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Racy Romance is a standalone short story that is filled with dominating men and a single submissive young white virgin being eaten out while being watched.

This story contains scenes of exhibitionism, bdsm, and gangbangs. If hardcore sex, bondage, and gangbangs aren't your thing, then this may not be the book for you.
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"Maybe that's not the best- Oh!" I gasped as he pulled me to his chest. My heart was beating out of my chest, a steady thump-thump-thump that made everything harder. "Sir, this is highly inappropriate," I whispered. His chest was all muscle, hard and perfect. My mind was a muddle of confusion and arousal. He was all masculinity and dominance, just taking whatever he wanted, which in this case, was me.

"Perhaps," he agreed, "But I see you aren't trying to get away." His voice held a smooth, velvety undertone that made me wonder if he had done this before. Something told me this was a first for him too, but that was impossible. He no doubt had the money and power to get any woman he wanted.

Right now, he wanted me and I couldn't help but be drawn to him. The desire in the air was palpable. 

"No," I whispered, letting the beautiful orbs consume me. I touched my fingertips to his jaw, loving the way they rubbed against the five o'clock stubble on his cheeks. "I don't know anything about you-" I started.

"But there's something right about having you in my arms," he finished smoothly, like butter on bread.

"Yes," I whispered breathily. Something about being in his embrace felt right, my curves flush against his hard body, heartbeat to heartbeat. It felt as if everything in my life had led up to this moment.

And then it all shattered.

His fingers curled into my hair and pulled my head back roughly. The pain jolted me back to reality and my eyes widened in surprise. I gasped, my lips parting as I was forced to arch into his chest.

His lips locked onto mine in an instant, devouring me from the inside out. He was kissing me with more passion than I knew was possible.

There was something utterly erotic about letting a stranger treat me like a cheap hooker off the streets. His grasp was too hard, as if afraid I would run away and he held me with an intensity that hurt.

His tongue battled mine for dominance, winning easily as I yielded to his touch, responding to his tongue. It was impossible to do anything other than yield to his dominating touch, his fingers lost in my hair, pulling my head back to make me arch against him. His free hand cupped my buttocks, massaging the soft flesh there until I was moaning into the kiss.

He groaned, fingers on my body tightening, as if trying to mold my body to his. I felt his body responding in the form of a deep shudder. Something hard grew between his legs and pressed against my body. I couldn't help the smile from appearing on my lips. It was nice to know that I wasn't the only person getting aroused by the proximity.

When he finally released his fingers from the tangle of my hair, I continued pressing into his lips, begging for more. He tasted like chocolate caramel. My body tingled. He kissed me as if his life depended it and when we parted, we were both gasping for air.

He tipped his head, his arm on my waist to push me to him, deepening the contact. My body came alive. His neatly done hair was all askew from me running my fingers through it. His mouth was parted and wet, begging for more kisses and I wanted to give him everything he wanted.

His fingers came down my lower back until he was grasping my buttocks. With trembling hands, I slid my own hand between our chests until I was cupping his manhood, hard and throbbing.

"Please," I whispered, not quite knowing what I was begging for.
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The first gift arrived at the cafe where I worked in the form of a dozen red roses... and a single diamond pendant necklace in a hidden in an envelope midst the roses. It fell into my open palm with a solidness that worried me.

"Someone's got a secret admirer," my coworkers teased playfully, drawing towards me to admire the beautiful red roses that was mildly scented with a sweet perfume. The teasing stopped the moment they saw the necklace. Even to our untrained eyes, it looked expensive. The chain was a thin silver-white shimmer of tiny circular rings the glimmered in the light. Hanging from the end was the diamond pendant that seemed to emit light rather than reflect it.

There was just awed silence as I held the pendant up to the light. It shone with an unnatural brightness that made my heart tighten and my fingers tremble. It looked real.

"That's... fake, right?" someone said, voicing what everybody was thinking.

"It's got to be," I mumbled, letting the girls have a closer look at the necklace while I pulled out the contents of the envelope.

There was a piece of paper in the envelope and instead of a card or a note, there was a diamond certificate telling me the carat weight (2.5 Ct.), color grade (D), clarity grade (VS1) and cut grade (Excellent). There was even a report number, laser inscription registry, and other various details that I didn't quite understand. I gulped, wondering where the mysterious gift had come from.

"It's real," Tanya gasped, quickly handing the necklace back to me. It felt surreal.

I held the diamond between my forefinger and thumb. The slight pinch of the sharp edges of the shimmering gem assured me that I wasn't dreaming.

My first thought that someone had stolen my credit card details to purchase the necklace was quickly squashed by the knowledge that this was real diamond. Even my maxed out credit card couldn't possibly be enough to purchase something as extravagant as this.

"This has got to be a mistake," I said to the flower delivery man, who was still standing in the small cafe. He looked too well dressed to be a flower delivery man, what with his buttoned up tux and all. At first I thought it was an outfit, but the more I looked at him, the more I realize that he was waiting for a response of some sort from me. Should I be tipping him?

"If you don't want it, I'll take-" Daphne's hand that reached forward to grab the chain of the necklace was promptly held by the muscled man.

"There is no mistake," he said, his voice a stressed deep tone that sent shudders all the way down my spine.

He released Daphne's hand and sent her a glare that could've melted glaciers.

"Alright fine, it's hers. I was just kidding around," she faked a laugh and rubbed the ache from her wrist. I gave the stranger a thankful look. Everyone knew Daphne wasn't kidding around. She's been known to just take things she fancied and not giving them back. I put the necklace into the envelope carefully.

"This is too much," I held the envelop to him. "I can't accept this."

"Mr. Hunter would like your company for dinner," he said, ignoring my outstretched hand.

I lowered my hand reluctantly. "Mr. Hunter?" I murmured, the name not clicking in my mind. It sounded only vaguely familiar, like an acquaintance of an acquaintance instead of a name that I should know.

"Yes, he wants to show you the last painting he purchased," he said in a way to jolt my memory. It worked.

My face flamed red as I remember exactly who Mr. Hunter was. I met him a few months ago during a trip to the local art gallery. It started off innocently enough but ended with his hands between my legs, fingers spreading me wide...

...

I let the familiar sense of calmness envelop me as I stared at the yellow corn field. The dark sky behind the windy field was filled with crows that felt it they were coming towards me to take whatever happiness I had left.

Like all his other paintings, this one reflected the intense emotional turmoil that was racking him. Pain. Confusion. Panic. All emotions I was all too familiar with.

I wondered if Van Gogh knew this was going to be one of this last paintings.

"Find what you love and let
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