. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Do it,” I pant, my voice barely above a whisper. “Cum inside me.”

And with that, he lets go, his cock pulsing as he empties himself into me. I follow suit, my orgasm ripping through me like a tornado, leaving me trembling and gasping for breath. We stay like that for a moment, our hearts racing, our bodies entwined.

Then, with a mischievous smile, I lean in and whisper, “So, what did you think of the movie?”

He laughs, breathless, and pulls me closer. “Best fucking show I’ve ever watched.”

And with that, we collapse onto the couch, tangled in a mess of limbs and discarded clothes. The TV is still playing in the background, but we’ve created our own little world here, one where the lines of friendship and desire blur together in the most delicious way possible.

As we catch our breath, I can’t help but think about what this means for us. Will we go back to being just friends with benefits, or has this crossed a line we can’t uncross? But for now, I don’t care. I’ve got Mike’s arms around me, and that’s all that matters. Plus, there’s always tomorrow for those pesky relationship talks. Tonight, we’re just going to enjoy the afterglow.
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It’s been a week since that unforgettable night with Mike, and the memory of it still sends a shiver down my spine every time I think about it. But, as much as I enjoyed pushing the boundaries of our friendship, I can’t help but crave a new thrill. And so, my thoughts turn to Rich, another one of my guy friends who’s always had a certain… spark with me. He’s the kind of guy who can make you blush with a single glance, and his deep, rumbling laugh never fails to make my knees weak.

I decide to invite him over under the guise of needing help with a DIY project. I know he’s a sucker for a damsel in distress, especially if that damsel is wearing a pair of short shorts and a tight tank top that leaves little to the imagination. The stage is set, the scene is perfect.

As Rich walks in, I make sure to bend over just right, giving him a peek at my ass. He tries to play it cool, but I see the way his eyes linger, the way his Adam’s apple bobs as he swallows. I hand him a screwdriver with a flirty smile, and we get to work on the bookshelf. But the tension in the room is palpable, like a live wire waiting to be touched.

We chat about this and that, the usual banter between friends, while my hand sneaks under my shorts







































