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Tom Verbatim
in Zusammenarbeit mit Elisabeth Sylt


Chapter 1:




“I’m leaving him,” Bea announced to her friend Karen, her voice brittle with suppressed anger.

They were sitting by the pool at Karen’s house, the ice cubes in their glasses slowly melting in the afternoon heat. The late September sun bathed everything in honey-colored light that danced across the pool’s surface, casting flickering reflections on the house wall. Karen’s husband John was still at work—a blessing, because Bea needed this quiet, this safe harbor for her confession.

“Are you sure?” Karen’s eyes narrowed with concern behind her sunglasses.

“Yes, I can’t stand being near him anymore.” Bea pressed her lips together, tasting the bitter flavor of the lie on her tongue. “I’ve tried for months, but it just doesn’t work. Every time he touches me, I think of... her.”

“Do you know who this other woman is?”

Bea knew. It was her own daughter Laura. The image burned into her retina again: Steve taking Laura from behind, her long legs wrapped around his hips, her moans echoing through the living room. But she couldn’t tell Karen who the other woman was. Not even her best friend.

“I think she’s a young woman, maybe a student or something.” The half-truth tasted like ashes in her mouth.

“How the hell did he meet her?” Karen asked, after taking a sip of her iced tea, the condensation beading between her fingers on the glass.

“No idea, and I don’t care.” Bea stared into the turquoise water of the pool, watching her distorted reflection trembling in it. “I just want him out of my life.”

“What about Laura? How would she react if you left?”

She’d probably be happy. Then she’d have Steve all to herself, Bea thought, a stabbing pain shooting through her chest. Her own stepdaughter, whom she had raised, whom she had loved like her own child. “She’s an adult and in college,” she said instead, her voice mechanical. “I think she’ll be fine with it.”

Karen changed the subject and they talked about her new career, about Karen’s plans for a kitchen renovation, about anything except the truth that sat like a stone in Bea’s stomach. After a few hours, Bea stood up and said goodbye, her legs stiff from sitting so long on the pool furniture. At the door, Karen grabbed her arm, her fingers cool and firm.

“I think you should fight for him. Do you love him?”

Bea considered, feeling the pressure of Karen’s hand on her forearm. Yes, she did. Despite everything that had happened, despite the betrayal that had shattered her world—she still loved him. The realization hit her like a blow. “Yes.”

“Then I suggest you do everything to keep him. Don’t let some girl take your husband away from you.” Karen’s eyes flashed with determination. “She might have firmer breasts and a tighter behind, but you’re the one he married. You know his secrets, his weaknesses. Fight for this marriage, Bea. Fight dirty if you have to.”

On the drive home, Bea thought intensely about her friend’s words, her knuckles white as she gripped the steering wheel. Karen was right—the problem was that she didn’t know it was her own daughter.

How did one fight against one’s own flesh and blood? She would have to fight for Steve, but the weapons in this war were poisoned. At the moment, Laura was at college in the neighboring state, and Steve was on one of his business trips. She had a few days to think before he came home—time to devise a plan that wouldn’t completely tear her heart apart.


Chapter 2:




“My God, sweetheart, how can you be so tight,” Steve groaned as he thrust his cock deep into his lover’s pussy. The warmth enveloped him like liquid fire, and he felt her walls contracting around him as if they never wanted to let him go. Her wetness was like silk wrapping around his hard shaft.

“I don’t know, Daddy. I think the training helps.” Her voice was breathless, laced with a trembling that captured her entire body. Every word was a whispered confession of her surrender.

She lay beneath him, legs wrapped around his hips, her heels digging into his lower back and pulling him even deeper inside her. This was her favorite position—he penetrated her completely and stretched her pussy wide with his large cock. Each thrust made her gasp, her fingernails scratching across his shoulder blades and leaving red marks on his skin, little love tokens of her passion. Her breasts bounced in rhythm with his movements, nipples hard and dark with arousal.

“Yes, yes, I’m about to come, Lauren.” Sweat beaded on his forehead, his breath coming in gasps. The muscles in his neck tensed as he felt the familiar tug in his loins.

“Pull it out, I want it all over my breasts and stomach,” Lauren moaned as her own orgasm rolled over her like a tidal wave of pure pleasure. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably, her toes curled, and a long moan escaped her lips.

Steve pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices like polished ivory, and she grabbed it with both hands, rubbing it with quick, firm strokes. The semen rained onto her tanned skin, leaving small, warm drops that ran down her ribs like precious pearls. One landed on her lip and she stuck out her tongue and licked it up, her eyes fixed firmly on his—a look full of desire and submission.

“You taste good, are you on a new diet?” She licked her lips as if wanting to savor every drop, her tongue slowly moving across her swollen lower lip.

Steve breathed heavily and looked down at her, admiring the way the moonlight fell through the curtains and made her damp skin shimmer. Her breasts still rose and fell rapidly, nipples dark and hard. “A bit more fruit than usual.”

As he rolled off her and lay on the king-size bed, she got up and went to the bathroom. Her steps were still unsteady, her legs trembling slightly from the intensity of her climax. After a quick shower, she returned to the bedroom naked, water droplets still glistening on her skin like tiny diamonds. Her hair was dark and wet, clinging to her shoulders and framing her flushed face.

“How long are you staying?” she asked, sitting on the edge of the bed, her wet hair sticking to her shoulders. A drop of water slowly ran down between her breasts.

“Just tonight, sweetheart. Tomorrow I’m flying to Dallas.” He brushed a strand of hair from her face, his fingers lingering on her still-warm cheek.

“Oh, so we only have one more night? When will you be back?” Disappointment resonated in her voice, and her eyes searched his as if she could find the answer in his gaze.

Steve stretched his arms above his head and looked her over appreciatively. She had a fantastic body—large, round breasts with dark nipples, a firm ass, and long, slender legs. Her skin was still flushed from their passion, and small red marks on her neck revealed the intensity of their embrace. “Maybe in two months or so.”

“Oh, how will I survive without my favorite cock,” she said, sitting on the bed, her hand gliding over his hairy chest, her fingertips drawing small circles on his still-damp skin.

She took him in her hand and after a few minutes he was hard again. The touch of her warm fingers made him shudder, and he felt the blood rushing back into his cock. She lowered her face as if to give him a blowjob, but instead just kissed his tip with feather-light lips—a kiss as gentle as a butterfly—and then stood up, a teasing smile on her lips.

“What?” said Steve, confusion and desire in his voice.

“I’m hungry. Let’s go downstairs for dinner, we can fuck more later.” She winked at him and reached for her dress.

He had checked into the airport hotel in the city where she was studying. He hadn’t flown but had driven a rental car. The next day he would drive back to the airport where he had landed and return the car. The college was close to the airport, which is why he had chosen it.

Under the hot shower, Steve thought intensely about the situation. The water pounded on his shoulders, steaming around him. It had been two months since he and Laura had slept together for the first time. Since then, Bea had found out and he thought she would file for divorce.

He didn’t want that—he was like a child, he wanted both. He loved Bea, but his desire for Laura was too strong to ignore. He had been lucky that Bea hadn’t called the police. Although it was consensual incest, he would still be facing a long prison sentence. Maybe it was better to end things while he still could.

At dinner, he brought up the subject, and Laura’s reaction wasn’t what he had expected. She sat across from him, elegant in a black dress that accentuated her curves.

“Sure, whenever you want. It’s not like I’m in love with you. It was just for fun and to prove to Mom that she’s wrong about men in general.” Her voice was calm, almost indifferent.

He was surprised—he had thought she would be upset. “So you’re okay with us ending this after tonight?”

She put down her fork and took a sip of her wine, the red wine darkening her lips. “Yes, Daddy, I am. Look, I’m in college. I’ve left the slut I used to be back home. Here I’m making new friends and there are plenty of cute guys I can date. I’ll be fine.”

He smiled at her. She was right, she looked so different now. She wore beautiful clothes and preferred skirts and dresses. She knew she had a good body and liked to show it off without being vulgar. Her hair had returned to its natural dark brown color, and her eyes sparkled in the candlelight. She was so beautiful and smart.

Laura looked down at her daddy who was lying beneath her, his hands resting on her hips. This was the last time she would have his cock inside her, and she wanted him in all her holes. First, she had given him a long, gentle blowjob, just licking and tenderly sucking his cock until he was moaning with desire. Now she was letting him slide into her pussy, feeling him filling her up, and then she would move in a way that would let him enter her ass.

“Ah, I love how you do that,” said Steve, his voice rough with lust.

“What?” Laura moved her hips slowly in a circle, feeling him slide deeper into her.

“How your pussy massages my cock.” His fingers dug into her skin.

“Oh that. I don’t know, I learned that on the side,” she said, biting her lower lip.

“I’m almost there, sweetie.” His breathing quickened.

“Take me in the ass, Daddy, one last time.” Her voice was a hoarse whisper.

She lifted herself off his cock and repositioned herself. As his tip entered her tight hole, she gasped and closed her eyes, her mouth opening in a silent scream. Then she lowered herself slowly until he was completely inside her, every inch a sweet torture.

“Rub my clit.” Her hand guided his to the sensitive spot.

Steve used the thumb of his right hand to stimulate her little button while she rode up and down on him. Her breathing quickened and so did his. She threw her head back and let a deep moan escape from her mouth, then looked down at him, her eyes glazed with lust. “Come inside me.”

“Oh, oh, yes!” His body tensed.

She felt her stepfather’s cock twitch in her ass as he shot his juice into her. His thumb had made her come, and as the last waves of orgasm washed over her, she lay down on his chest. She looked into his eyes and kissed his mouth gently, tasting the salty flavor of their shared sweat. “It was nice while it lasted.”

He kissed her back, his hand stroking her damp hair. “It really was, sweetie.”


Chapter 3:




Bea stood at the sink, her fingers gripping the edge of the counter as she heard Steve’s footsteps in the driveway. The familiar sound of his key in the lock made her stomach clench. The kitchen smelled of the roast she had prepared for dinner – a mechanical routine she maintained even though nothing was normal between them anymore.

The front door closed. His footsteps approached, more hesitant than before, as if he already knew something final hung in the air.

“Hi, how are you?” His voice sounded muted, carefully probing.

Bea didn’t turn around. Instead, she methodically wiped her hands on the checkered towel, folded it precisely, and laid it down neatly. The movements gave her a moment to gather her voice.

“I want a divorce, Steve.”

The words fell like boulders into the kitchen’s silence. She heard him inhale sharply, then the squeak of the kitchen chair as he sank heavily into it. His fingers drummed nervously on the tabletop.

“Are you sure?” His voice was barely more than a whisper.

Bea remained at the sink, her hands resting on the cold porcelain. Through the window, she watched a robin land on the branch of the old oak tree. “Yes, I am. I don’t want the house. I just want you out of my life.”

“What about Laura?”

Her daughter’s name hit her like a slap. Bea briefly closed her eyes. “She’s a big girl now and can take care of herself.”

“I don’t want a divorce.” Steve leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table. “What if I told you that what Laura and I did is in the past and will never happen again? Would you please consider not leaving me?”

Finally, Bea turned around and sat across from him. The kitchen table, where they had shared family meals for years, suddenly felt like a negotiation table. She leaned back, studying his face – the wrinkles around his eyes that she once found endearing, the way his shoulders slumped forward as if carrying an invisible burden.

“I don’t think you can control your urges,” she finally said, her voice calm but firm. “And I’m pretty sure Laura is the same way.”

“She doesn’t live here anymore. It’s just you and me.”

“What about Christmas?” Bea crossed her arms. “That’s in two months, and she’ll be back then, under this roof.”

“I can handle it, I promise.” Steve reached his hand across the table, but Bea pulled hers back.

“I’m sorry, but I don’t believe you and I don’t trust her. She can be very persuasive, you should know that.”

Steve took a deep breath, his fingers tensing. “Bea, I just came back from seeing Laura. We spent a night together talking about us. We decided this can’t continue. She said she’s okay with that and things are very different for her now.”

The words hit Bea like blows. Her cheeks burned. “You saw her? Did you fuck?”

“No,” Steve lied, but the sweat on his forehead betrayed him. “I had business nearby and decided to make a surprise visit. I needed to talk to her and end this catastrophe.”

“I don’t believe you. I know you two had sex.” Bea’s voice trembled with suppressed anger.

“You have to believe me. She’s changed a lot. She has a great social life. She goes out, meets new people, maybe she’ll find a boyfriend. It was different there than here. And you know as well as I do that she only did it to prove you wrong.”

Guilt crept like poison through Bea’s veins. Steve had touched a sore spot – Laura had told her back then that all men were the same, including her daddy. Bea had vehemently denied it, and just to prove her point, Laura had done the unthinkable.

“I need time to think, okay.” Bea stood up abruptly, the chair scraping across the kitchen floor.

Steve gave her a weak smile. “Sure, take all the time you need, but please – I don’t want to lose you.”

Without another word, she left the kitchen, leaving him alone with the smell of the burnt roast.

In the days that followed, Bea became a master of avoidance. She left the house early in the morning, returned late, and locked herself in her bedroom. The silence of the house pressed down on her, heavy and suffocating. Every corner reminded her of happier times that now seemed like a lie.

Guilt gnawed at her like acid. Maybe she was to blame for everything? She should have been harder on Steve when she learned about his desires. Instead, she had told him about her cousin Jack, about that hot summer day when she turned twenty and he had taken her on her parents’ kitchen counter.

Had that been the mistake? Had Steve thought it was okay for him because she had done it? The more she pondered, the more questions arose without finding answers. She couldn’t talk to her friends, not even Karen. It was a terrible secret she had to bear alone.

In the end, she decided to call Jack. He would understand her.

On a Monday morning, as the autumn sun broke weakly through the clouds, she dialed his number. He promised to call back as soon as he was alone. The hours dragged painfully until her phone finally rang.

“Yes?” Her voice sounded hoarse.

“It's me. What did you want to talk about?”

Bea sank onto her bed, the mattress giving way beneath her weight. She took a deep breath, the scent of her perfume on the pillow mingling with the fear that hung in the air. “Do you remember that day in my parents' kitchen?”

Jack laughed softly, a warm sound that awakened memories. “Yes, of course. Why?”

“I need your promise that what I'm about to tell you stays between us.” Her fingers tightened around the phone.

Jack heard the serious undertone in her voice. “Of course, I promise.”

“Steve had sex with Laura, and she was the one who initiated it.”

In his kitchen, Jack turned off the stove, the eggs still sizzling quietly in the pan. He sat down at his kitchen table, a slow smile spreading across his face. The irony of the situation amused him – at Laura's graduation party, he himself had harbored dirty thoughts until Steve intercepted him and warned him to stay away. At the time, he thought it was just an overprotective stepfather, but now he understood Steve's aggression. Steve had already marked his territory.

An opportunity presented itself, a delicious twist of fate. This could get very interesting.

Jack cleared his throat, modulating his voice to compassionate concern. “Oh, I'm really sorry about that. How can I help?”

“Could you come over and talk to Steve? What we did back then, it was a one-time thing, some crazy moment, it meant nothing.”

Yes, it did, thought Jack, as his free hand stroked over his jeans. He had desired Bea for years, practically since her breasts had developed. That summer day in the kitchen wasn't a coincidence – he had watched her through the window, recognized the opportunity, and made his move. Afterward, he had waited for another chance, but it never came.

Until now.

“Of course, Bea, it was just something that happened. We were young and hormones were going crazy.” He had been twenty-five and she twenty, but details didn't matter when it came to making her feel secure.

His mind was already planning. Laura was an unexpected bonus – he would sacrifice his little finger to get into her panties. And fucking Bea again was a sweet additional prize. Steve wouldn't be a problem; if he interfered, Jack would threaten to go to the police and tell them he had raped his stepdaughter.

“How is Laura, by the way?” His voice sounded casually interested.

“Good. She's studying hard and getting good grades. She should be coming home for Christmas.”

Two months was too long. Far too long to wait. “I think it would be better to bring her home for a weekend. She needs to hear what I'm going to tell Steve.”

The thought of having Steve and Laura under the same roof again so soon made Bea's stomach tighten. “Are you sure that's necessary? Can't you just talk to him alone?”

“He needs to face her and she needs to face him. They need to accept that their actions were wrong, and the best way is for them to do it together.” Jack leaned back, his imagination already picturing what he would do with both women.

Bea sighed, a sound of resignation. “Maybe you're right. I'll talk to her and let you know.”

“Good. One more thing: Don't tell Steve that I'm coming, or that Laura is coming. It's better if he doesn't have time to build up his defenses.”

“Alright. Take care of yourself.”

“You too.”

After hanging up, Jack enjoyed his breakfast with new anticipation. The eggs tasted better, the coffee more aromatic. He looked forward to having a serious word with Steve and much more intimate conversations with Laura.

His fantasy wandered to her young skin, wondering how tight her pussy was and whether she shaved. The thought made his pants tighter.

It was going to be a very rewarding weekend.


Chapter 4:




“Laura, where did you learn to suck a cock like that?” asked Mathew, his voice still rough with desire, breath escaping his chest in gasps.

She smiled at him, her lips still moist from his salty taste, and thought, if you only knew. The sweet secret of her true experience tingled on her tongue like forbidden honey – memories of larger hands that had grabbed her hair, of a deeper voice that had moaned her name. “Oh, I guess I’ve picked up a few things over the years, and I occasionally enjoy watching good porn. You can learn a lot from it.” The lie slipped from her lips as easily as his semen had earlier.

Mathew stroked her blonde hair, which lay spread like silk across his sweat-glistening stomach. She lay between his legs, her face turned toward the wall of his bedroom, while the late afternoon light fell golden on her naked skin through the half-closed blinds. The scent of sex hung heavy in the warm air – her juices mixed with his musk, an intoxicating blend that numbed her senses.

He felt her skilled tongue tickling his sensitive tip, gentle and playful, but didn’t believe he could manage another round. His body was drained, exhausted from the intensity of her insatiable desire. They had been at it since her arrival after the last lecture two hours ago. They had fucked, licked, and sucked, and now he desperately needed a break. His testicles felt empty, his muscles trembling with exhaustion.

“Honey, could you get us something cold to drink from the fridge?” His request sounded casual, but Laura heard the fatigue behind it – the way men sounded when they had reached their limits.

She looked up at him, her green eyes sparkling mischievously, still hungry despite everything they had already done. “Why? I like it here, licking your cock.” Her tongue slid over his tip once more, just to tease him, tasting the last drop of his desire.

He sighed heavily, his hand sliding weakly through her hair: “Because I’m thirsty.”

“Then get it yourself.” She kissed his stomach, her lips leaving moist traces on his salty skin, tasting the sweat of their shared passion.

He gently pushed her away and got out of bed, his legs still wobbly from the exertion. Naked, he went to the kitchen, his muscles playing under his tanned skin. Laura watched him hungrily and licked her lips, still tasting his salty desire, the craving for more already awakening again in her lower body.

He had a fantastic body, she thought, as her eyes wandered over his broad shoulders and firm buttocks, the kind of body that made other girls drool.

They had been fuck buddies for two weeks, and she couldn’t get enough of him. Her body constantly demanded more, the heat, the friction, the sweet pain of fulfillment. He, on the other hand, didn’t have enough stamina, which was somehow strange. After all, he was the captain of the lacrosse team. She knew she liked to fuck a lot – more than normal, more than healthy. Perhaps she should tone it down a bit before she completely burned him out.

She slid up in bed, rested her head on the still-warm pillow, and closed her eyes. The sheet smelled of sex and Mathew’s aftershave, of sweaty bodies and fulfilled desire. She thought back to her father’s last visit, and just the thought of fucking him made her hot again. Her thighs pressed together as the forbidden memory pulsed through her body like electric current.

It wasn’t because he was a better lover or had a bigger cock than Mathew. It was the forbidden nature of the act that aroused her – the knowledge that it was wrong only made it hotter. The way he looked at her, as if he knew exactly what he was doing. As if he wanted her just as much as she wanted him.

When Mathew came back in, a cold water bottle in hand, he found Laura with her legs spread, rubbing her swollen clitoris. Her other hand was kneading her breast, while soft sighs escaped her lips. “Good Lord, woman, don’t you ever get enough?”

She opened her eyes and became aware of what she was doing. Her cheeks reddened slightly. “Oh, sorry. I was just thinking about how you lick my clitoris, and I got horny again,” she lied, her fingers still between her wet lips.

“Sorry, I have to go to evening class in half an hour.” He sat on the edge of the bed and took a sip of water.

“No problem, I need to study for my exam.” She stretched like a cat, her breasts rising seductively. “By the way, I’m going home this weekend. I’m leaving Friday and coming back Sunday evening. Can you take me to the airport?”

“Sure, but why are you going home?”

“My mother says she needs to talk to me. I think my parents are getting divorced.” The words came more easily to her lips than she had expected.

“Wow, I’m sorry. Why, if I may ask?”

She got out of bed and walked over to him, her bare feet quiet on the cool wooden floor. She took his flaccid cock in her hand, felt it twitch slightly under her touch, and said: “I think there’s a younger woman involved.” The irony of her words wasn’t lost on her.

He kissed her on the lips, tasting himself on her tongue. “Yeah, I can see how that could be a problem.”

She squeezed his cock one last time, felt it slowly growing harder again, and then went to the bathroom to shower. The warm water would wash away the traces of Mathew, but not the burning longing for what she really wanted.


Chapter 5:




The following Friday, when Laura stepped into the airport arrival area, she had expected to see her stepfather. Instead, her mother was waiting among the hurrying travelers, her fingers nervously wrapped around the strap of her handbag.

“Hi Mom, I thought you’d be at work.”

“I took the day off.” Bea’s voice sounded strained, as if forcing a normalcy that wasn’t there. “I thought we could spend some time together before going home.”

Laura had only brought her backpack, since she had enough clothes at home for the weekend. The automatic doors slid open, and a wave of warm air enveloped them. As they walked to the parking lot, Laura felt the weight of unspoken words between them. “Look, Mom, I think I know what this is about. You’re getting divorced, and I know it’s because of me.”

Without stopping, her steps steady on the hot asphalt, Bea said: “Partly it’s your fault, but mainly it’s your stepfather’s. He’s an adult and should have known better.”

When they reached the car, the metal handles already hot from the sun, Laura took her mother’s arm. Her skin felt warm and soft, familiar. “I wasn’t a child when we did what we did. I knew exactly what I was doing, and I seduced him just as much as he seduced me. I would even say I did most of the groundwork. I planted the seed in his mind and then let it grow.”

Bea looked at her across the car roof. She was so beautiful in her polo pullover and black pants that accentuated her slender legs. Her hair fell loosely around her shoulders like liquid gold, and occasionally she brushed a strand from her eyes – a gesture that reminded Bea of herself at a younger age.

Her skin was still slightly tanned from the campus sun, and she wore subtle makeup that enhanced her natural beauty. Gone was the cheaply dressed girl who had initiated the seduction. In her place stood a young woman of breathtaking elegance. Bea wondered if things would have turned out differently if Laura had always dressed so formally at home.

“Okay, you’re right, but that doesn’t excuse your stepfather’s behavior. He should have handled the situation better.” The words tasted bitter in her mouth.

Bea drove to a café she liked, a small place with large windows and the scent of freshly roasted coffee. After parking a block away, they walked together along the sidewalk. There were many people out – businesspeople in suits, students with backpacks, mothers with strollers. Several men they passed gave them glances. Laura’s youthful presence drew attention like a magnet, but Bea also noticed the appreciative looks that followed her.

Laura nudged her mother with her elbow, a mischievous smile on her lips. “See, you’ve still got it. You can find a new man if you really want to go through with the divorce.”

Bea sighed, a sound that came from deep within. She knew she looked good for her age – her figure was still firm, her hair shiny, her skin well-maintained. But that wasn’t the problem. The problem was trust, lying in pieces like a broken mirror. She didn’t know if she had the energy or if she could ever trust a man again, after what Steve had done.

What if the new guy tried to get into Laura’s panties? She wasn’t sure if she could trust her own stepdaughter – not after what she had learned about the power of seduction. Instead, she said: “Have you met someone on campus?”

Laura smiled, a genuine smile that made her eyes light up. As they entered the café, enveloped by cool air and the aroma of cinnamon and vanilla, she said: “Yes, I’ve met a guy, and I like him a lot.”

After ordering coffee and pastries – Laura a cappuccino with extra foam, Bea a black coffee – they sat at a table by the window. The sunlight fell through the glass, casting warm patterns on the wooden table. “Who is he?” asked Bea.

“His name is Mathew and he plays lacrosse.” Laura took a sip of her cappuccino, the foam leaving a tiny trace on her upper lip. “He’s a year older than me. We met through friends, and one thing led to another.”

“I’m happy for you. It’s good that you have someone in your life.” Bea meant it sincerely, but there was also a twinge of something else – relief perhaps. “I know that your last year in high school was terrible for you.”

“Thanks, and I know I didn’t do much to improve my situation.”

Laura ate some of her pastry, a croissant with almond filling, and unconsciously licked her fingers. Then she said: “Dressing like a slut and acting like an asshole didn’t make it easier to fit in. I think it was a way of dealing with the anger over losing my friends in Boston.”

Bea had thought long about how to tell her stepdaughter what she wanted to share now. The words lay heavy on her tongue like undigested food. She cleared her throat and said: “Laura, I want you to listen carefully now. My cousin Jack is coming later today and will be staying with us for the weekend.”

“Cool, I haven’t seen him in a long time.” Laura raised an eyebrow, her voice innocent. “I think the last time was at my graduation.”

“Yes, well, the reason he’s coming is to talk to your father and you about what happened.”

Laura put down her coffee cup with a loud noise that echoed through the café like a gunshot. The porcelain rattled against the saucer. “Why? Why did you tell him?”

The people around them looked over – curious glances wandering across newspapers and laptops. Bea placed her hand on her daughter’s, feeling the warmth and slight trembling beneath the smooth skin. “Calm down, and I’ll explain it to you.”

Laura couldn’t believe her mother had told Jack about it. Her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. She took a few deep breaths, feeling the cool café air fill her lungs, then nodded. “Go on.”

Bea leaned closer to her, her voice dropping to a whisper. “When I turned twenty, Jack had sex with me in my parents’ kitchen.”

“No way.” Laura’s eyes widened. “Cousin Jack?”

“Yes, he didn’t rape me.” Bea’s cheeks flushed slightly at the memory. “I resisted a little, but then for some strange reason it felt okay, and I went along with it.”

Laura almost giggled—the idea of respectable Jack in such a situation seemed absurd—but she managed to control herself. She cleared her throat. “Mom, did he ever do it again?”

“No, it was just that one time.”

“Sorry, but I don’t understand how he could help Dad and me. With what exactly?” Laura gestured with her hands, her confusion obvious. “We both know what we did was wrong, we’ve talked about it and moved past it. I’m with Mathew now and I’m sure Dad wants to be with you.”

“I’m afraid you might do it again, and I want Jack to explain how he was able to handle the situation between him and me.”

“Come on, he lives almost three hundred miles away, no wonder he can control himself.”

Bea finished her coffee, the bitterness matching her mood. “Of course, but he’s visited us countless times over the years and never laid a hand on me.”

Or me, thought Laura, but then memories came like puzzle pieces fitting together into a disturbing picture. Now that her mother mentioned it, she remembered several times when Jack had given her strange looks over the years. Looks that lingered too long, that traveled over her body like hands. Once she came out of the bathroom when they still lived in Boston; he was waiting outside for her, looking her up and down with a gaze that made her skin tingle, and said: “Oh, you’re blossoming quite nicely.”

Her breasts had grown over the summer and she assumed that’s what he was referring to, but at that age, she didn’t really understand the significance of the comment. Then he had insisted she sit on his lap, even though she was almost grown.

His hands had encircled her waist, warm and possessive, and she had felt something hard beneath her that she couldn’t identify at the time. It had felt uncomfortable, but she didn’t want to make a scene. The more she thought about it, the more certain she became that Jack had been trying to groom her since she was a little child.

“Mom, I don’t think it’s a good idea for him to come.”

They were on the sidewalk heading back to the car, the afternoon sun burning on their shoulders. The heat rose from the asphalt like invisible flames. “Nonsense, it will be good for both of you to talk to him.”

But Laura already felt an eerie sensation in the pit of her stomach, as if something dark was approaching.


Chapter 6:




On the drive back, Laura decided to tell her stepfather about her memories. He would know what to do.

Steve was outside when he saw Bea’s car coming up the street. He threw the trash in the bin and walked up the driveway, the gravel crunching beneath his shoes. His hands grew damp as the car approached.

When Laura got out and smiled at him, a wave of relief washed over him that his body didn’t react treacherously. “Hello, sweetheart. How was the flight?” His voice sounded steadier than he felt, a small miracle considering the storm raging inside him.

“Good, thanks.” Her smile didn’t quite reach her eyes, which radiated a weariness that went beyond the long journey.

Bea rushed past her husband into the house with a stony expression. Laura followed her, linking arms with him and pressing herself slightly against his arm. The familiar gesture made his heart beat faster, a familiar throbbing that brought him both comfort and fear. As soon as he closed the door and Laura had ensured with a scrutinizing glance that Bea was out of earshot, she whispered: “Did you know Jack was coming?”

Steve flinched, his eyebrows shooting upward. “No, no idea.” An uneasy feeling spread through his stomach, cold and heavy like lead.

In a hushed voice and with nervous finger movements, Laura explained her mother’s plan. Her hands danced in the air as she spoke, as if trying to form the words that were difficult for her to say. When she finished, Steve shook his head in disbelief, his lips pressed into a thin line. “This is simply crazy.”

“I know, and I’m going to tell you something else.” Laura leaned closer, her breath brushing his ear, warm and intimate. “When she told me what he did to her that summer, I remembered Jack’s strange looks over the years. I’m not sure, but I think he had his eye on me.”

Who wouldn’t, thought Steve, feeling a pang of jealousy that surprised even himself, but he only said: “This is a disaster. What do you think we should do?” His fingers drummed nervously against his thigh, an unconscious outlet for the tension flooding his body.

Laura looked at her stepfather, vulnerability reflected in her eyes, which appeared almost supernaturally large in the dim light of the hallway. “That’s what I was about to ask you.”

“I have no idea, I think we need to play along and see what happens.” He ran his hand through his hair, the helplessness evident in his gesture, the strands standing up wildly like his thoughts.

Bea stood in the kitchen making tea. The hot water hissed into the cup as she heard the muffled voices of her husband and daughter in the hallway, without understanding the words. Her stomach clenched at the thought of what they might be discussing.

She suspected that Laura had told Steve about Cousin Jack. Taking a deep breath, she decided to take the bull by the horns. “Could you both come here,” she called, her voice sharper than intended, cutting through the air like a knife.

Steve entered first, his shoulders as tense as a boxer’s before a fight, followed by Laura, whose cheeks were slightly flushed, as if someone had gently slapped her. Bea leaned against the sink, sipping from her cup, the steam rising into her face briefly veiling her features. “Sit down,” she said, gesturing imperiously toward the kitchen table.

When they were seated, she placed her cup in the sink with a loud clatter but didn’t sit down herself. From her elevated position, she could observe both of them, giving her a sense of power that she desperately needed, a straw she was clinging to.

“I’ve decided to give you a chance, Steve.” Her voice trembled slightly, betraying the cracks in her facade. “I love you, but what you did to Laura, or rather, what both of you did, was wrong and hurt me. I know I should have seen through it earlier and stopped it. Maybe I should have gone to the police, I just don’t know.”

At the word “police,” she saw Steve visibly deflate, his face turning as pale as limestone. Laura swallowed audibly, her fingers clenching around the edge of the table until her knuckles stood out white. Bea continued, her voice firmer now: “Jack is coming today, and he will talk to both of you about how he was able to control his urges.”

Steve couldn’t help it, indignation flared in his eyes like a suddenly lit match. “Do you really think that’s a good idea? Laura just told me that Jack has been giving her strange looks over the years.” His nostrils flared, betraying the anger he could barely contain.

“He’s a good man, a strong man, and I know he can help.” Bea’s chin lifted defiantly, a gesture she had maintained since childhood when she was uncertain.

“Please Mom, I’m telling you.” Laura’s voice sounded pleading, almost childlike in her desperation. “He behaved strangely when I was younger, and I would hate if something were to happen.” Her hands trembled slightly, nervously moving across the table.

“Like what?” Bea snorted, an unrefined sound that didn’t suit her. “You’re not God’s gift to the male world, they can resist you.”

Before she had spoken the last word, Bea cursed herself inwardly. Heat rose to her face, coloring her cheeks dark. It had been exactly such a hurtful comment that had set everything in motion last spring. “I’m sorry, Laura. I didn’t mean it like that.” She extended her hand in a conciliatory gesture, a movement that froze in the tense air. “I’m just saying that I believe he can help.”

Steve stood up abruptly, his chair scraping loudly across the floor like a protesting animal, and left the kitchen with large strides.

"Where are you going?" called Bea, panic resonating in her voice, breaking it at the edges.

He didn't answer, his footsteps echoing through the hallway like a somber echo. Then Laura stood up too, her eyes suspiciously glistening in the harsh kitchen light, and followed him wordlessly, her steps lighter but equally determined.


Chapter 7:




Jack arrived by taxi shortly after nightfall. After paying and watching the taxi drive away, he stood for a while in front of the two-story house, observing it. The illuminated windows cast warm rectangles into the darkness, like an invitation. Inside were two women he would love to stick his cock into, and the only thing stopping him was Steve.

He was certain they would participate if he could just catch them alone. His fingers drummed impatiently against his thigh. He needed to get Steve out of the house for a while.

When he rang the doorbell, Laura opened the door. The soft lighting of the hallway framed her silhouette, revealing the shape of her hips beneath the thin fabric of her dress. He looked at her and the only thing going through his mind was how much he wanted to fuck her. How her breasts would feel if he took them in his hands.

“Hi Laura, how are you?” His voice sounded calmer than his thoughts.

“Good, Jack, come in.” Her voice had that soft tone that sent a pleasant shiver down his spine.

He left his suitcase in the hallway and hung his jacket on a hook on the wall. Then Laura led him inside, his gaze involuntarily fixed on her swaying hips. He wore understated but elegant casual clothing – a finely cut sweater over a simple shirt, paired with slim-fitting trousers that accentuated his athletic figure without being ostentatious.

His blond hair was neatly styled, with just a touch of product that conveyed naturalness rather than vanity. The subtle scent of his aftershave lingered in the air, restrained yet distinctive enough to create a subtle presence that shared the room with him.

Bea hugged her cousin and asked him to sit down. He felt the soft warmth of her body against his, her breasts briefly touching his chest. Laura came in behind him and opened the refrigerator, bending forward so that the fabric of her dress stretched across her backside. “Would you like a beer?”

“Yes, thank you.” His eyes didn’t leave her figure.

She took out two and handed him one, their fingers briefly touching, a fleeting electricity. He took several long gulps and then set it on the table, the cool liquid soothing the heat rising within him. “Where’s Steve?”

Laura remained standing by the refrigerator, leaving her mother to do the talking. “He went shopping and should be back any moment.”

“OK.” Jack leaned back, a barely perceptible smile playing on his lips. Time enough. “In the meantime, Laura could tell me how things are going at college.” His gaze wandered unabashedly over her body as he took another sip.

* * *

All evening, tension hung in the air like an electrical charge before a storm. Steve noticeably stayed close to Laura, while Jack spoke with exaggerated politeness that concealed a sharp undertone. Bea observed the three with growing unease, instinctively sensing that something was simmering beneath the surface.

The conversation topics shifted from Laura’s education to Steve and Bea’s professional obligations to Jack’s apparently nonexistent love life. The words seemed harmless, but each change of subject felt like a careful circling of an unspoken issue.

In a moment of unexpected directness, Laura asked him: “I’d really like to know – what exactly do you expect from a woman, Jack?”

“That, my dear, is a good question.” He took a long swig of beer, the bottle gleaming in the living room light. “I think the best way to put it is: she should be a lady in the street and a whore at home.” He laughed loudly, spilling some beer that darkly soaked into his shirt fabric.

Laura had noticed with growing concern that Jack had systematically emptied an entire case of beer since his arrival. Not that she had anything against alcohol consumption in principle, but his manner of expression became more blatant with each beer, the words sharper around the edges.

“I don’t think that’s possible,” Steve interjected, his fingers drumming nervously on the armrest.

“Why not?” Jack leaned forward, his eyes narrowing slightly.

“I think a woman is who she is, whether in public or in her bed.” Steve’s voice sounded firmer than he felt.

“Nonsense.” Jack snorted contemptuously. “I know many women who act innocent in public but are horny fuck dolls at home.” His words hung heavily in the room.

Laura couldn’t help but take up the provocation. “Name one.” Her chin lifted defiantly.

Jack finished his beer with a final gulp and rose heavily from his armchair. On his way to the kitchen, he stopped and placed his hand possessively on Bea’s shoulder. His fingers pressed into her flesh. “Your mother, for example.”

“Hey, you’re in my house, and I demand that you respect my wife,” said Steve with flushed cheeks and clenched fists.

“Oh come on, Steve.” Jack turned around, his face contorting into a sneering grin. “Who are you to talk like that? You fuck your stepdaughter.” The words fell like stones into still water.

Before Steve could answer, Laura placed her hand soothingly on his. Her look said: Not now. Jack disappeared into the kitchen with heavy steps.

“We need to get him out of here, Bea,” said Steve, looking at his wife, his voice an urgent whisper.

Bea sat frozen. The shock was written all over her face. She had expected many things from Jack, but not this open hostility. She knew he liked to drink, but she had naively hoped he would control himself in her home. When he returned with another beer and dropped heavily into the armchair, she finally found her voice: “Jack, you’re in our home, and we invited you. Please show some respect.” Her words sounded weak, even to her own ears.

He took a big gulp of beer, belched loudly for effect, and leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. “Listen carefully, Bea.” His voice was deeper now, more dangerous. “Your family is damn broken. Much more than ours ever was. Sure, I took you once in the kitchen, that was it. Steve has been doing it with Laura for what, five months or longer?” He gestured with the beer bottle between them.

“All I’m saying is that even as a young girl you had this innocent aura, but I could see behind it. I saw the young horny nymph behind those innocent eyes.” His words were like poisoned arrows.

Laura jumped up, her hands clenched into fists, fingernails digging into her palms. “Hey, asshole. What my father and I did was wrong, and we’ve accepted that and are trying to move on. You can’t just barge in here and tell us what you think is going on.” Her voice trembled with suppressed rage. “My mother is a good person, and both my stepfather and I deeply regret hurting her.”

Jack drank more beer, his Adam’s apple moving with each swallow. Then he set down the bottle and said with false gentleness: “Alright, but let me ask Steve something. Why did you fuck your stepdaughter?” He emphasized the last word excessively.

“You don’t have to answer that,” Bea said quickly, placing her hand protectively on Steve’s arm.

“It’s okay, I’ll answer,” replied Steve, taking a deep breath. “I was confused, I was under stress, and Laura was sending certain signals at the time that I might have misinterpreted.” His voice sounded hollow, the words rehearsed.

Jack nodded slowly, a knowing smile on his lips, and drank more. “What you’re saying is that one day you woke up and Laura happened to be prancing around in her panties and you thought it would be a good idea to stick your dick in her?” His words were brutally direct.

Laura suddenly giggled, the tension releasing in this inappropriate moment. She knew that Jack was frighteningly close to the truth.

“What was that, my dear?” asked Jack, fixing her with his gaze.

“Oh, nothing. It just sounded funny, the way you said it,” she answered, trying to cover her nervousness.

“Funny?” Bea’s voice cut through the room. “You find it funny that you had sex with your stepfather?” Her eyes were wide with horror.

“No, Mom, I don’t.” Laura swallowed hard. “I just said it sounded funny, the way Jack expressed it.” She sank deeper into her chair.

Steve was visibly sweating, small beads forming on his forehead. He didn’t like where the conversation was heading. Jack had come too close to the truth, and he wondered with growing panic whether it was pure luck or if Bea had told him how it all started.

Jack leaned back in his chair, the posture of a man who knows he has the upper hand. “I think what happened was similar to what happened between me and your mother. Steve had been watching you for the past year or two. You went from girl to young woman, then maybe he saw you or heard you talking to a boy on the phone and thought he had just as much right to get into your panties as the other guy.” His words were like a scalpel, cutting precisely.

“Yes! That’s exactly how it was,” confirmed Bea with sudden vehemence. Her inhibitions fell away, and she told Jack about the moment when she and Steve caught Laura giving a boy a blowjob. Her words gushed forth as if she had been waiting a long time to tell this story.

“See.” Jack leaned forward, his face glowing triumphantly. “Imagine Steve bursting into this scene and seeing his innocent stepdaughter sucking a cock. That would be hard to swallow, so to speak.” He laughed at his own bad joke. “I can almost understand how he might think he had more right to Laura than some guy.”

“Fuck you, Jack, that’s not how I felt back then,” Steve retorted, his voice trembling with suppressed anger.

“Really, and how did you feel?” Bea’s voice was suddenly cold and probing.

“I felt bad, like I hadn’t protected her.” Steve sounded defensive, his eyes darting restlessly around the room.

“Come on, Daddy, I was eighteen then, and just so you know, that cock wasn’t the first.” Laura straightened up, her voice taking on a challenging tone. “I had been with other guys before that happened.” Her openness shocked everyone in the room.

“God, what’s wrong with her?” Bea threw her arms up in despair, her voice breaking.

“What are you saying, Laura?” Steve stared at her as if seeing her for the first time.

“I was with guys three or four times a week in Boston.” Laura looked her stepfather directly in the eyes. “Some my age, others older. I liked sex, well, I still do.” The words hung heavily in the air.

Jack leaned back contentedly, a smile playing around his lips. The beer had done its work, and he enjoyed watching the chaos he had created. The others’ argument was like music to his ears. He had already made his point; now he could sit back and enjoy the show.

“OK. Everyone calm down.” He raised his hands placatingly. “It’s good that you’re talking about the old stuff, but more importantly, we need to deal with the present.” His eyes glittered dangerously. “I want to conduct the ‘dick test.’”

“What’s that?” Bea frowned, her voice suspicious.

“A simple test to see if a man is attracted to a woman or not.” Jack pointed at Laura with his beer bottle. “Laura, strip down to your panties, bra too. Steve, you strip down to your underwear.”

“I’m not doing that,” Steve said immediately, his voice hard.

“I won’t either,” declared Laura, crossing her arms over her chest.

Bea looked at both of them in turn, her eyes narrowed, her lips pressed into a thin line. “Yes, you will.” Her voice was suddenly cold and determined. “I want to make sure my husband can keep his dick under control when you’re around.”

Laura held her gaze for a long moment, then sighed in resignation. “Fine.” With slow, reluctant movements, she began to undress, while the tension in the room became almost palpable.

Jack loved what he saw. Under her pants she wore a black thong with lace trim that hugged her hips like a second skin; with a matching bra, which Laura placed on the table in front of her. The lace shimmered dully in the lamplight, and Jack let his gaze wander over the delicate curves that the thin fabric barely concealed. She covered her breasts with her arms, but Jack could see they looked full and firm, the skin pale and flawless. As Steve stood there in his black boxer shorts, the muscles of his chest tense with discomfort, Jack said with calm authority: “Good. Steve, stand very close to Laura, and Laura, let your fingers glide down daddy’s stomach.”

Bea leaned forward, her knuckles white as she gripped the chair back. Tension hung in the air like electrical charge before a storm. She watched attentively as Laura’s hesitant fingers traveled from Steve’s hairy chest down to his boxer shorts, each touch a small torture.

Steve looked into his stepdaughter’s eyes, and he knew that she knew he wouldn’t pass the test. Her fingers were warm on his skin, and despite his shame, he couldn’t deny how his body responded to the touch. As her fingertips passed his navel and continued downward, he felt his shaft filling with blood, throbbing and unstoppable, and before he could say a word, Bea called out with a mixture of triumph and horror: “Oh my God, he’s getting hard.”

Laura looked down and saw how daddy’s shorts lifted away from his body, the thin fabric stretched over his arousal, and then his swollen head peeking over the waistband, dark red and glistening.

“Shit, I’m so sorry, daddy,” she said and stepped back hastily, her cheeks burning with shame.

“Steve! You promised,” said Bea with disappointment in her voice that cut through the room like a whiplash.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t help it. It’s not my fault. Any man would get an erection in a situation like this.” His voice sounded desperate, almost pleading.

Jack stood up, a self-satisfied smile on his lips. “No Steve, they wouldn’t. I’ll show you.”

He walked over to Laura, his movements smooth and confident, and pulled down his pants with a casual gesture. He wore green boxer shorts with Christmas trees on them, an absurdly normal sight in this charged situation. “Laura, do the same to me as you did to your stepfather.”

“No, that’s gross.” Her voice was weak, uncertain.

“Come on, for my sake.” His tone was gentle but firm, a voice accustomed to obtaining obedience.

Just to prove that her stepfather was right, she stepped up to Jack and hesitantly let her fingers wander from his muscular chest to his flat stomach. His skin was warm and smooth, and she felt his abdominal muscles tense under her touch. When she reached the waistband of his boxer shorts, nothing had happened – no telling twitch, no change in his calm breathing.

“See, it’s nothing. She’s my family, so nothing happens.” His voice was calm, almost bored, as if he were talking about the weather.

Laura was so surprised that she quickly ran her fingers up and down again, pressing harder this time, with the same result – nothing. His body remained relaxed, untouched by her proximity. This made her father look like a horny old goat, and she didn’t like that. A bitter taste spread in her mouth.

“That doesn’t prove anything,” she said, her voice sharper than intended.

“Fine, Bea, come here and you do it.” Jack turned to his wife, the challenge in his eyes unmistakable.

“But Jack...” Bea’s voice trembled slightly.

“Don’t worry, everything will be fine.” His words were reassuring, but his gaze remained fixed on Laura.

Bea came over to him and Laura, her steps uncertain, and did the same, her fingers trembling on his skin. Again the same result – nothing happened in Jack’s boxer shorts, as if his body were carved from stone. He pulled up his pants with the same indifference, went back to his chair and drank the rest of his beer in one long gulp. “Laura, please bring me a beer from the refrigerator, and you might want to get dressed again, otherwise your father might get blue balls.”

Steve got dressed with burning cheeks and left them without another word. He went upstairs, each step an agony of humiliation, mechanically brushed his teeth and went to bed. He would talk to Bea in the morning, before Jack or Laura woke up.

Laura went up a few minutes after her father, her steps heavy on the stairs. She was angry at her mother, angry at Jack, and above all angry at herself for her role in this perverse game. She undressed, her movements jerky with frustration, went to the bathroom and then lay in bed, thoughtfully, with the blanket pulled over her like a shield. How the hell had Jack not gotten an erection? Was he impotent or did he have that much self-control? If only she could prove to her mother that all men are the same, then she could exonerate her father.

As she thought about it, she remembered the vibrator she had bought before college and wondered if it was still under the bed. She hadn’t bothered to take it with her because she thought it would motivate her to find a man and experience a real dick with him.

She felt under her bed with her hand, her fingers searching through the dust, and smiled when she found the familiar toy. To her surprise, it still worked; she had thought the batteries would be long dead.

Laura spread her legs under the warm blanket and let the smooth rubber cock glide up and down her already wet slit. The cool surface of the vibrator contrasted with the heat between her thighs, and she felt her arousal building. Her fingers gripped the familiar toy more firmly as she slowly rubbed it against her swollen clitoris.

A soft sigh escaped her lips as she felt her body responding to the touch. The events of the evening had stirred her up – the tension, the naked bodies, the electric atmosphere in the living room. All of it had triggered a strange excitement within her that she now urgently needed to release. Her nipples hardened beneath her thin nightgown as she circled the smooth silicone over her most sensitive spot.

I shouldn’t be thinking about this, a voice whispered in her head, but the images pressed in. Jack’s penetrating gaze, the way he had looked at her mother. The forbidden tension that had hung in the room like heavy incense.

She slowly pushed the vibrator between her wet labia, feeling it making its way inside. Her muscles tensed as the smooth silicone penetrated deeper. The warmth of her arousal enveloped the cool toy, and she bit her lower lip to suppress a moan. Inch by inch it filled her, stretching her tight opening until she had taken it completely.

With trembling fingers, she felt for the switch and turned the vibrator on. Immediately, intense vibrations pulsed through her body, making her nerve endings glow. Her hips involuntarily lifted from the mattress, pressing against the buzzing toy. The vibrations traveled through her pelvic muscles, making her thighs quiver.

“Oh God,” she whispered barely audibly into her pillow, while her other hand glided over her flat stomach.

The rhythmic pulsations made her thoughts blur. She thought about the tense atmosphere downstairs, about the way Jack had looked at her, about her stepfather’s embarrassment. Everything mixed into a confused tangle of shame and arousal. What’s wrong with me? The question burned in her consciousness as her body pressed against the toy, wanting more, needing more.

Her free hand wandered to her breasts, kneading the soft flesh while the vibrator worked relentlessly inside her. The vibrations seemed to travel through her entire body, making her toes curl and her abdominal muscles tense. She pinched her hard nipple between thumb and forefinger, letting out a suppressed sound of pleasure.

Laura moved her hips rhythmically against the toy, seeking the perfect angle that would push her over the edge. Her breathing became faster, more shallow, as the tension built in her lower abdomen like a coiled spring. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her heart hammering against her ribs. The buzzing sound of the vibrator mingled with her gasping breath.

She bit her lip harder, tasting the metallic flavor of blood, as the first waves of orgasm rolled through her. Her body convulsed, her muscles contracted, as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. A stifled sob escaped her throat as her entire body trembled in spasms. The walls of her vagina pulsated around the vibrator, pressing it deeper inside.

Minutes passed before the last aftershocks subsided. Laura lay there, the toy still inside her, feeling a strange emptiness despite the physical satisfaction. I’m not normal, she thought, as tears of confusion welled in her eyes.

When she was finally ready to sleep, her body was sweaty and relaxed, and she had a satisfied, almost numbed smile on her face – yet deep inside, the realization gnawed at her that perhaps she was never meant for a normal life.


Chapter 8:




Jack watched his cousin as she sat in the armchair reading, her silhouette bathed in warm lamplight. They hadn't spoken a word since Steve and Laura had left. The silence hung heavily between them, charged with unspoken tensions. He had turned on the television and watched sports while she worked on her laptop, but his attention had long since drifted from the screen.

He studied her, amazed at how little she had changed over the years. Her skin was still firm and flawless, her hair without a single gray strand. She wore reading glasses that made her look professional rather than old – a distinguished woman in her prime. She wore a simple skirt and cream-colored blouse, something understated that emphasized her natural elegance. Her skirt had ridden up, revealing a tantalizing strip of her creamy thighs where she sat with her legs tucked under her.

Jack licked his lips, his cock lazily awakening to new life. Memories of the past flashed through him – her soft skin under his hands, her suppressed sighs. He wondered if it was too soon to make a move, or if he could get away with it. The tension between them was palpable, electric.

“I know you’re watching me,” she suddenly said without looking up. Her voice cut through the silence like a knife.

“What?” Jack tried to sound innocent, but his voice betrayed him.

“You heard me. I can feel your eyes on me. They’re practically burning on my skin.”

Jack chuckled, a deep, guttural sound. “What can I say, you still look damn good, Bea. Like a woman who knows what she wants.”

She looked at him over the laptop, her eyes dangerously bright. “I know I look good, but don’t fool yourself, you’re not here to fuck me. You’re here to help me.”

“Come on, don’t be so boring. I know you enjoyed it the first time – your reaction was unmistakable. And I’m sure you’d enjoy it a second time, and a third.” His voice grew deeper, more sensual.

She closed the laptop with a decisive click and placed it on the table between them. The movement caused her skirt to ride up even further. “What makes you think that?”

“Well, first of all, you never complained and never told anyone what happened that day. That says a lot about you, Bea.”

“Maybe I was ashamed and didn’t want the whole world to know.” Her cheeks flushed slightly.

“Or maybe you enjoyed it and were too ashamed to admit it. Maybe you think about it more often than you’re willing to admit.”

She stretched her arms above her head and twisted left and right, her blouse tightening across her breasts. “You know what I think?”

“No.” Jack’s eyes followed her every movement more hungrily.

“I think you’re oversexualized, and because you can’t get a woman into bed, you live in the past. You can’t get over what happened and want to relive it every day.”

Jack took a sip of his beer and nodded slowly as he set the bottle on the table. “Yeah, maybe you’re right. I don’t have much luck with women. To be honest, it’s been over a year since I last had sex, not even a blowjob.” The lie slipped effortlessly from his lips.

“I don’t understand. If it’s so difficult, why don’t you call a girl? There are plenty of escort services out there.”

Jack couldn’t help but laugh. Bea had swallowed this lie so easily. Of course it hadn’t been a year – he could have as many willing women as he wanted. Elena, Kacy, Lauren... they all danced to his tune. But Bea didn’t need to know that. This ignorance made her more vulnerable, more manipulable.

“Oh, so now you’re promoting prostitution?” he replied with feigned indignation.

Bea laughed, a melodious sound. “No, I’m not. I just find it sad that a man has to sit at home thinking about something that happened a long time ago and not having sex.”

They were silent for a while, the tension between them crackling like an open fire. Then Jack said: “How about a quick blowjob? Come on, Bea, don’t be a spoilsport. Just between the two of us.”

“No, I won’t do that.” But her voice sounded less decisive than her words.

“Maybe Laura would...?” he said with a grin, his eyes flashing dangerously.

“You bastard, leave her alone. She has enough problems and doesn’t need you to make things worse.” Her voice became sharp, protective.

“Sorry, just a thought.” But his grin revealed it was more than just a thought.

Bea went to the kitchen and refilled her wine glass, her movements slightly less steady than before. When she returned, she saw Jack slowly stroking his hard, imposing cock, which was already protruding from his pants. “What the hell are you doing?”

“What does it look like? I’m jerking off, but you don’t have to do anything, just sit down and be quiet. Just enjoy the show.” His voice was rough with arousal.

“Stop that.” But she didn’t move away.

He continued to watch her as he slowly stroked his thick shaft, his eyes boring into hers. He assumed she would stay as long as he didn’t try to do anything with her. The power was his, and they both knew it.

Bea watched, hypnotized, as her cousin masturbated. It was a sad sight – a grown man who had to pleasure himself while looking at his cousin, she thought. Yet at the same time, there was something fascinating, forbidden about it.

His glans was dark red and swollen, and in the light of the lamp behind him, she could see precum glistening on his tip like a forbidden diamond. She remembered that he was large because it had hurt when he entered her that time – a sweet pain she had never forgotten.

"Do you like it?" he asked, his voice hoarse.

She snapped out of her daydream, her heart pounding. "No, why would I?"

"Because you’re staring at it. Your eyes are magnetically drawn to it."

"I’m not." But her voice trembled slightly.

"Yes, you are, and you’re still doing it. You can’t look away."

Bea blushed; he was right, she couldn’t take her eyes off his thick, pulsing cock. She stood up to leave, her legs unsteady, but he said: "Come on, it’s okay. You can touch it, for old times’ sake. Just once."

Bea was about to say something when a thought occurred to her. Her wine-addled brain was working overtime. Maybe this was the best way to get revenge on Steve. What if she let him know that Jack had fucked her in their own living room? That way he would feel the anger and frustration she felt. But then again, that wouldn’t be right.

She might as well sleep with some random guy and tell him about it. No, that would be wrong. Then she’d just be an unfaithful wife. If she had sex with Jack, she’d be an incestuous unfaithful wife. That sounded more perverse, more forbidden—and therefore more tempting, she thought. She looked at her half-full wine glass. One more and then bed, she thought, knowing it was a lie.

When she came back from the kitchen, Jack had pulled his pants down even further. She assumed to make himself more comfortable. He had stopped jerking off and was just sitting there, his cock hanging out. He was semi-hard and drinking his beer while watching TV as if nothing had happened.

Fuck it, she thought, feeling the heat pulsing between her legs.

Jack looked up as she approached him, his eyes gleaming triumphantly. "Hello there."

"Shut up and let’s get this over with." Her voice was hoarse with suppressed desire.

"Whatever you say, sweetheart."

She knelt between his legs and wrapped her trembling hand around his cock. It immediately hardened in her grip, becoming rock-hard and hot as she began to stroke it slowly up and down. He was thicker than Steve, but about the same length. The skin was velvety and taut. She looked up at him and he smiled at her like a predator. "Come on, Bea. Let me fuck you. You know you want it."

She sighed deeply and stood up, her body trembling with desire. Her hands shook as she grasped the hem of her skirt and slowly pushed it up over her hips. The feeling of the fabric against her heated skin made her shudder. Jack watched her every move with hungry eyes, his cock throbbing with anticipation.

With unsteady steps, she positioned herself above him, her legs on either side of his hips. The heat from his body radiated upward to her, mingling with her own burning arousal. She could feel her panties already clinging wetly to her skin, desire had completely overwhelmed her.

With her right hand, she reached between her legs, her fingers sliding over the soaked fabric of her panties. She pushed them aside, the cool air brushing against her exposed, wet opening making her flinch. Jack’s cock pressed hard and hot against her slick labia, the head slippery with her juices.

"Fuck," she gasped softly as she lowered herself slowly. The thick tip pushed into her, stretching her in a way she hadn’t felt in years. A deep sigh escaped her lips as he slid into her inch by inch.

Jack closed his eyes in ecstasy, his head falling back against the chair’s backrest. "Shit, Bea... you’re so tight." His hands found her hips, fingers digging into her flesh.

She rode him quickly and hard, not wanting to take any unnecessary risks. Her movements were desperate, hungry—driven by years of suppressed lust and the burning desire for revenge. The chair creaked in protest under her merciless rhythm, the wood groaning with each violent thrust.

Her breasts bounced wildly beneath her cream-colored blouse with each impact, the buttons straining dangerously. She bit down hard on her lower lip to suppress her screams as she repeatedly impaled herself on his hard, thick cock. The metallic taste of blood mingled with her ragged breathing.

"Yes, just like that," Jack moaned, lifting his hips to meet her. His fingers dug deeper into her flesh, leaving red marks on her pale skin. "Fuck me, Bea. Show me how much you’ve missed it."

Her wet labia gripped him tightly, sucking at his shaft with each desperate upward ride. The obscene sound of their bodies colliding filled the living room—wet, rhythmic, forbidden. Sweat beaded between her breasts, making the thin blouse cling to her heated skin.

"Harder," she gasped through clenched teeth, her nails digging into his shoulders. "I want... I want to feel it." Her movements became even wilder, more desperate. The thought of Steve, of his indifference, drove her to new heights of pleasure and rage.

Jack grinned triumphantly, his blue eyes gleaming dangerously in the warm lamplight. He could feel her tightening around him, her body screaming for release. His hands moved to her bouncing breasts, kneading them through the thin fabric.

"Such a horny little slut," he grunted. "Steve’s good wife... look at you now."

His words hit her like lashes, making her blush with shame and tremble with arousal simultaneously. She wanted to protest, to tell him to stop, but her body betrayed her. Her movements became even more violent, more desperate.

"Shut... shut the fuck up," she gasped between clenched teeth, but her voice trembled with suppressed pleasure. Her hands clawed at his shoulders, nails digging through the fabric of his shirt into his skin.

Jack laughed darkly, a deep, guttural sound that went through her marrow. "You love it, don't you? You love being a dirty little whore." His thumbs found her hard nipples through the blouse, rubbing over the sensitive tips until she cried out.

"No... I..." But the words died in her throat as a new wave of pleasure shot through her body. Her muscles tightened around him, pressing him deeper inside her.

"Are you lying to yourself, Bea?" His voice was rough with desire. "Your wet pussy says something else. It’s screaming for my cock."

Tears of frustration and desire gathered in her eyes. She hated him for his words, hated herself for her reaction to them. But she couldn’t stop. The rhythm of her hips grew even wilder, even more uncontrolled.

The armchair groaned threateningly under their merciless union, the wood protesting with each hard thrust. Sweat ran down between her breasts, her blouse sticking to her heated skin like a second skin.

"That’s it," Jack moaned, lifting his hips to meet hers. "Ride my cock like the horny slut you really are."

His vulgar words made her burn with shame, yet simultaneously drove her arousal to new heights. Bea bit her lower lip until she tasted blood, desperately trying to suppress her screams. Her hands clawed at his shoulders, her nails digging through the fabric of his shirt.

"I’m not... I’m not a..." she gasped, but the words were stifled in a suppressed moan as he thrust particularly deep into her.

"Yes, you are," Jack grunted triumphantly. His hands moved to her bouncing breasts, kneading them roughly through the sweat-soaked blouse. "A married slut getting fucked by her cousin."

The armchair creaked dangerously under their wild rhythm. Bea’s movements grew more desperate, her wet labia gripping him with each upward ride and greedily sucking him back inside. The obscene sound of their colliding bodies filled the living room.

"Harder," she whispered hoarsely, her voice breaking with suppressed lust. "I want... I want to feel it."

Jack grinned darkly and gripped her hips more firmly, his fingers digging into her flesh. "Such a horny little whore. What would Steve say if he could see his good wife now?"

The mention of her husband made her flinch, but instead of stopping, it only drove her wilder. Her movements became even more violent, even more uncontrolled. Tears of frustration and desire gathered in her eyes as she repeatedly dropped herself onto his hard cock.

The tension in Bea’s body reached its boiling point. Her muscles clenched around Jack’s thick shaft, pressing him deep inside her as the first wave of her orgasm swept through her. The climax hit her with a force that caught her completely unprepared.

"Oh God... oh God..." she gasped, her voice breaking from the intensity of the sensations. Black spots danced before her eyes, the world blurred into a whirl of pleasure and desperation. Her entire body trembled uncontrollably, every nerve seemed to burn.

Desperately, she searched for something to suppress her threatening cry of pleasure. Her teeth sank into the soft collar of Jack’s sweater, the salty taste of the fabric mixing with her rough breathing. The material muffled her stifled moan as her body was racked with spasms.

Jack felt her tightening around him, her inner muscles milking his cock with rhythmic contractions. "Yes, come for me, you horny slut," he grunted softly, his hands digging deeper into her hips.

After endless seconds, the climax slowly subsided, leaving her trembling and exhausted. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her breathing heavy and irregular. With uncertain movements, she lifted herself off him, his still-hard cock sliding out of her sensitive opening.

Without hesitation, she grasped his slick shaft with her right hand. Her fingers closed firmly around the swollen head, beginning to massage him with quick, skilled movements. Jack threw his head back, his breath becoming a hoarse panting.

"Shit... Bea..." he moaned, his hips rising to meet her movements.

She was no longer the inexperienced girl from before; she was a woman and knew how to touch his body. Her hand slid rhythmically up and down, her thumb rubbing over the sensitive tip until he trembled with pleasure.

With a stifled grunt, Jack exploded. His hot semen shot out in thick spurts, splashing over his stomach and sweater. Bea carefully made sure that every drop landed on him, her hand deliberately guiding his pulsating cock over his clothing.

As the last twitches subsided, she casually wiped her sticky hand on his pants. Without saying another word, she stood up and left the living room.

Jack sat there breathing heavily, a satisfied smile on his lips. One down, just one more to go, he thought, already planning his next move.

* * *

The bedroom lay in dim moonlight as Bea quietly opened the door. Her steps were uncertain, the wine still pulsing in her veins and mixing with the aftermath of what she had just done. The bedding rustled as she sat down on her side of the bed, the weight of her decision pressing heavier on her shoulders than gravity itself.

"I’m sorry, darling. I didn’t want this to happen. You have to believe me." Steve’s voice broke the silence, broken and full of desperation. There was a pleading in it that might have touched her, if not for the memory of his own infidelity.

She felt him turn toward her, his warmth radiating through the thin blanket. The smell of his familiar aftershave mingled with the heavy scent of her own guilt. Her skin still burned from Jack’s touches, every spot he had kissed seemed to pulse. His lips had left a map of lust on her body, a forbidden territory that she now brought into the marital bed.

“We can talk about it tomorrow, go to sleep now,” she murmured and pulled the blanket up to her chin, as if the fabric could hide the traces of Jack’s fingers that burned invisibly but indelibly on her skin.

Her voice sounded alien in her own ears, as if it belonged to someone else. The taste of revenge lay sweet and bitter on her tongue, mixing with the salty traces of tears she hadn’t noticed she was crying. Her body felt simultaneously empty and overwhelmed, torn between shame and a perverse satisfaction. Between her legs still pulsed an echo of the desire Jack had ignited, a secret throbbing that threatened to betray her.

Steve sighed heavily beside her, his hand moving uncertainly in her direction, then pausing. “Bea, I...”

“Not now,” she whispered and turned away from him, pressing her thighs together to contain the telltale feeling that still glowed within her.

The mattress gave way under his weight as he fell back. His breathing was irregular, plagued by guilt that she could feel without looking at him. The room filled with unspoken words and the oppressive weight of what had broken between them. The silence vibrated with accusations and confessions that neither of them dared to voice.

Bea closed her eyes and felt exhaustion washing over her. Her head was spinning from the alcohol, her thoughts swirling between regret and a dark triumph. The memory of Jack’s hands on her skin still burned, a secret fire that she both hated and desired.

His rough palms had explored paths that Steve had neglected for months, had coaxed sighs from her that she thought long forgotten. As darkness enveloped her, she wondered if the satisfaction of revenge had been worth the shattering of their shared life.


Chapter 9:




When Bea woke up the next day, her skull felt like a jackhammer was raging inside it. Each heartbeat sent waves of pain through her head, and her stomach cramped like a clenched fist. She squeezed her eyes shut and didn’t dare to move. The slightest movement threatened to collapse the fragile barrier between her and nausea.

Minutes passed before she registered that the mattress beside her was cold and empty. Her hand tentatively felt across Steve’s side of the bed – the sheet was icy beneath her fingertips. He must have gotten up hours ago. The realization hit her like a punch to the gut.

Then the memory came back. Not gradually, but like a tidal wave of shame and self-loathing. What had she done? Her hands trembled as images from the previous night raced through her mind – Jack’s hands on her body, her own desperate desire, the way she had given herself to him. A choked sob escaped her throat, and the first hot tears ran down her cheeks onto the sheet.

She grabbed the pillow under her head and pressed it over her face, as if she could suffocate reality. Her shoulders shook with each suppressed sob. She was disgusting – a sick, corrupted creature who deserved to be alone and abandoned. How could she have fallen so far? She, who had sat on her high horse judging Steve and Laura, was now no better – no, she was worse than both of them combined. At least they had admitted their mistakes. She was a hypocrite, a liar, scum. The tears soaked the pillow until exhaustion pulled her back into a restless sleep.

“Where’s Mom?” Laura asked as she came into the kitchen.

Steve looked up from his newspaper and studied his stepdaughter. Just seven months ago, she would have come in wearing panties and a bra, without a thought for shame or decency. Now she wore neat jeans and a modest T-shirt – a visible sign of how much the dynamics of their family had changed.

“I think she’s still in bed. I just got back from jogging.” He folded the newspaper, his movements tense.

Laura turned to Jack, who was eating bacon and eggs with the calmness of a man who had control. “Have you seen her?”

“Not since last night.” He chewed deliberately, his gaze calm and calculating. “But after you left, she finished more than a bottle of wine by herself. She probably doesn’t feel particularly well today.”

“Mom doesn’t usually drink that much,” Laura murmured as she poured herself coffee with trembling hands. Something in the air felt wrong, tense like a wire about to snap.

Jack shrugged indifferently. “She probably has a lot on her mind. Maybe it’s her way of letting off steam.”

Or she feels guilty because she sucked my cock and rode me like a wild animal last night, he thought, hiding his smug smile behind another forkful of egg. Poor, uptight Bea. She had no idea how badly she needed it until I showed her.

Breakfast proceeded in oppressive silence, everyone lost in their own thoughts. When Laura finished, she felt the need to check on her mother – an instinct telling her something wasn’t right.

“May I come in?” she asked after knocking on the bedroom door.

No answer. She knocked again, louder this time, and waited. After an agonizingly long minute, she carefully opened the door and entered.

Her mother lay on the bed like a broken creature, a pillow pressed over her face, snoring irregularly. The sharp smell of alcohol hung heavy in the stuffy air. Laura went to the window and yanked it open. The cold autumn air streamed in like salvation, making her shiver and bringing the scent of withering leaves with it.

She sat down gently beside her mother on the bed and placed a hand on her shoulder. The skin felt damp and clammy. “Mom, wake up.”

Bea barely stirred. “Mom, come on. Come downstairs and eat something, it’ll do you good.”

“Leave me alone,” came a muffled, broken voice from under the pillow. “I’m not a good mother.”

“What are you talking about? You’re a great mother.” Laura’s heart clenched at the desperate tone in Bea’s voice.

“No, I’m a hypocrite, a sick woman. I’m a terrible person.” The words came out suffocating, full of self-hatred.

Laura had no idea what her mother was talking about, but the raw desperation in her voice made her shudder. “Take the pillow off your face and let’s talk about it.”

“No, just leave me alone. Go back to college, spend time with Matthew and forget about me. Forget you ever had a mother like me.”

“You’re being ridiculous.” Laura pulled the pillow away, and Bea’s red-rimmed, swollen eyes stared at her like those of a wounded creature. “Rough night, Mom?”

“Oh, Laura.” Bea collapsed like a breaking dam. Her body was shaken by violent sobs as years of tension and a night full of shame broke out of her. Laura leaned down and took her in her arms, feeling her mother trembling against her.

After long minutes, Bea had calmed down enough that Laura dared to ask: “Tell me what happened.”

With a faltering voice and between renewed sobs, Bea told her everything – every shameful detail of what had happened after Laura went to bed. How Jack had manipulated her, how weak she had been, how she had given herself to him like a woman who no longer knew herself. When she finished, Laura just stared at her mother, her eyes full of understanding rather than judgment.

“I know I’m a terrible person. I understand if you never want to see me again.”

Laura took a deep breath and felt something loosen in her chest. “It’s okay, Mom. I don’t blame you and I still love you.”

"Why are you being so nice to me? I don't deserve it."

"Because I know what happened to you. It's the same thing that happened with me and Dad after that first time." Laura's voice was gentle but firm.

"What?" Bea sat up with difficulty, her eyes wide with confusion.

"I didn't enjoy sex with Dad because he was a good lover, but because it was forbidden—a taboo. It was the excitement of doing something completely forbidden that turned me on. The dark secret, the danger."

"But I did it with Jack because I was drunk."

"Maybe," said Laura thoughtfully. "But I think that deep inside you, the memory of that first time was buried—the memory of how it felt to lose control. The alcohol just broke down the barriers you had built up."

Bea sat up completely and Laura helped her push the pillow behind her back. "What you need to do now is go downstairs and face Jack."

"No, I could never do that." Bea's voice trembled with fear.

"Why not?"

"Because he has too much control over me. I'm weak around him, I can't think clearly."

"That's not true." Laura's voice grew firmer. "He didn't force you last night. All he did was show you his cock, and you responded to it. You have the control, not him. You just need to take it back."

Bea rubbed her burning eyes. "How did you get so wise?"

Laura chuckled softly. "I guess I've spent a lot of time analyzing what happened with Dad and me. Sometimes it helps to gain some distance."

Bea thought for a while, her face a battlefield of conflicting emotions. Finally, she asked quietly: "Would you do it again?"

"Do what?"

"Be with your father."

Laura turned her head and looked out the window. Heavy clouds hung in the sky and a weak autumn sun struggled through the gray. When she looked at her mother again, her face was thoughtful. "Maybe. I don't know."

"But why? You have a boyfriend, why would you even consider being with Steve again?"

"It's hard to explain." Laura searched for the right words. "I think we now have a special connection—a deep, dark secret that few people know about. And that excites me in a way I don't fully understand. I wouldn't try to seduce him, but I think if he tried to approach me, I would accept it."

"God, what has this family become?" groaned Bea, closing her eyes as if trying to escape reality.

"Come on, Mom, it could be worse."

"How could it possibly get any worse?"

"It could be non-consensual, I could be pregnant, and I could have committed suicide." Laura's pragmatism was both frightening and comforting.

Bea opened her eyes again and looked at her daughter—this strong, intelligent young woman who had emerged from all the chaos. "Yes, I guess you're right."

"Get up," said Laura, standing up from the bed. "I'll wait for you downstairs. It's time for you to take back your life."

Steve looked up when he noticed movement in the doorway to the kitchen. He was reading the sports section, but the words blurred before his eyes—his thoughts were too focused on his wife and what might have happened the previous night. Laura had returned a while ago and said Bea was on her way down.

When he saw her, his breath caught. His wife had freshly showered and was wearing elegant slacks and a soft polo sweater. Her makeup was carefully applied, her hair perfectly styled. She looked like the woman he had married—strong, beautiful, untouchable.

"Good morning, darling. How's the hangover?" He put the newspaper aside, his eyes searching her face for clues.

"I won't be drinking wine for a while," said Bea, pouring herself a large glass of orange juice. Her hands trembled almost imperceptibly.

"You look fantastic today," said Jack, his voice full of a self-confidence that made the hair on Steve's neck stand up.

Bea turned to him, then to Steve, finally to Laura, who nodded encouragingly. Something changed in Bea's posture—her shoulders straightened, her chin lifted. When she turned back to Jack, her voice was clear and firm: "Just because we had sex last night doesn't mean you have any control over me."

The words fell like bombs into the morning silence. Jack's fork paused halfway to his mouth, his face showing surprise for a fraction of a second before his usual mask of indifference settled back over his features.

"I have no idea what you're talking about." His voice was calm, but Steve could see the calculation behind it.

"What's going on, Bea?" asked Steve, who had put his newspaper aside. His heart was racing, but he forced himself to remain calm.

"I sucked his cock last night and then we fucked," said Bea with a directness that shocked everyone. "It happened, it was a mistake, and it will never happen again."

"It's the truth," confirmed Laura with a grim smile. "She had a moment of relapse because of the wine, and she and Jack did it on the sofa. But now she's herself again."

"You goddamn bastard!" Steve jumped up from his chair, his pent-up rage exploding like a volcano.

Before Jörn could react, he found himself on the cold kitchen floor, Steve's foot pressing against his throat. "I'm going to kill you right now," Steve hissed through clenched teeth, his eyes filled with murderous rage.

Laura stood up lightning-fast and knelt beside Jörn. Her hand found his crotch and gripped his testicles with the precision of a surgeon. Then she squeezed—not enough to cause permanent damage, but enough to have his full attention. With Steve pressing hard on his throat, Jörn could only gag and gasp, but his watering eyes betrayed his panic.

"When I release your balls, you're going to get your bag and disappear," Laura said with icy calm. "If you ever come back, I'll let my father kill you, and then we'll bury you in the garden. No one will look for you, no one will miss you."

"Steve, let him go," said Bea, her voice strong and determined again.

Reluctantly, Steve released him, and Jörn crawled like a wounded animal into the hallway and into the guest room. He emerged less than a minute later with his suitcase, his gait unsteady, one hand protectively covering his crotch.

"Get out," said Bea, holding the front door wide open. "It's a nice two-hour walk to the airport. It'll do you good and give you time to think."

They watched from the window as Jörn slowly walked down the street, his suitcase in one hand and the other still protectively in front of his crotch. His normally confident posture had given way to a humiliated slouch. When he finally disappeared around the corner, Steve closed the door and they went inside.

"That went well," said Laura with a satisfied voice.

Bea hugged Steve, her arms wrapping tightly around him. "I'm so sorry, Steve. Can you ever forgive me?"

"Shh," he murmured into her hair. "Don't worry. All I want is to be with you. We'll get through this."

She looked up at him and smiled—the first genuine smile in days. "Forget the divorce. I think this whole episode has taught me something, and I still love you. I never stopped loving you."

Laura watched her parents and felt something in her chest relax. "I'm going out. You two talk and clear up all this mess between you. I'll be back in a few hours."

As she got into her father's pickup truck, she smiled properly for the first time in weeks. Everything would be normal again. Her parents wouldn't get divorced, she would return to Matthew the next day, and that was the end of this crazy episode. She felt liberated and decided to reward herself with some shopping.

She drove to the mall and parked near an entrance. It had started to snow—the first delicate flakes of winter dancing from the gray sky and covering her shoulders and hair before she reached the warm interior of the shopping center.

She wandered aimlessly for a while, enjoying the busy hustle around her and the feeling of normalcy. At the food court, she stopped for coffee and discovered an abandoned brochure about newly opened stores. While flipping through it, she noticed a new lingerie store.

A smile flitted across her face—it would be nice to buy something special for Matthew. She knew how much he appreciated sexy underwear, and after all the chaos of the past few weeks, she felt like being a normal young woman again.

After some searching, she found the store and entered. The atmosphere was warm and inviting, with subdued lighting and elegant displays. Several other women were browsing the collections, while a friendly saleswoman stood discreetly available. Laura examined the various sets and finally found what she was looking for—a complete set of delicate lace. Stockings, garter belt, thong, and bra, all coordinated.

The set came in white or black, and she considered for a while. In summer she would have chosen the white model when her skin was tanned, but she finally decided on the black set. She deliberately chose a cup size smaller so her breasts would spill out seductively. The thought of Matthew's reaction made her smile and blush.

After paying, she wandered through the mall a while longer, feeling like herself again for the first time in weeks. The normalcy of shopping, the anticipation of returning to Matthew, the knowledge that her family was back together—everything combined into a feeling of relief as she finally headed toward the exit.


Chapter 10:




Bea was straddling Steve in their bed, her thighs spread on either side of his hips. The warm afternoon sun fell through the half-closed curtains, bathing her naked skin in golden light. His cock pressed hard and demanding against her wet slit, while she stroked him with slow, torturous movements.

The skin of her palm glided over his swollen head, and she felt him twitch beneath her. Her fingertips danced over the sensitive tip, collecting the first drops of pleasure and spreading them with circular motions.

“Please, let me in,” he groaned, his voice rough with desire.

“Not yet, I want to enjoy this. It’s been so long.” Her fingers gripped his shaft more firmly, pumping him with deliberate movements. She loved seeing him like this – helpless beneath her, his eyes half-closed with lust. His hands clutched the sheets, knuckles white with tension.

“Hmm, what, five, six months?”

“At least. You know, you have a beautiful cock.” She leaned forward, her breasts swinging above his face, and breathed the words into his ear. Her breath was hot against his skin, her lips almost touching his earlobe.

Steve opened his eyes and looked at his wife as she towered above him. The light played on her skin, making the small beads of sweat between her breasts glisten. “Thank you, and you have beautiful breasts.”

He leaned forward slightly and took them in his warm hands, kneading the soft flesh. Her nipples were large and hard, pink and swollen with arousal. He played with them, rolling them between his fingers and pinching them lightly until he heard her moan with pleasure. The sound shot through him like an electric shock. She let go of his cock and adjusted her position, rubbing her wet slit over his length. Her juices coated him completely, making each movement sweet torture.

“Oh, that’s hot and wet,” he said, feeling her juices flowing over him.

Bea leaned forward and braced herself with her hands on his hairy chest, her fingernails digging slightly into his skin. “Mmm, it is, and you fill me up, darling.” She lowered herself slowly onto him, feeling him enter her inch by inch, her walls closing around him. A deep sigh escaped her lips as he filled her completely.

She rode him slowly for a while, her hips moving in hypnotic circles. Sweat gathered between their bodies, their skin sticking together. The bed creaked rhythmically beneath their movements. Then she said, her voice hoarse: “Do you want to fuck me from behind?”

“Oh, such dirty words,” he said with a grin, his eyes sparkling with lust.

She giggled, the sound deep and throaty. “Yes, why not? This is a new beginning for us, so why not start properly.” She bit her lower lip, a gesture that always drove him wild. Her teeth left a small red mark on the swollen skin.

“Sure, I’d love to fuck you from behind.”

They rolled over, and Bea got on all fours, her back arched in a perfect curve. When he was in position, he grabbed her hips with both hands and thrust hard into her. “Oh, wow, that’s deep,” she moaned, digging her fingers into the sheets. Her knuckles turned white with effort.

He fucked her with a steady, relentless rhythm, his skin slapping rhythmically against hers. The bed creaked under their movements, the headboard banging against the wall. As their orgasms built, their bodies tensing, he had an idea. “Could I fuck you in the ass?”

Bea looked over her shoulder, her hair sticking to her face with sweat. His eyes were half-closed with lust, and she had that look that said: do anything to me. “Yes, fuck me there.”

He slowly slid out of her dripping pussy and pressed his wet head against her tight, untouched hole. His hands gently spread her cheeks as he slowly worked his way in.

Bea gasped sharply as he slowly pushed into her, her muscles tightening around him. It must have been at the beginning of their relationship when he last fucked her like this, she thought. Back then they did it everywhere and all the time – wild, unbridled passion. The memory shot through her like a hot flash.

He would fuck her against the sink, in the garden under the stars, in bed until dawn, even in the car in deserted parking lots. What had happened, she thought? Then she abandoned this train of thought because he thrust hard into her and she cried out. She found her swollen clitoris with her hand and rubbed it vigorously with a few fingers, her orgasm building like a wave. Her free hand clutched the sheets, seeking purchase in the intensity of the moment.

Laura came home and went upstairs, the new headphones firmly in her ears. The music pounded in her head, isolating her from the world. She had stopped along the way and bought a new, better pair – the bass was incredible. She liked listening to music while running or at the gym, it helped her relax. She hummed along to the melody that was playing and made a few exuberant dance steps before entering her room. The music pumped through her veins like a drug, making her forget the world around her.

While still feeling the beats, she undressed and put on the newly purchased set – black lace that accentuated her curves. When she was finished and had looked at herself in the mirror, she decided to show it to her mother and went out and down the hall to her parents’ bedroom. She had seen that the TV downstairs was on and assumed her father was watching. The floorboards creaked softly under her bare feet.

Without knocking on the door, she went in and said: “Look what I bought. Do you think Mathew will like it?”

She stood frozen, her eyes widening in shock. On the bed in front of her were her parents, and at first she wasn’t sure what they were doing. Then she realized with a jolt that they were in a sixty-nine position. Her mother’s round bottom was pointed directly at her, her spread thighs revealing everything, and her stepfather was lying underneath, eagerly licking her glistening pussy. The scene burned into her memory like a forbidden painting.

"Oh God, I'm so sorry," she said and began backing away, her heart pounding. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment, yet her eyes refused to look away.

They didn't say anything, so she remained standing as if hypnotized. All she could hear was the slurping, wet sound of oral sex penetrating through her headphones. She grinned nervously and said in a louder voice: "Hello, I'm back."

Her stepfather abruptly stopped licking, his lips glistening with her juices, and lowered his head. "Oh, this is embarrassing. We'll be done in a minute." His voice was hoarse with lust and embarrassment.

"No need to rush on my account, I'll be downstairs." She couldn't tear her eyes away from the sight. Something stirred within her, a dark curiosity that frightened and aroused her at the same time.

After she had closed the door, Bea moaned impatiently: "Come on, make me climax."

Steve went back to sucking and licking her swollen clitoris, his tongue dancing over the sensitive flesh until her thighs squeezed his head and she came in an explosive orgasm, her entire body trembling. He did the same a few seconds later and to his delight, he felt Bea eagerly swallowing every drop. It had been far too long since she had done that. Her throat worked rhythmically, swallowing everything he gave her.

Laura nervously flipped through a magazine in the living room, the images blurring before her eyes, as her parents came downstairs half an hour later. Both wore soft bathrobes and Laura could smell the scent of soap and sex in the air – an intoxicating mixture. The smell caused something to flutter in her lower abdomen, a reaction she didn't quite want to understand.

"I'm so sorry I barged in like that. I had my headphones on and didn't hear anything before I saw you."

"It's okay, it's not like you're twelve," said Bea, sitting down next to her daughter, her skin still warm and flushed. A faint scent of musk and arousal enveloped her like an invisible veil.

Steve sat down in an armchair opposite them, his bathrobe hanging loosely around his shoulders. His hair was still tousled, his eyes still had that veiled look after sex.

"What did you want?" said Bea, her voice still somewhat hoarse.

"Oh, look," Laura stood up, her movements fluid and confident, "I just bought this set. I thought Mathew would like it." She turned slowly in a circle, the black lace hugging every curve of her young body. The material was so thin that her skin underneath shimmered like mother-of-pearl.

"Oh, that's so sweet, I'm sure he'll love it," said Bea, feeling something stir within her at the sight of her daughter. An unexpected shiver of arousal ran through her.

"It looks great on you. Mathew is a lucky guy," her stepfather added, his eyes following the contours of her body. His voice was rougher than usual.

Bea touched the delicate lace and let her fingers glide slowly over the garter belt along the silky stockings. "Wow, it's so soft." Her touch was tender, almost caressing. The skin beneath her fingertips was warm and smooth.

"Isn't it? Look, the front of the thong is so thin you can see the skin underneath," she turned to Bea and stepped closer, so close that her mother could smell her scent. A hint of perfume mingled with the natural fragrance of her skin.

Her mother ran a finger over the translucent lace, and to her surprise, she found it incredibly arousing. The warmth radiating from Laura's body was intoxicating. She didn't want her to stop. The sight of her mother being licked had turned her on more than she wanted to admit. Her fingers trembled slightly as she touched the thin material.

She's so damn hot, thought Bea, letting another finger touch the lace, feeling the heat underneath. As she did so, she noticed her daughter sharply inhaling. Something in Bea's mind, a dark voice, made her say: "Steve, you have to feel this."

"Okay." His voice was hoarse. He stood up, his bathrobe opening slightly, revealing a glimpse of his still half-aroused manhood.

Laura walked over to her father, her hips swaying seductively. He touched the lace in front, his fingertips directly over her pussy. "Yes, it's incredibly soft." He could feel her warmth through the thin material. His fingers lingered a moment longer than necessary.

Bea grinned knowingly. "Not the lace, can't you feel the heat?"

Steve touched his stepdaughter again, this time more deliberately. His palm lay flat against the warm material. "Wow, she's burning up." His fingers trembled slightly as he felt the moisture through the thin fabric.

"Mmm, I think your daughter is a bit horny." Bea's voice was a smoky whisper. Her own cheeks flushed as she spoke the words.

Laura looked down at her father, her eyes dark with desire, and she knew what would happen next. When it did, she smiled at him – a smile full of promises and forbidden lust. Her lips were moist and slightly parted.

Steve pulled aside the flap of his bathrobe and his half-stiff cock was visible, already swelling again. Like a mouse drawn to cheese, Laura knelt between his spread legs and opened her mouth, her tongue running over her lips. Then she closed it again, hesitating. She turned to her mother, her eyes seeking permission. "May I?"

Bea nodded slowly, her own arousal rising. "Of course you may." Her voice was barely more than a whisper, laden with forbidden lust.

Steve watched, spellbound, as his stepdaughter's full lips opened and then slid over his swollen head. Her warm, moist tongue began its journey up and down his shaft, and he moaned deeply. His hands instinctively gripped her hair.

Bea leaned back and watched, her hand unconsciously wandering between her own legs. It looked beautiful, she thought, stepfather and stepdaughter, together in this forbidden dance. She noticed she was already wet again and rubbed her clitoris a little before standing up and kneeling behind Laura. The sight drove her wild with desire.

When her fingers found Laura’s wet pussy through the thin lace, Laura sighed with pleasure around Steve’s cock. Bea leaned forward and kissed her daughter’s warm back, her lips leaving moist traces on the velvety skin, then pushed two fingers through the material into her dripping pussy. Laura was so wet that her fingers slid in effortlessly.

Laura couldn’t believe what was happening. Her body burned with lust. She was having sex with both parents simultaneously – a dream and a nightmare at once. Her mother’s skilled fingers were driving her crazy, pumping into her while her stepfather’s cock filled her mouth. She wanted more, much more, and pulled back. Saliva still connected her lips to his tip.

“Daddy, fuck me from behind, I want to taste Mom.” The words came out raw and desperate from her throat. Her voice was hoarse with desire.

Bea gasped sharply as her daughter’s warm tongue began to play over her swollen clitoris, skillful and hungry. When Laura’s fingers opened her and she felt the pointed tongue tip penetrate deep inside her, a deep, animalistic moan escaped her mouth. Her thighs trembled with excitement.

Steve was deep inside Laura, fucking her with slow, deliberate thrusts, while watching his stepdaughter lick his wife. It was simply too much – the tightness, the heat, the forbidden sight. He felt his balls tightening and pulled out, jerking hard. His hot semen landed in thick streams on Laura’s back, but a few drops made it to Bea’s swaying breasts. As the hot drops hit her sensitive skin, Bea opened her eyes and smiled blissfully up at her husband.

“Honey, I think we’re going to make it. I’m sure we can save this family.” Her voice was full of hope and lust. Beads of sweat glistened on her forehead.

“I think so too, my love. What do you think, Laura?”

“Oh, leave her alone, she’s enjoying it and I love it.” Bea’s voice was a satisfied purr. Her fingers stroked through Laura’s hair.

Steve moved around and offered his wife his moist cock, still tasting of Laura. Bea eagerly took it into her mouth and enjoyed the salty taste of her daughter mixed with his own. Her tongue licked off every drop, savoring the forbidden mixture.

This isn’t normal, but as long as nobody knows, why end a good thing, thought Laura, as her mother’s trembling thighs closed around her head and she heard her moan out her explosive orgasm. The world around her blurred into a haze of lust and forbidden love. Her own arousal pulsed through her body like liquid fire, and she knew that everything had changed – forever.

The End?
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Aus dem pulsierenden Herzen Berlins stammt Elisabeth Sylt, eine Pharmareferentin und alleinerziehende Mutter zweier Söhne, deren Leidenschaft im Schreiben von Romanen liegt, die fesselnde Handlungen und starke zwischenmenschliche Dynamiken bieten. Ihre Geschichten sind ein Ausdruck ihrer kreativen Energie und bieten den Lesern einen Einblick in eine Welt jenseits des Alltäglichen, in der Spannung und unerwartete Wendungen im Mittelpunkt stehen. 
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In einem weitläufigen Wohnwagenpark, geprägt von Armut, sozialen Konflikten und einem rauen Alltag, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller Leidenschaft, Macht und Abgründe. Der 1. Teil der Buchreihe – nimmt den Leser mit in eine Welt, in der junge Frauen (18+) in einem Spannungsfeld aus Verführung, Unterwerfung und dem Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben stehen.

 

Link: 18 Jahre jung und Naiv
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Stiefschwester zieht in meine WG ein

Ein heißer, verboten sinnlicher Roman über Lust, Leidenschaft und verbotene Fantasien.

 

Als Leon seine Stiefschwester Chloe bei sich aufnimmt, ahnt er nicht, dass sein Leben bald auf den Kopf gestellt wird. Chloe ist wunderschön, naiv und völlig ahnungslos über die Reaktionen, die sie in ihrem neuen Zuhause auslöst. Ohne Hemmungen bewegt sie sich durch die Wohngemeinschaft – ihre Freizügigkeit bringt nicht nur Leon, sondern auch seine Mitbewohner Jack und Larson an den Rand der Selbstbeherrschung. Mit jedem Tag wird die Anziehung zwischen Leon und Chloe intensiver. Ihre Unschuld und Offenheit ziehen ihn magisch an, bis der Moment kommt, an dem das Verbotene nicht mehr aufzuhalten ist. In einem Strudel aus Verlangen, Lust und ungezähmter Begierde überschreiten die beiden jede Grenze.

 

Hier lesen: Stiefschwester zieht in meine WG ein

[image: Meine Stiefschwester – Stripclub]

Meine Stiefschwester – Stripclub

Ein fesselnder und provokanter Erotik-Roman, der tief in die Welt verbotener Sehnsüchte eintaucht.

 

Als John widerwillig von seinen Freunden in einen pulsierenden Stripclub mitgenommen wird, erwartet er nichts weiter als einen gewöhnlichen Abend. Doch als die verführerische Tänzerin Amber die Bühne betritt, entfacht sich in ihm ein Verlangen, das er nicht mehr ignorieren kann. Überraschenderweise trifft er im Stripclub auf jemanden, den er seit Jahren nicht mehr gesehen hat – seine Stiefschwester Jazmine. Der Abend nimmt eine unerwartete Wendung und entfaltet ein Netz aus Tabus, Anziehung und explosiven Begegnugen.

 

Hier lesen: Meine Stiefschwester – Stripclub


[image: Familiengeschäft: Plötzlich Pimp]

Familiengeschäft: Plötzlich Pimp

Thomas führt ein scheinbar gewöhnliches Leben, bis ein unerwartetes Angebot seiner verführerischen Stiefschwester Joy alles auf den Kopf stellt. Was als harmloses Gespräch beginnt, entwickelt sich zu einem gefährlichen Spiel aus Leidenschaft, Macht und Begierde – ein Spiel, das keine Regeln kennt. Joy ist bereit, alles zu riskieren, um ihre Zukunft zu finanzieren, und Thomas wird bald zum Komplizen ihres waghalsigen Plans. Doch je tiefer die beiden in diese geheime Welt aus Lust und Versuchung eintauchen, desto verschwommener werden die Grenzen zwischen Moral und Verlangen. Zwischen heimlichen Begegnungen und explosiven Enthüllungen zeigt sich, dass nichts so ist, wie es scheint. Kann Thomas das Chaos kontrollieren – oder wird er in den Strudel aus Lust und Tabu hineingezogen?

 

Hier lesen: Familiengeschäft: Plötzlich Pimp
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Schwarze Schwestern teilen sich einen weißen Mann

Ein sinnlicher Roman über verbotene Lust und hemmungslosen Genuss.

 

Zwei heiße Schwestern. Ein ahnungsloser weißer Mann. Und eine Nacht, die alles verändert. Was als harmloser Besuch beginnt, verwandelt sich in ein erotisches Abenteuer, das Tabus bricht und Fantasien wahr werden lässt. Zwischen glühenden Blicken, lasziven Geständnissen und einem Spiel aus Dominanz und Verführung, wird aus einem heißen Sommertag ein unvergessliches Feuerwerk der Lust. Doch was passiert, wenn Grenzen überschritten werden? Wenn Eifersucht aufkommt? Wenn Begierde zur Sucht wird? Ein prickelnder Erotikroman für alle Fans von Interracial Romance, Tabu-Erotik und freizügigen Schwestern-Fantasien. Authentisch, hemmungslos und garantiert nicht jugendfrei.

 

Hier lesen: Schwarze Schwestern teilen sich einen weißen Mann
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GEMOLKEN – Die Milchfarm-Reihe: Stallpflicht statt selbstgewähltes Exil

 

Sie wollte nur dem Trubel der Stadt entkommen. Stattdessen findet sich Christina auf einer abgelegenen Farm wieder – und wird zur Milchquelle eines Systems, das Lust, Kontrolle und Körpergrenzen neu definiert. Der charmante, aber undurchsichtige Farmer Richard nimmt sie auf – doch mit jedem Tag verändert sich ihr Körper. Ihre Brüste schwellen an, spenden Milch… und verlangen nach mehr. Schmerz weicht Lust. Scham wird Begierde. Und die Maschinen warten bereits. Eine erotische Verwandlungsgeschichte über Hingabe, Dominanz und Milchlust.

 

Hier lesen: GEMOLKEN: Die Milchfarm-Reihe
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Fremdgehende Stiefmutter erpresst

 

Ein sündiger, hemmungsloser Roman über Macht, Lust und verbotene Begierde

 

Als Jonas seine attraktive Stiefmutter in den Armen eines anderen Mannes erwischt, verändert sich alles. Statt sie bloßzustellen, nutzt er ihr Geheimnis aus – und entfacht damit ein gefährliches Spiel aus Versuchung und Kontrolle. Lisa ist sinnlich, erfahren und voller ungestillter Sehnsüchte. Ihr Verlangen nach Leidenschaft macht sie empfänglich für Jonas' dunkle Absichten. Mit jedem Blick, jeder heimlichen Berührung und jedem pikanten Moment gerät sie tiefer in seinen Bann. Die Grenzen verschwimmen, das Verbotene wird unwiderstehlich – bis sie sich ihm völlig hingibt.




Hier lesen: Fremdgehende Stiefmutter erpresst





[image: Wenn der Bully dich begehrt: Wie weit geht eine Mutter für den Frieden ihres Sohnes?]

Wenn der Bully dich begehrt: Wie weit geht eine Mutter für den Frieden ihres Sohnes?


 

Als Hannah versucht, den Tyrannen ihres Sohnes zur Vernunft zu bringen, ahnt sie nicht, dass dieser Junge mehr ist als nur ein Schulrowdy. In einem Moment der Schwäche gerät sie in ein Spiel aus Dominanz, Macht und Verführung – ein Spiel, bei dem es keine Regeln gibt und jede Grenze verschwimmen kann.




Was als harmloses Gespräch beginnt, wird zu einer emotionalen Achterbahnfahrt, in der Kontrolle und Gehorsam, Scham und Begehren aufeinanderprallen. Gefangen zwischen Schuldgefühl und einer ungekannten Lust, muss Hannah entscheiden: Wie weit ist sie bereit zu gehen, um ihren Sohn zu schützen?

 

Hier lesen: Wenn der Bully dich begehrt: Wie weit geht eine Mutter für den Frieden ihres Sohnes?
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Farmleben: Die Liebe zur Stiefschwester


  

Als Robert nach Jahren in der Stadt auf den abgelegenen Familienhof zurückkehrt, erwartet ihn nicht nur ein einfaches Landleben, sondern auch eine Versuchung, der er nicht widerstehen kann – seine wunderschöne, unschuldige Stiefschwester Helen. Was mit zaghaften Blicken und unschuldigen Berührungen beginnt, entfacht bald ein unstillbares Verlangen, das alle gesellschaftlichen Grenzen sprengt. Zwischen heimlichen Begegnungen, lodernder Begierde und einer Liebe, die nicht sein darf, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller intensiver Emotionen und erotischer Spannung. Jede Begegnung zwischen Robert und Helen treibt sie tiefer in eine verbotene Romanze, aus der es kein Zurück mehr gibt. Während die Dorfgemeinschaft misstrauisch auf den Hof blickt, werden ihre Nächte immer heißer, ihre Gefühle immer tiefer – bis sie sich der Wahrheit stellen müssen: Wie weit sind sie bereit zu gehen, um ihrer Leidenschaft zu folgen?

 

Hier lesen: Farmleben: Die Liebe zur Stiefschwester


[image: Umerzogen vom Daddy]

Umerzogen vom Daddy


Renji Tanaka lebt ein Leben in Routine und Kompromissen. Seine Ehe mit Hanae, einst voller Leidenschaft, ist zur Gewohnheit erstarrt – sexuell, emotional, existenziell. In seinem Innersten brodelt eine Fantasie, die ihn zunehmend beherrscht: Er sehnt sich danach, seine Frau in die Hände eines anderen zu geben – eines weißen Mannes, stark, dominant, übergriffig. Als er eines Nachts auf eine dubiose Anzeige einer „Vorbereitungsschule“ stößt, beginnt ein verhängnisvoller Plan: Heimlich meldet er seine ahnungslose Frau zu einem 18-monatigen Umerziehungsprogramm an.




Was folgt, ist eine erschütternde, psychologisch dichte Erzählung über Kontrolle, sexuelle Manipulation und Identitätsverlust. Hanae wird entführt, in ein perfektioniertes System aus psychologischer Konditionierung und körperlicher Transformation gebracht – ohne ihr Wissen, ohne ihre Zustimmung.

 

Hier lesen: Umerzogen vom Daddy
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Ehefrau wird vom Nachbar Daddy gestopft


  

Er dachte, sein dreißigster Geburtstag würde mit einem Blowjob enden – stattdessen beginnt ein Trip in die dunkelsten Winkel seiner eigenen Lust.




Lisa war immer die perfekte Ehefrau: liebevoll, loyal, wunderschön. Doch als sie die geheimen Fantasien ihres Mannes entdeckt, entfesselt sie etwas, das nicht mehr rückgängig gemacht werden kann. In dieser verstörenden und hemmungslos erotischen Erzählung wird aus einer verschwiegenen Neigung ein greifbarer Albtraum – oder ein perverses Geschenk?




Hier lesen: Ehefrau wird vom Nachbar Daddy gestopft


[image: Machina]

Machina

Sie wollten einfach nur feiern – sechs Freunde, ein Abend in der Stadt, ein paar Drinks. Doch als die Sirenen ertönen und der Himmel aufreißt, endet die Nacht nicht im Rausch, sondern in einem feuchten, kalten Albtraum.

 

Nackt. Gefesselt. Beobachtet. Beatrice, Ben, Mirian und die anderen wachen in einem Raum auf, der kein Entrinnen kennt – und werden Zeugen der Ankunft jener, die nicht nur Körper, sondern auch Verstand verschlingen: der Machina. Sie ist schön. Sie ist übermächtig. Und sie hat ein Ziel: Lust als Waffe, Umformung durch Ekstase, Gehorsam durch Verlangen.

 

Was als reine Panik beginnt, wird schnell zum toxischen Spiel mit unerwünschter Erregung, gebrochenem Stolz und einem Verlangen, das tiefer geht als jede Fantasie. Jeder Kuss verändert, jeder Tropfen ihres Körpers löscht einen Teil der Menschlichkeit aus – und formt etwas Neues, etwas... Perfekteres.

 

Hier lesen: Machina
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Zuchbulle als Nebenjob: Nachwuchs auf Bestellung


Eric ist nicht einfach nur ein Automechaniker mit kräftigen Armen und stahlblauen Augen – er ist ein Zuchtbulle im wahrsten Sinne des Wortes. Was als anonymer Samenspender beginnt, entfaltet sich bald zu einem Nebenjob der besonderen Art: Frauen – verheiratet, alleinstehend, verzweifelt – suchen ihn auf, um das zu bekommen, was ihre Männer ihnen nicht geben können. Ein Kind. Doch Eric will mehr als nur spenden – er will spüren, wie sein Samen seinen Weg in warme, empfangsbereite Körper findet.

 

Sein Fetisch wird zu einer Mission: Bäuche füllen, Gene verbreiten, Nachkommen zeugen. Mit jeder neuen Begegnung steigt sein Verlangen – und sein Einfluss. 




Hier lesen: Zuchbulle als Nebenjob: Nachwuchs auf Bestellung
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