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FLAMES OF DESIRE: RESCUED AND SEDUCED BY MY BEST FRIEND'S DAD, THE FIREFIGHTER


IT WAS EXACTLY like I’d imagined it before: I was walking hand in hand with Stephen on the beach. The sand, hot from the Mediterranean sun, tickled pleasantly between my toes. The sunlight was reflected in the azure blue surface of the sea, warming our tanned bodies. Suddenly, Stephen stopped, bent over and picked up a gorgeous, colorful shell. He looked at it briefly, then he handed it to me with a smile.

“For you, Selina.”

I pecked him on the lips to thank him. Greedily, he returned my kiss, as if he’d been waiting for it all the time. He wrapped his arms around my waist, pulled me into him, and pressed me against his body.

It took a long time until we finally tore away from each other. Conspiratorially, he winked at me, briefly looked around, and then pulled me behind a bush. Before I knew, my body, which was naked except for my bikini, lay in the warm sand. Immediately, Stephen began to cover it with his hot, demanding kisses. As he did so, he wandered from my lips down my neck, and then along my whole body, pausing briefly between my breasts and around my belly button. Then he started using his hands, too, touching me gently here, and grabbing me firmly there, while his warm mouth approached my most sensitive spot in circular motions that became narrower and narrower.

It was only because of this treatment that I managed to push my bad conscience further and further back into a dark corner of my consciousness. My bad conscience, which I had because I hadn’t gotten together with Stephen in any usual way, like people normally do—at a party, through mutual friends, or at work. No, I stole him from somebody. And not just anybody, but my best friend Mia.

Why? Well, that’s a long and very, very dumb story. How I could've ever expected such a stupid plan to work out, I couldn’t tell. My problem was, that I just didn’t meet any men with whom I could imagine getting into a relationship—real men, strong men, men who took responsibility, who were grounded in their lives, and ready to start a family. Men like Stephen—or like the man who really made my heart beat faster: Mia’s father Roman. No little boys in men’s bodies, who had nothing on their minds but parties and fun, and who were completely unable to commit. The latter was the kind of man that obviously liked me a lot, but that I just didn’t want.

Because I was twenty-seven, and I’d had enough of all those games. And I didn’t want to wait much longer to have kids and start a family. Many of my friends were married and had their first child already. I, on the other hand, didn’t even have a boyfriend. During the day, I wrote articles for one of the biggest women’s magazines in the country about how to catch the man of your dreams. But during the night, I felt lonely, because catching the man of my dreams was something I just didn’t seem to be able to accomplish for the life of me. And, slowly, I began to panic—and this panic must have clouded my mind.

Gently, Stephen pulled down my bikini bottoms. I first lifted my butt a little, and then my legs, to help him. Even as he undressed me, he still kept kissing my body passionately. His kisses grew ever more demanding, ever wilder, and ever more desiring. Lightly, like the warm summer breeze that was just brushing through my hair, the tips of his fingers danced along my cleft now, and each touch sent a pleasant shudder through my limbs.

I was a little hungover, since I’d had too much wine the night before, to chase off my bad conscience about Mia. We hadn’t talked in days since the thing with Stephen had happened. I was at her place when Stephen called her and told her he’d leave her for me. We’d sat in the garden, drinking fresh, cold lemonade. Her Dad Roman had been with us, too. And of course, Mia completely lost it—not even I myself could take offense at that.

Only Roman had remained curiously quiet, although Mia was his princess, about whom he wouldn’t let anyone speak badly, and whom he protected like a lion from anything that might hurt her. Being a firefighter, this protective instinct was probably particularly strong in him.

But the thing was: I’d started this whole mess only because of him! For once, I wanted Roman to give me his full attention—even if it was negative attention. I wanted him to really see me at last, to say more than the few friendly, empty words you naturally exchange with your daughter’s best friend. And I’d hoped he’d try to appeal to my conscience, because I couldn’t do this to his daughter. I would have even accepted him arguing with me fiercely!

Because then, at last, I could have talked to him in private, without Mia listening in, and I could have resolved this whole affair. Could have told him that I didn’t really want Stephen, that I’d really done all of this only because of one person: him.

But that plan didn’t work out. On the contrary, Roman even appeared to be… what? Relieved? Yes, that was it. And so, as he held Mia in his arms and comforted her, I didn’t know anymore what to do. Without saying a word, I got up, mumbled a brief goodbye, and hurried outside.

Roman. Since seeing him for the first time, back when I was still a teenager, I’d been secretly in love with him. But he just kept ignoring me, seemed to go to extra lengths in an effort not to notice me, as if he was afraid something bad would happen if he ever did. He had eyes for Mia only. He was strong like a bear, and he looked just as tall. And despite being forty-six years old, he still looked young. His angular, masculine face looked fresh—except for a few tiny wrinkles around his eyes. But those only showed when he was laughing. Oh, yes, and there was a shadow of gray in the full hair at his temples. But the thing I liked best about him was his character: he was so incredibly caring, and you could count on him one hundred percent. If he said he’d do something, he always did it. When Mia needed his help, he helped her, no matter what her problem was. And he kept surprising her with small, but well-thought-out presents. I didn’t know what was up with his wife or former wife—Mia’s mom—and Mia never talked about her.

But all those thoughts were far away at the moment. Everything was alright. At least for today, at least for this one moment. Because I was with Stephen, in his strong, safe arms. They weren’t even half as strong as Roman’s, but Stephen was reliable and knew what he wanted. And that counted for a lot, I thought.

I felt my pussy getting moister, as she ached for Stephen and prepared herself for him, full of passionate anticipation. Stephen sat up briefly, and I reached to feel his abs. I let my hand wander upwards, up to his broad chest, which was just as toned as his stomach. From there, my hand wandered to his massive biceps and I couldn’t help but wrap my hand around it tightly. Stephen flexed his biceps briefly, and a shiver of arousal took me over as I got a glimpse of his strength that way.

 But then, he grabbed my hand at the wrist, gently but decisively, and pushed it back in my direction. I let it rest on my stomach. I knew what was gonna happen now. Stephen grabbed his swimming trunks at the seams and pulled them down in slow motion. His cock was already rock-hard, and I reached for it. What a splendid specimen of a cock! But Stephen slapped my hand away with a wink and positioned himself between my legs. He didn’t want to wait any longer.

My hands dug into the sand, which felt like it was somehow growing hotter and hotter. And then Stephen entered me. I curled my fingers, digging them deeply into the sand. From somewhere far off, I heard a high-pitched whistling noise, which I couldn’t quite place. I touched Stephen’s upper arms, grabbed them firmly, as I wanted to feel his strength again. But they’d suddenly become unbearably hot. Something was wrong here.

All of a sudden, the sun burned like fire, as if there’d been some solar eruption that was now hitting Earth. And there was a stench of smoke in the air. Stephen looked up, surprised, and looked around. And suddenly, his short, dark hair went up in flames, and he threw himself into the sand next to me, trying to extinguish the fire. What was happening here? The whistling noise grew louder and louder. There was nothing to be seen of the sea or the beach anymore. All around us, the world had turned into one big, flaming inferno. I turned my head back to my lover. Stephen was ablaze.


* * * 


With a bloodcurdling cry, I shot awake in my bed. At once, the pungent stench of burning wafted up my nose. My sleeping room was filled with thick, black smoke. At the ceiling above me, I saw the faint light of the smoke detector, which turned out to be the source of the unbearable, high-pitched whistling noise. But the light grew weaker by the second, as the wads of smoke grew thicker and thicker. No matter how, I had to get out of here, and fast!

Hastily, I hopped out of bed, and almost fell forward as I did so. The residual alcohol in my blood from the wine I’d had last night made me legs unsteady. I looked around: the smoke was coming in through the gap beneath my sleeping room door—from my kitchen and eating room. And then I remembered. Of course! I'd lit a candle last night as I was pouring myself one glass of wine after another. Stupid me must have forgotten to blow it out before going to bed.

I pulled off my pajama top and stumbled to my night table, where I always kept a bottle of water. I grabbed it, yanked off the cap, soaked my top with water and then pushed it into the gap under the door. It didn’t help much, but each second counted.

My sleeping room was so filled with smoke by now, I could only move around in a stooped position. I grabbed my phone and dialed 911. But somebody else had already called the fire department, as they told me, and they were on their way. The first good news on this screwed-up day.

But the question was: would they be able to get to me in time? The wads of smoke grew ever thicker and took my breath away. By now, I could only move on all fours and the oxygen would run out any minute now. And the panic inside of me kept mounting. Even though I tried to breathe normally with all my might, to keep a clear mind and keep calm as best as I could, an overwhelming fear of death seized my mind and conquered larger and larger parts of my consciousness. The harder it became to breathe, the worse it got.

I wanted nothing more than to just tear open the window and let fresh air in, so I could breathe freely again
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