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I sit on the edge of the bed, my heart pounding in my chest as I wait for Emma. The blindfold she instructed me to wear is soft against my skin, but it does little to ease the anticipation building inside me. Her text had been clear: "Wear this and wait for me. I have a surprise." My fingers trace the edge of the silk, the fabric slipping easily between my fingertips. I can’t stop thinking about what she has planned. Emma’s always been full of surprises, but this feels different. More intimate. More... charged.

The room is quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioner and the distant sound of traffic outside. I’m in her apartment, a place I’ve grown familiar with over the past few months. The scent of her vanilla candle lingers in the air, mingling with the faint trace of her perfume on the pillow beside me. I shift slightly, the fabric of my jeans tight against my thighs. I’d dressed casually, not knowing what to expect, but now I wonder if I should’ve put more thought into it.

My mind wanders to the last time we were together. Emma’s lips had been soft, her touch electric. She’d whispered something about wanting to explore new things, to push boundaries. At the time, I’d thought she meant trying a new restaurant or going on a spontaneous road trip. Now, I’m not so sure. The blindfold feels like a symbol of something bigger—a step into the unknown.

I hear the faint click of the door opening, followed by the soft pad of footsteps. My breath catches in my throat. This is it. The moment I’ve been waiting for. I sit up straighter, my hands resting on my knees as I try to appear calm. But my pulse gives me away, a steady thrum in my wrists that betrays my nervous excitement.

The footsteps stop just in front of me. I sense a presence, a warmth that radiates from the person standing before me. My skin prickles with anticipation. “Emma?” I whisper, my voice hoarse with desire. There’s no response, just the soft intake of breath that sends a shiver down my spine.

Before I can say another word, I feel a hand on my thigh. It’s warm, the touch firm but gentle. My muscles tense as the hand slides upward, tracing the seam of my jeans. I swallow hard, my throat dry. This isn’t Emma’s touch. It’s different—stronger, more deliberate. But I push the thought aside. It has to be her. Who else would it be?

The hand reaches the waistband of my jeans, and I hold my breath as it dips beneath the fabric. My skin feels hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive and buzzing. I’m hard already, my cock straining against the confines of my underwear. The touch pauses, lingering for a moment before sliding down to cup me through the fabric. A soft hum vibrates against my skin, and I shudder. That’s not Emma’s voice. It’s deeper, richer. But I’m too caught up in the sensation to question it further.

“You’re so hard,” the voice murmurs, sending a jolt of heat through me. It’s not Emma’s voice, but it’s too late to stop now. My hands clench into fists as the jeans are unbuttoned, the zipper lowered with slow, deliberate precision. Cool air washes over my exposed skin, and I shiver as the fabric is pushed down my thighs. I kick them off, left in just my boxers, my cock tenting the fabric.

The hand returns, this time sliding inside to grip me firmly. I groan, my head falling back as pleasure washes over me. The touch is confident, skilled. Fingers stroke the length of me, teasing the tip before tightening their hold. I’m lost in the sensation, my thoughts a blur as I surrender to the moment.

“Emma,” I moan, my voice thick with need. The name feels right on my lips, even as the doubt niggles at the back of my mind. The hand releases me, and I’m left aching, wanting more. But the pause is brief. I feel the bed dip as the person kneels before me, their breath warm against my skin.

And then—oh fuck—a mouth closes around me. It’s wet, hot, and tight, sucking me in with a skill that makes my toes curl. I gasp, my hands reaching out blindly, searching for something to hold onto. My fingers brush against soft hair, and I grip it, anchoring myself as the mouth works its magic.

The suction is incredible, the tongue swirling around the head of my cock as lips slide down, taking me deeper. I’m throbbing, my pulse pounding in time with the rhythm of the mouth. This isn’t Emma’s technique. It’s rougher, hungrier. But I don’t care. The pleasure is too overwhelming to question.

“Fuck, Emma,” I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily. The mouth pulls back, just enough to allow a hand to join in, stroking the length that’s not being devoured. I’m lost, my mind a haze of pleasure as I teeter on the edge of release.

But just as I’m about to let go, the mouth stops. I whimper in protest, my hands tugging on the hair in frustration. “Don’t stop,” I plead, my voice desperate. There’s a soft chuckle, deep and masculine, and my heart skips a beat. That’s not Emma’s laugh.

Panic flares briefly, but it’s quickly drowned out by the return of the mouth. This time, it’s slower, more deliberate, as if savoring every inch of me. The tongue traces the veins along my shaft, the lips pressing kisses along the sensitive skin. I’m a mess, my body trembling as I fight the urge to thrust into the warmth.

Hands roam over my thighs, my stomach, before settling on my chest. Fingers trace the contours of my pecs, teasing my nipples until they harden beneath the attention. I gasp as a thumb and forefinger pinch and roll, sending sparks of pleasure through me. The mouth continues its work, relentless and skilled, driving me closer to the edge.

“Emma,” I moan again, my voice a plea. I’m so close, my balls tight and aching. But the name feels like a lie now, a desperate attempt to hold onto the illusion. The hands, the mouth—they’re not hers. And yet, I can’t stop. The pleasure is too intense, too all-consuming.

The pace quickens, the mouth sucking harder, the hands gripping tighter. I’m on the brink, my vision blurring as I teeter on the edge of release. “I’m close,” I warn, my voice a hoarse whisper. There’s no response, just the steady rhythm that pushes me further.

And then—I’m falling. My body convulses as I come, my cock pulsing as I fill the mouth with my release. The suction doesn’t stop, milking me dry as I ride out the waves of pleasure. My head falls back, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I try to process what just happened.

The mouth releases me with a soft pop, and I’m left shaking, my body limp and sated. I hear the person stand, the bed creaking as they move closer. My heart pounds in my chest, a mix of arousal and confusion swirling in my mind.

“Emma?” I ask again, my voice uncertain. There’s a soft laugh, and then hands are on my shoulders, guiding me back against the pillows. I feel the weight of the person settle on top of me, their warmth pressing against my chest.

“Not Emma,” a voice whispers, deep and husky, against my neck. My eyes widen beneath the blindfold as realization dawns. It’s not her. It’s someone else entirely.

But before I can process further, lips are on mine, kissing me with a hunger that leaves no room for questions. The taste of my own release lingers, mingling with the unfamiliar flavor of someone else’s mouth. I hesitate for a moment, my hands hovering in the air, unsure of what to do.

But then the person shifts, their hips grinding against mine, and I feel it—the hardness pressed against my thigh. My breath catches, my body responding despite the confusion in my mind. This isn’t Emma. This is someone else. A man.

And yet, I don’t pull away. The kiss deepens, tongues tangling as desire takes over. Hands roam over my body, tracing the muscles of my chest, the planes of my stomach. I’m hard again, my cock stirring to life as the person above me rocks against me.

“Who are you?” I murmur against the lips pressed to mine, my voice a mix of curiosity and surrender. There’s a soft laugh, warm breath ghosting over my skin.

“Does it matter?” the voice replies, teasing and seductive. I don’t have an answer. All I know is that I want this—want him. My hands find their way to his back, tracing the contours of his body as I pull him closer.

The person breaks the kiss, trailing kisses along my jawline, my neck. I shiver as teeth graze my skin, a nip that sends a jolt of pleasure through me. “Take off the blindfold,” I whisper, my voice hoarse with need. “I want to see you.”

There’s a pause, the only sound the steady rhythm of our breathing. And then—reluctantly—I feel the blindfold being lifted, the fabric sliding away to reveal the room bathed in soft light.

My eyes adjust slowly, and when they do, my breath catches in my throat. It’s not Emma. It’s not even close. The person above me is a man—a gorgeous man with dark hair, piercing eyes, and a smirk that sends a rush of heat through me.

“Hi,” he says, his voice low and teasing. I stare at him, my mind racing as I try to process the situation. This isn’t what I expected. This isn’t what I thought I wanted.

But as his lips brush mine again, as his hands roam over my body with a confidence that leaves me breathless, I realize something. I don’t care
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