

    
        
          First String

        

        
        
          Swiftly Savage Stories, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Stella Almazan

        

        
          Published by Hot Pressed Pages, 2026.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

First String (Swiftly Savage Stories, #3)

1

2

3

4

5

6

About the Author

Also by Stella Almazan


© 2026 Stella Almazan Erotica at Ironed Words Productions, LLC. 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Stella Almazan asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Stella Almazan has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book has endorsed the book.

[image: ]

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​1


[image: ]


Avis

“Oh, Ave! Yes! Give it to me! Split me with your massive cock!” 

As my girlfriend, Mia, bounces on me, her bubble butt slaps my hips. The scent of warm vanilla and coconut wafts from her long, dark hair with every jounce.

I run my hand along her spine and the tattoos decorating her smooth, bronze skin. She bends forward and squeezes my knees. I look down and relish the view.

The couch creaks beneath us, and her euphoric sighs ring in my ears.

Our clothes trail from the door to the cushions. Considering I was in desperate need of a screw, I’m glad she was eager to get busy as soon as she greeted me at the door. There’s nothing like a little afternoon delight to relieve some tension.

Ordinarily, I’d still be at work at “the firm,” but not today. I had wanted to tell her my news, but she stuck her tongue in my mouth as soon as I said hello. Thirty seconds later, I’m balls deep in her sweet honey pot.

“You bang... like... a jack... hammer.” Mia’s wanton voice hitches with every thrust.

I pull her fleshy hips into me even harder. “All the better to drill your asphalt,” I growl in her ear.

The late day sun streams through the glass balcony door. Her apartment is like a sauna, but I don’t care. It matches the vibe.

Getting laid sky-high over Chicago has always been part of the thrill of doing it at her place. I’ve never minded an audience, but then, I’m not the one on florid display. 

She certainly welcomes anonymous gazes. Across the room, the sunlight bathes her “studio” where she records all her influencer videos. I wonder if she has a secret Only Fans she’s never told me about. As hot as she is, I’m sure she could rack up some serious coin.

However, she likes that I’m a finance bro and all the fringe benefits that come with that. I’ve been happy to lavish her with my resources so she doesn’t have to be a cam girl. But we’ve come to the point where this arrangement needs to be more sensible. 

I hold that thought. First, I must cum.

“Mia... I’m... so close.”

Like a catalyst, she beats me to it. “Oh, Ave, I’m gonna... I’m gonna... augh!” Her fingers clamp onto my ankles, and she tightens everything in her pelvis. Her inner muscles milk the jizz right out of me. 

“Auugghhh! Jeeezzzzus!” I groan as I empty my loins into her molten tunnel. The tension flows out of me, as if I’d been carrying it all in my balls. My head falls back, and my chest heaves with exhaustion. A decidedly good exhaustion.

But then, she jumps off. Juices trickle down her thighs. She grabs a silky robe draped over a chair and dashes to her studio.

After tying the sash, she slides into her recording chair and fires up the ring light and her camera. Immediately, she launches into a promotional spiel.

“Get that glow of passion. Use BareStream micellar water for the clean-beauty feel of bare skin,” she tags out after liberally spraying her face.

I saunter over, still naked with a fading erection. “Really? This is the first thing you do after we smash?”

“I had to take advantage of that freshly-fucked glow.” She smirks and tosses her curly tendrils over her shoulder.

“Glad I could help,” I reply, part genuine and part snark. I cross my arms. “So... are you even wondering why I’m here in the middle of the day?”

“You’re horny?” She kisses me. “I love when you take a long lunch and fuck me like a big dog.” She runs her long fingernails through my hair. “Good thing I didn’t have a conflict.”

I look around. “Mia. You’re an influencer.”

“I have appointments. Business meetings. You wouldn’t understand.”

I guess I don’t really understand what she does during the day. I’ve been working so much, we’ve only been connecting at night. “Well, I have some important news.”

She blinks.

“I quit my job today.”

She blinks again. “You did what?”

“You know I haven’t been happy there. For a long time now. It was so overdue.” I stretch and flex. Then I scoop her into my arms. “But finally taking the leap... it’s... it’s... invigorating."

She gives me a small smile. “So what will you do now?”

“I don’t know yet. I have some leads.” I kiss her dewy forehead and cautiously put on a serious face. “But this also means I’ll need to consolidate expenses. Since I’ve been helping with your rent, I figure I could give up my place and stay here.”

“Here?”

“I know it’s sudden. But I’m over here a lot anyway. It just makes sense.”

“I don’t know if I’m ready to live together.”

“Well...” I’m a bit stymied by her hesitation. “...It doesn’t have to be forever. Just until I can make something work out.” I search her deep brown eyes. “But maybe it could turn into forever.”

She pulls away. “I don’t know, Ave. I don’t know if I can take someone else being in my space.” She heads for the bathroom. “I have to get cleaned up.”

I’m crestfallen. We’ve been together for two years. Why not live together? If she doesn’t let me move in, what will I do?

She takes a long time. I wipe myself off in the kitchen and get dressed. I figure I can get a shower later after my baseball league practice. 

Puttering around, I glance at her desk at her influencer station. I smile when I see the leather-bound appointment book I got her for her birthday. With the month on display, it sits wide open, like a beloved and well-used piece.

I’m not the prying sort, but the extensive color-coded schedule catches my eye. 

On today’s agenda, I read my name on the ledger in big letters next to “long lunch break.” It’s circled and highlighted in bright red with mini hearts decorating the page. I feel a flutter in my chest. 

But then I notice other entries: “Dinner with Julian” in yellow, “Poconos – Derek” in purple, “Coffee with Leo – keep short” in blue. Each entry is meticulously detailed with times, reminders on what topics to avoid, and notes on what gifts they had bought her.

A string of sugar daddies.  

A pounding swells and beats against my ribs. I clench my fists. I’ve given her two years of my life and money, believed every promise, and hoped for our future. I can’t believe I’ve been played, reduced to an appointment slot when I thought I had meant something. That we had meant something. 

Glaring at the bathroom door, I have the overwhelming urge to break it down.

I stomp over. “Mia!” I bellow. But I stop my fist before it pummels the door. I hear her sobbing. Am I simply money, or does she actually feel something for me? Does she already realize it’s over? It’s neither here nor there. No amount of compassion will overcome the sting of her betrayal.

I exhale my anger. “Mia, you’re right.” I speak through the door calmly, but firmly. “This isn’t going to work out.” I turn to leave and snap a photo of her indexed treachery before exiting. “It was fun while it lasted. Have a good life.” 
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TiTi 

I know I shouldn’t read the tabloids, but an abandoned copy of the American Inquisitor languishes on a table at my favorite deli. 

It’s one of the few places I’ll actually go for a bite instead of having my staff pick up something for me. I sit in the back in case there’s paparazzi on the loose. I can’t completely avoid them, but I can make their job harder.

Afternoon rehearsal for my upcoming tour got cut short when my chief choreographer left with a migraine. It’s actually a welcome break. We’ve been preparing so hard. Every hit song from my new album on repeat until we get it right. I relish the opportunity to take a little me-time, even if it’s only for the hour we would have had left.

As I stir my steaming soup, I peer through my tinted glasses at the headline: “Trouble in Paradise for TiTi Swanton and Glyder Cupric.”

Stealthy photographers had snapped a shot of us on our recent vacation in Tahiti looking in opposite directions, hats shading our straight faces. I think I had just asked Gly what he wanted for dinner and was searching for my cell phone to place an order. The gossip rags will misconstrue anything to sell another issue.

I become self-conscious about me reading a publication with me on the front. How meta. I turn away and focus on my sandwich. With every bite, though, I think about
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