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      LIAM

      After hours of sitting out here in the weather, stalking my next target, I concentrate on the howl of the wind. It brings with it a peacefulness that washes over me reminding me that after tonight things will be different.

      The December chill penetrates through my layers, but I push aside any discomfort and maintain my unwavering focus. I’ve spent countless nights out in the elements on a perch much like this one. Part of the job is dealing with the weather. I can’t control it and refuse to let it bother me. With my rifle aimed at my target, I’ll patiently wait it out. The balcony gives me the perfect vantage point, and until the ideal moment presents itself, this is where I’ll be.

      The liturgical vest this man wears won’t cleanse him of his sins, regardless of its symbolic representation. It often shatters the faith of those who believe in his sacred vows, leaving behind traumatized victims who feel betrayed by the unthinkable actions carried out by this false man of God. He manipulates the innocent into trusting him. The drug dealer on the corner is more trustworthy than this piece of shit. This religious leader hides behind his claims of divine righteousness, threatening believers with eternal damnation should they go against the will of God.

      It is he who is damned. When he reaches the pearly gates, he claims welcome believers, the God he serves will surely cast him aside.

      I didn’t want to believe the man who has gained the trust of so many was a fallen priest. Evidence doesn’t lie. The undeniable truth hit me when I discovered a hidden box in his closet.

      The time has come for him to confess and repeat the Hail Mary prayers that he commands others to do when their souls are marred by sin. If the God he believes in is real, then I hope his desperate pleas are swallowed by the void, never reaching his ears.

      The wind picks up and I watch as Father Brisard prepares his message for midnight Mass. It’s all done in vain. He won’t be around to deliver it. Tonight, he’ll learn what happens when you die with a massive, unforgivable stain on your soul. May the afterlife he preaches about be worse than imagined. His thirty-two years of service have ruined many lives, and justice is long overdue.

      The rain begins to fall, quickly transforming into a rhythmic symphony that energizes my spirit, fueling my determination to finish the job.

      Over the past week, I’ve dedicated my time to studying Father Brisard, paying close attention to the rigorous ritual he undergoes prior to donning his cloak of dishonesty. It’s only fueled my pledge to bring an end to his reign of terror. It was hard witnessing him groom his next unsuspecting victim. Afterward, watching him retrieve his box of sins and pleasure himself at the thought of adding another to his broken fold. It made me sick and if I’d had my rifle with me, I’d have ended him then.

      I watch and wait.

      My firm grip on my weapon doesn’t falter. The weight of my vow to end him makes my finger tingle.

      It ends tonight.

      The sense of urgency to act drives me to tap into the patience my mentor instilled in me. It’s unsettling to think that the priest and I have this in common. Acting on impulse is the best way for us to get caught. We’ve taught ourselves the importance of patience. Our victims need that false sense of security before we rip it away in a moment’s time. The difference is, my victims are receiving the retribution they rightfully deserve. His are forced to relive the hell he drags them through against their will.

      He got caught once. Received a slap on the wrist and then sent away to a remote location where he underwent therapy. Spent two years there. Once he was cured—which I’m a firm believer there is no cure for his sickness—he was reassigned to a parish in desperate need of a priest. The church moved him regularly, making those in authority just as guilty. Maybe one day I’ll be hired to take them out as well.

      As Father Brisard moves through his home behind the church, my scope remains on him. It captures all of his last moments. Stays on him while he showers. Follows him while he dries off then covers his body in nothing more than a dark green silk robe. Tracks him to the kitchen, where he cooks a simple meal while singing along to the Christmas music playing over his speakers. Maintains a close eye as he plates his food and witnesses the good Father blessing it before he eats.

      With each ticking hand of the clock, the end grows nearer.

      My mind drifts as I watch him enjoy his meal. I can’t help but wonder what he’s thinking about. Is he going over his sermon for his faithful congregation? Preparing himself to give each one their yearly blessings? So many attending tonight’s Mass aren’t regulars. The church’s doors are only graced with their presence on this sacred night. It’s a tradition more than a religious experience.

      Do they assume it will save them? If so, why?

      As the rain turns into snow, I remain vigilant. It doesn’t take long for it to fall faster. Soon the wind shifts directions, causing the white fluff to swirl in its descent.

      My patience pays off when Father Brisard does what I’ve been waiting for him to do. He opens his closet, reaches inside, and grabs the hidden box. Turning to his dresser, he sets it down before disrobing, leaving him naked. After taking a deep breath, he opens it.

      I’ve left him a surprise inside. He won’t find it right away. It’ll take him a few clicks of the clock before he stumbles upon the photo I took of him, just like this, with a note behind it. Carefully, I tucked them between the others. A subtle message that his filthy, nauseating secret has not gone unnoticed.

      As I watch, my stomach churns. He diligently devotes himself to studying each one, making sure not to overlook any detail. The absence of faces makes identifying the victims nearly impossible, but he’s aware. As he studies them, his eyes dilate, giving his thoughts away, before reverently placing them face down on the dresser. He can’t hide how perverted he is in his undressed state.

      Fury has my trigger finger twitching. Fire burns behind my eyes, making me clench my jaw tight as I do my best to wait. Gritting my teeth, I steady myself, eagerly anticipating the right time to unleash my rage and eradicate this scumbag.

      The moment he discovers my gift, I inhale a cleansing breath. My face relaxes again, but not his. Father Brisard’s morphs from a flushed red to a chillingly ash white, extinguishing any trace of the disturbing thoughts he’s conjured in his mind.

      I don’t care that he can’t hear me. They never can, but I enjoy talking to them, nonetheless. “That’s right, Father. Your sins have finally caught up with you, exposing the truth behind your righteous façade, just like you’ve prophesied. Did you assume you were above those you teach? Because you’re not. And this is your day of reckoning.”

      Drawing in a deep breath, I mentally prepare to take the shot. Only a few seconds longer and all this will be over.

      “Turn around, asshole. Look at me.”

      It’s as if he can sense me calling to him. He shifts and turns, his eyes finding the opening in the curtain, giving me the perfect view. Even though he can’t see me, his gaze is piercing as I read his lips through my scope.

      “Lord, have mercy on my soul.”

      “I don’t think so,” I whisper before pulling the trigger.

      With bated breath, I follow the trajectory of my bullet as it travels through the stillness of the night, covering a distance of two hundred yards, and ultimately shattering the glass of his bedroom window before finding its mark in the center of his skull.

      The priest crumbles to the ground, my gifts still firmly in his hand.

      Adjusting the scope with a grin, I focus in on the yellow notecard, capturing every detail of my carefully crafted message.

      Merry Christmas, Father Brisard. May the devil dance on your grave while he drags your sick soul to hell.

      The church bells chime in the distance, their melodic tones echoing through the streets on the south side, marking the arrival of eleven o’clock. A reminder that midnight Mass will start in an hour.

      Once my bag is packed, I exit the newly constructed office building opening after the first of the year. It was the ideal spot for me to position myself. Far enough away that it will take the authorities days, if not weeks, to find.

      The utility van I borrowed will make it easy to slip away without arousing suspicion. Add in the hard hat atop my head and my worn local gas company uniform, making me look like the unfortunate repair man out on Christmas Eve fixing a problem that couldn’t wait.

      I toss my bag in the back before jumping in the van and driving back to the lot I borrowed it from. Once I’ve parked in its original spot, I meticulously clean it, ensuring every surface is spotless, before reactivating the live feed on the cameras protecting the lot. The cameras have repeated a loop caused by a technical glitch, allowing me to come and go undetected.

      Now that everything is all taken care of, I walk to my rental car parked a few blocks away and head back to the church to attend Mass, just like every other Catholic raised citizen in this tight-knit community. Returning to the scene is frowned upon amongst those in my business. But I’m not worried. No one knows me or will recognize me should we ever meet again.

      I’m the master of disguise. A ghost amongst the living.

      Arriving a few minutes late, I take my seat next to a middle-aged gentleman who wears a perpetual scowl. Can’t say I blame him. He’s had an awful year. I would know since he’s the man who hired me. He’s never seen me before, heard my voice, which is why I’m unconcerned about this encounter.

      I lean over and quietly ask, “Where’s Father Brisard?”

      “Don’t know. Don’t care.” He grumbles as he stands when instructed to do so.

      We repeat a few rote phrases that are interrupted when a scream echoes into the chapel from the alley. During the bishop’s address to the diocese, a nun burst in from behind, her face devoid of color, and in a state of panic, she announces.

      “Father Brisard is dead!”

      The audible gasps that travel through the sanctuary are almost deafening. Within a matter of seconds, the atmosphere in the room shifts, filling with whispers and confusion.

      I glance over at the man beside me and notice a sly smile forming on his lips as he snickers under his breath. “Well, well, Merry fucking Christmas to me.” Amidst the congregation’s wails and chatter, he silently slips out of the pew and sneaks out the backdoor.

      Bowing my head, I clear my throat as I close my eyes, hoping those around me will mistake my actions as reverence. “Merry fucking Christmas, Jonathan. Glad I could help.”

      After a few moments, I lift my head, replicate the cross motion that I’ve seen others perform before joining the line exiting the building.

      I’m not Catholic, but it seems like the right thing to do after tonight’s events. Not that I expect it to save me, because I don’t believe my soul can be saved. I’m simply a self-appointed vessel, put on this earth to do what so many others refuse to do.

      Was it by this God? I doubt it, but it doesn’t hurt to show respect.

      Mass has been canceled, and the focus has shifted to resolving the chaotic situation in the parish.

      Time to call it a night and go back to my hotel. Perhaps I’ll find a willing woman to help me channel the rush of adrenaline coursing through my veins.
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      LIAM

      The dim lighting in the hotel lounge allows me to freely scan the room. I’ve been sitting in this booth for the last thirty minutes and so far, no one has caught my eye. It’s late, and the adrenaline coursing through my veins has calmed enough that as soon as I finish this drink, I think I’ll call it a night.

      Right as I’m about to stand, a blurred vision passes by, sending a faint scent of cinnamon into my space. The vision before me has my blood pumping faster, rejuvenating my buzz from earlier.

      She’s stunning.

      I’m drawn to her. It’s unexplainable. As I find myself in this unprecedented situation, I can only sit here and let my mind wander, conjuring up endless fantasies. The images are so real they cause my pants grow tighter by the second.

      In an alternate universe, I’d actively pursue her, aiming to entice her into a relationship that extends beyond a single night. But one night is all I can offer, and tonight she’s the only one I want to get lost in while together we take full advantage of the adrenaline coursing through my veins.

      I need to get her under me.

      It’ll be good for both of us, I’ll make sure of it. And once the night is over, we’ll go our separate ways. That’s the way it has to be, the way it’s always been.

      The skirt she’s wearing leaves little to the imagination, hiking up to reveal her lovely thighs as she takes her seat and orders a glass of red. A woman of her beauty is surely with someone. So instead of jumping to my feet to join her, I watch and wait.

      But no one comes. Soon it becomes clear she’s not expecting company. It’s in the leisurely way she sips her wine, paying no attention to her surroundings.

      The mirror positioned behind the bar provides a covert vantage point for me to silently observe her. With a distant look in her eyes, she blinks slowly as tears gather, hinting at a memory she can’t escape. A frown tugs at her lips as her gaze lowers, and she lifts her hand to wipe her cheek.

      Why is she sad?

      The holiday season should be a time of merriment, it shouldn’t bring on the waterworks. And while I know how untrue that is, because many are sad during the holidays for so many reasons, seeing the sadness in her eyes bothers me.

      I know I can’t fix whatever it is, but maybe I can brighten her spirit. Offer her a way to forget, if only for a night.

      It’s like fate has brought us together. Two lonely souls out on a cold stormy evening in Seattle, inside this hotel bar, while the rest of the world celebrates the holiday with loved ones. It would be a shame to let an opportunity like her slip away, especially when I know how to ease her worries and help her escape, if only for tonight.

      With a surge of confidence, I step out from the dark corner I’m lurking, ready to make my move. Tapping the scarred wooden bar to grab the bartender’s attention, I plant my ass on an empty stool close to hers, leaving one between us. I don’t want to make her uncomfortable. My intention is to draw her in slowly, like a beacon, calling to the lost ship on a stormy sea looking for a safe harbor. Employ my irresistible charm to seduce her. Then lure her to my room, where we can enjoy a passionate evening together.

      She ignores me. Stares straight ahead while lifting the nearly empty wineglass to her full red lips. Her head tilts back, the elegant contour of her neck now on full display.

      It arouses a hunger that’s hard for me to resist. I would love to lick and nip my way down it, driving her crazy while I do.

      After a moment of watching her swirl the last of her wine, completely absorbed with how it coats the inside of the glass, I finally gather enough courage to break the silence. “Lovely night to be out drinking alone, isn’t it?”

      The bartender, clad in a crisp white shirt, approaches, ready to take my order. I give it to him, and after he’s placed it in front of me, he moves on.

      Our eyes meet as I lift it and turn to face her. There is a tightening in my chest as her brown orbs pierce the armor I’ve constructed around my soul. And while it hits me hard, what affects me more is the lack of sincerity in her smile. I’m not sure how I know this. Perhaps it’s because her eyes remain void of joy, mirroring the same sadness I noticed earlier.

      “It wasn’t my plan. I’ve spent every other Christmas Eve with my parents.” A tear slides down her cheek as her voice quivers. “They died a little less than a year ago in an accident. I’m here now to get their place ready to sell. The ghosts from our past made it impossible for me to stay in that big house alone. I miss them so fucking much.”

      The weight of her words hit me like a freight train, leaving me speechless. With a heavy sigh, my eyes betray the sadness I carry with me. The depth of her pain and the weight of her burden are something I understand.

      She lifts her glass again and takes a sip before pulling the rug out from under me. “And here’s the kicker of it all. It’s my twenty-third birthday. I’m alone and it sucks.”

      Drawn by the desire to be closer, I slide into the seat next to hers. Reaching out, I gently brush away her tears with my thumb, silently conveying my support.

      If anyone can relate, I can.

      “I know how you feel. I’m alone too.” Despite it being true, I’m not sure why I shared. Sharing personal information isn’t something I’ve done in the past. It’s best not to. Keep it simple. Don’t connect.

      My hand drops, brushing against her leg. The warmth that floods my blood encourages me to run the tips of my fingers along the skin of her thigh, pausing when they find her knee.

      Those expressive brown eyes lower to my hand. I watch in awe as she moves hers over mine and then squeezes the top of it. “Maybe tonight we can pretend that we have each other.”

      My dick throbs with need at the thought of the two of us helping the other forget the loneliness. Leaning in to create a more intimate atmosphere, I gently ask, “Have you ever picked up a stranger in a bar? Done those unspeakable acts you dream about. The ones that make you blush?”

      I’m not sure why I care. Normally I wouldn’t. My motto is to keep my sexual encounters casual. The less I know, the better. It’s not like I’ll be around longer. My work has me constantly on the move. Never in one place for long.

      We fuck, then go our separate ways once the need is satisfied.

      With a sassy smirk playing on her lips, she confidently makes her point. “No, but everyone has to have a first, right?”

      I give her knee a gentle squeeze. “I guess you’re right.”

      “I’m over twenty-one.” She goes on and I nearly choke on the drink I was about to take at her next words. “Legal to drink and fuck at will.”

      This woman is killing me, but I’m not letting her off so easily. Before she ventures down this road, I need her to think long and hard. “Why tonight? Why with me?”

      Unwilling to retreat, she exhales on a sigh. “It’s my birthday. Are you going to squash my birthday wish?”

      “Let me get this straight. This is what you desire for your birthday?” My finger glides gently along her smooth arm, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. “An unforgettable night of sex with a stranger.”

      She watches my finger closely as a shiver takes over her body. “After hiding in the corner and watching me for the last twenty minutes, I was certain your plan was to fuck me before the night ended. Now that we’re on the same page, let’s not let my inexperience get in the way. Not when I’m willing to let you be the first to show me what I’ve been missing.”

      “First, what exactly?” I have to ask, even though I’m ninety percent sure she’s not a virgin.

      “I’m not a virgin, if that’s what you’re worried about.” The corner of her lip quirks as she tosses me a cute little wink. “Just my first stranger.”

      The bartender circles back to us. “Anything else before we close?”

      Reaching into my back pocket, I pull out my wallet and dig out a few hundred dollars. Slapping the crisp bills on the counter, I stand and take her hand in mine. “I think we’re good. Have a Merry Christmas.”

      “Thank you, you too.” He scoops up the cash, clears our glasses, and moves down the bar to the next customer.

      My new obsession slips the thin strap of her purse over her shoulder. A provocative smile crosses her face, heightening my arousal. “Are you at least going to tell me your name?”

      I should give her my alias, the one I always use with the women I fuck, but that name sours in my mouth before it ever leaves my lips. “Liam. And what name will I be using when I sing happy birthday to you later?”

      We both know that’s not what I need it for, but I was being a gentleman.

      As I push the button to call the elevator, she leans in as her breath tickles my neck. “Josie.”

      Warmth encases my cold, dead heart, making it beat a little faster at the sound of her name. I write it off as nothing more than getting to be this woman’s first one-nighter. It’s been a while since I’ve been a first and I want to make it good for her, ruin her for her second.

      I might even ruin her for anyone who follows, even a potential boyfriend.

      What the hell has come over me? That has never crossed my mind before.

      We step on and the air in the elevator heats rapidly when the door seals. Our eyes fixate on the reflections staring back at us through the shiny steel.

      I normally avoid acting foolishly or putting myself in vulnerable situations. Tonight, I can’t help it. The elevator ascends slowly, its floor number ticking upward at an unacceptable beat. Before I know it, I smash a fist against the emergency stop button and I slam her against the glass outer wall overlooking the city. From our elevated vantage point, we remain concealed from those below, yet we have a panoramic view of everything. It messes with the mind, creating the illusion that seeing them equals being seen, but that’s not always the case.

      Trust me, I know this. It’s how I stay hidden when I’m on the job.

      With a gentle spin, I turn her around, placing Josie’s cheek against the glass that’s frosted over. “I’m going to make you come while the city of Seattle watches. If you don’t want that, speak now,” I whisper seductively in her ear.

      Josie says nothing. Her breath quickens as I delicately lift the fabric of her skirt, revealing her smooth skin underneath. She whimpers and bites her lip as my finger traces up her thigh, and I nearly come in my pants when I find her bare underneath.

      “Do you go commando often?” I playfully nip at her earlobe and let out a low, rumbling growl. “Fuck. I’m going to punish you for being so careless.”

      With a deliberate motion, Josie raises her red stiletto and drags it along the outside of my leg. “No, but tonight I was feeling adventurous.” Those brown orbs peek over her shoulder and lock with mine. “How will you punish me?”

      A subtle, intoxicating scent wafts up, teasing my senses as I explore. She’s soaking wet for me.

      Swirling a single circle around her sensitive nerve to display my awareness of its position, I glide my finger back and penetrate her warmth. The sound of her moan fills the small space, accompanied by the sharp slap of her hand hitting the glass. After a few thrusts, I withdraw, adding a second finger. While I finger-fuck her, my other hand finds her sweet spot again, where I pinch and flick her clit, drawing the sounds from her I want.

      “Oh shit,” she pants, rising to her toes, rubbing her ass against the length of my cock. “I’m close.”

      With a low growl in her ear, I increase my speed. “I think I’ll spank you twenty-three times while I’m fucking this sweet little cunt hard and fast.”

      That pushes her over the brink, causing her to cry out in ecstasy. Her voice echoes off the elevator walls, making my cock grow thicker, imagining her screams as I plow into her hard. But soon someone will reverse my stop, and we’ll ascend again. So instead, I pull my fingers from her slick center and suck them off while she watches my reflection in the glass.

      Backing up, I press the button that will get us moving again, leaving her in a messy state that has my mind racing with possibilities.

      Josie spins while wiggling her skirt back over her bare ass, hooded eyes promising me a night I will never forget.
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      JOSIE

      “Happy birthday, Josie.” The slightly accented male voice I’ve come to appreciate vibrates against my skin.

      I can’t place his accent. It’s different from any I’ve heard before. A mixture of several, but beautiful, especially the way he says my name.

      I’d respond, but it’s hard to do that when the man wishing you a happy birthday has his head between your legs, waking you up in the best way possible. All I can do is grip the sheets beneath me and hold on while he proves how amazing he is with his tongue.

      My orgasm rips through me like a bolt of lightning. It’s been a very long time since I’ve had one so powerful it makes me dizzy.

      Who am I kidding? I’ve never experienced anything like this before.

      Until Liam touched me in the elevator and caused my legs to turn into jelly, I thought something was wrong with me. The orgasms I’d experienced prior were nothing more than a tingling in my stomach. A few little quivers that made my pussy just wet enough the guy didn’t need lube. And that’s where it ended for me. The partners I chose didn’t give a damn about extracting more from me. They only cared about getting their own and finishing in record time. No one had the lasting ability you read about in a good romance.

      A wide smile spreads across my face as I marvel at the newfound understanding I’ve gained since last night. Not all men are equal. They don’t all finish in three pumps. Some men can ride it out and last long enough to give you at least three more—I’m guessing at least twenty minutes—before they finally let themselves come.

      One and done isn’t always how it is. Some guys—Liam especially—consider the first couple warmup rounds. They may need a break to recover, but once they do, they’re more than ready to get back at it and somehow do it better each time after.

      This might be round seven. I’ve honestly lost count. All I know is that I’m glad I took him up on his offer and am pretty sure no other man will cut it after this.

      “Are you hungry?”

      I peek down as he licks his lips before he kisses my inner left thigh. “Hungry for what?”

      The man snickers, giving me a devilish look as he crawls up my body. It’s sexy as fuck, and I do my best to commit it to memory so I can pull it up later when I’m alone. His lips graze my stomach with a trail of tender kisses, moving upward inch by inch. He pauses, his chin nestled between my breasts, creating an intimate moment.

      “Food. Are you hungry for food?” His eyes sparkle with a warmth that mirrors the radiant smile on his face, making me wish I could keep him. “I need to feed you before I ravish you again.”

      “Will that require me to get dressed?” I giggle when his fingers dig into my side. “What? It’s a legit question. I only have last night’s clothes here, and I don’t feel like moving.”

      He lifts himself up, his elbows supporting his weight, and stretches toward the nightstand to retrieve another condom. Once he tears it open, I snatch it away and reach between us, feeling a surge of anticipation. It’s my first time putting one on him, but I want to tease him a bit before slipping it on. Wrapping my fist around his length, I stroke up, then down, adding in a light twist.

      “Fuck, that feels amazing.” His hips sway in a rhythmic motion, guiding me. “Put it on before I coat your stomach with my cum.”

      Glancing between us, I run my thumb over the tip, gathering the bead of pre-cum before I place the condom there. While I roll it on with my other hand, I bring my thumb to my lips and make a show of sucking it in my mouth.

      Who am I? I’ve never done that before.

      Liam’s eyes burn with desire. He swats my hand away once I’ve properly suited him up and runs the head of his cock over my sensitive clit before sliding it back.

      The man is evil.

      He teases, slowly entering me just enough to ignite my desire, before swiftly retreating.

      “Stop teasing me.” When he does it again, I instinctively inhale sharply and tightly squeeze my eyes shut. “Please. Show me what a good morning fuck feels like.”

      Liam clamps down on my nipple as he slams into me. It has me firing off another orgasm. My second this morning. This one isn’t as powerful, but that’s because he’s just getting started. He doesn’t hold back. With each movement, his impressive, perfect cock glides against my sensitive clit, igniting a growing desire.

      “Don’t you fucking come again until I tell you to,” he growls as he sits up and brings me with him. “Wrap your legs around me. Lean back some.”

      I obediently follow his instructions, my face contorting with pleasure as he slides deeper.

      He grabs my chin and smirks. “You like that, pretty lady?”

      I silently acknowledge him with a nod, my nails sinking into his shoulders as I emit a soft sound of satisfaction, carefully constructing my next words. “How is that so much better?”

      Liam’s body leans back slightly, his muscles tensing as he maintains a firm hold on me, effortlessly keeping the rhythm. He’s a sex God, surpassing my wildest dreams. The man’s creative prowess is awe-inspiring and fills me with admiration. The idea of him being with other women to enhance his craft makes me furious.

      “Stop it!” he orders as slams into me, so attune with my body he can tell my mind’s drifting. “No one else exists here but us. Just us.”

      I nod, not doubting his mind-reading abilities, and lean forward so I can kiss his mouth. The way he kisses me convinces me that only we exist now. No one else will steal this moment from us.

      Not now. Not ever.

      My body is vibrating with the need to come. It’s setting my nerves on fire, making me super aware of every movement, causing my muscles to tighten as I fight against it.

      He pinches my left nipple and orders, “Now!”

      The breath I was holding is released, and I become weightless while I let go. He’s right there with me. I can sense him floating in the abyss we’ve created as we climax. It’s an indescribable sensation, unlike anything he’s extracted from me during this lingering one-night stand. After it’s over, we collapse onto the bed, finding ourselves on our sides, our eyes locked in a satisfied gaze.

      Liam slides out of me slowly, removes the condom, and ties it off before he drops it on the floor. It’s not the sexiest thing he’s done, but I get it. I’m too tired to move as well, and I know he’ll pick it up as soon as he gets up.

      “Give me five minutes to catch my breath and then I’ll order us room service.” He kisses the top of my head. “I think
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