I was admiring all of the details of the Morocco room Steffan

mentioned when Rhys became suddenly amorous and unstoppable.

His hands and mouth were all over me. And I couldn’t blame him.

The room did evoke a sexual craving to a degree.

A huge round platform sat in the middle of the room, very low to

the ground. On top, a round mattress sat, all sheathed in jewel-toned

silk and satin sheets with more pillows than I could count. A sheer,

silky gold material hung down from the ceiling, a semblance of the

netting you would see in some luxurious hotel room in the tropics.

The walls were draped in various shades of jewel-toned silk fabric

with recessed lighting perfectly washing them down with amber

highlights.
On either side of the round bed sat two carved benches, if you

could call it that. They both were long, narrow, and made of a very

sturdy wood. One half of the wood curved high and plummeted in a

low dip on the other.
How would one sit in something like that? I thought.
Then I looked at the other bench. It resembled the first bench at an

initial glance, but taking a closer look at it, I realized the pitching and

curve of the wood was exactly the opposite. Interesting. It made my

heart skip with excitement trying to figure out what the exact purpose

of each bench was for.
“Look up, Rain,” Rhys said in a gravely tone.
 “Holy shit!” I gasped.
Outshining the array of various hand-carved relief Moroccan

lanterns that hung, casting stunning and erotic shadow all around the

room and on our bodies, was the fact that the entire ceiling was

covered in mirrors.
I stood looking up at our reflection.
I watched Rhys undress rather quickly, his eyes burning on me the

entire time in the reflection. He was naked in no time flat and moved

swiftly to me, removing everything except my choker, thigh-high

stockings and my rhinestone shoes.
Quite a feat I determined, seeing that the dress took me forever to

get into.
“Damn sexy shoes, Rain. I’m gonna love fucking you in those,”

Rhys spoke close to my ear and then picked me up and threw me

playfully on the bed. He lay in the middle of the bed, on his back, and

held on to his shaft.
“Suck,” he commanded.
I crawled on my hands and knees, positioning myself to take him

from the side.
I sucked the man well and could hear his approval in relentless

moans of gratification that escaped his body. Behind me, I felt his

fingers exploring my folds and tight ass all at the same time. I tensed

at first, but then relaxed in his control.
If this man was supposed to be my sex toy, then I was going to let

him do everything to me that I ever thought about.
I turned my head to the side to look at Rhys. His eyes were

plastered on that ceiling of mirrors. I could only imagine what the

scene looked like to him.
In a blink of an eye, I was on my back.
Rhys moved my palms to layer over one other, high above my

head. He pinned me to the bed with one hand, squeezing my wrists

together hard. A grunt of need echoed in the back of his throat. He

positioned his cock at my entrance and thrust home, all the way into

me until his balls pushed right up against my bare skin.
I screamed instinctively. The sensitive bundles of nerves deepseated

in me sent pleasure receptors on fire and ignite all over my

body. From the hairs on top of my head to my pinky toe, I was filled

completely with rapture. It felt so good to have him inside me again.

Rhys was animalistic and rough. He did not go slowly. He did not

whisper anything in my ears. He did not caress me.
He was fucking me good, slamming into me fast and hard.

His fingers were digging into my neck as he squeezed with one

hand while the other stabilized that glorious body of his on the secure

measure of my wrists. I looked up and tilted my view from Rhys’s

straining features above me.
My breath was taken away.
It didn’t look like me writhing beneath this man. I looked like I

was under a hypnotic spell, ravenous with desire. Then there was the

play of his ass reflecting back in the mirror. My god, this sight was

spectacular. In and out, his rhythm was talented and masculine in its

taking. I was entranced with the delicious dimples he developed with

each thrust taken.
I was so turned on that I came hard and fast.
“Baby, my turn,” Rhys said before I could fully recover from my

orgasm. He lay flat on his back and picked me up to sit on top of his

cock, my back facing him.
He slid into me effortlessly and I steadied my footing on each side

of him as my hands braced against his chest. I threw my head back

and rode him as I watched in the mirror.
“That’s it baby. Fuck me, fuck me good,” Rhys yelled from below

me, locking his eyes with mine in the mirror’s reflection.
“Oh my god!” I moaned.
Dirty talk sounded so sinfully delicious coming from his lips.
And he never felt so good. I couldn’t stop. I needed more and

more with every grind of my hips. Before I knew it, my body was set

on a fast-paced, needful rhythm that matched the tempo of his hips

thrusting up into me. My breasts were naughty, rapid in their

movement, bouncing wildly. The shadows patterning on our bodies

from the flickering glow of the lanterns upped the ante in eroticism. It

was so…nasty.
He was magnificent. I couldn’t control myself. My breathing was

erratic. I was forming words that didn’t even make sense. Noises that

I never heard before escaped me.
I was possessed.
“I’m coming!” He screamed as he wrapped his hands around my

waist and forced me to lie back against his chest, stilling my

movement abruptly. “Rain!” he moaned below me.
Seeing his face in the mirror, in that moment, in pure pleasure,

made me tear up. I had no clue why. I just never saw something as

delectable as that and I wanted to freeze the moment in my mind so I

would never forget Rhys Matthews.
His cock jumped inside me, spurting his hot release deep into the

recesses of my core over and over again. As he regained control, his

eyes centered back on me in the mirror.
“Round two. Get to that bench. I need more of you.”
“Oh, yes!”
I dismounted from him and crawled to the bench. His cum was

dripping from me, running down my thigh. I wondered if he would

mind that the second round was going to be really messy. I sure as

hell didn’t care.
As I moved to the bench, I wondered how I was going to situate

myself in it. The moment was so good. I didn’t want to break it by

looking like an idiot or needing a lesson on how to use the damn thing

as a sexual apparatus. Luckily, when I got right up to it, the curve in

the wood called out to me. I moved swiftly, laying my back along the

curve in the wood. My head dangled below me, my breasts pitching

up to the highest peak. I could feel my crotch on full display.
I must have positioned myself correctly. It just felt right.
Rhys took his place in between my legs, sitting comfortably in the

downward slant of the wood. His feet were planted comfortable on

the floor, on each side of the bench. He pulled me downward by my

shoulders, roughly and needful. I felt his hard cock pushing through

my entrance. I was slippery wet, full of his cum which made his drive

into me slick and easy.
“Holy shit!” I screamed.
The angle of his entry was gloriously yummy. He continued

thrusting hard into me. I watched in ecstasy as his hands were in a

frenzy, rubbing my navel area all the way up to my breasts. He dipped

his head in, taking my breast in his mouth. I could hear him growl

with desire. All of a sudden, he pulled out of me, pushing my body to

pitch down even further. My ass teetered on the crest of the wood,

spreading the very core of me in front of Rhys’s face. Rhys thrust his

head between my legs to feast on me. It didn’t matter that I was wet

beyond belief with a mixture of my arousal and his love juices. He

lapped me up like a thirsty animal.
It was mind-blowing.
Then I felt a sharp pain high up in my inner thigh. I screamed for

a second, until a creamy pleasure washed over me and tugged another

orgasm from my body. My eyes were blurry at this point, finding it

hard to focus from the intense pleasure. I looked in the mirror and saw

Rhys latched on to my inner thigh.
What in the hell was he doing? Whatever it was, it was heaven.
Rhys came up for air and smiled sinisterly. “My turn.”
He picked me up from the bench and threw me over his shoulder.

He ran across the mattress and placed me next to the other bench on

the opposite side of the round bed. The top half of his body sat tall in

the pitch of the bench while his crotch dipped low in the design.
“Come here and sit on my cock.”
I straddled his crotch and realized the purpose of the benches.

They were “his and her” sexual apparatuses. I positioned his shaft

under me and then came down with force on him. Rhys screamed out

in pleasure. I was at the perfect height to really ride him good, putting

all of my leg muscles into it and getting some deep movement out of

it. He lay still as I fucked him without reserve. I varied my

movements— grinding hard into him, bouncing freely on his cock and

adding some hip isolations and rolls over him. I threw my head back

and saw the reflection he was watching.
Absolutely captivating.
In no time flat, I brought him to orgasm. I milked it out of him as

he screamed my name over and over again along with some sexy

Greek phrases.
I was in heaven, and Rhys was my god.
Spent, we both lay on the bench in a crumpled and twined heap of

flesh.
“Ready for the ball, Cinderella?” Rhys asked.
“My God, Rhys, I have to get ready all over again. I can’t walk in

there looking…or smelling like this.”
“So we smell like each other. That won’t be such a bad thing.”

Rhys’s smile was boyish and playful.
“Rhys!”
Rhys laughed. “Rain, you’ll love the bathroom in this room. Go

ahead and clean up the mess I did. Take your time.”
I released from Rhys and walked toward the bathroom, “I must

say though—I feel like this took the tension and edge off of my

apprehension for sure.”
“That was the plan,” Rhys said deliciously as he watched my

naked ass bounce away from him.
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