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1 - ANGIE’S ANAL TRAINING

MF / BDSM / Anal / Rimming / Anal Beads / Fingering / Dildo / Cum Eating / ATM

“I… I’ve never done this before,” Angie whispered, her voice trembling slightly as she lay on her stomach, her fingers gripping the sheets. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation and the faint scent of musk.

Kurt’s low, reassuring chuckle vibrated against her skin as he knelt between her legs, his hands resting gently on her hips. “I know, baby. I’ll take care of you. Just relax and let me make you feel good.”

She exhaled shakily, her heart pounding in her chest. She had always been curious about anal sex but too afraid to try it. The idea had always seemed… daunting. Painful, even. But Kurt was different. He was patient, attentive, and had this way of making her feel safe. He’d been open about his love for anal from the beginning, and though she’d hesitated at first, his confidence and their growing intimacy had finally convinced her to give it a try.

Kurt’s lips brushed against the small of her back, sending a shiver down her spine. His hands slid up her sides, his touch slow and deliberate, as if he were savoring every inch of her. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Angie,” he murmured, his voice husky with desire. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

She blushed at his words, her body trembling with a mix of nerves and excitement. “I trust you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Just… go slow, okay?”

“Always,” he promised, his lips trailing lower, leaving a trail of warm kisses along her skin.

His hands gripped her hips, pulling her up slightly so she was on her knees, her ass exposed to him. Angie gasped, her cheeks burning with embarrassment, but Kurt’s steady presence kept her grounded.

His breath was hot against her bare skin as he leaned in, his tongue flicking out to tease her asshole.

Angie’s eyes flew wide, a surprised moan escaping her lips. “Oh my God,” she gasped, her fingers tightening their grip on the sheets. She hadn’t expected it to feel so… good. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through her entire body.

Kurt chuckled softly, his tongue circling her tight ring before pressing against it gently. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “Just let go and enjoy it.”

She whimpered, her body arching instinctively as he continued to lick and tease her. The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever experienced—both filthy and incredibly arousing. Her pussy throbbed, her arousal soaking the sheets beneath her. “Kurt,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Oh God.”

He pulled back slightly, and she heard the click of a cap opening. A moment later, something cool and slippery touched her asshole, and she tensed instinctively.

“Shh, relax,” Kurt soothed, his voice calm and reassuring. “I’m just going to use some beads. It’ll feel amazing.”

She swallowed hard, forcing herself to relax as he pressed the first bead against her entrance. It was strange, the sensation of something pushing against her there, but not unpleasant. Slowly, Kurt worked the bead inside, his movements careful and deliberate. Angie gasped, her nails digging into the sheets as the smooth, cool bead slid into her.

“Good girl,” Kurt murmured, his voice thick with approval.

He added another bead, then another, each one slipping in more easily than the last. Angie moaned, her body trembling with pleasure. The fullness was intense, but in the best way possible. She’d never felt so… stretched before.

Kurt’s fingers found her pussy, sliding inside her with ease, and Angie cried out, her hips bucking against his hand. The dual sensations were overwhelming, her body caught between the stretch of the beads and the delicious pressure of his fingers.

“Fuck,” Angie gasped, her voice shaky. “It’s… it’s so much.”

“You can take it,” he assured her, his fingers curling inside her, hitting that perfect spot that made her toes curl. “You’re doing so good, Angie.”

She moaned, her body writhing as he continued to fuck her with his fingers, his other hand gently pulling the beads out one by one. Each bead sent a shock of pleasure through her, her body tightening around Kurt’s fingers as her orgasm built.

“Kurt, I’m gonna—oh God,” she gasped, her body shaking as the first wave of her climax hit her. She cried out, her back arching as the pleasure tore through her, her pussy clenching around his fingers as the last bead slipped out.

Kurt’s hands gently guided her down from the high, his touch soothing as her breathing slowly returned to normal. But they weren’t done. Not yet.

She heard him rummage through the drawer beside the bed, and a moment later, he pressed something smooth and cool against her asshole.

Angie tensed, her breath catching in her throat. “Kurt…?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Just a small dildo,” he assured her, his voice calm and steady. “Trust me, baby. You’re ready.”

She nodded shakily, her body still humming with pleasure as he pressed the tip of the dildo against her entrance. Slowly, he pushed it in, each inch sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Angie moaned, her hips pressing back against him as the dildo slid deeper. It was… incredible. The fullness, the stretch—it was unlike anything she’d ever felt before.

“Kurt,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Oh my God… I… I think I love it.”

He chuckled softly, his hands gripping her hips as he slowly began to move the dildo in and out of her. “Told you,” he teased, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re a natural, baby.”

Angie moaned, her body trembling with pleasure as he fucked her with the dildo, hitting that perfect spot inside her that made her see stars. Her orgasm built quickly, her body tightening around the dildo as she came hard, her cries echoing through the room. Kurt pulled the dildo out, and she heard the sound of him fumbling with something else.

A moment later, a larger dildo pressed against her entrance, and she whimpered, her body trembling with anticipation. “Kurt,” she gasped, her voice shaky. “Please.”

“I’ve got you,” he murmured, his voice calm and reassuring.

Slowly, he pushed the larger dildo into her, each inch sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Angie moaned, her hips pressing back against him as he fucked her with the dildo, hitting that perfect spot inside her that made her see stars.

Her orgasm built quickly, her body tightening around the dildo as she came hard, her cries echoing through the room. But they still weren’t done.

Kurt pulled the dildo out, and she felt him shift behind her, his hands gripping her hips. “Ready for me?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

She whimpered, nodding shakily. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Please, Kurt. I need you.”

He pressed the tip of his cock against her asshole, his breath hot against her skin. Slowly, he pushed into her, each inch sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Angie moaned, her hips pressing back against him as he slid deeper, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Fuck,” Kurt groaned, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re so fucking tight, baby.”

She whimpered, her body trembling with pleasure as he began to fuck her, his thrusts slow and deliberate. Her orgasm built quickly, her body tightening around him as she came hard, her cries echoing through the room. Kurt groaned, his thrusts quickening as he chased his own release.

“Angie,” he gasped, his voice trembling. “I’m gonna—fuck.”

He came hard, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum. Angie moaned, her body trembling with pleasure as the warmth of his cum filled her. She collapsed onto the bed, her body spent, her mind reeling.

Kurt pulled out, his breathing ragged as he moved beside her. Her asshole twitched, his cum leaking out slightly, and she felt him shift, his lips pressing against her ass as he licked up his mess.

“Kurt,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “What are you—oh my God.”

He chuckled softly, his tongue circling her asshole before pressing against it gently. “You’re so fucking delicious, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

Angie moaned, her body trembling with pleasure as he continued to lick her clean, her mind reeling. She’d never felt so… filthy before. And she fucking loved it.

“Kurt,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I… I think I love anal.”

He laughed softly, his breath hot against her skin. “Told you,” he teased, his voice thick with approval. “You’re a natural, baby.”

2 - BOUND FOR HIS PLEASURE

MF / Free-use / BDSM / Bondage / Rope / Blowjob / Fingering / Anal

The heavy door clicked shut behind her, the sound a final punctuation to a long day. Fiona dropped her keys into the ceramic bowl, the clatter echoing in the quiet foyer. She was shrugging out of her blazer, mind already on a glass of wine, when a hand closed around her wrist.

It was Rodney. His grip was firm, a warm, possessive pressure that sent an immediate, answering heat straight to her core. He didn’t say a word. His dark eyes held hers, a silent command that made her breath hitch. She didn’t resist. She never did. The thrill of it, the sudden, total surrender, was the very point.

He pulled her through the living room, his steps purposeful. Her heels scuffed the hardwood, a frantic little rhythm against his steady stride. By the time they crossed the bedroom threshold, her heart was pounding a wild, eager beat against her ribs.

He spun her to face him, his hands already at the buttons of her blouse. His movements were efficient, not rough, but utterly devoid of hesitation. The fabric parted. His palms slid over her shoulders, pushing the blouse and her bra straps down in one motion. Cool air kissed her skin, followed by the scorching heat of his gaze. Her skirt pooled at her feet, her panties followed, and then she was standing there, naked, exposed, utterly his.

A shiver ran through her, but it wasn’t from cold. It was anticipation, pure and electric.

He guided her backward until her calves hit the edge of the mattress. A gentle push, and she was on her back, the duvet soft beneath her. He produced a length of soft, cotton rope from the nightstand. Her wrists lifted, almost of their own volition, offering themselves. He looped the rope, his fingers brushing her pulse points, and secured each one to the ornate wooden posts of the headboard. The bonds were snug, inescapable, a delicious confirmation of her helplessness. She tested them, a faint pull, and a deep, satisfied sigh escaped her lips.

Rodney stood at the foot of the bed, his eyes drinking her in. She watched his hands go to his belt, the clink of the buckle loud in the quiet room. He freed himself, his cock already hard, thick, and demanding. He approached, the head of his erection brushing her inner thigh as he moved up the bed, leaving a slick, tantalizing trail.

He knelt over her face, his knees framing her head. This was her purpose. Her lips parted, tongue coming out to wet them. He didn’t make her wait. He guided himself to her mouth, the blunt crown pressing against her lips until she opened. He filled her, a slow, deliberate invasion that stretched her jaws. The taste of him, salt and musk, flooded her senses.

Then he began to move.

His hands tangled in her hair, not yanking, but holding her firmly in place. His hips pistoned, setting a relentless, deep rhythm. He fucked her mouth with a focused intensity that stole her breath. Each forward thrust pressed him deep into her throat, triggering her gag reflex. Tears welled in the corners of her eyes. The sound was obscene, wet and choking, and it aroused her unbearably. Her submission was complete, her pleasure derived from his use of her.

While he claimed her mouth, his other hand wandered down her body. His fingertips traced the curve of her waist, the dip of her navel, before sliding through the damp curls between her thighs. He found her clit, already swollen and eager. He circled it, once, twice, a cruel, perfect tease that made her hips jerk against her bonds. Then two fingers plunged into her pussy, curling inside her, finding that sweet, secret spot. She moaned around his cock, the vibration drawing a guttural groan from him.

He was making her so wet, preparing her, even as he used her face. The duality of it—the degradation and the devotion, the roughness and the intimate knowledge of her body—unraveled her.

With a final, deep push against the back of her throat, he pulled out of her mouth, a string of saliva connecting them. He was breathing heavily, his eyes black with need. He moved down her body in a fluid motion, his hands going to the ropes at her wrists. A few quick tugs and they fell away, her arms flopping to the mattress, heavy and tingling.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice rough. “On your knees.”

She scrambled to obey, her body humming. The position was primal, submissive. She presented herself to him, arching her back, offering everything. She felt the cool air on her exposed ass, then the warmth of his hand as it came down in a sharp, stinging slap. The pain was a bright spark that melted into a deep, throbbing heat.

She felt the bed dip behind her. His hands spread her cheeks. A slick finger, wet from her own arousal, pressed against her tight back entrance. He circled, applying pressure, working her open with a patient, torturous rhythm. She pushed back against him, a silent plea. He added a second finger, the stretch a breathtaking burn that morphed into a shocking, full feeling.

The fingers withdrew. She felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cockhead replacing them. He was not gentle. He didn’t need to be. This was what she wanted, what she craved—the total possession, the surrender of every part of herself.

With one hard, steady thrust, he buried himself to the hilt in her ass.

The cry that tore from her throat was pure sensation—shock, pain, and an overwhelming, dizzying pleasure. He didn’t pause. He set a brutal, driving pace, his hands locking onto her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her back onto him with every thrust. Each stroke was a conquest, a claiming. The friction was intense, a fiery drag that built a pressure inside her unlike anything else.

She was a vessel for his pleasure, and in that, she found her own. Her cunt, empty and aching, clenched on nothing. The stimulation was indirect, overwhelming, coiling her tighter and tighter. He fucked her ass with single-minded fervor, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room, punctuated by his grunts and her ragged cries.

The coil snapped. An orgasm tore through her with violent, unexpected force. Her entire body seized, her back bowing, a raw scream ripped from her lungs. Her ass clenched around him in rhythmic, vice-like pulses, milking his length.

It triggered his own release. With a roar, he drove into her one final, deep time and held himself there. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his cum flooding her depths, a claiming so profound it brought a fresh wave of tears to her eyes. He stayed buried inside her, both of them trembling, spent, connected.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out. He collapsed beside her on the bed, his breathing gradually slowing. A moment later, his hand came down on her ass again, this time a familiar, affectionate pat. The sting was a brand, a receipt.

“Good slut,” he rumbled, his voice thick with satisfaction.

She turned her head on the pillow to look at him, a slow, sated smile spreading across her face. Her body ached in the best possible way, every muscle loose, every nerve singing. She loved the loss of control, the absolute freedom of being his. She wouldn’t change a thing.

He leaned over, his lips brushing her ear. “Now, go run me a bath.”

3 - THE BACHELORETTE AUCTION

MF / Virgin / Age Gap / BDSM / Blowjob / Flogging / PIV Sex / Anal

The air in the ballroom tasted like chilled champagne and whispered promises. Sloane stood at the edge of the silent auction tables, nineteen and vibrating with a strange, unplaceable energy. She wasn’t supposed to be a prize. The charity gala needed volunteers, warm bodies in pretty dresses, and she’d raised her hand, thinking of tax deductions for her parents and a story to tell her roommate. Now, wearing a simple black sheath that felt both too tight and insubstantial, she waited backstage for the “Bachelorette Auction” to begin. Her heartbeat was a dull, insistent thrum against her ribs. A virgin’s heartbeat. She’d decided to keep that fact to herself. It felt like a secret weapon, or a terrible vulnerability—she hadn’t decided which.

The announcer’s voice, slick and smooth, called her name. She walked onto the low stage, the lights bleaching the color from her skin, turning the audience into a sea of blurred, tuxedoed shapes. The bidding started. Polite, charitable numbers floated up from the darkness. A thousand from an elderly gentleman she recognized from the society pages. Fifteen hundred from a tech CEO with a kind smile. It was happening. She’d have a pleasant, awkward dinner. She’d talk about her art history major. She’d come home untouched.

Then a voice cut through the murmurs, a low, dark rumble that seemed to bypass her ears and settle directly in the pit of her stomach.

“Fifty thousand.”

A collective inhalation swept the room. Sloane’s gaze snapped to the source. He stood near the back, a silhouette of impeccable tailoring and contained power. Donovan Vane. She’d heard the rumors, of course. Whispers of private clubs, of unconventional tastes, of a man who collected experiences, not things. His wealth was legendary, his reputation a cocktail of awe and quiet scandal. The announcer stammered, asked for competing bids. Silence. The gavel fell with a sound like a bone cracking.

Fifty thousand dollars for her.

He didn’t come to collect her with a smile. A discreet, severe-faced woman escorted Sloane through a service entrance to a waiting town car, black and silent as a hearse. Donovan was already inside, a figure carved from shadow and expensive wool. He didn’t speak as the car slid into the night. He simply looked at her, his eyes a pale, assessing grey in the passing streetlights. The air in the car grew thick, charged. Sloane’s mouth was dry. She knew she should say something, protest the strangeness, the intensity. But the words dissolved before they could form. Something in his stillness, in the absolute certainty of his presence, coiled a hot, unfamiliar thread of arousal deep within her.

The car stopped not at a restaurant, but before an unmarked, polished steel door in a converted warehouse district. Donovan led her inside without a word. The interior was a study in muted luxury: dark wood, low leather seating, the faint scent of sandalwood and clean, cool air. It was utterly silent, empty. A private club. The rumors were true. Her heels tapped a nervous rhythm on the stone floor as he guided her down a corridor to a heavy oak door.

He opened it. The room beyond was not a bedroom. It was a chamber. Soft, indirect lighting glowed from recessed panels in the walls. The centerpiece was a wide, upholstered bench, covered in what looked like black leather, padded and waiting. Along one wall, a cabinet with a glass front displayed an array of objects—silver, black, intricate. Her mind, trained in art history, tried to categorize them as sculpture, but her body, with a sudden, shocking lucidity, knew exactly what they were.

Donovan closed the door. The click of the lock was definitive. He turned to her, finally breaking his silence. His voice was that same velvet rumble, but here, in the intimate quiet, it felt like a physical touch.

“You’re a virgin, Sloane.”

It wasn’t a question. A jolt of pure panic electrified her. “How…?”

“I make it a point to know,” he said, his gaze holding hers. He took a step closer. He wasn’t tall in an overwhelming way, but he seemed to occupy all the space in the room. “The experience I’ve paid for, involves your complete surrender. You will do as I say. You will take what I give you. Do you understand?”

She should have run. She should have screamed. Every sensible nerve screamed at her to do just that. But that hot thread inside her had become a pulsing wire, burning away the fear, leaving behind a raw, terrifying want. She had never felt this—this magnetic pull toward the unknown, this ache to be undone. Her protest died unspoken. She gave a single, slight nod, her throat too tight for words.

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. “Good.”

He moved then, not with haste, but with devastating efficiency. He unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss. He unzipped his trousers. And then he was free. Sloane’s eyes widened. He was… substantial. Thick and long, already fully erect, the head flushed a dark, ruddy color against the pale, smooth skin of his shaft. It was a primal, intimidating sight. He didn’t touch himself. He simply looked at her, then at the space on the lush carpet before him.

“Knees.”

The command was soft, absolute. Her body obeyed before her mind could catch up. The expensive fabric of her dress whispered as she sank down, the pile of the carpet pressing into her knees. He stepped forward, until he was mere inches from her face. The musky, clean scent of him filled her senses. Male. Dominant. He curved a hand behind her head, not roughly, but with a firm, guiding pressure.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, her lips parting. He guided himself forward. The first touch of the smooth, hot crown against her lower lip sent a lightning bolt of sensation straight to her core. She gasped, and he used the moment to press inside. The stretch of her lips around his girth was immediate, shocking. He didn’t thrust. He let her acclimatize, the solid, living weight of him on her tongue a reality that shattered every preconception.

“Use your tongue,” he instructed, his voice a low thrum above her. “Explore. Learn the shape of me.”

Tentatively, she flicked her tongue along the underside, tracing a thick vein. A low, gratified sound came from his chest. Encouraged, she swirled the tip around the broad head, tasting a faint, clean saltiness. She took him deeper, her jaw aching wonderfully, the sensation of being filled, of serving this specific, carnal purpose, igniting a flush across her chest and neck. She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, one hand coming up to cradle the heavy, tight weight of his sac. His fingers tightened in her hair, not pulling, just holding, anchoring her to the act. The wet, slick sounds of her mouth on him filled the quiet room. Pleasure, sharp and unexpected, coiled in her own belly. She was giving a blowjob. And a part of her, a deep, secret part, sang with the rightness of it.

After what felt like both an eternity and a heartbeat, he gently withdrew. “Stand up.”

She rose on unsteady legs. He turned her, his hands on her shoulders, and found the hidden zipper at the back of her dress. He drew it down in one long, slow motion. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only her simple lace panties and bra. He didn’t ask. His hands went to the clasp of her bra, deftly releasing it. The straps fell away. Her small, pert breasts were exposed to the cool air, her nipples hardening instantly into tight, sensitive buds. He palmed one, his thumb brushing over the peak, and a sharp, sweet ache made her knees weaken. Then his fingers hooked into the sides of her panties and drew them down her legs. She stepped out, naked, vulnerable, and more aroused than she had ever been in her life.

“Bend over the bench. Present yourself.”

She moved to the padded leather, the surface cool against her overheated skin. She leaned forward, her torso resting on the bench, her ass raised in the air, her feet slightly apart on the floor. The position was one of utter exposure. She felt the cool air on her most intimate places, felt the vulnerable pinkness of her folds, still virgin-tight, exposed to his gaze. Her cheeks burned with a shame that only fed the fire inside.

She heard him move, heard the soft click of the glass cabinet opening. He returned. In her peripheral vision, she saw it first: a flogger with multiple, supple black leather tails. He let it drape against the back of her thigh. The leather was cool, almost soft.

“This is for sensation,” he said calmly. “To wake up your skin. To prepare you. Breathe through it. Accept it.”

The first swing was a whisper, the tails landing across both cheeks with a soft, spreading thud. It was a surprise, a sting that quickly melted into a warm, radiating glow. She made a small sound, a gasp. The second swing came, slightly harder. The sting bit deeper, followed by that same pervasive heat. The third, the fourth. He varied the placement, across the fullest part of her ass, lower, on the sensitive undercurve. The sensations layered—sharp sting, deep warmth, a thrumming echo that seemed to vibrate into her very core. With each impact, her body clenched, and a corresponding pulse of wetness seeped from her untouched entrance. Pain and pleasure blurred, fused into a single, overwhelming current. A yelp escaped her on a harder strike, a sound that held no protest, only raw, unraveling feeling.

He stopped. His hand, warm and large, smoothed over the heated skin of her rear, caressing the warmth he’d created. “Beautifully marked,” he murmured. “And beautifully wet.”

She heard the tear of a foil packet, the slick sound of him sheathing himself. Then the blunt, broad head of his cock was there, nudging against her slick, virgin entrance. He paused, applying the slightest pressure.

“This will hurt,” he said, no pity in his voice, only fact. “But not for long. Breathe out.”

She exhaled shakily, and he pushed forward.

The pain was a bright, searing stretch, a tearing fullness that made her cry out, her fingers digging into the leather of the bench. He held still, buried to the hilt inside her, an invader claiming uncharted territory. The burn was immense, a feeling of being split open. Tears sprang to her eyes. He waited, his body a solid, unmoving presence against her back, his breath warm on her neck.

Slowly, incrementally, the sharp edge of pain began to recede, replaced by a feeling of incredible, stretching fullness. The sensitive nerves, shocked into awareness, began to send different signals—not of violation, but of completion. He began to move, a slow, deliberate withdrawal and a gentle, probing thrust. The friction changed. The burn melted into a deep, internal massage, a rubbing against places inside her that had never been touched. A low, broken moan tore from her throat. It felt… good. Unbelievably, shockingly good. The initial pain was now just a memory, a gateway to this consuming sensation.

He established a rhythm, each thrust going deeper, firmer. The bench rocked slightly with their motion. The sounds filled the room: their mingled breaths, the wet, rhythmic slap of his body against her heated skin, her own soft, involuntary whimpers. He angled his thrusts, and on one deep stroke, he brushed a spot that made her entire body jolt, a white-hot spark of pleasure so intense she saw stars.

“There,” he grunted, sensing her reaction.

He adjusted, aiming for it now with every powerful drive. The pleasure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter in her lower belly. She was fucking. She was being fucked. And she was climbing, helplessly, toward a peak.

Just as the tension threatened to snap, he stopped, pulling out completely. A sob of frustration escaped her. He reached for a small bottle, and she heard a click, then the sound of him slicking his fingers. Those wet, cool fingers found the tight, untouched pucker of her asshole. He circled it, a slow, insistent pressure. Her body went rigid with a new kind of shock.

“Relax,” he soothed, his voice thick with his own need. “Just relax into it.”

The tip of one finger pressed, and with the slick lubricant, it sank into the impossibly tight ring of muscle. The invasion was bizarre, intrusive, a burning stretch different from before. He worked the finger slowly, in and out, and as her body grudgingly accepted it, the burn transmuted into a strange, full feeling. He added a second finger, stretching her more, the sensation blossoming into a deep, perverse ache that somehow amplified the empty, throbbing need between her legs. He scissored his fingers gently, and a choked, wanton sound came from her. It was too much. It was not enough.

He removed his fingers. She felt the broad, slick crown of his cock replace them, pressing against that same forbidden entrance.

“Donovan,” she whimpered, her voice ragged.

“Yes,” he answered, and pushed.

The entry was a slow, inexorable conquest. The stretch was profound, monumental, a feeling of being filled beyond capacity. She screamed into the leather, her body convulsing around the intrusion. He held, buried in the clenching, searing heat of her ass, his own breathing ragged in her ear. The pain was overwhelming, a bright, sharp universe of it. But beneath it, woven through it, was that same thread of shocking, illicit pleasure. He began to move, tiny, shallow movements at first, letting her body adjust to the unbelievable fullness.

Then, as her inner muscles began to relax, to clutch him in a different, rhythmic way, he deepened his strokes. Each thrust was a revelation—a friction so intense, so intimate it seemed to touch her soul. The pain receded, not gone, but blended into a maelstrom of sensation that was overwhelmingly, brutally pleasurable. He fucked her ass with a steady, driving pace, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangling in her hair. The sound was lewder, wetter. Her own cries became guttural, animal sounds of pleasure-pain. The coil in her belly, which had never fully unwound, wound again, tighter, fueled now from this new, shocking source.

“That’s it,” he growled, his control fraying. “Take it. Your ass is gripping me like a vise.”

His words, crude and explicit, pushed her over the edge. The orgasm didn’t crest; it detonated. It ripped through her from that deeply penetrated core, a convulsive, shattering wave that clenched every muscle in her body, that locked her rectum around his driving cock in rhythmic, milking spasms. She shattered, screaming, her vision whiting out, sensations of pain and ecstasy fusing into one blinding supernova.

Her climax triggered his. With a raw, guttural shout, he drove deep and held, his body rigid against hers. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release flooding her depths, jet after jet, a claiming so intimate it felt like a brand. They stayed locked together, shuddering, for long moments, the only sounds their ragged, desperate breaths slowly settling.

He softened, slipped out of her. A mess of lubricant, her own fluids, and his cum dripped from her well-used body. She was boneless, wrecked, her mind a blissful blank. He gently turned her, easing her onto the bench, her back against the cool leather. He looked down at her, his grey eyes dark, intense, but his expression held a trace of something like awe.

Sloane blinked up at him, her body humming, every nerve ending singing a chorus of aftermath. A slow, dazed smile touched her swollen lips. “I… I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

Donovan traced a finger along her jawline, his touch surprisingly tender. “I know.” He paused, studying her flushed face, her well-marked skin. “I would like to see you again, Sloane. On your terms, but within my world.”

Her mind, fogged with endorphins and satisfaction, didn’t hesitate. The word left her lips, soft but clear. “Yes.”

4 - A TABOO GAMBLE IN LAS VEGAS
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The air in the casino was a chilled, oxygen-rich hum, a stark contrast to the desert heat baking the Strip outside. Brooke felt it prickle her skin, a welcome shock after the sugary, cloying cocktails she’d shared with Casey. Her best friend was now a soft, snoring lump in the king-sized bed of their adjoining suite, leaving Brooke alone with the low, steady voice of Julian.

“Watch your opponents eyes,” he murmured, his shoulder a warm, solid presence against hers at the green felt poker table. “The eyes give away everything.”

He was teaching her Texas Hold’em, his movements fluid and economical. A stack of black chips sat before him, a fortress built on calm calculation. Brooke, with her meager pile of reds, watched, absorbed. He wasn’t just Casey’s dad here. He was something else entirely. A force in a tailored charcoal suit, his salt-and-pepper stubble catching the low light, his gaze missing nothing.

A few hours blurred into a streak of colored chips, whispered advice, and the electric thrill of a winning hand. Her pulse raced when he leaned close, his cologne—sandalwood and something crisp—filling her senses as he explained a bluff. When they finally cashed out, her reds had multiplied into a respectable heap of greens, and his fortress had grown into a kingdom.

“Not bad for a rookie,” Julian said, his hand settling on the small of her back as they navigated away from the tables. The touch was proprietary, guiding. It sent a sharp, hot jolt straight to her core. “Let’s go count the spoils. The suite’s quieter.”

The quiet in his penthouse suite was profound, a velvet blanket after the casino’s metallic symphony. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed a glittering tapestry of neon. Julian poured two fingers of amber whiskey into a crystal tumbler, handed it to her, then poured his own. He didn’t sit. He stood by the window, watching her.

“You have a killer instinct, Brooke,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Hidden under all that… polite innocence.” He took a slow sip, his eyes never leaving hers over the rim of the glass. “It’s fucking magnetic.”

Brooke’s mouth went dry. The whiskey burned a welcome path down her throat. “It was just luck.”

“No.” He set his glass down with a definitive click. “It was you. The way you watched, the way you calculated. You’re sharp. And you’re stunning.” He closed the distance between them in two slow strides. The room seemed to shrink, the city lights blurring into insignificance. “I’ve been watching you all night. Trying not to, but I can’t help it.”

Her breath caught, but she didn’t move. Couldn’t. His gaze held her, dark and intent.

“Julian, I…” The protest died on her lips, meaningless.

“Tell me to stop,” he whispered, his fingers coming up to brush a strand of hair from her cheek. His touch was searing. “Tell me this is wrong, and I’ll walk into that bedroom right now.”

She knew she should say it. The word was there, somewhere. But her body was screaming a different answer. She’d just turned eighteen. He was her best friend’s father. Every rational thought dissolved under the heat of his stare. She shook her head, a tiny, desperate movement.

That was all the permission he needed.

His mouth captured hers, not with gentle exploration, but with a hungry, claiming pressure that stole the air from her lungs. His tongue swept in, tasting of expensive whiskey and pure, masculine want. Brooke’s hands flew to his shoulders, gripping the fine wool of his jacket, anchoring herself as the world tilted. He kissed like he played poker—with total focus, reading her every response, exploiting every soft gasp.

His hands moved to the zipper of her little black dress. The sound was loud in the quiet room. He peeled the fabric from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps, before his palms replaced it, sliding down her arms. His thumbs brushed the sides of her breasts, feeling her heart hammer against her ribs.

“So perfect,” he growled against her lips, then trailed his mouth down her jaw, her throat. He nudged the cups of her lace bra down, his mouth finding a nipple, sucking it deep, his tongue circling the tight peak until she cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He knelt before her, his hands sliding her panties down her thighs. His breath washed over her stomach, then lower. He pressed a hot, open-mouthed kiss just above her pubic bone, and Brooke’s legs trembled. He guided her to step out of the last of her clothing, leaving her utterly bare before him as he looked up, his eyes blazing.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice thick. He stood, his own fingers making quick work of his belt, his shirt buttons, his trousers. Clothes joined hers on the floor. And then he was naked.

Brooke’s gaze dropped, and her stomach clenched. He was thick, fully erect, the length of him impressive and intimidating. A light dusting of dark hair led her eyes there, to where the head, flushed and smooth, curved upward. He’s huge, she thought, a fresh wave of heat flooding between her legs.

He saw her look, and a slow, confident smile touched his lips. “Don’t worry,” he murmured, taking her hand and wrapping her fingers around him. The skin was like hot silk over solid steel. “We’ll go slow. At first.”

He guided her to her knees on the plush carpet. The command was silent, in his eyes. Brooke leaned forward, her curiosity and a deep, submissive thrill overriding her nerves. She touched her tongue to the tip, tasting a clean, salty drop. Julian’s sharp inhale was her reward.

She took him into her mouth, stretching her lips around his girth. She couldn’t take all of him, not yet. She used her hand, fisting the base as she slid her mouth over the top half, her tongue pressing along the sensitive vein underneath. His hand cradled the back of her head, not forcing, just holding.

“Just like that,” he rasped. “Use your tongue more. Yes.”

She found a rhythm, sucking, licking, her free hand cupping his heavy sac, rolling the tight spheres. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust, pushing deeper into her throat. She relaxed, taking him, the faint choke making her eyes water. The power was intoxicating—feeling this controlled, dangerous man come undone by her mouth.

“Enough,” he gritted out, pulling her up by her arms. His kiss was brutal, possessive, tasting of herself. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He led her to the massive bed, pushing her onto the cool duvet. From his suitcase, he produced two long, silk neckties. Her eyes widened.

“Trust me,” he said, the words a dark promise.

He took her wrists, kissing each palm, before looping the ties around them and securing them to the ornate bedposts. The restraint was firm, not cruel. It left her exposed, arching, completely at his mercy.

He started at her ankles, kissing his way up her calves, the sensitive backs of her knees, her inner thighs. He bypassed her core, making her whimper, and lavished attention on her stomach, her breasts, sucking each nipple until they were aching peaks. He was a torturer, a devoted worshipper, his mouth and hands mapping every inch of her.

When his mouth finally settled between her legs, she jerked against the ties. His tongue was flat and broad, licking a slow, firm stripe from her entrance to her clit. He circled the swollen bud, once, twice, then drew it into his mouth, sucking with rhythmic, relentless pressure.

“Julian… please,” she begged, her hips lifting off the bed.

“Please what?” he murmured, his breath hot against her wetness.

“I need… I need more.”

He gave her more. His tongue dove inside her, fucking her with shallow thrusts before returning to her clit, now using the pointed tip to flick over it with dizzying speed. Brooke’s world narrowed to that single point of contact. The pressure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter in her belly. She was babbling, pulling at the silk ties, her back arched like a bowstring.

Just as she was about to shatter, he stopped.

He moved up her body, his weight settling between her thighs, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her soaked opening. “I want to be inside you,” he said, and then he pushed inside.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. Brooke gasped, her wrists straining against the ties as he filled her, inch by inexorable inch, until he was buried to the hilt. He held there, letting her adjust, his forehead against hers, his breath ragged.

“Okay?” he asked, the single word strained.

She nodded, words impossible. He began to move.

His thrusts were deep, measured, each one dragging against a spot inside her that sparked white behind her eyelids. The slap of skin, their mingled gasps, filled the room. He shifted angle, and the next thrust hit something deeper, sharper. Brooke cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound.

“There?” he grunted, pounding into that same spot again, and again.

“Yes!” she sobbed, her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper. The friction was exquisite, a building inferno. He fucked her with a focused intensity, his eyes locked on hers, watching her come apart. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, pulsing wave that clenched around him, milking his length.

He groaned, his rhythm faltering. As her spasms subsided, he freed her wrists with two quick tugs, the silk slithering away. He flipped her onto her hands and knees with a strength that left her dizzy.

His palm smoothed over the curve of her ass. “I want this,” he said, his voice rough with need. He reached for the nightstand, the sound of a cap snapping open. Cool, slick liquid dripped between her cheeks. His fingers, slippery now, pressed against her back entrance, massaging, circling, before one slid slowly inside.

The intrusion was strange, a sharp, full pressure. He worked her open with careful fingers, crooking them, stretching her. The initial sting faded, replaced by a deep, forbidden fullness that made her push back against his hand.

“Ready?” he breathed.

She nodded into the duvet.

He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging where his fingers had been. He pushed, a slow, relentless invasion that stole her breath. It was tighter, hotter, an intense, almost unbearable stretch that gradually melted into a deep, throbbing pleasure as he seated himself fully inside her. He held still, letting her absorb the feeling of being so completely taken.

Then he moved.

His thrusts into her ass were slower, more deliberate, each one a deep, claiming possession. Brooke moaned, the sound muffled by the bedding. The angle was different, the sensation overwhelming—a raw, carnal fullness that resonated through her entire body. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, quick circles as he fucked her.

The dual assault was too much. Another orgasm, deeper, less sharp but more consuming—rolled through her in slow, powerful waves. Her inner muscles fluttered around nothing while her back passage clenched rhythmically around his invading length.

Feeling her convulse around him was Julian’s undoing. With a guttural shout, he drove deep and held, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself inside her, hot and pulsing. They collapsed together onto the damp sheets, a tangled heap of spent limbs.

After long minutes, he stirred, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. “Shower,” he said, his voice hoarse.

The marble bathroom was a steam-filled paradise. He washed her with a surprising tenderness, his soapy hands gliding over every curve, rinsing away the evidence of their frenzy. Under the spray, he turned her to face him, his eyes serious.

“This doesn't end when we check out,” he said, water sluicing down his chest. “I want you in my bed long after we leave Vegas. Be my lucky charm for the rest of the trip, and my private addiction once we're home.”

Brooke looked up at him, her body humming, sore and satiated. The real world—college, Casey, consequences—felt a million miles away. Here, there was only this electric thrill, this addictive secret.

She traced a water droplet down his sternum. A slow smile touched her lips. “Okay.”

5 - A WEEK OF DADDY’S DOMINANCE
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The knock on the apartment door was solid, insistent. Chris went pale. Kylie watched from the couch as he opened it, revealing a man who filled the frame. Derek. His suit was sharp, expensive, and his eyes skipped over Chris to land on her.

“Your debt’s due, Chris,” Derek said, his voice smooth, cold. “Fifteen grand.”

Chris stammered, hands fluttering. “I don’t… I need more time, man. Please.”

Derek’s gaze never left Kylie. “Time’s a luxury you’ve spent. I’ll make you a deal. A week. With her.” He nodded toward Kylie. “The debt disappears.”

Horror washed through her, a cold wave. She stared at Chris, waiting for his outrage, his refusal. It didn’t come. His shoulders slumped. He wouldn’t meet her eyes.

“A week?” Chris mumbled.

“Chris,” Kylie whispered, the sound strangled.

“She… she’ll do it.” The words fell from his lips, cheap and easy. “Right, Ky? You’ll do it for us?”

The betrayal was a physical blow. She felt it in her gut. The man she’d loved, sold her for the price of his mistakes. She looked at Derek, at the hard, assessing line of his mouth. At the ruthless certainty in his posture. Something in her broke. Or maybe something awoke.

“Fine,” she heard herself say, the word surprising her with its flatness.

—

Derek’s mansion was a monument of glass and steel. Kylie followed him inside, her shoes silent on the polished marble. A sweeping staircase, art that looked like it belonged in a museum, the hushed stillness of immense wealth. It impressed her, a distant part of her mind cataloging the proof of his power.

He led her to a vast, minimalist living room. “The terms are simple,” he began, turning to face her. His eyes were dark, commanding. “For the next seven days, your body is mine. To use as I wish. Do you understand?”

She swallowed. Her throat felt dry. She thought of Chris’s cowardice, his weak shoulders. She looked at Derek’s unyielding strength. The choice was an illusion, but she gave it voice anyway. “Yes.”

“Good.” He stepped closer. “Clothes off. Now.”

Her fingers trembled as she obeyed, pushing her jeans down her hips, pulling her shirt over her head. The air felt cool on her bare skin. She stood before him, naked, exposed.

“You’ll stay like this,” he stated. “Naked. For the week. And you will call me ‘Daddy.’ Every time you address me. Try it.”

Heat flooded her cheeks. “Daddy,” she murmured, the title foreign on her tongue.

“Louder.”

“Daddy.” It was stronger this time. A shiver, not entirely of shame, traced her spine.

He gave a slight nod, then took her hand. His grip was firm, warm. He didn’t speak as he led her down a different hallway, to a heavy oak door. He opened it.

The room beyond was a revelation. Dark wood panels. Gleaming steel fixtures. Chains descended from the ceiling. A padded bench stood in the center. Her pulse jumped, a wild, erratic rhythm against her ribs.

Daddy walked to the center, his hand running along one of the hanging chains. “Hands up.”

She lifted her arms. The cold metal of the cuffs closed around her wrists with soft clicks. He adjusted the chain, raising her arms until she was on her toes, her body stretched taut. Every curve, every vulnerable inch of her was displayed.

He moved to a cabinet, returning with two small, silver clamps. He pinched one of her nipples, rolling it until it pebbled into a stiff peak. Without warning, he fastened the clamp at its base.

A sharp bite of pain made her gasp. Then, a throbbing, insistent heat bloomed in its wake. He repeated the action on the other side. The twin sensations anchored her, a constant, aching reminder of her position.

He selected a flogger from the wall, the falls soft leather. He ran them over her shoulder, down her flank. “Count for me.”

The first strike landed across her upper back. It stung, a bright flash that melted into warmth. “One,” she breathed.

He found a rhythm. The falls kissed her skin, then bit, then soothed. Sting, spread, heat. Her skin grew sensitized, alive. By the tenth strike, her “ten” was a moan. Pleasure and pain wove together, a dizzying tapestry. Her breaths came fast. She felt liquid, pliant. The shame was gone, burned away by the relentless focus on sensation.

Daddy set the flogger aside. He picked up a sleek, black vibrator, thumbed it on. A low, insistent hum filled the quiet room. He trailed it down her stomach, over the curve of her hip, but avoided the place that ached for it.

“Please,” she heard herself whimper.

“Please, what?”

“Please… Daddy.”

He brought the humming toy to her core, tracing her folds without entering. Her hips jerked, seeking pressure. He held her still with a hand on her stomach. He circled her clit, the vibrations a maddening tease. Her knees trembled. She was dripping, her wetness a slick heat between her thighs.

“I’m begging you,” she sobbed, her pride a distant memory.

Only then did he press the vibrator inside her. The fullness, the direct thrum against her inner walls, pulled a sharp cry from her throat. He worked it in and out, a slow, torturous pace, angling it to hit a spot that made her vision blur.

He released the cuffs. Her arms fell, heavy and tingling. He guided her, wordless, to the padded bench, bending her over it. Her cheek pressed against cool leather. He kept the vibrator inside her, its steady pulse a relentless engine.

Then she felt something else, blunt and cool, pressing at her other entrance. A dildo, slick with lube. He pushed, and her body resisted for a heartbeat before yielding, the stretch a breathtaking fullness that bordered on pain. Double filled, stretched to her limit. The sensations crashed together—the deep internal vibration and the solid, invading pressure.

He withdrew the vibrator. The sound of his zipper was loud. Then she felt him, the hot, hard reality of his cock replacing the toy. He slid into her wetness in one smooth, claiming stroke. He filled her completely, the dildo in her ass making every inch of his penetration feel deeper, more intense.

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh. His thrusts started slow, deliberate, each one jolting her forward, making the dual penetration shift and burn in the most exquisite way. She was moaning with each movement, a broken, wanton sound.

“You take it so well,” he growled, his pace quickening.

The friction, the fullness, the sharp ache and the deep pleasure—it built into a coil of tension at her core. He fucked her harder, his rhythm becoming frantic, punishing. The slap of skin, their ragged breaths, her own choked cries—it was all she knew.

The coil snapped. Her climax ripped through her, a violent, shuddering wave. Her inner muscles clamped around his cock in rhythmic pulses, milking him. Her cry echoed in the room.

It pushed him over. With a final, deep grind, he groaned, his body stiffening against hers. She felt the hot rush of his release inside her, a final claim.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their breathing. He slipped out of her, then carefully removed the dildo. She stayed bent over the bench, spent, trembling.

He smoothed a hand over the heated skin of her back. “We’re just getting started,” he said, his voice rough but satisfied.

And as Kylie lay there, her body humming with spent pleasure, a shocking thought crystalized. She wasn’t thinking of Chris. She wasn’t thinking of escape. The sharp fear was gone, replaced by a deep, unsettling craving. She’d never felt so owned. So used. So alive. She turned her head to look at him, this man who had taken everything and given her this terrifying, electric awakening.

“Daddy?” she whispered, testing the word, finding a strange comfort in it. “I don’t want to go back to Chris. I want to stay with you.”

6 - STRANGE SOUNDS IN STEPSISTER’S ROOM
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The house was quiet, a deep, snow-muffled silence that always felt strange after a semester of noisy dorm life. Allen was sprawled on the couch, scrolling through his phone, when the first sound drifted down the hall. It was a soft, breathy sigh. He paused his scrolling, listening. Nothing. Probably just the house settling, or the wind.

Then it came again. Louder. Unmistakable. A low, throaty moan.

It was coming from Meena’s room.

His heart gave a hard, single thump against his ribs. His stepsister was home from her own university, their winter breaks coinciding for the first time in years. They’d always been friendly, but never close. Now, the sound of her voice, thick with pleasure, sent a jolt straight to his groin. He tried to focus on his phone, on the meaningless images flashing across the screen, but another moan pierced the silence, longer this time, a shuddering plea that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards.

It was almost like she wanted him to hear.

The thought was invasive, electric. He was hard now, a tight, uncomfortable pressure against his jeans. He stood up, his body moving on its own volition, drawn down the hallway like a moth to a flame. He stopped outside her door. It was slightly ajar. Another sound, wet and rhythmic, joined the melody of her whimpers.

His hand, seemingly of its own accord, pushed the door open.

The scene inside arrested him completely. Meena was on her bed, naked, her skin glowing in the dim winter light filtering through the window. Her head was thrown back, auburn hair splayed across her pillow. One hand was pinching a taut, rose-colored nipple, while the other was busy between her legs, working a large, gleaming black dildo in and out of her soaked pussy. Her hips lifted off the bed to meet each thrust, a steady, desperate rhythm.

She hadn’t noticed him yet. He could only watch, his breath caught in his throat, mesmerized by the raw, unvarnished sight of her pleasure.

Her eyes fluttered open. Instead of shock or embarrassment, a slow, wicked smile spread across her lips. “Took you long enough,” she breathed, her voice husky.

She didn’t stop. She kept fucking herself with the toy, her eyes locked on his, challenging him. “I was wondering how long it would take for you to come investigate.”

“Meena, I…” he started, but his voice was a dry croak.

“I think about you,” she whispered, her rhythm faltering as a new wave of sensation seemed to hit her. “I think about you when I use this.”

That was all the permission he needed. In three strides he was at her bedside. His hand closed around hers, stilling the toy. Her eyes widened, but with excitement, not fear. He slowly pulled the dildo from her, a slick, obscene sound accompanying its exit. He dropped it to the carpet, his gaze never leaving the glistening, swollen center of her.

He lowered his mouth to her.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. She cried out, her back arching off the bed violently. She tasted like lust and salt and sweetness, a flavor he instantly craved more of. He laved her with broad, flat strokes, learning her shape, her texture. He circled her clit, and her thighs clenched around his head, a wordless plea for more. He gave it to her, sucking the tender nub gently, then flicking his tongue over it with rapid, tiny motions.

“Allen, oh god, yes,” she moaned, her hands tangling in his hair, holding him right where she needed him.

He drove her right to the edge like that, with just his mouth and tongue, feeling her body tighten, hearing her breath hitch. But he pulled back, leaving her shuddering and desperate. He stood, unbuckling his jeans, pushing them and his boxers down in one frantic motion. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid, and Meena’s hungry gaze dropped to it. A look of pure want flashed across her face.

She slid off the bed, kneeling on the floor before him without a word. Her small hand wrapped around his base, and she looked up at him, her eyes dark with promise, before her lips parted and she took him into her mouth.

The heat was incredible. A wet, slick heaven. Her tongue swirled around his head, lapping at the precum beading there before she took him deeper, her head bobbing with a practiced ease that made his knees weak. She deep-throated him, gagging slightly before relaxing and taking him all the way to the hilt. The sight of her, on her knees, her lips stretched around his cock, was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.

He couldn’t take it for long. He needed to be inside her. Now.

He pulled her up, laying her back on the bed. He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging at her entrance, slick with both their arousal. He pushed inside.

Her eyes rolled back. A guttural, broken moan was torn from her throat as he filled her completely. “So full,” she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust a desperate, driving need to get deeper, to feel more of her. The bed rocked against the wall with a rhythmic thump. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in impossibly deeper with every drive of his hips. The room filled with the sounds of their bodies meeting, their ragged breaths, her continuous, high-pitched whimpers.

“Turn over,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed instantly, getting on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He ran a hand over the curve of her ass, then leaned down to trail kisses along her spine. He reached between her legs, finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he continued to fuck her from behind. She was mewling, a broken mess of sensation.

Then his finger, slick from her pussy, found her other hole. He pressed against the tight ring of muscle.

She went rigid. “Allen…”

“Do you want me to?” he breathed, his finger applying gentle, insistent pressure.

She nodded frantically into the pillow. “Yes. There. Please.”

He used his own saliva to wet his fingers, preparing her slowly, first one finger, then two, stretching her, making her ready for him. When she was pushing back against his hand, begging for it, he positioned himself.

He pressed the head of his cock against her ass. It was a tight, almost impossible fit. He pushed, slowly, relentlessly. She cried out, a sharp sound that melted into a long, low groan of absolute pleasure as he slid inside, buried himself to the hilt in the incredible, tight heat of her.

He fucked her ass with slow, deep, measured strokes, each one making her shudder. He reached around to play with her clit, and that was all it took. Her inner muscles clenched around him violently, milking his cock as her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, breathless scream shaking her entire body. The intense pressure of her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust, he came, pulsing inside her, his own groan joining hers as he emptied himself.

They collapsed together on the sweaty sheets, a tangled heap of limbs, breathing in ragged unison. The clock on her nightstand told them their time was almost up. They moved quickly, silently, pulling on clothes, erasing the evidence just as the garage door hummed open downstairs.

As they hurried out of her room, Meena caught his hand. Her eyes were still dark, her lips swollen. She leaned close, her whisper a hot promise against his ear. “I can’t wait to do this again.”

7 - A SOCCER MOM’S ADDICTION

MF / Interracial / BBC / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“It ain’t about bein’ a prostitute, shawty. It’s about what you want.”

Allie’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing in the cramped, dim hallway of a building she had no business being in. Donte’s voice was a low, smooth rumble that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards and up into the soles of her shoes. His offer hung in the air between them, thick and heavy as the summer humidity.

Free drugs. He said free.

The word was a siren’s call, a key that could unlock the blissful, floating numbness she craved more than her next breath. The pills from her doctor had long since stopped working, the prescription refills denied. The ache in her back was a constant, grinding reminder of her limitations, a prison of pain that the little white pills from Donte had temporarily dissolved.

She’d been coming to this part of the city for weeks, her hands shaking as she passed over crumpled bills from the grocery money. She told herself it was just business. A transaction. But her eyes always lingered a moment too long on him. On the confident way he carried himself, the sharp line of his jaw, the dark, appraising eyes that seemed to see right through her suburban-mom disguise to the raw, desperate woman underneath. She’d heard things. Whispered stories from college, lurid comments online. A fantasy she’d never dared to entertain, now standing right in front of her, making her an offer she was terrified to accept.

“I… I can’t,” she whispered, the protest weak even to her own ears. Her husband’s face, kind and predictable, flashed in her mind. Just this one time, a treacherous voice inside her hissed. No one will know.

“You can,” Donte countered, his voice dropping even lower, intimate. He took a small step closer, and she caught his scent—weed, cheap cologne, and something uniquely, musky male. It shouldn’t have been appealing. It was. “Your eyes been sayin’ yes for weeks. I’m just givin’ you a way to listen.”

That was it. The flimsy wall of her resistance crumbled. The need for the pills, and the deeper, darker need for him, for the danger and the unknown, flooded through her. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

His apartment was a stark contrast to her neatly decorated home. Spartan. A worn couch, a large TV, the faint, sweet smell of smoke. The door clicked shut behind them, and the sound was final. There was no going back.

He didn’t waste time. He turned her to face him, his hands firm on her hips. His gaze locked onto hers, and there was no question in it, only intent. He leaned down and his mouth captured hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. His tongue swept into her mouth, bold and demanding, and a shockwave of pure, undiluted lust shot straight to her core. Her hands came up, clutching at his shoulders, the hard muscle there flexing under her touch. She kissed him back, her own hesitancy burning away in the heat of his assault. This was nothing like the perfunctory kisses she shared with her husband. This was primal.

He walked her backwards, never breaking the kiss, until her legs hit the edge of his bed. He broke away, his breathing slightly ragged. “Let me see you.”

His command was quiet but absolute. With fingers that trembled, she helped him. He peeled her blouse off her shoulders, unsnapped her practical bra. His dark eyes roamed over her pale breasts, and a low sound of approval rumbled in his chest. “Damn, girl.” He bent his head, his mouth closing over one nipple, his tongue lashing it until she cried out, her head falling back. The sensation was so sharp, so electric, it bordered on pain, and she loved it.

He worked her jeans and panties down her hips, leaving her standing naked and exposed in the dim light. He took a step back, his own hands going to his belt. The buckle clinked. He pushed his jeans and boxers down in one swift motion.

Allie’s breath caught in her throat. Oh, God.

It was… immense. Thick and long and jutting proudly from a thatch of dark curls. It was utterly different from her husband’s, a fact that sent another illicit thrill through her. The stories were true. A flutter of nervousness mixed with her burning desire.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. Driven by a hunger she no longer recognized in herself, she dropped to her knees on the rough carpet. She wrapped her hand around the base of him, her fingers not even meeting. He was hot and velvety steel in her grip. She looked up at him, saw his dark eyes burning down at her, and then she took him into her mouth.

She had to stretch her lips painfully wide to accommodate him. The taste of him, clean and salty, filled her senses. She worked her head slowly, using her tongue to trace the thick vein running along his shaft. His groan was the most gratifying sound she’d ever heard. His hands tangled in her blonde hair, not guiding, just holding on as she worshiped him with her mouth, a desperate, eager student learning a new carnal language.

“Fuck, yeah… just like that,” he gritted out.

He pulled her up, his strength startling, and laid her back on the cheap comforter. He didn’t kiss her again. He just spread her legs and put his mouth on her.

His tongue was an artist of pleasure. It delved into her folds, seeking out her most sensitive spots with an unerring accuracy that had her bucking beneath him. He licked and sucked, his stubble a rough counterpoint to the wet, silken softness of his tongue. He pinned her hips to the bed when she writhed too much, holding her still for his feast. The orgasm that ripped through her was sudden and violent, a silent scream tearing from her lungs as her body bowed off the bed.

Before the last tremor had even faded, he was moving. He positioned himself over her, his heavy weight a delicious anchor. He nudged at her entrance, the broad head of his cock a blunt, impossible pressure.

“You ready for this?” he breathed against her ear.

“Yes,” she gasped, the word ripped from her soul. “Please.”

He pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning, full feeling she’d never experienced. He filled her completely, pressing against places deep inside her that had never been touched. He started to move, a slow, relentless rhythm that built upon itself. Each thrust was a jolt of pure sensation, driving the breath from her body. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, wanting more, wanting all of him. The slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a raw, sexual music.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees with effortless strength. The new position drove him even deeper. She buried her face in the comforter, muffling her moans as he pounded into her, his grip on her hips sure to leave bruises.

Then he stopped. She felt his hand, slick with her own moisture, slide down between her cheeks. He pressed a thumb against her other hole, a question.

Her eyes flew open. She’d never… He wouldn’t…

But he did. He leaned down, his tongue replacing his thumb, licking and probing at that tight, forbidden ring with a boldness that shattered her completely. The shock of the sensation, the sheer taboo of it, sent her spiraling. She was panting, mewling, pushing herself back against his face, lost in a world of sensation she never knew existed.

He positioned himself again. This time, the pressure was different. Tighter. More intense. He pushed, and she felt a sharp, stinging burn that quickly melted into an overwhelming feeling of fullness. He was inside her there, stretching her, claiming a part of her she hadn’t known could feel like this. He began to move, short, careful strokes at first, then longer, deeper ones.

She came again, her body clenching around him in violent, rhythmic pulses, her ass gripping his shaft like a vise. Her climax seemed to trigger his. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, final time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He pulled out, and she collapsed onto the bed, boneless and utterly spent.

As they dressed in silence, the reality of what she’d done began to creep back in. The smell of sex. The ache between her legs. The ache in her ass. Donte watched her, his expression unreadable.

He held out a small, clear baggie filled with pills. Her payment. Her reward.

“This can be a regular thing,” he said, his voice casual, as if he were discussing the weather. “You come see me. I’ll take care of you.”

Allie looked at the pills, then at him. She thought of her husband, her kids, her pristine house in the suburbs. A life that suddenly felt like a poorly fitted costume.

She reached out and took the baggie, her fingers closing around the plastic. Her voice was barely a whisper. “Yes.”

8 - THIN WALLS, TABOO SEDUCTION

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Voyeurism / Cheating / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The thumping from Carrie’s bedroom had stopped, but the sound was still echoing in Al’s head. He’d been frozen in the hallway, a cold sweat on his brow, listening to the unmistakable rhythmic creak of her bedsprings, the low, masculine grunts of that boy, Chuck, and the high, breathy cries of his stepdaughter. A protective, paternal anger had flared in his chest for a brief moment before it was utterly consumed by a heat so intense it left him dizzy. He’d scurried back to the living room, his face flaming, his own heart pounding in a sickening, thrilling sync with the noises from down the hall.

That was three days ago. He’d been avoiding her ever since.

Now, the house was quiet except for the hum of the refrigerator. His wife, Susan, was at her book club, leaving him alone with the one person he couldn’t face. He pretended to be engrossed in the sports highlights, a cold beer sweating in his hand, when Carrie padded into the room.

She was wearing just a large t-shirt and shorts, her long legs bare, her dark hair piled in a messy bun. She didn’t say a word, just went to the fridge, pulled out a water bottle, and leaned against the counter, watching him.

“Game good?” she asked, her voice casual.

“Uh huh,” he grunted, not taking his eyes off the screen.

The silence stretched, thick and uncomfortable. He could feel her gaze on him, a physical weight. He took a long swallow of beer.

“You know,” she said, her tone shifting from casual to something far more pointed, “the walls in this house are pretty thin.”

Al’s blood ran cold. He slowly lowered the bottle, his throat suddenly dry. He finally dared to look at her. She was smiling, a small, knowing, dangerous curve of her lips.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he managed, his voice rough.

“It means I heard you.” She took a sip of water, her eyes locked on his. “The other night. Outside my door.”

A hot wave of pure shame washed over him. Oh god. He felt the color rise from his neck to his hairline, a burning, undeniable tell. “I don’t—I wasn’t—” he stammered, looking anywhere but at her.

“It’s okay,” she said, her voice dropping to a low, intimate murmur. She took a step closer. The air in the room seemed to crackle. “I’m just curious. Did you… like it?”

“No,” he said, the word coming out too fast, too desperate. “Carrie, that’s—that’s disgusting. I’m your—”

“Stepdad,” she finished for him, stepping even closer, now standing between him and the television. The faint, sweet scent of her perfume filled his senses. “And I’m not a little girl anymore. I saw the way you looked at me after. You couldn’t meet my eyes.” She tilted her head. “Were you thinking about me? Thinking about Chuck fucking me?”

“Stop it,” he whispered, but there was no force behind it. His heart was hammering against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat of panic and a dark, burgeoning hunger.

She ignored him, closing the final distance. She placed her water bottle on the side table and then, with a boldness that stole his breath, she climbed onto the couch, straddling his lap. The thin cotton of her shorts did little to hide the heat of her. His hands froze at his sides, his whole body rigid with a conflict that was already lost.

“It’s okay to want it,” she breathed, her lips inches from his ear. “You aren’t my dad. We aren’t even related.” Her hips made a tiny, circular motion against the growing hardness in his jeans, and a groan was torn from his throat. This is wrong, this is so wrong. The thought was a faint, distant siren, drowned out by the roaring in his ears and the feel of her warm weight on him.

She leaned back, her hands going to the hem of her t-shirt. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head and tossed it aside.

Al’s brain short-circuited. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were perfect, full and high with dusky pink nipples that were already pebbled into tight buds. His protective, paternal instinct was gone, vaporized, replaced by a raw, primal need that was far older than any societal rule.

“Jesus, Carrie,” he choked out.

“Stop talking,” she commanded softly, and took his hands, placing them on her breasts.

The feeling was electric. Her skin was so soft, so impossibly warm. A shudder racked his entire frame. He was lost. His thumbs rubbed over her nipples, and she let out a soft sigh, arching her back into his touch. He leaned forward, his mouth finding one taut peak, and he sucked it deep, his tongue lashing and flicking. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him there as she gasped. She tastes like heaven.

He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his hands roaming down the smooth plane of her stomach. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and panties and pushed them down. She rose up, helping him, kicking them off onto the floor. And then she was naked, completely bare on his lap, her arousal already glistening on her inner thighs.

He stared, utterly captivated. This is really happening.

“I want you to taste me,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Right here. Right now.”

She slid off his lap and onto the rug, lying back and spreading her legs for him. He followed her down, on his knees between her thighs. The scent of her, musky and sweet, filled his head. He buried his face in her, his tongue finding her center in one long, slow, flat stroke.

She cried out, her back arching off the floor. God, she’s so sensitive. He explored her with a fervor he hadn’t felt in decades, licking and sucking, tracing patterns around her clit before drawing the hard little nub into his mouth. Her hips began to move against his face, a steady, building rhythm. Her moans grew louder, less controlled. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her whole body jolt.

“Yes, right there, oh god, don’t stop,” she begged, her fists clenching in the rug.

He didn’t stop. He drove her higher, feeling her inner muscles begin to flutter around his fingers. Her climax hit her suddenly, a violent, beautiful shudder that wracked her whole body. She cried out, a raw, wordless sound of pleasure, and he worshiped her through every last pulse and tremble.

As she came down, breathing heavily, she looked at him with heavy-lidded, hungry eyes. “Now,” she panted. “I want you to fuck me. Like you wanted to when you were listening.”

He fumbled with his belt, his jeans, his boxers, his hands shaking. He was painfully hard. She rolled over onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him, looking back over her shoulder. The view was breathtaking. He positioned himself at her entrance, one hand on the curve of her hip.

With one powerful thrust, he was inside her. She was so wet, so tight, so warm. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound from his chest. He set a punishing pace from the start, his hips slamming against her, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the silent house. He gripped her hips hard, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh, anchoring himself as he plunged into her again and again.

His hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing frantic, tight circles. She moaned, pushing back against him. “Yes, fuck me, just like that.”

Emboldened, driven by a deviant need to explore every part of her, he let his middle finger trace lower, through her slickness, to the tight, forbidden pucker of her asshole. He pressed against it, just a gentle pressure at first.

She gasped, but then pushed back against his finger. “Do it,” she whispered.

He spit onto his fingers, coating them, and carefully, slowly, pushed the tip of one inside her. Her inner muscles clenched around his cock at the new, intense sensation. He worked his finger in deeper, a slow, delicious invasion, feeling her body stretch to accommodate him. She was mewling, a continuous stream of pleasure-pain sounds that drove him wild.

He pulled his finger out. “I want to be in there,” he growled, his voice unrecognizable to himself.

“Yes,” was all she said, her voice broken.

He guided the head of his cock to her other entrance. It was a tighter fit, an incredible pressure. He pushed, slowly, inexorably, until he was fully sheathed inside the hot, incredible tightness of her ass. She let out a sharp cry that melted into a low, shuddering moan of absolute ecstasy.

He began to move, his thrusts slower, deeper, more deliberate. Each one was a journey into pure, unadulterated sensation. He could feel every inch of her gripping him, milking him. He was close, so close. He reached around again, finding her clit, and pressed hard.

That was all it took. She came apart around him, her ass clamping down on his cock in rhythmic, incredible waves. Her orgasm triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and came, a raw, guttural shout torn from his lips as he emptied himself into her in pulse after pulse of blinding release.

He collapsed over her back, spent, both of them breathing in ragged gasps. They stayed like that for a long moment before he carefully pulled out and rolled onto his back on the rug. She turned and curled into his side, her head on his chest.

The reality of what they had just done came crashing down on him like a physical blow. The sweat on his skin went cold. He looked at the woman—his stepdaughter—curled against him, and a tidal wave of guilt and fear swamped the fleeting satisfaction.

“Carrie,” he said, his voice hoarse. “This… this can never happen again. Never. You can’t tell anyone. No one. Do you understand me?”

She just smiled. “Don’t worry. Your secret’s safe.”

9 - DOCTOR BREEDWELL’S ANAL TRAINING

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Anal / Fingering / Dildo

The sterile, cold air of the exam room was a stark contrast to the heat blooming under Bridgette’s skin. The crinkling paper beneath her bare thighs felt absurdly loud as she shifted, the stirrups holding her legs apart making her feel more exposed than she ever had in her life. She stared at the ceiling tiles, tracing the faint patterns with her eyes, trying to distract herself from the intimate vulnerability of the moment.

Dr. Derek Breedwell’s voice was a calm, professional baritone that cut through her thoughts. “Just relax, Bridgette. This will only take a moment.” His latex-gloved hands were gentle, clinical, as he began the pelvic exam. She flinched at the initial, cool touch, then forced herself to breathe, to be still.

As he worked with a quiet efficiency, his questions began, soft and conversational. “So, how have things been? Any changes? Discomfort?”

“No,” she murmured, her voice barely a whisper. “Everything’s… normal.”

“Good, good.” There was a pause, the only sound the soft click of a speculum being set aside. “And your sex life? Is it satisfying?”

The question, so blunt in this setting, sent a fresh wave of warmth to her cheeks. She swallowed, her throat dry. “It’s… fine.”

He hummed, a non-committal sound. His fingers pressed gently on her lower abdomen. “You seem a little tense. Sometimes ‘fine’ isn’t the whole story. Anything you’d like to be different?”

The confession tumbled out of her, spurred by the strange anonymity of the position, the desire to please the man waiting for her outside this office. “My boyfriend… he wants to try anal. We’ve tried. A few times. But it’s… it just hurts. He can’t even get it in.”

Dr. Breedwell nodded slowly, his expression one of thoughtful consideration. He removed his gloves with a snap. “A very common issue. The body isn’t naturally prepared for that kind of stimulation without proper conditioning. Many of my patients have found success with a structured training regimen.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “Training?”

“Yes. A gradual process of acclimation. Starting small and building up tolerance and flexibility.” He moved to a cabinet, his back to her. She heard the soft click of a latch. “It can make all the difference. Would that be something you’d be interested in exploring? Today?”

Her mind raced. It felt surreal, wrong even, but the logic was there. He was a doctor. This was his expertise. And the thought of finally being able to give her boyfriend what he wanted… to see the surprise and pleasure on his face… Yes. The word formed in her mind before she could stop it.

“Okay,” she breathed, the sound almost lost in the room. “Yes. Please.”

A fresh pair of gloves snapped into place. He wheeled a small tray over, its contents hidden under a blue cloth. “Excellent. Just try to stay relaxed. The key is to associate the sensation with pleasure, not pain.”

The first touch was a cool, slick gel against her most private entrance. She jumped, a small gasp escaping her lips.

“Shhh,” he soothed. “Just the lubricant. Deep breaths.”

Then, the blunt, gentle pressure of a single, lubed finger. It was an intrusion, foreign and undeniable, but it was slow, so incredibly slow. He worked it in a millimeter at a time, pausing whenever her muscles clenched in protest. It’s just a finger, she told herself, it’s nothing. And then it was in, fully seated inside her. A whimper caught in her throat, a mix of shock and a strange, burgeoning curiosity.

“You’re doing very well,” Dr. Breedwell murmured. His free hand rested on her inner thigh, a warm, steadying weight. “Now, we begin the stretch.”

The pressure increased as a second finger joined the first, pressing insistently at her tight ring of muscle. She whimpered again, her hips shifting involuntarily. It’s too much, she thought, but the thought was chased away by a sudden, shocking bolt of pleasure as his thumb found her clit, circling it with a firm, practiced rhythm.

“See?” he said, his voice low and hypnotic. “The pleasure helps the body accept it. Lets it open up.”

And it was true. As his fingers worked slowly in and out of her ass, a shallow, careful rhythm, the pleasure from his thumb began to build, a counterpoint to the stretching fullness. Her juices began to flow, a hot, slick proof of her arousal that seemed to embarrass and excite her in equal measure. The crinkling paper beneath her was damp now.

He withdrew his fingers, and she felt oddly empty for a moment. The sound of more lubricant being squeezed filled the silence. He held up a small, smooth, black dildo. “The next step.”

Her eyes widened slightly, but she was past refusing now, lost in the current of the procedure. He pressed the cool, silicone tip against her. It was bigger than two fingers, much bigger. She held her breath as he pushed, a low groan tearing from her as the widest part stretched her open before it slid home with a soft, wet pop.

“Oh, god,” she moaned, her head falling back against the exam table.

“There we go,” he crooned. His hand resumed its work on her clit as he began to move the dildo, a slow, shallow fucking that sent jolts of shocking sensation through her. It felt good. Unbelievably good. The fullness was immense, the friction a delicious burn that was rapidly being overtaken by the building tide between her legs.

Before she could fully process the sensations, he was swapping the toy for a larger one. This one made her breath hitch. “I… I don’t think that will fit,” she stammered, a flicker of fear cutting through the haze.

“Your body is capable of more than you think, Bridgette. Trust me.”

The pressure was immense, a stretching burn that made her see stars. But his fingers never stopped their magic on her clit, and his other hand slid down, a single finger plunging into her soaked pussy without warning. The dual penetration was overwhelming. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of pleasure as he worked the larger dildo deeper into her ass, her body yielding to his relentless, gentle pressure.

Then came the largest one. It was huge, terrifying. “No, that’s too big, it’s too—!”

“It’s the only way to be ready for him,” Dr. Breedwell insisted, his voice firm but not unkind. He coated the massive toy in a thick layer of lube. “Breathe out for me.”

She did, a shuddering exhale, and he pushed. The stretch was beyond anything she had ever imagined, a deep, radiating burn that felt like it would split her in two. Just as the panic began to crest, a new sensation erupted—the high, electric buzz of a vibrator pressed firmly against her throbbing clit.

The world shattered. The pain melted, transmuted into pure, white-hot ecstasy. The huge dildo plunged deep into her, hitting a spot that made her back arch clear off the table. She was screaming, her ass clamping down on the invading toy as an orgasm ripped through her with violent, unimaginable force. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, her entire body convulsing, her juices gushing out around the finger still buried in her pussy.

When he finally, slowly, withdrew the dildo, she was a boneless, trembling mess, gasping for air on the table.

Dr. Breedwell peeled off his gloves. “See? I told you you could take it. Your boyfriend shouldn’t be a problem at all now.”

“Thank you,” she breathed, the words slurred with spent pleasure.

“Of course.” He smiled, a professional curve of his lips. “We should probably schedule a follow-up session, though. To ensure the progress is maintained.”

Still floating in the aftermath, her body humming with satisfaction, she nodded weakly. “Yes. Okay.”

10 - DADDY’S ANNIVERSARY CELEBRATION

MF / BDSM / Free Use / Spanking / Bondage / Rope / Vibrator / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The chill of the cabin air met her skin like a promise. Or a threat. Stella stood in the entryway, the wooden floor cool under her bare feet, watching Daddy secure the heavy deadbolt with a solid thunk. The sound sealed them in, away from the world.

He turned, his gaze a physical weight that traveled over her. “Six months,” he said, his voice low. “Time for a weekend of training. A celebration of our… commitment.”

Her pulse jumped. Training. The word hummed in her veins.

He didn’t ask. His hands, warm and sure, went to the buttons of her blouse. The soft cotton whispered away from her shoulders, pooling at her feet. Next, the clasp of her bra. The chill bit deeper as her breasts were exposed, tips tightening instantly. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her jeans, then her panties, guiding them down her legs. She stepped out of the small pile of fabric, utterly exposed.

“Rule one,” Daddy stated, folding her clothes with a methodical calm that contrasted with the frantic beat of her heart. “No clothes. Not unless I provide them. Rule two. You speak only when spoken to. Rule three. You obey. Instantly. Any hesitation, any failure, earns a correction. Understood?”

“Yes, Daddy.” The words tasted of submission, sweet and sharp.

He led her to the bedroom. It was spartan. A large bed with a heavy quilt, a nightstand, and the sharp, clean scent of pine. Without a word, he sat on the edge of the mattress and patted his thigh.

Anticipation coiled in her belly. She moved to him, her body knowing its place. She bent over his lap, the position both vulnerable and deeply familiar. The hard muscle of his thigh pressed against her stomach. Her bare backside was offered up to the air, to him.

The first slap cracked through the quiet room.

Heat. A brilliant, stinging flower that bloomed across her left cheek. She gasped, her fingers digging into the quilt. The second landed on the right, a perfect mirror of pain. Smack. Smack. Smack. His palm was relentless, painting her skin with a fierce, spreading warmth. Each impact jolted through her, a shockwave that traveled straight to her core, which was growing slick and heavy against his leg. This wasn’t punishment. It was ignition. A reminder of who owned this flesh, who could command its sensations. She moaned, the sound muffled by the bedding.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his hand smoothing over the heated skin, feeling the rise in temperature. “All pink for me.”

He shifted her off his lap. From the nightstand drawer, he produced two lengths of soft, sturdy rope. “Hands,” he ordered.

She presented her wrists. He looped the rope with practiced efficiency, the bonds snug but not cruel, securing her hands. Another rope soon circled her ankles, binding them together, leaving her bound and completely at his mercy.

Helpless. Perfect.

His touch began then, a slow exploration. Calloused thumbs grazed her nipples, circling, pinching just to the edge of pain until they were hard, aching pebbles. His palms skimmed down her ribs, over the quiver of her stomach. He avoided where she burned for him, tracing the crease of her thigh instead, the dip of her hip.

“Daddy, please,” she whispered, the plea breaking rule two, but he only smiled.

“You’ll ask properly later.”

From the drawer came a small, black vibrator. He flicked it on. A low, insistent buzz filled the space between them. He brought it to her inner thigh, the vibration a maddening tease against sensitive skin. Higher. Higher. It brushed through her curls, and her whole body arched off the bed, a silent scream in her throat.

The plastic nub settled against her clit.

Her vision sparked white. The sensation was immediate, intense, a direct line of electric pleasure that made her toes curl. He held it there, his eyes locked on her face, watching every twitch, every desperate lift of her hips. She was climbing fast, the coil inside her winding tight, so tight she could feel the precipice—

He pulled it away.

A whimper tore from her. The loss was a physical agony. Her hips chased the empty air.

“Not yet, little one.”

He stood, unbuckling his belt. The slide of the leather, the rasp of his zipper, were the only sounds. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard. He approached the head of the bed, his expression one of absolute possession.

He guided himself to her lips. “Open.”

She did, taking the broad head onto her tongue. The taste of him, salt and skin, filled her mouth. He didn’t wait, didn’t gentle his thrust. He pushed forward, filling her throat in one smooth, deep stroke.

She gagged, tears springing to her eyes. Her body jerked against the ropes. He held himself there, buried to the root, letting her throat flutter and spasm around him. Then he withdrew, almost completely, before plunging back in. A relentless, shallow rhythm that stole her breath and made her jaw ache. Drool escaped the corner of her mouth. Each thrust was a claim, a use of her body that she had begged for in a hundred secret fantasies. The helplessness, the sheer service of it, sent a fresh flood of wetness between her bound legs.

With a final, deep push, he pulled out, glistening from her mouth. He untied her ankles, then her wrists, the blood rushing back in tingling waves. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

She scrambled to obey, her limbs shaky. The quilt was rough against her palms and knees. He positioned himself behind her, one hand spreading her open, the other guiding his cock. He entered her pussy in one hard, deep stroke.

She cried out, the fullness a shock after the teasing. He set a brutal, perfect pace, each drive punching a moan from her lungs. The slap of skin on skin echoed in the room. One of his hands gripped her hip, holding her steady. The other trailed down the cleft of her ass.

A slick finger, cool from the air, pressed against her back entrance.

Her whole body tensed. Oh god. She’d wanted this, feared this, dreamed of it.

“Relax,” he commanded, his voice rough with his own effort. He worked the finger in, a slow, burning stretch that made her gasp. He fucked her with it, in time with his thrusts into her pussy, the dual sensation overwhelming. Then a second finger, stretching her wider. The burn subsided, replaced by a shocking, full feeling.

He withdrew his fingers. The blunt, wet head of his cock replaced them.

He pushed.

The stretch was immense, unbelievable. She buried her face in the quilt, a strangled sound escaping her. He didn’t stop. He pressed forward, an inexorable invasion, until he was fully seated inside that impossibly tight heat.

He stilled, letting her adjust, letting her feel the utter fullness of being taken there. Then he moved.

The friction was sharp, bright, a line of fire that melted into pure, shocking pleasure. Each withdrawal was a loss, each thrust a stunning reclamation. He found a rhythm, deep and grinding, that brushed a spot inside her she didn’t know existed. The pleasure from her pussy, the relentless stimulation from his thick cock in her ass, it all fused into a single, screaming point of need.

“Daddy, I’m… I’m going to—”

“Come,” he growled, his pace turning frantic, possessive.

The orgasm shattered her. It ripped through her with violent, convulsing waves, her inner muscles clamping down on nothing and everything all at once. She screamed into the quilt, her body shaking, her vision dissolving into sparks. He rode her through it, his own control snapping. With a raw, guttural sound, he drove deep one last time and spilled into her, his heat a final, claiming brand.

He collapsed over her, his weight a solid, comforting anchor. They stayed like that for long moments, only the sound of their ragged breaths in the room.

Slowly, he withdrew, the loss making her whimper. He pulled her against him, her back to his chest, his arms wrapping around her. He kissed her damp shoulder.

“You did so well, Stella,” he murmured into her skin.

She melted into him, boneless, spent, utterly owned. The weekend had only just begun.

Outside, the wind sighed through the pines. Inside, nestled in his arms, Stella’s mind was already drifting forward, hunger stirring anew.
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“You should join us.”

The voice came from her right, smooth and low, cutting through the pounding music and the sea of bodies. Tierra turned, her plastic cup of cheap beer clutched like a shield. A guy stood there, older than most of the students, maybe a senior. Ken. She’d heard his name shouted across the room earlier. He had an easy smile, but his eyes held a sharper kind of invitation.

She followed his gaze to the center of the fraternity’s living room. A girl with bright red hair was on her knees, her head bobbing between the legs of a guy leaning against the wall. His hands were in her hair, not gentle, not rough, but possessive. A few feet away, another couple was a tangle of limbs on a leather armchair, the girl’s skirt rucked up around her waist, her bare legs wrapped around a guy’s hips as they moved in a rhythm that was unmistakable. And they were smiling. Laughing, even. The girl on the chair threw her head back, a soundless cry of pleasure on her lips.

Tierra’s pulse hammered in her throat. This wasn’t the dancing-and-flirting party she’d expected. This was something else. Something raw. Her face felt hot. She should leave. She should get out of here.

But Ken’s hand was on her arm, his touch warm. “Everyone’s having fun. Don’t you want to?”

The words tangled in her head. No. Yes. I don’t know. She’d spent her first month of college feeling like a ghost, drifting through lectures and dining halls, invisible. The longing to be part of something, anything, was a physical ache in her chest. It warred with the shock, the nervous tremor in her hands.

Ken leaned closer, his breath tickling her ear. “Just a taste. See if you like it.”

Her decision felt less like a choice and more like a surrender to a current pulling her under. She nodded, a tiny, jerky motion.

He led her to a quieter corner near the kitchen, his body shielding her from the main room. The music thumped through the floor. He unbuttoned his jeans, the sound of the zipper loud in the semi-darkness. When he freed himself, Tierra’s breath stuttered. He was thick, already hard, the tip glistening in the low light. The reality of it, the sheer size, made her knees feel weak.

“Go on,” he murmured, his fingers brushing her cheek.

She dropped to her knees, the worn carpet scratchy through her tights. The scent of him, musk and clean sweat, filled her senses. Her mind went blank, a static hum. She opened her mouth, her tongue tentative as she licked the salty bead from his tip. A low groan rumbled from his chest. The sound did something to her, a curl of heat low in her belly that was entirely new.

Encouraged, she took him deeper, her lips stretching. She used her hand at his base, copying what little she’d seen in movies. The taste was strange, male, but not unpleasant. The power of it hit her next—the way his hips gave a tiny jerk, the way his fingers tightened in her hair. She was making this happen. Ken, this confident older guy, was moaning because of her. The heat in her belly spread, a slow, liquid warmth that made her shift on her knees. A dampness bloomed between her own legs, shocking in its intensity.

“Fuck, you’re a natural,” Ken gritted out, his voice strained. He pulled back after a few minutes, his cock slick from her mouth. “Come with me.”

He helped her up, his arm around her waist, guiding her not away from the chaos but into the heart of it. They sank onto a large, worn couch. To their immediate left, the couple from the armchair had relocated; the girl was now on all fours on the floor, the guy driving into her from behind, the slap of skin a sharp counterpoint to the music. Tierra couldn’t look away.

Ken didn’t give her time to think. He pushed her skirt up, bunching it around her hips. The air was cool on her thighs. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties—simple cotton, practical—and peeled them down her legs. She lifted her hips to help, a flush burning her cheeks. She was exposed, right here in the open.

Then his head dipped between her legs.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. Her back arched off the couch cushion, a sharp gasp tearing from her throat. It was so direct, so wet and hot and perfect. He licked a long, slow stripe from her opening to her clit, and her hands flew to his hair, not to push him away but to hold on. He settled into a rhythm, his tongue circling that sensitive bundle of nerves, then flattening against her, then diving lower to taste her more intimately. Pleasure, white-hot and shocking, radiated out from her core. Her moans were loud, shameless, lost in the music. She’d touched herself before, furtive and quick, but this… this was an unraveling.

“Enjoying the show?”

A new voice. Another guy dropped onto the couch beside her head. Jack. He had a sharper face, a playful grin. Before Tierra could process his presence, his hands were on her shirt, pushing it up, freeing her breasts from her bra. His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. The dual assault—Ken’s relentless mouth below, Jack’s suckling and tugging above—shattered her. Sensations crashed over her, wave after wave. The couple fucking next to them grunted and cried out, their climax feeding into her own rising frenzy.

The pressure built, unbearable, exquisite. Her hips bucked against Ken’s face, seeking more friction, more of that devastating tongue. A sound was building in her throat, a tight coil of pure need. It broke with a force that stole her vision. Her body seized, every muscle taut, and a flood of wet heat gushed from her, over Ken’s chin, onto the couch. The pulses seemed to go on forever, wringing her out, leaving her boneless and trembling.

Ken lifted his head, his chin gleaming. He was smiling. Jack released her nipple with a soft pop.

Tierra went still, the haze of pleasure dissolving into sharp, cold embarrassment. She’d just… in front of everyone… Oh god. She tried to pull her skirt down, her movements frantic.

“Hey,” Jack said, his voice surprisingly soft. He caught her hand. “It’s okay. That was beautiful.”

“Seriously,” Ken added, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Nothing to be shy about.”

Before she could process their reassurance, the girl from the floor—Kelly—staggered over, her face flushed, her dress barely on. She looked at Tierra, her eyes glassy with pleasure. “Your turn,” she breathed, and with a fluid motion, she straddled Tierra’s face, lowering herself onto her mouth.

The musky, tangy scent was immediate. And the taste—salty, sweet, and something else, something bitter and male. The realization that it was the cum from the guy she’d been fucking sent another jolt through Tierra. This should have disgusted her. Instead, a fresh, hungry thrill shot through her veins. She looked up, past Kelly’s heaving stomach, and saw Ken and Jack watching, their hands stroking their own hard cocks.

Tierra’s tongue flicked out, tentative at first, then bolder. She licked Kelly’s swollen folds, finding the hard nub of her clit. Kelly cried out, her hands fisting in Tierra’s hair, grinding down against her mouth. Tierra lost herself in the act, in the sounds she was pulling from the other girl, in the avid, hungry stares of the two men. When Kelly’s thighs clamped around her head and a fresh flood, hot and sweet, spilled onto her tongue, Tierra felt a surge of possessive pride.

Kelly collapsed to the side, panting.

Jack moved then. His hands were on Tierra’s hips, turning her with a strength that brooked no argument. “Time for the main event,” he said, his voice thick.

He bent her over the arm of the same couch, her skirt still up around her waist. Her heart slammed against her ribs. This was it. She knew what was coming. She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock nudge against her opening, still wet from her climax and Ken’s mouth.

“Relax,” Jack whispered, but there was no slowing down.

He pushed.

A sharp, tearing pain made her cry out, her fingers clawing at the leather. It burned, a stretching, filling agony. He paused, buried deep, letting her adjust. The pain began to recede, replaced by a strange, shocking fullness. He felt huge inside her, touching places that had never been touched.

Then he moved.

The first thrust was hesitant. The next was deeper. The burn faded, and in its wake came a new sensation—a friction that sparked along her nerves. He set a pace, each stroke driving him deeper, hitting a spot that made her gasp. The pain was a memory, drowned out by a building, rhythmic pleasure that matched the beat of the music. Her own moans joined the cacophony of the room. She was being fucked, openly, and it felt good.

Ken appeared behind her. His fingers, slick with her own juices and his saliva, trailed down the curve of her ass. They circled her other hole, the one that had never been touched. She flinched.

“Shhh,” Ken soothed, but his finger pressed.

It was a sharper, stranger intrusion. A burn that made her eyes water. Jack kept pounding into her from the front, his cock a solid, thrilling presence. Ken’s finger worked slowly, in and out, coating her with wetness. The two sensations, the filling thrusts in her pussy and the insistent, stretching pressure behind, began to merge into one overwhelming tide. Her body, confused at first, started to respond. The burn in her ass softened, transformed into a deep, radiating heat that seemed to amplify the pleasure from Jack’s strokes.

Ken added a second finger. The stretch was immense, unbelievable. Tierra sobbed, but it wasn’t a sob of pain. It was a surrender to a feeling so intense it bordered on agony, yet tipped irrevocably into ecstasy. The coil wound tight in her belly again, tighter than before, fed from both sides.

Jack’s rhythm faltered. “I’m gonna…” he grunted, and with three final, deep drives, he spilled inside her, his warmth flooding her core. The feeling of his release pushed her to the edge.

As soon as Jack stepped away, Ken took his place, replacing his fingers with the head of his cock. He pushed into her ass in one smooth, claiming motion. The fullness was absolute, mind-breaking. He fucked her there, in that tight, virgin channel, each stroke a fiery brand of possession. Ken’s thrusts were all she could feel, all she could concentrate on.

It tipped her over.

Her second climax ripped through her with no warning, a silent, shattering convulsion that locked her muscles and stole her breath. Her insides clenched around Ken’s invading length, milking him. With a rough shout, he came, his heat pouring into her depths, a second claim.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the distant music, the sticky wetness between her legs and trickling down her thigh.

Ken pulled out gently. Jack handed her a discarded cup of water. She drank, her hands shaking.

As she looked around the wrecked living room, at the smiling, sated faces, the last threads of her old self—the shy, innocent girl from a small town—dissolved. A slow, secret smile touched her lips.

College, she thought, her body humming with a deep, satisfied ache, is going to be fun.
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“We need to talk, Sherry.”

The words were a bucket of ice water. She froze, her hand still on the banister, one foot on the bottom stair. Her stepdad, Max, stood in the doorway to the living room, his expression unreadable.

“Okay…?” she said, her voice tight. “About what?”

He didn’t answer immediately. He just looked at her, and the weight of his gaze made her skin prickle. He ran a hand through his dark hair. “It’s… it’s about your journal.”

The world tilted. Her journal. The one she kept hidden under the loose floorboard beneath her bed. The one filled with pages and pages of him. Her stomach clenched, a cold dread washing through her. No. No, no, no.

“You… you read it?” The words were a choked whisper. Humiliation, hot and sharp, burned her cheeks. She was going to be sick. This was it. Her secret, her most private, shameful, exhilarating fantasy, laid bare.

He nodded, his jaw tight. “I was looking for the spare fuse box key. I saw the board was loose. I’m so sorry, Sherry. I shouldn’t have.”

Tears of anger and violation welled in her eyes. “You had no right.” She wanted to scream, to run, to disappear.

“I know,” he said, his voice low, rough. “And I was going to pretend I never saw it. But I couldn’t.” He took a step closer. The air in the hallway grew thick, charged. “Because I… I feel it, too.”

Sherry’s breath hitched. What?

He closed the distance between them in two quick strides. He was so close she could smell his cologne, the clean scent of his shirt. “I read those words,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a husky register that made her knees weak. “And I’ve thought those same things. For a long time.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This wasn’t happening. This was a dream, one of her own feverish fantasies spun out of control.

“I know it’s wrong,” he continued, his eyes boring into hers, dark with a hunger she’d only ever imagined. “I’m your stepfather. But when I found a pair of your panties in the laundry… God, Sherry. I couldn’t help myself. I’ve jerked off with them, thinking of you.”

The crude, shocking confession shouldn’t have thrilled her. It should have disgusted her. But a bolt of pure, white-hot electricity shot straight to her core, and a desperate, aching wetness bloomed between her legs. Her anger melted away, replaced by a trembling, overwhelming need.

She saw the truth in his eyes, the same war between guilt and desire that she fought every day. Without another word, she reached for him. Her fingers curled into the soft cotton of his shirt, and she pulled his mouth down to hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision. A release. His lips were firm and demanding, tasting of coffee and mint. His tongue swept into her mouth, and she met it with her own, a low moan escaping her throat. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her burning cheeks. This was so much better than her dreams. It was real. The scratch of his stubble, the heat of his body, the possessive way his tongue claimed her mouth.

He broke the kiss, breathing heavily. “Your mom won’t be back for hours.” It wasn’t a question. It was a promise.

He took her hand, his grip firm, and led her down the hall. Not to her room. To theirs. To the bedroom he shared with her mother. The sheer wrongness of it sent another illicit thrill through her.

He backed her toward the large bed, his eyes never leaving hers. His fingers went to the hem of her sweater, pushing it up and over her head. He tossed it aside. His knuckles brushed against the swell of her breast above her lace bra, and she shuddered. He made quick work of her jeans, unbuttoning, unzipping, peeling them down her legs along with her panties until she stood naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, his gaze raking over her. “So much more beautiful than I ever imagined.”

He laid her back on the cool duvet, following her down, covering her body with his. His mouth found hers again, then trailed down her neck, to the frantic pulse pounding at its base. He kissed a slow, searing path down her body. His tongue swirled around one nipple through the lace, then the other, before he unhooked the bra and drew a taut peak into his mouth, sucking deeply. She arched her back, a cry tearing from her lips. The sensations were overwhelming, each flick of his tongue, each scrape of his teeth sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

He continued his southward journey, his lips and stubble grazing her stomach, her hips. He hooked his hands under her knees, pushing her legs apart, opening her completely to him. She was exposed, vulnerable, more turned on than she had ever been in her life.

He didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her legs.

Sherry cried out, her fingers twisting in the bedsheets. His tongue was flat and hot against her, licking a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit. He focused there, circling the swollen, hypersensitive bud with a torturous rhythm. Oh, god. Her hips lifted off the bed, seeking more pressure, more friction.

He groaned against her, the vibration nearly pushing her over the edge. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars. His mouth sucked her clit, his fingers pistoned in and out, and the world dissolved into a vortex of pure sensation. Her orgasm crashed over her, violent and shuddering, her inner muscles clenching around his fingers as she whimpered his name.

Before she could even come down, he was stripping off his own clothes. She watched, breathless, as he revealed his body. And then she saw it. His cock was thick and hard, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. It was bigger than she’d fantasized, and a new kind of ache, a greedy need, blossomed inside her.

He knelt on the bed between her splayed legs. He gripped his length, stroking himself once as he looked at her slick, wanton body. He positioned himself at her entrance. The broad head pressed against her, stretching her. He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion.

She gasped as he filled her, inch by incredible inch. The stretch was intense, a perfect, full feeling that wiped her mind clean. Oh my god. Max. He’s inside me. He began to move, setting a deep, rolling rhythm. Each thrust was a revelation. She could feel every ridge of him, the way her body clung to him. He braced himself above her, his muscles corded with strain, watching her face as he took her. The slap of their skin together was a lewd, rhythmic music in the quiet room. He drove into her, harder, faster, chasing his own pleasure now. She met his thrusts, wrapping her legs around his waist to take him deeper.

“Roll over,” he grunted, his voice ragged. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed without thought, presenting herself to him. His hands smoothed over her ass, gripping the flesh. She heard the click of a cap. A cool, slick finger pressed against her other hole, circling, then slowly pushing inside. She tensed for a second, then forced herself to relax. The intrusion was strange, then shockingly intimate. He worked a second finger in, stretching her, preparing her. The shameful, taboo act made her clench around nothing, desperate to be filled.

He replaced his fingers with the blunt head of his cock. “Relax, baby,” he murmured, pressing forward.

It was a sharper, more intense stretch. She buried her face in the pillow as he penetrated her, filling that forbidden, tight channel completely. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, before he began to move. His grip on her hips was iron-clad as he thrust into her ass, each movement sending shockwaves through her. The pleasure was different, darker, overwhelming. She was completely his, taken in every way. The friction, the fullness, the sheer wrongness of it all coiled the tension in her belly again, tighter and tighter.

“I’m gonna come,” he groaned, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic.

His words were the final trigger. Her second orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seizing climax that made her asshole clench and spasm around his pumping cock. The sensation pushed him over the edge. With a guttural roar, he drove deep and held there, pulsing inside her, his warm release flooding her. He collapsed over her back, both of them spent and slick with sweat.

Later, tangled in the sheets that smelled of him and sex and her mother’s perfume, the guilt began to creep in at the edges of her bliss. But it was a feeble thing compared to the satiated ache between her legs and the memory of his weight on her.

He stroked her hair. “This has to be our secret,” he whispered. “No one can ever know.”

She nodded against his chest, the promise feeling both like a prison sentence and a key to paradise. “Our secret.”
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The face was a ghost from a thousand late-night fantasies, now standing in his father’s sun-drenched kitchen, holding a ceramic mug that said ‘#1 Dad’. Conor froze in the doorway, his duffel bag slipping from his shoulder with a soft thud.

“You must be Conor,” she said, her voice a smooth, familiar alto that usually moaned through his headphones. “I’m Mikayla. Your dad’s told me so much about you.”

His dad’s new fiancée. The words from yesterday’s phone call echoed in his head. The woman his father had described as a “breath of fresh air,” a “successful freelance consultant,” was “KylaMay,” the star of the “Skyler & KylaMay” amateur anal series he’d bookmarked just last week.

His father, beaming with a pride Conor hadn’t seen in years, clapped him on the back. “Something else, isn’t she, son?”

The next two days were agony. Every family dinner, every board game, every time Mikayla leaned over to kiss his father’s cheek, Conor’s mind superimposed a different image: her on her knees, a different man’s hands tangled in her honey-blonde hair, her lips stretched around a thick cock. He said nothing. He couldn’t. The revelation would shatter his father. But the secret was a live wire in his gut, burning him up from the inside.

The opportunity came on Wednesday. His dad left for work, whistling, giving Mikayla a long, lingering kiss goodbye at the door. Conor waited ten excruciating minutes after the car pulled away before he found her.

She was in the master bedroom, folding laundry on the large bed he’d grown up thinking of as his dad’s. She smiled when she saw him. “Hey, Conor. You need something?”

His mouth was dry. He leaned against the doorframe, crossing his arms, trying to project a confidence he didn’t feel. “I need to know what your real freelance work is, Mikayla. Or should I call you KylaMay?”

The color drained from her face, then flooded back in a crimson wave of pure panic. The shirt she was holding fluttered from her grasp. “What did you just say?”

“I know,” he said, his voice low and steady. “I’ve seen your videos. The ones with Skyler. The… uh… the specialty ones.”

Her composure shattered. The poised, perfect fiancée vanished, replaced by a terrified woman. “Oh, god. Please. Conor, you can’t… you can’t tell him.” She took a frantic step toward him, her hands clasped together as if in prayer. “He’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me. That part of my life is over. It was just to pay for school, I swear.”

Conor just watched her, the hesitation on his face a calculated weapon. He saw the exact moment her desperate pleading morphed into a desperate calculation of her own. Her eyes, wide with fear, flicked over him, assessing.

When he didn’t speak, she took another step closer. The air in the room shifted, growing thick and heavy. “What would it take?” she whispered, her voice husky. “What would it take for you to forget what you saw?”

He knew he should say no. He should walk away. But he was a twenty-one-year-old guy, and the most stunning woman he’d ever seen in the flesh—a woman whose every intimate detail he’d already memorized—was offering herself to him. The temptation was a physical pull, a heat whispering in his blood.

His silence was his answer.

A strange, resigned calm settled over her. This was a transaction she understood. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the button of her soft linen shorts. She undid it, then the zipper, and let them pool at her feet. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Of course she wasn’t. Her top joined the shorts on the floor. She stood before him, bathed in the morning light filtering through the blinds, and she was more breathtaking than any high-definition video could ever capture.

“Your secret is safe with me,” she breathed, closing the final distance between them.

Her hands were on his jeans, expertly finding the button, tugging the zipper down. He was already achingly hard. She sank to her knees on the plush carpet, and the sight was so surreal, so perfectly mirroring the clips he’d replayed in his mind, that he let out a shaky groan.

She didn’t tease. This was a bargain, and she was a professional. She took him into her mouth in one smooth, warm motion. Her lips formed a perfect, tight seal around his shaft. Her tongue swirled around the head, and her eyes, wide and blue, looked up at him, watching his reaction. Then she took him deeper, her head bobbing with a practiced, devastating rhythm. He tangled his hands in her hair, not guiding her, just holding on as sensation threatened to buckle his knees.

And then she did it. The move he’d watched her perform countless times. She relaxed her throat and took him all the way, her nose pressing into the coarse hair at his base. She held him there for a long, impossibly deep second, and he saw the faint tears well in the corners of her eyes. The sight, the feeling of her throat convulsing around him, was utterly debauched. It was everything he’d imagined and more.

He pulled her up, his own hands clumsy with need. He kissed her, tasting himself on her lips, a darkly intimate flavor. He laid her back on the neatly made bed, on top of his father’s freshly folded shirts. He worshiped her body with his mouth, sucking her nipples into hard peaks, licking and nibbling a trail down her toned stomach. Her back arched off the bed when his tongue found her clit. She was already wet, and her taste exploded on his tongue—sweet and musky. He licked her, slowly at first, then faster, circling that tight little nub until her moans became ragged pleas.

“Please, Conor,” she gasped, her professional demeanor finally cracking into genuine, unfiltered need. “I need you to fuck me. Now.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He positioned himself between her legs, and with one hard, deep thrust, he was inside her. Her warmth enveloped him, tight and clutching. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking him in place, her heels digging into the small of his back. He set a punishing pace, driving into her, the lewd, wet sound of their bodies slapping together filling the silent house. The headboard knocked a steady rhythm against the wall.

He was lost in her, in the reality of a pornographic dream come to life. But she wasn’t done.

With a sudden, fluid motion, she pushed him back and rolled over. She got on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him, looking back over her shoulder with a gaze that was pure, unadulterated sin. “Not that hole,” she whispered. “The other one.”

He fumbled for the bottle of lube on the nightstand—his father’s nightstand—and slicked himself. He positioned himself at her tight entrance, and with a slow, steady pressure, he pushed. Her gasp was sharp, a mixture of pain and intense pleasure. She was impossibly tight, a hot, silken vise gripping his cock. He waited until her breathing evened out, then he began to move, each thrust a little deeper, a little harder. She met his rhythm, pushing back against him, a filthy, perfect piston.

He could feel her climax building, her whole body tensing. When she came, it was with a choked, guttural cry, her ass milking his length in rhythmic, uncontrollable spasms. The sensation tipped him over the edge. He drove into her one last, deep time, and his own release tore through him, a blinding, gut-wrenching orgasm that left him shuddering and collapsing onto her back.

They lay there for a moment, panting, slick with sweat. The reality of what they’d just done crashed down on him, a wave of guilt so potent it soured his stomach. They quickly, silently, got dressed, avoiding each other’s eyes.

As he turned to leave, her hand on his arm stopped him. Her touch was cool. Her eyes, now clear and serious, held his. “You can’t tell anyone. Ever. This never happened.”

He nodded, his throat tight. “It never happened.”

He left the room, the phantom scent of her and the illicit thrill clinging to him. He felt a crushing weight of guilt, a traitor to his own father. But underneath it, a darker, more potent emotion coiled: a hungry, insatiable desire to do it all again.

14 - A VISIT TO THE LATE NIGHT LOUNGE

MMF / Interracial / BBC / Cheating / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Double Penetration / Anal

The ice in her glass had long since melted, watering down the disappointment. Brittany swirled the pale liquid, the clink of the cubes echoing the hollow feeling in her chest. Another Tuesday night. Another night of Charlie already snoring softly in his recliner, the glow of the golf tournament playing over his slack features. Her laptop, hidden under a couch cushion, still pulsed with the memory of what she’d been watching: a symphony of dark, powerful bodies moving as one, a chorus of deep, guttural moans. A world away from her beige existence.

The need wasn’t just a thought anymore; it was a physical ache, a throbbing emptiness between her legs that her own fingers could never hope to fill. It drove her out of the house, into her car, and across town to a part of the city she’d never dared to visit. The bar was called The Late Night Lounge, and the bass from the music vibrated through the soles of her shoes before she even pushed the heavy door open.

Inside, the air was thick with the smell of sweat, cheap beer, and something else—something primal. She felt every pair of eyes on her the moment she stepped inside, a lone, pale flower in a garden of night. She was utterly, completely out of place. Her sensible blouse and jeans were a stark contrast to the confident, casual style of the patrons. She slid onto a stool at the end of the bar, her heart hammering against her ribs, ordering a drink she didn’t really want just to have something to do with her hands.

That’s when they approached.

Not one, but two. They moved with a fluid, athletic grace that made the crowded room seem to part for them. Muscles coiled beneath tight-fitting t-shirts, and dark, intricate dreads framed faces that were all sharp angles and confident smirks.

“Looks like you’re drinking alone,” the first one said, his voice a low rumble that she felt deep in her belly. He introduced himself as Craig.

“And that’s a shame,” the other, Daz, added, his smile revealing perfectly white teeth. His eyes, dark and knowing, traveled over her body, and instead of feeling violated, Brittany felt a jolt of pure, undiluted heat. This was it. This was what she came for.

They bought her a fresh drink, something strong and sweet. She laughed at their jokes, her fingers brushing against Craig’s massive forearm as she reached for her glass. She leaned into Daz’s space, catching his scent—sandalwood and musk. The guilt was a faint, distant whisper, easily drowned out by the roaring need that was consuming her. Charlie’s face flickered in her mind, pale and blurry, and she actively pushed it away.

“You wanna get out of here?” Craig asked, his question not really a question at all, but an inevitability.

She simply nodded, her throat too dry to speak.

Their apartment was a short drive away, sparse but clean. The reality of what she was about to do crashed down on her the moment the door clicked shut. I’m a married woman. I’m cheating. The thought was a ice-cold splash, but it was immediately burned away by the heat of Daz’s hand on the small of her back, guiding her toward a bedroom.

Craig closed the bedroom door, the finality of the sound making her shiver. The two men stood before her, their intent clear and thrilling. Without a word, they both unzipped their jeans. Her breath hitched. They weren’t just large; they were magnificent. Thick, long, and proudly erect, their dark skin a stunning contrast against their white briefs. This was the image from her screen, but now it was real, the musky, masculine scent of them filling her head.

This is what I’ve been dreaming of.

All hesitation vanished. She dropped to her knees between them, her hands trembling as she reached out. She wrapped her fingers around Craig’s shaft first, feeling the incredible heat and the steel-like strength beneath the velvety skin. She leaned forward, tentatively at first, swirling her tongue around the broad head. A low groan from above encouraged her. She took more of him into her mouth, her lips stretching as she worked him deeper, her other hand finding its way to Daz, stroking him in time with her bobbing head.

She pulled off Craig with a wet pop, turning her hunger toward Daz. He was even thicker. She opened her mouth wide, letting him push himself past her lips. She gagged instantly, tears springing to her eyes, but the feeling of his dominance, of being completely overwhelmed, sent a fresh flood of warmth to her core. She relaxed her throat, letting him set a slow, deep rhythm.

“My turn,” Craig rasped, his hands going to her clothes.

They made quick work of her blouse, her bra, her jeans. Soon she was naked, on her back on the bed, exposed to their hungry gazes. Craig lowered his mouth to one of her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipple before he drew it deep into the heat of his mouth, sucking hard. A sharp, delicious pain-pleasure made her cry out.

At the same time, Daz settled between her legs, his strong hands spreading her thighs apart. He didn’t tease. He buried his face in her wetness, his tongue a flat, demanding pressure against her clit before delving deep inside her. The dual assault was overwhelming. Craig’s mouth on her breast, Daz’s tongue and lips devouring her—she was being consumed, and she loved it. Her hips bucked against Daz’s face as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, her cries muffled by the comforter.

But they weren’t nearly done. Daz moved up her body, his weight settling on top of her. He positioned himself at her entrance, and she felt the immense, blunt pressure of him. This is what I needed. He pushed inside her with one slow, inexorable thrust.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her head thrashing back and forth.

He filled her so completely, stretching her in a way she’d never known was possible. He began to move, a hard, punishing rhythm that stole the air from her lungs. Each thrust was a claiming. Each deep plunge made her forget her own name.

Then Craig was there, his hands on her hips, turning her onto all fours. She mounted him, sinking down onto his rigid length with a gasp, now filled in an entirely new way. She rode him, finding a frantic rhythm, the slap of their skin echoing in the room.

She felt Daz behind her, his fingers slick with her own wetness, tracing tight, agonizing circles around her other hole. The pressure built again, an impossible tension. She felt the blunt head of him press against that forbidden entrance.

She braced herself. “Yes,” she hissed, the word torn from her.

With a groan, Daz pushed, and the world exploded into a thousand white-hot fragments. The feeling of being utterly filled, stretched beyond her limits, taken by two powerful men at once, shattered her. Her body convulsed around them, a raw, screaming orgasm tearing through her that seemed to last forever. The intense, overwhelming sensations pushed her over another edge, her inner walls clamping down on Craig as he groaned and emptied himself deep inside her with a guttural shout. The hot, pulsing release triggered Daz’s own climax; she felt the hot jets filling her other channel, the final, possessive claim.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. They slowly pulled away from her, and she collapsed onto the mattress, boneless and completely spent.

Daz traced a finger along her spine. “So? You enjoy yourself, sweet thing?”

Brittany opened her eyes, a slow, sated smile spreading across her face. “Yes.”

Craig chuckled, a rich, deep sound. “Good. We’ll be seeing you again, then.”

As she gathered her clothes, her fingers brushed against her phone. Three missed calls from Charlie. The guilt tried to surface again, but it was a weak, distant thing, utterly smothered by the profound, aching fullness that lingered between her legs and the memory of their power.

She typed out a quick text to the new number in her phone. Can’t wait to do it again.

15 - THE MAIL ORDER BRIDE’S SURRENDER

MF / BDSM / Wealthy / Spit in Mouth / Spanking / Blowjob / Dildo / Anal

“Good girl,” Clarence murmured, his voice a low hum of approval that vibrated through the humid air. His palm came down again on her bare rear, a sharp, stinging crack that made her gasp. “Now, be a good slut and swallow.”

Annabelle’s eyes, wide and glistening, fluttered open. His taste, musky and salty, was still on her tongue. His spit, warm and slick, slid down her throat. And a shocking, electric thrill shot straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. She had never been more aroused in her life.

—

It had begun just hours ago, standing in the staggering opulence of his foyer, her entire life crammed into a single, worn-out suitcase.

The man before her, Clarence, was nothing like she had imagined from his letters. He was older, yes, but with a commanding presence that made the vast marble floor feel small. His eyes, a cool, assessing gray, didn’t smile even when his mouth did.

“Annabelle. Welcome.” He didn’t move to take her bag. “I trust your journey was adequate.”

“It was… long, sir,” she said, her voice small.

“I am a man of particular tastes, Annabelle. Of clear expectations.” He began to circle her, a predator sizing up new territory. “This marriage is a transaction. I provide security, a life of material comfort far beyond anything you could have dreamed of in your… village. In return, you provide me with obedience. You will keep my home. You will keep yourself. And you will keep me satisfied.” He stopped in front of her. “Do you understand?”

She nodded, a quick, nervous jerk of her head. The alternative—a return to the crushing poverty and hopelessness she’d fled—was unthinkable.

“The first lesson begins now. Remove your clothes.”

Her breath hitched. “Sir?”

“Everything. You will clean my home. And you will do it naked. I enjoy watching a woman work. It focuses the mind. Removes… distractions.”

Her hands trembled as she unbuttoned her cheap blouse, the one she’d saved for this very meeting. She let it fall to the floor. Then her skirt. Her practical underwear. She stood before him, completely exposed, her arms crossed over her chest. The air felt cold on her skin.

He didn’t touch her. He simply pointed to a bucket and sponge in the corner. “The floors. On your hands and knees. I want to see you work.”

Shame burned her cheeks, but beneath it, a tiny, traitorous ember of something else flickered. Intrigue. She dropped to her knees, the hard marble unforgiving. She dipped the sponge in the soapy water, the scent of lemon filling her nose, and began to scrub. She was acutely aware of his gaze, a physical weight on her skin, specifically on the curve of her back, the swell of her rear raised in the air as she worked. She felt a strange, hot pull low in her belly. He was watching. And she was performing.

After an eternity, he spoke. “Enough.” He extended a hand, not to help her up, but to lead her. His grip on her wrist was firm, unyielding. He didn’t speak as he guided her down a hallway and into a massive bedroom dominated by a four-poster bed.

He released her and went to a large oak chest, unlocking it. The first thing he withdrew was a flogger, its falls a dark, supple leather. “Bend over the bed. Arms stretched out.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The point of no return. She looked at the bed, then at his impassive face. The ember inside her glowed hotter. She bent, pressing her torso into the duvet, presenting herself to him.

The first strike was a surprise. A loud crack, then a bloom of heat that spread across her flesh. She yelped, more in shock than pain.

The second landed lower. Thwack. This one bit deeper, a sharp sting that melted instantly into a throbbing, pleasant warmth.

Thwack. Another. And another. A rhythm began. Each impact was a jolt, a punishment that felt like a reward. Her skin sang with it. Her breath came in ragged pants, and a soft, desperate moan escaped her lips. She was wet, achingly so, her slickness coating her inner thighs.

He stopped. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the unmistakable sound of a zipper. “Look at me.”

She turned her head. He stood, his cock rigid in his hand, thick and veined. “Suck it.”

She pushed herself up and knelt before him, taking his length into her mouth. It was an effort to accommodate him, to relax her throat. She bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around the head, tracing the prominent vein underneath.

His hand tangled in her hair, not guiding, but holding. “Deeper.”

She took him further, her eyes watering as he pressed into her throat. She gagged, the sound muffled around him. He held her there for a moment, a primal groan rumbling from his chest, before allowing her to pull back for a gasping breath. Then he pushed her down again, establishing a ruthless rhythm of his own. This is ownership, she thought deliriously. This is power.

He pulled her up and pushed her back onto the bed. In a blur of motion, soft leather cuffs were secured around her wrists, buckled tightly to the bedposts. She was stretched out, utterly vulnerable. He leaned over her, his face close to hers.

His hand connected with her cheek, a sharp, clarifying slap. “Mine,” he growled. Then he spat into her open mouth. “Swallow.”

And she did. The act was the most degrading, the most powerful thing she had ever done. A tear escaped her eye, but it was not of sadness. It was of pure, unadulterated surrender. The ember exploded into a wildfire.

“You’re a natural submissive, Annabelle. A good, dirty slut,” he whispered, and the words were the highest praise she’d ever received.

He produced a large, gleaming dildo from the chest. He coated it with a clear gel, the sight making her clench in anticipation. He pressed the cold tip against her entrance, and then he was pushing inside, filling her, stretching her in one smooth, relentless thrust. She cried out, her back arching, her wrists pulling against the restraints. He fucked her with it, a steady, punishing pace that rubbed perfectly against a spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

Just as the coil of pleasure in her belly tightened to its breaking point, he unbuckled her restraints. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

She scrambled to obey, her body thrumming with need. She felt him behind her, his hands gripping her hips. But the pressure wasn’t at her wet, aching center. It was lower, at a place that had never been touched.

“This is my privilege,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “And your final lesson for today.”

He pressed the head of his cock against her tight rear entrance. She tensed, a frisson of fear and excitement shooting through her.

“Relax,” he commanded, and she forced her muscles to go pliant for him.

He pushed. There was a burn, a stretching so intense it bordered on pain, but he didn’t stop. He pushed deeper, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her, his body pressed against her upturned ass. He was so deep, so impossibly full. He began to move, short, shallow thrusts that gradually grew longer, harder.

The initial burn subsided, replaced by an overwhelming sensation of fullness, of being taken completely. Each thrust sent shockwaves through her. Her fingers clawed at the bedsheets. Her cries were muffled by the duvet. The coil snapped, and her orgasm ripped through her with violent, unbearable intensity, her inner muscles clamping down on nothing while her ass gripped his cock like a vise.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, his hips slamming against her, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her. He collapsed over her, his weight a comforting anchor.

After a moment, he slid out and delivered one last, stinging slap to her well-used rear. “You did very well,” he said, his breath slowly returning to normal. “But you will need much more training.”

Annabelle, her body humming with satisfaction and a profound sense of peace, simply smiled into the mattress. She was glad. So glad he had chosen her.

16 - SECRETS IN THE ATTIC

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Stepmom / Cheating / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Masturbation / PIV Sex / Anal

The dusty attic air was thick and sweet with the smell of aged wood and forgotten things. Alex wiped a bead of sweat from his temple, the summer heat baking the house from the roof down. His father’s insistence that he help Jasmine, his stepmom, with the seasonal cleaning felt like a special kind of torture. Twenty years old and drafted into manual labor. He dragged a heavy trunk across the floor, the screech of wood on wood echoing in the cramped space.

That’s when his foot caught on a loose floorboard, and a small, unmarked box tumbled out from a hidden nook. It was older than the others, the cardboard soft and frayed. Curiosity, that ancient betrayer, got the better of him. He lifted the lid.

His breath hitched. Oh, god.

It wasn’t holiday decorations. Nestled atop a stack of faded Polaroids was a sleek, black vibrator, its curves looking oddly modern and out of place. Beneath it, a coil of dark rope, a few other silicone shapes he couldn’t immediately identify, and more photos. He picked one up. A much younger Jasmine, her hair a wild mane, laughed into the camera, topless on a rocky beach, her body a stunning curve of confidence and youth. His face flushed with a heat that had nothing to do with the attic’s temperature. He was hard instantly, a guilty, aching pressure building in his jeans.

“Find any good Christmas ghosts up here?”

He jumped, fumbling the photo. Jasmine stood at the top of the pull-down stairs, a smirk playing on her lips. She’d changed into a simple tank top and shorts after lunch, and now she leaned against the doorframe, her eyes dancing from his horrified face to the open box in his hands. He expected anger, maybe cold disappointment.

Instead, she laughed. A rich, warm sound that filled the attic. “Oh, Alex. I forgot about that box.”

“I’m—I’m so sorry, Jasmine, I didn’t mean to—” he stammered, scrambling to put everything back.

“Don’t be.” She took a step closer, the dust motes dancing around her like tiny fairies. “Everyone has a past. And some of us,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur, “still very much enjoy the present.” She was right in front of him now, looking down at the box and then back up at him. Her gaze was direct, unashamed. “You know, I’ve always thought you were a very handsome young man.”

The world narrowed to the space between them. The air crackled. Before he could process her words, her hand was on his, gently prying the photo from his stiff fingers. She didn’t let go. Instead, she guided his palm, slowly, deliberately, and pressed it against the soft, warm swell of her breast beneath the thin cotton of her tank top.

His mind went blank. All that existed was the incredible softness under his hand and the steady, confident beat of her heart. This is insane. This is…

“Is this okay?” she whispered, her eyes searching his.

He could only nod, his throat too dry for words.

That was all the permission she needed. Her other hand came up to cup his cheek, pulling him down into a deep, searching kiss. Her mouth was hot and tasted of iced tea and mint. It wasn’t a gentle kiss; it was hungry, possessive. His own hesitation evaporated, consumed by a raw, primal need he’d been suppressing for years. He kissed her back, his hands moving to her waist, pulling her tight against the hard line of his erection.

She broke the kiss, her breathing ragged. “I want you to undress me. Right here.”

He frantically obeyed, his fingers fumbling with the hem of her top. He pulled it over her head, revealing a simple black bra. He unsnapped it with a clumsy urgency, and her breasts spilled into his hands. They were fuller than he’d imagined, tipped with dusky pink nipples that were already pebbled hard. He bowed his head, taking one into his mouth, laving it with his tongue, suckling deeply. The sound she made was a low, guttural moan that went straight to his cock.

“Yes, just like that,” she breathed, her fingers tangling in his hair. “God, your mouth…”

He worshipped her breasts as his hands worked her shorts and panties down her hips. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside, standing gloriously naked in the slanted afternoon light. He kissed a trail down her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel, until he was on his knees before her. The intoxicating, musky scent of her arousal filled his senses. He buried his face between her legs, licking a slow, firm stripe through her slick folds.

She cried out, her hands bracing against his shoulders. “Don’t stop. Please.”

He feasted on her. He licked and sucked, learning the rhythm that made her legs tremble, that made her whimper his name over and over. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her gasp and buck against his mouth. She was so wet, so impossibly hot and tight around his fingers. He felt her climax building, a tension coiling deep within her.

“I’m close… so close…” she panted. But then she gently pushed his head away, her eyes blazing with a new idea. “Wait. I want to show you something.”

She turned and knelt by the box, her movements fluid and sure. She pulled out the black vibrator and a small bottle of clear liquid. Lubricant. She lay back on a dusty old rug, parting her legs, and looked at him with a wicked gleam. “Watch.”

She pressed the tip of the toy to her entrance, already glistening from his mouth, and slowly pushed it inside herself. A sharp, pleasurable sigh escaped her lips. Her eyes never left his as she began to fuck herself with it, a steady, rhythmic motion. The quiet, mechanical buzz was the most erotic sound he’d ever heard. Her free hand found her clit, circling it in tight little patterns as she drove the toy deeper.

“This is how I’ve thought about you,” she moaned, her back arching. “Thinking about this… thinking about your cock.”

He was aching, painfully hard, gripping himself through his jeans. The sight of her pleasuring herself, saying these things, was unraveling him completely.

“Now I want the real thing,” she demanded, pulling the toy out with a wet sound and tossing it aside. “I want you to fuck me, Alex. Now.”

His fingers, trembling with need, finally unbuttoned his jeans. He shoved them and his boxers down, his cock springing free, thick and eager. He moved over her, bracing himself on his arms. She reached between them, guiding him to her wet, waiting heat.

The first press was electric. Oh, fuck. He slid into her in one smooth, breathtaking stroke. She was so unbelievably tight, so hot, gripping him like a fist. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, burying him to the hilt. A ragged groan was torn from his throat.

He began to move, setting a slow, deep pace. Each thrust was a revelation. The slap of skin on skin, her choked cries of pleasure, the smell of sex and dust—it was overpowering. He could feel his own orgasm building, a tidal wave gathering force.

“Wait,” she whispered against his ear, her voice husky. “I want more. I want all of you.”

She rolled them over, straddling him. Reaching for the bottle of lube, she poured a generous amount onto her fingers. Her eyes held his, a question and a command. She reached behind herself, and he watched, mesmerized, as she prepared herself, her face a mask of intense concentration. Then she took his hand and slicked his cock with the cool, slippery liquid.

“Go slow,” she instructed, positioning herself above him. “It’s been a while.”

The head of his cock pressed against a new, much tighter entrance. He held her hips, his heart hammering against his ribs. With a controlled, agonizingly slow movement, she sank down onto him, taking him into the incredible, clenching heat of her ass.

The sensation was blinding. So tight. So forbidden. She moaned, a long, low sound of pure ecstasy as she took all of him. She began to ride him, one hand braced on his chest, the other finding her clit again, fingering herself in time with their new, sinful rhythm.

“You feel… so good… filling me up…” she breathed, her head falling back.

The sight of her, the feel of her, the illicit thrill of it all, sent him over the edge. His climax ripped through him, a raw, shouting release that seemed to last forever, pumping into her depths. Her own orgasm followed instantly, triggered by his, her inner muscles milking him in violent, pulsating waves as she cried out, her body shuddering uncontrollably.

They collapsed together on the rug, a tangled mess of slick limbs and ragged breath. The attic was silent except for the sound of their panting. After a long moment, she turned her head to look at him, a lazy, sated smile on her face.

“This stays our secret,” she said, her voice a husky promise. “Our little secret.”

17 - A STEPMOM’S ACCIDENTAL TEXT MESSAGE

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Stepmom / Cheating / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The vibration in Jake’s pocket was an annoying buzz against his thigh, a mundane interruption in a lecture about economic theory. He slipped his phone out, shielding the screen with his cupped hand below the desk. The preview of the message made his blood run cold.

[Image]

[Image]

[Image]

His thumb, moving on its own, tapped the notification. The screen filled with a high-resolution, breathtakingly intimate photograph of his stepmother, Audrey. She wasn’t just topless; she was arched over a plush velvet couch, her back to the camera, looking over her shoulder with a smoldering gaze he’d never seen before. The next photo was a close-up, her fingers pinching a hardened, rose-colored nipple. The third was the most explicit, a view from between her spread legs, a perfect, glistening invitation.

His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat of pure shock. What the…? This wasn’t for him. This couldn’t be for him.

Another text bubble popped up beneath the photos.

Can’t wait for you to get here, Jordan. I’ve been thinking about your cock all day. Don’t be late.

Jake’s stomach lurched. The phone felt like a live wire in his hand. Who was Jordan? His dad’s name was Pete, and he was going to be working all day.

A second later, the phone buzzed again, three rapid vibrations.

Oh my God. Jake? Jake, please ignore that. It was a mistake. Please.

He sat frozen, the professor’s droning voice fading into a distant hum. Audrey. Cheating. The images were seared into his brain, a furious, jealous heat spreading through his veins. The rest of the class was a blur. He packed his bag clumsily and left, driving home on autopilot, the provocative curve of her hip and the desperate text message playing on a loop in his mind.

The house was quiet, his father’s car notably absent from the driveway. He found her in the living room, nervously pacing. She spun around as he entered, her face a mask of wide-eyed panic. She was still the Audrey he knew— designer jeans, soft cashmere sweater— but all he could see was the naked, wanton woman from the photos.

“Jake,” she breathed, her voice tight. “Listen to me—”

“Who’s Jordan?” Jake’s voice was colder than he intended.

She wrung her hands, a tear finally escaping down her cheek. She didn’t bother to deny it. “It doesn’t matter. It’s… your father… he… he doesn’t want me like that anymore. I have needs, Jake. I’m so lonely.”

He stared at her, the moral high ground crumbling beneath his feet. He should be furious, righteous. But all he felt was a confusing, white-hot arousal, fed by the memory of those pictures.

“Please,” she begged, stepping closer. The scent of her perfume, something expensive and floral, enveloped him. “Please don’t tell him. It would destroy him. It would destroy everything.”

He hesitated, and she saw it. She saw the conflict, the flicker of something else in his eyes. Her own gaze shifted, the panic morphing into something calculating, desperate. She moved even closer, until her body was almost touching his. She placed a trembling hand on his chest.

“What if…” she whispered, her voice dropping to a husky register that vibrated straight through him. “What if I gave you a reason to keep my secret?”

His breath hitched. No. This is wrong. But his body screamed yes. She was so close. He could see the rapid pulse beating at the base of her throat.

“What reason?” he heard himself say, his voice rough.

“A better one,” she murmured, her fingers sliding down his chest, over his stomach, stopping just above the hard, aching line of his erection straining against his jeans. “Me.”

His resolve shattered. He gave a sharp, almost imperceptible nod.

A slow, relieved smile touched her lips. She took his hand, her grip firm, and led him down the hall to the master bedroom— his father’s bedroom. The air was thick with the taboo of it. She turned to him, and all pretense fell away. This was no longer his stepmom; this was Audrey, the woman from the photos.

With deliberate slowness, she reached for his jeans, her eyes locked on his. The scrape of the zipper was deafening in the quiet room. She slipped her hand inside his boxers, her cool fingers wrapping around his hot, rigid length. He groaned, his head falling back. God, her touch…

She sank to her knees before him, never breaking eye contact. Her tongue darted out, tracing a slow, wet line from the base of his shaft all the way to the throbbing tip. Then she took him into her mouth.

It was wet heat and exquisite pressure. Her lips formed a perfect, tight seal around him, and her head began to bob, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. She moaned around his cock, the vibration shooting straight to his core. His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she sucked and licked and devoured him with a skill that left him dizzy. This wasn’t a reluctant bargain; this was a woman who loved to suck cock.

When he was trembling on the edge, she pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to him. She stood and, with a fluid motion, pulled her sweater over her head and shimmied out of her jeans and lace panties. And there she was. The photo come to life, but infinitely better. Her breasts were full and high, her nipples hard and begging for his mouth. Her waist dipped in before flaring out to generous hips.

He was on her in an instant, pushing her back onto the king-sized bed. He covered her body with his, his mouth crashing down on hers before trailing a blazing path down her neck, her collarbone, until he found a peaked nipple. He sucked it deep, flicking his tongue over the hard nub until she was gasping and writhing beneath him. He moved lower, kissing down the flat plane of her stomach, inhaling her musky, feminine scent.

He buried his face between her legs, and she cried out. Her thighs fell open in invitation. He licked a long, slow stripe through her slick folds, and her taste exploded on his tongue—sweet and salty and utterly addictive. He found her clit, that swollen, sensitive bud, and circled it with the tip of his tongue.

“Oh, God, Jake!” she cried out, her back arching off the bed. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him right where she needed him. He licked and sucked, learning what made her moan, what made her legs tremble. He drove her higher and higher until her moans turned into sharp, pleading cries.

He couldn’t wait any longer. He kicked off his jeans and boxers, his cock springing free, harder than it had ever been. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his dick pressing against her soaked entrance. He looked down at her, her face flushed, her lips parted.

“Are you sure?” he gritted out, the last fragment of his conscience screaming.

“Please,” was her only answer, her hips lifting in desperation.

He drove into her in one smooth, deep thrust. She was incredibly tight, wet, and hot, clenching around him like a fist. He groaned, a guttural sound ripped from his chest. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. For a moment, he stayed still, buried to the hilt, just feeling the utter perfection of being inside her.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep strokes at first, then faster, harder. The bed rocked against the wall with their rhythm. Her heels dug into the small of his back, pulling him deeper with every thrust. Her moans were constant now, a symphony of pleasure that urged him on. He fucked her with a possessive frenzy he didn’t know he possessed, each slam of his hips a claim.

“Harder, Jake! Yes, just like that!” she screamed, her head thrashing on the pillow.

He was a man possessed, lost in the slick, hot friction of her body. The world narrowed to this bed, to this woman, to the primal rhythm of their joining. Just when he thought he couldn’t hold back any longer, she suddenly pushed at his chest.

“Wait,” she panted, rolling over onto her hands and knees, presenting her ass to him. She looked back over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust. “I want you… I want you to take me here.”

The request was so brazen, so depraved, it sent a fresh jolt of lust straight to his cock. He kneeled behind her, running his hands over the lush curves of her ass. He leaned down, spreading her cheeks, and spit directly onto her tight, pink rosebud. She shuddered. He pressed a single finger against it, and she moaned, pushing back against the pressure.

“Yes… prepare me,” she breathed.

He worked his finger inside her, the tightness unbelievable. She whimpered, a sound of pure need. When she was ready, he positioned the head of his slick cock at her entrance. He pressed forward, slowly, inexorably. The resistance was intense, a tight, burning ring that gave way to an overwhelming, velvety heat. She cried out, a muffled scream into the comforter, as he sank all the way in.

He stayed still, letting her adjust, his own breath coming in ragged gasps. The feeling was indescribable, so tight it was almost painful. Then she began to move, rocking back against him, and he lost all control. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, and began to piston into her. Each thrust was a claim of ownership, a violation of every boundary that had ever existed between them. The lewd, slapping sound of their bodies filled the room.

Her ass clenched around him in rhythmic pulses, milking his cock, and she let out a guttural scream as her orgasm tore through her. The intense, rhythmic squeezing was his undoing. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his own roar joining hers, pumping his release deep inside her in hot, pulsing jets.

They collapsed together onto the sweat-slicked sheets, a tangled heap of limbs and satiated desire. The reality of what they’d just done began to crash down as the frantic beating of their hearts began to slow. They dressed in a silent, rushed frenzy, straightening the bedcovers, trying to erase the evidence.

As he heard the garage door hum open, signaling his father’s return, Jake looked at Audrey. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips still swollen from his kisses. She gave him a small, shaky nod.

Jake slipped out of the room just as he heard the front door open. He would keep Audrey’s secret. He had to. It was now his secret as well. And as guilty as he felt, he wanted to do it again.

18 - A COLLEGE STUDENT’S BBC AWAKENING

MF / College / Interracial / BBC / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“You like that, don't you, Jessie? That tight little ass taking all of me?"

Von’s voice was a low, rough growl against her ear, a stark contrast to the smooth, hard heat pistoning into her from behind. Jessie could only whimper, a choked, overwhelmed sound that was lost in the rustle of bedsheets and the sharp, rhythmic slap of skin on skin. Her mind, fogged with tequila and a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, couldn't form a coherent thought, only sensations. So full. So deep. Her fingers clenched the black duvet, her knuckles white.

It was the biggest thing she’d ever felt, stretching her in ways she hadn't known were possible.

—

It had started hours ago, the nerves fluttering in her stomach like trapped birds as she stood outside his apartment door. The bass from inside vibrated through the floor. Jessie, a freshman with sunshine-blonde hair and wide, curious blue eyes, had grown up in a monochrome suburb. Her world had been beige houses, beige cars, and beige people. College was her first real splash of color, and Von was the most vibrant one yet.

She’d seen him in her Sociology 101 lecture. He’d slid into the seat next to her, all dark skin, intricate tattoos snaking down his corded forearms, and a confidence that seemed to radiate from him like heat. He looked like a threat, the kind of man her parents had warned her about in hushed, serious tones. But when he’d turned to her, his smile was easy, his eyes clever.

“You actually taking notes on this?” he’d whispered, his voice a warm rumble. “Or just practicing your doodling?”

She’d blushed, caught. Her notebook was indeed covered in swirls and shapes. He’d laughed, not unkindly, and they’d spent the rest of the lecture passing notes about the professor’s terrible tie. He’d asked her to a party at his place. After a moment’s hesitation—a quick, mental echo of her parents’ warnings—she’d scribbled her number on the corner of his page.

—

Now, here she was. The party was a blur of loud music, cheap beer, and Von’s constant, attentive presence. He’d introduced her to his friends, brought her drinks, his hand a warm, casual weight on the small of her back that sent shivers up her spine. He wasn't a thug. He was funny. Charming. And when the last guest stumbled out, leaving them alone in the sudden quiet, the air crackled with a new, terrifying energy.

He didn’t say a word. He just looked at her, his dark eyes serious, and stepped close. His hand came up to cup her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. So gentle. Then he was kissing her, and her sheltered world exploded.

His kiss wasn't like the sloppy, uncertain ones she’d known before. It was demanding, deep, all lips and tongue and a promise of things she’d only read about. A soft moan escaped her throat, and she melted against him, her hands finding their way to his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt.

“Come on,” he murmured against her lips, his voice husky. He took her hand and led her down the hall, not to the living room couch, but straight to his bedroom.

The room was neat, dominated by a large bed. He stopped her just inside the door, turning her to face him. His eyes never left hers as his hands went to the button of his jeans. The sound of his zipper coming down was deafening in the quiet room. He pushed his jeans and boxers down his hips, and her breath hitched.

Oh, god.

It was… monumental. Thick and long and proudly erect, a deep, beautiful ebony against his skin. It was so much more than she had ever imagined. A primal part of her brain, the one that had listened to her parents, screamed a warning. The rest of her, the part that was warm and wet and throbbing with a desperate need, dropped to her knees.

She looked up at him, a silent question in her eyes. His expression was a mix of hunger and awe. He gave a slow, deliberate nod.

Her first touch was tentative. Her fingers, trembling, wrapped around the base. So hot. Like velvet-covered steel. She leaned forward, her pink lips parting, and took the broad head into her mouth. She heard his sharp intake of air, felt his hand come to rest gently on the back of her head. She worked him slowly, learning his taste, his texture, her tongue swirling around the crown, coaxing a low groan from deep within his chest. The power she felt was intoxicating.

“Fuck, Jessie,” he breathed, his fingers tangling in her hair.

He pulled her up, his mouth claiming hers again as his hands made quick work of her clothes. Her shirt, her bra, her jeans, her panties—all were discarded in a heap on the floor. His lips left a trail of fire down her neck, over her collarbone, taking a nipple into his mouth and sucking until she cried out, her back arching. He worshipped her body with his mouth, his hands, mapping every curve and plane until she was writhing beneath him, a quivering mess of need.

He laid her back on the cool sheets, spreading her legs. He knelt between them, his head dipping down. His tongue, so skilled and relentless, found her core and he devoured her. It was an utterly shameless, obscene act of pleasure. He licked and sucked and teased until her hips were bucking off the bed and she was coming apart with a broken scream, her vision whiting out.

Before she could even catch her breath, he was over her, his weight a welcome anchor. He positioned himself at her entrance, the fat head of his cock pressing against her wet heat.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough. She forced her eyes open, meeting his intense gaze. “You sure?”

She nodded, her voice a breathy whisper. “Yes. Please, Von. I want it.”

He pushed in.

It was a slow, inexorable stretch that burned so good. She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as he filled her completely, a perfect, aching fit. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built in intensity. Each thrust was a claiming, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her moans grew louder, mingling with his grunts, the sounds filthy and perfect. He drove into her, again and again, the bedframe knocking a steady rhythm against the wall.

Then he stilled. He rolled them over, pulling her up until she was straddling him, facing away. “On your knees,” he rasped, guiding her forward until she was on all fours. The new position made her feel even more exposed, more vulnerable. She heard the click of a cap.

A cool, slick finger circled her other entrance, the one that had never been touched. She flinched, a jolt of shock and anticipation spearing through her.

“Easy,” he soothed, his voice a low hum against her back. He worked one finger inside, a slow, careful stretch that made her gasp. The sensation was strange, forbidden, overwhelming. He added a second finger, scissoring gently, preparing her. “Just relax for me, baby. You can take it.”

Before the fear could truly take hold, she felt the blunt, solid pressure of his cockhead replacing his fingers. It was bigger, so much bigger. He pushed.

A sharp, burning pain made her yelp, her nails digging into the sheets. But as he pushed deeper, past the initial resistance, the pain began to metamorphose into something else. A deep, full, aching pleasure that seemed to radiate through her entire body. He began to move, a slow, deliberate rhythm that was entirely new. Each stroke was a revelation, a direct line to her core. Her moans became guttural, animalistic.

“You like that, don’t you, Jessie? That tight little ass taking all of me?”

She could only nod frantically, her words stolen by the sheer physicality of it. He gripped her hips, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, pounding into her with a raw, primal urgency. The sounds were lewd, wet, the room filled with their shared panting and the relentless rhythm of their bodies. The coil in her belly tightened again, unbearably tight, and then it shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and seismic, her inner muscles clamping down on him in intense, rhythmic pulses.

The feel of her climax tightening around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release surging into her in hot, pulsing jets. He collapsed over her back, both of them spent and slick with sweat.

They stayed like that for a long moment, his weight a heavy comfort. He slowly pulled out and gathered her into his arms, spooning her against his chest. The silence was peaceful, broken only by their slowing breaths.

Jessie lay there, her mind finally beginning to clear. Her body felt thoroughly used, deliciously sore in places she’d never been sore before. The warnings, the fears, the sheltered life—it all seemed a million miles away.

She felt his lips press a soft kiss to her shoulder. “Let’s do this again sometime,” he whispered.

19 - STEPBROTHER’S NEW GIRLFRIEND

MF / Taboo / College / Cheating / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The stale popcorn smell of the dorm common room clung to the air, but Annie barely noticed. She was too focused on the easy smile of her stepbrother, Nick, sprawled on the other end of her futon. His weekend visit was a welcome break from midterm stress, a piece of home dropped into her chaotic college life.

“So, classes are good?” he asked, thumb scrolling absently through his phone.

“They’re classes,” she said with a shrug, tucking her feet underneath her. “You’re the one with the real news. How’s the new job?”

“It’s a job.” He mirrored her shrug, but his smile widened into something private, knowing. “Pays for dates, at least.”

The word landed like a lead weight in her stomach. Dates. “Dates?” she echoed, her voice thankfully neutral.

“Yeah. Met someone. Her name’s Chloe.”

He turned his phone screen toward her. A pretty girl with a bright, uncomplicated smile was tucked under his arm in the photo. The sight was a physical blow. A cold, sharp jealousy, sudden and utterly irrational, lanced through her. He’s your stepbrother, her mind screamed, but the heat climbing her neck and the tightness in her chest screamed something else entirely.

The movie playing on her laptop was just flickering light and noise after that. She couldn’t concentrate on anything but the new, awful distance between them. The easy camaraderie of the afternoon had evaporated, replaced by a tense awareness of him as… a man. The way his forearm rested on the cushion, the familiar scent of his soap, the low timbre of his laugh at something on screen—it all suddenly felt charged, dangerous, and desperately attractive.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the drone of the film. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t sit here and pretend.

“Nick?” Her voice was a whisper, almost swallowed by the soundtrack.

“Hmm?”

“I… I have to tell you something.” She paused the movie, plunging the room into a thick, anticipatory silence. “When you said you had a girlfriend… I felt sick. I felt… jealous.”

He turned to look at her fully, his expression shifting from casual to cautious. “Annie…”

“No, let me finish. I know it’s crazy. I know it’s wrong. But I don’t think of you as my stepbrother. Not like that. I haven’t for a long time.” The confession spilled out, raw and terrifying. She stared at her hands, unable to meet his eyes. “I’m in love with you.”

The silence stretched, taut and painful. She braced for his rejection, his disgust, his retreat.

Then, a soft sigh. “Annie.” He said her name like a prayer. “Look at me.”

She forced her gaze up. His eyes, usually so light and playful, were dark, intense, swimming with a conflict that mirrored her own.

“I don’t know what to do about Chloe,” he said, his voice low and rough. “But this… this… being here with you right now… it feels so right.”

The distance between them vanished. He closed it in one swift motion, his hand cupping her cheek, his lips finding hers. It wasn’t a brotherly kiss. It was hungry and deep, a claiming. A dam broke inside her. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer, her mouth opening under his. The world narrowed to the taste of him, the scratch of his stubble, the feel of his solid chest against hers.

Their kisses grew more frantic, a desperate clash of teeth and tongue. His hands slid from her face, down her back, gripping her hips and pulling her onto his lap. She straddled him, the thin fabric of her sweatpants and his jeans a maddening barrier. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against her core, and a fresh wave of wetness soaked through her underwear. God, he’s so hard.

“I need to feel you,” she breathed against his mouth, her fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans.

He helped her, shoving them down his hips just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and veined and perfect. She wrapped her hand around him, eliciting a sharp, guttural groan from deep in his chest. So hot. So hard. She leaned down, her hair curtaining their faces, and took him into her mouth.

He cried out, a strangled sound of pure pleasure. His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on. She worshiped him with her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before taking him deep, until her nose pressed into the dark curls at his base. She savored his taste, the salt and musk of him, the way his hips twitched upward with every suck. Mine, she thought with a primal possessiveness. All mine.

“Annie, stop… stop or I’ll…” he gasped.

She released him with a wet pop, her own need becoming unbearable. She shoved her sweatpants and panties down, rising up on her knees. She held his gaze, her eyes dark with desire, as she positioned him at her entrance. Please, she thought. Please.

In one slow, exquisite slide, she took him all, sinking down until he was buried to the hilt inside her. A sharp, full feeling made her gasp, her head falling back. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most perfect way. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, feeling every throbbing inch of him.

Then she began to move. A slow, rolling grind of her hips that made him moan her name like a mantra. “Annie. God. Annie.”

She set a rhythm, bouncing on his cock, each downward stroke sending jolts of electric pleasure through her. His hands gripped her ass, fingers digging into her flesh, helping her move faster, harder. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sound of their joining.

“I want to feel you deeper,” she moaned, her energy beginning to flag.

In a fluid motion, he rolled her onto her back, never slipping out of her. He hovered over her, driving into her with renewed force, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper with every snap of his hips.

Then his hand drifted down her back, over the curve of her ass. A single, slick finger—wetted from her own arousal—pressed against her other hole. She stiffened for a second at the unfamiliar pressure, but the possessiveness of the act, the sheer taboo of it, sent a new thrill through her. She relaxed, pushing back against his finger.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He worked the tip inside, a slow, careful intrusion that burned slightly before giving way to a strange, incredible fullness. He fucked her with his finger, the dual sensation overwhelming. Just as she was adjusting to it, he replaced his finger with the blunt, leaking head of his cock.

He pushed. It was a sharper, more intense stretch, a claiming that stole her breath. He went slowly, agonizingly slowly, until he was fully seated inside her, buried in a place nobody had ever been. He held still, letting her adjust to the incredible, tight heat.

“You’re so deep,” she breathed, the words catching in her throat.

He began to move, short, shallow thrusts at first, then longer, deeper strokes that rocked her entire body. The pleasure was different, intense and almost too much, a direct line to every nerve ending. She felt owned, completely and utterly. Her moans turned into incoherent cries, her nails scratching down his back. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter at her core until it snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shuddering wave that clenched around him, milking his length. The intensity of her own climax triggered his. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself as far as he could go, his own release pulsing hot inside her as he groaned her name into the crook of her neck.

They collapsed together on the cramped futon, a tangled, sweating mess of limbs. He was still inside her, both of them breathing in ragged, shuddering gasps. The reality of what they’d done began to seep through the blissful haze. The movie’s menu screen cast a soft blue light over them.

Annie’s mind, finally clear of its lustful fog, began to whirl. He’s my stepbrother. He has a girlfriend. What did we just do?

As if reading her thoughts, Nick tightened his arms around her, his voice a soft rumble against her ear. “It’s going to be complicated, Annie. But we’ll figure it out. I promise.”

20 - THE COACH’S PRIVATE TRAINING

MF / BDSM / Sports / Age Gap / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Nikita’s legs trembled as she held a handstand on the balance beam, her muscles straining under the pressure. Mitch stood just below her, his hands firmly gripping her waist to steady her. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, a familiar warmth pooling low in her stomach. She could feel the heat of his breath on her skin, the faint scent of his cologne mingling with the sterile smell of the gym.

“Hold it,” Mitch commanded, his voice low and steady. “Focus, Nikita. You’re wobbling.”

She tried to steady herself, but her mind was elsewhere. God, his hands… She could feel every callous on his palms, every rough edge of his fingers as they pressed into her flesh. She’d been training with him for years, but lately, his touch felt different. It wasn’t just professional anymore. There was something else, something electric that made her heart race and her breath catch.

Nikita’s concentration faltered, and in an instant, she lost her balance. Her body tipped, and she landed hard on the mat below, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. Mitch’s hands were on her instantly, pulling her upright, his grip almost too tight.

“What the hell was that?” he snapped, his dark eyes piercing through her. “You’re better than this, Nikita. You know you are.”

She flinched at his tone, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled, avoiding his gaze. “I just—I got distracted.”

Mitch sighed, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. “Distracted? You can’t afford to be distracted. Not if you want to be the best.”

Nikita nodded, but her mind was still buzzing. It wasn’t just his words that stung—it was the way he was looking at her, like he could see right through her, like he knew exactly what she was thinking. Does he feel it too? She wondered, her heart pounding in her chest.

Mitch stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “Listen,” he said, his voice softening just a fraction. “I’m not just your coach. I want to be more than that. I want to be your mentor, someone you can trust completely. But you have to do as I say. Do you understand?”

Nikita’s breath hitched. There was something in his tone, something that sent a thrill through her. “I understand,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Good,” Mitch said, his eyes never leaving hers. “Now, let’s try that again. And this time, focus.”

They resumed the training session, Mitch pushing her harder than ever before. Every touch, every correction, felt like fire against her skin. Nikita was hyper-aware of his presence, of the way his body moved around hers. She could feel his eyes on her, watching her every move, and it only fueled her determination. She wouldn’t let him down.

By the time the session ended, Nikita was exhausted but exhilarated. Mitch had pushed her to her limits, and she had risen to the challenge. He looked almost… impressed. It was a rare expression for him, and it sent a rush of pride through her.

“Not bad,” he said, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “You’re stronger than you think, Nikita. But there’s still room for improvement.”

She nodded, catching her breath. “Thank you, Coach.”

Mitch hesitated for a moment, then said, “Come on. Let’s go back to my place. I want to show you something.”

Nikita’s heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but she wasn’t about to say no. She followed him out of the gym, her mind racing with possibilities.

When they arrived at his house, Mitch led her straight to the bathroom. He turned on the faucet, filling the tub with steaming hot water. “Get in,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Nikita hesitated only for a moment before she began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. She could feel Mitch’s eyes on her, watching her every move. She stepped into the tub, the hot water enveloping her body, and let out a soft sigh.

Mitch lit a few candles, the flickering light casting a warm glow over the room. Then, he knelt beside the tub, a small box in his hands. He opened it, revealing a collection of sex toys. Nikita’s breath caught in her throat as he picked up a vibrator, turning it on with a soft hum.

“This will help you relax,” Mitch explained, his voice low and soothing.

He moved the vibrator closer, and Nikita’s eyes fluttered shut as he pressed it against her clit. A soft moan escaped her lips, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Good girl,” Mitch whispered, his free hand brushing against her stomach beneath the water. “Just let go.”

Nikita’s mind was a haze of sensation as Mitch worked the vibrator over her, his touch both gentle and commanding. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension building inside her. Then, he pulled the vibrator away, and she whimpered in protest.

Mitch chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Patience,” he said, his hand slipping beneath the surface of the water.

Nikita’s breath hitched as she felt something cold and smooth pressing against her entrance. It was a dildo, and Mitch was guiding it into her with practiced ease.

“Oh, God,” Nikita gasped, her back arching as the dildo filled her.

Mitch moved it slowly at first, then faster, his grip firm as he fucked her with it. Nikita’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edges of the tub as she surrendered to the pleasure.

“That’s it,” Mitch encouraged, his voice thick with desire. “Come for me, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small bathroom. Mitch didn’t stop until she was spent, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

When he finally pulled the dildo out, Nikita was panting, her mind still reeling. Mitch stood, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he said, “Let’s move to the bedroom.”

Nikita nodded, her legs still shaky as she stepped out of the tub. Mitch wrapped a towel around her, his touch surprisingly gentle. He led her to the bedroom, his hand resting on the small of her back.

“Lie down,” he instructed, his voice firm but not unkind. Nikita obeyed, stretching out on the bed, her heart pounding in anticipation.

Mitch grabbed another toy, this one smaller and more slender. He coated it with lubricant, his movements slow and deliberate. Nikita’s breath quickened as she realized what he was about to do.

“Relax,” Mitch murmured, his voice soothing. “You’re doing great.”

He pressed the vibrator against her asshole, and Nikita’s body tensed.

“Easy,” he said, his hand gently massaging her lower back. “Just breathe.”

Nikita did as she was told, forcing herself to relax as Mitch worked the vibrator into her ass. The sensation was strange at first, but as he turned it on, a low hum vibrating through her, it quickly turned into something much more pleasurable.

“Oh, fuck,” Nikita moaned, her fingers gripping the sheets as Mitch began to move the vibrator, fucking her ass with it.

She could hear the sound of his zipper, and then she felt his cock pressing against her, hot and heavy.

“You’re doing so well,” Mitch praised, his voice thick with need.

He pressed the head of his cock against her asshole, and Nikita’s breath hitched. “Just take it, Nikita. You can handle it,” he whispered.

The first push was slow, deliberate, and Nikita’s body stretched to accommodate him. She let out a low moan, the sensation overwhelming but not painful. Mitch groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed deeper, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice strained.

He began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then faster, harder. Nikita’s moans filled the room, her body trembling with pleasure as Mitch fucked her ass with a raw intensity.

“Mitch,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she felt herself getting closer. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice harsh with need. “Let go, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her with a force that left her breathless. She screamed his name, her body shuddering as he continued to thrust into her. Mitch groaned, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her, his cum leaking out as he finally pulled out.

Nikita lay there, panting, her mind a blur of pleasure and exhaustion.

Mitch leaned over her, his lips brushing against her ear. “You were incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “I want to train you in more than just gymnastics. I want to teach you about sex, about submission. Are you ready for that?”

Nikita’s heart raced, but there was no hesitation in her voice. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his with a newfound determination.

Mitch smiled, a satisfied glint in his eyes. “Good,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

As Mitch drove her home later that evening, Nikita couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of anticipation. She had always admired Mitch, but now… now there was something more. Something deeper. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

The car pulled up to her apartment, and Mitch turned to her, his gaze intense. “We’ll start your new training tomorrow,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Be ready.”

Nikita nodded, her heart pounding as she stepped out of the car. She watched as Mitch drove away, a small smile playing on her lips. She was ready.

21 - FINDING DOMINANCE

MF / BDSM / Romantic / Spanking / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal Beads / Anal

“Beg.”

The word was sharp, commanding, and it sent a shiver down Keisha’s spine. She was bent over Chris’s knee, her skirt hiked up, her face pressed into the cool leather of the couch. His hand had already left a stinging imprint on her ass, and the heat was spreading, a delicious ache that made her thighs clench.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Louder.”

“Please, Chris.”

His hand came down again, harder this time, and she gasped, her fingers digging into the couch cushions. The sharp crack of his palm against her skin echoed in the room, and it was all she could do to stay still, to take it like he’d told her to.

It hadn’t started like this, of course.

—

Keisha had been on the verge of giving up. Months of browsing profiles on the BDSM dating app had left her frustrated and disheartened. Too many men thought being a “Dom” meant being an asshole. Too many didn’t understand the trust, the care, the connection that was supposed to come with it. She was about to delete the app for good when his message popped up.

Hey, Keisha. I like your profile. You mentioned you’re into impact play and submission. Care to chat?

His username was DominantChris. She hesitated, her finger hovering over the delete button. Then, curiosity got the better of her, and she tapped on his profile.

Chris was tall, with dark hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to stare right through the screen. His profile was thoughtful, respectful. He talked about the importance of consent, of aftercare, of building trust. And his photos… there was one of him in a suit, standing in front of what looked like a well-organized dungeon. Her stomach flipped.

What the hell, she thought, and typed a reply.

Their coffee date had been… surprising. Chris was confident but not arrogant. He listened when she talked, asked thoughtful questions, and made her laugh more than she had in weeks. They discussed their hard and soft limits, their experiences in the BDSM scene, and what they were looking for in a partner.

By the time they left the café, Keisha’s heart was racing. She wanted to see him again. She wanted to see that dungeon.

—

And now here she was, in his living room, his hand spanking her bare ass as she squirmed over his knee.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and approving.

The praise went straight to her core, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan.

Chris’s fingers trailed down her thighs, then up again, making her shiver. He slipped a finger between her legs, and she gasped as he found her wet, aching pussy.

“So needy already,” he said, a hint of amusement in his voice. He rubbed her clit slowly, teasingly, and she whimpered, pushing her hips back against his hand.

“Please, Chris,” she begged, her voice shaky.

He removed his hand, and she whined in frustration. “Not yet,” he said, his tone firm. “Earn it.”

Keisha’s breath hitched as he stood, taking her hand and leading her to the door of his dungeon.

—

The room was everything she’d imagined and more. The walls were lined with sleek black equipment—a St. Andrew’s cross, a bondage bench, a spanking horse. Racks of toys and restraints were neatly organized, and there was a large, padded bed in the corner.

Chris guided her to the bench, his presence commanding but not intimidating. “On your back,” he instructed, his voice calm but leaving no room for argument.

She obeyed, lying down and lifting her arms above her head. He secured her wrists with padded cuffs, the leather cool against her skin.

“Spread your legs,” he said, and she did, her heart pounding as he knelt between her thighs.

He took out a vibrator, turning it on low and running it up her inner thighs. She squirmed, her hips lifting off the bench as he teased her, the vibrations just barely brushing against her clit.

“Chris,” she moaned, her voice desperate.

He smiled, his eyes dark with desire. “Patience, Keisha.”

He reached for a set of anal beads, coating them in lube before pressing the first one against her tight entrance.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she took a deep breath, letting her body loosen as he slowly pushed the bead inside.

The sensation was intense, and she whimpered as he added another bead, then another, stretching her ass as the vibrator continued to tease her clit.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her hips bucking as the pleasure built, overwhelming her.

Chris watched her intently, his hand moving the vibrator in slow, deliberate circles. “Cum for me, Keisha,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

And she did, her body arching as the orgasm ripped through her, her juices gushing as she cried out his name.

Chris pulled the beads out slowly, watching her with a satisfied smile. He lubed up his cock, his gaze locked on hers as he positioned himself at her ass.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice soft but firm.

She nodded, her heart racing. “Yes, Sir.”

He pushed inside her, and she moaned, the stretch of her tight asshole sending a mix of pleasure and pain through her body.

“So good,” he murmured, his hips moving slowly at first, then faster as she adjusted to him.

Keisha’s mind went blank, lost in the sensation of him filling her, stretching her, owning her.

“Chris,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as he slammed into her, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars.

He groaned, his pace quickening as he approached his own climax. “Fuck, Keisha,” he muttered, his hands gripping her hips as he came, his cum filling her ass.

He pulled out slowly, watching as his cum leaked from her, a satisfied smile on his face.

Chris released her restraints, helping her sit up. “How do you feel?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She looked up at him, her heart full. “Amazing,” she said, her voice soft but sure.

He smiled, reaching into a drawer and pulling out a collar. “Keisha,” he said, his tone serious but warm. “Will you be my submissive?”

Her breath caught, and she nodded, her eyes filling with tears. “Yes, Sir.”

He fastened the collar around her neck, the leather cool against her skin. “Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her forehead.

Keisha felt a warmth spread through her chest, a sense of belonging she hadn’t felt in a long time. She had finally found the right dominant.

22 - STEALING STEPSISTER’S PANTIES

MF / Taboo / Panty Fetish / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

“Do you really think I wouldn’t notice?”

Robby froze, the sound of Alana’s voice—soft, sure, and laced with a chilling amusement—slicing through the quiet of his bedroom. His heart hammered against his ribs like it was trying to escape. He turned slowly, the blood draining from his face.

She stood in his doorway, leaning against the frame with a casual arrogance that made his knees weak. In her hand, dangling from a single finger, was a pair of her own pale blue lace panties.

His stomach plummeted.

He was caught.

—

It had started three days ago. The house was empty, a rare and intoxicating silence filling the halls. Robby, a twenty-year-old with a secret that burned hotter with every passing day, found himself standing outside Alana’s bedroom. His stepsister. His obsession.

The door creaked open. Her room smelled of her—vanilla, clean linen, and something uniquely, infuriatingly her. His eyes scanned the room, landing on the laundry basket. On top sat the pair of panties, a delicate confection of lace and sin. His breath hitched.

He snatched them, the fabric soft and warm against his palm. Back in his own room, locked away, he brought them to his face. God, her scent. It was everywhere. Musky, sweet, feminine. It went straight to his head, straight to his groin. He fumbled with his jeans, his erection straining against his boxers. Wrapping the lace around his length, he stroked himself, his movements frantic, desperate. He came with a choked groan, visions of her—her smile, her long legs, the way she’d lick her lips when she was concentrating—exploding behind his eyes. Shame followed instantly, but it was a weak competitor to the roaring thrill.

—

And now, she was here. Holding the evidence.

“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he stammered, the lie pathetic even to his own ears.

A slow, devastating smile spread across Alana’s face. She was twenty-one, and in that moment, she seemed infinitely older, wiser, and more powerful than him. She pushed the door shut with a soft click. The sound was final.

“Robby, Robby, Robby,” she tutted, stepping further into the room. She let the panties drift from her finger onto his unmade bed. “You’re a terrible liar. I saw you on the Nest cam mom has pointed at the hallway. Saw you scuttle out of my room looking very, very guilty.”

Panic, cold and sharp, seized him. The camera. He’d forgotten. “Alana, please. Please don’t tell Mom and Dad. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. It was stupid, I’ll never—”

“I know you won’t,” she interrupted, her voice dropping to a low, husky murmur. She walked right up to him, so close he could feel the heat radiating from her body. “Because you’re going to make it up to me. Right now.”

He blinked, confusion cutting through his fear. “W-what? How?”

Her eyes, a deep, hypnotic brown, dropped to his mouth, then lower, to the obvious bulge already beginning to tent his sweatpants. His body was betraying him all over again.

“I’m not going to tell them,” she said, her gaze locking back on his. “On one condition. I want you to fuck me.”

The air left his lungs. This wasn’t a scolding. This was a fantasy he’d never dared let fully form. He could only nod, a jerky, eager motion. “Yes. God, yes. Anything.”

“Anything?” she repeated, a dark thrill in her voice. “We’ll see.”

In one fluid motion, she sank to her knees in front of him. Her hands went to the waistband of his sweatpants and boxers, tugging them down in a single, decisive pull. His cock sprang free, already fully hard and aching. She didn’t hesitate. She wrapped her hand around the base, her grip firm, and leaned forward.

The first touch of her tongue was a bolt of lightning up his spine. A slow, languid lick from root to tip. He groaned, his head falling back, his hands gripping the edge of his desk for support. This isn’t happening. This can’t be real.

But it was. Her warm, wet mouth enveloped him, taking him deep. She swirled her tongue around the head, sucking gently before sinking down again,. deeper this time. He could feel the back of her throat, a soft, incredible pressure. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently as she moved her head up and down in a slow, devastating rhythm. He was lost in the sensation, in the hot, slick pull of her mouth, the obscene, wet sounds that filled the quiet room. His hips began to move of their own accord, a shallow thrusting that she welcomed, meeting him stroke for stroke.

Just when he thought he might erupt, she pulled off with a soft pop. She looked up at him, her lips glistening, her eyes dark with a hunger that mirrored his own.

“My turn,” she whispered.

She stood and, without breaking eye contact, pulled her t-shirt over her head. No bra. Her breasts were perfect, high and full with dusky pink nipples that were already hard pebbles. She unbuttoned her jeans, shimmying out of them and her underwear, kicking them aside. She stood before him, completely naked, and Robby’s mouth went dry. She was all smooth, tanned skin and delicious curves. Every fantasy paled in comparison to the reality of her.

She pushed him backward onto the bed, climbing over him, straddling his hips. Her heat pressed against his stomach. She leaned down, capturing his mouth in a deep, searching kiss. He could taste himself on her lips, a wildly taboo flavor that sent another jolt of desire through him.

Reaching between them, she took his length in her hand, guiding him to her entrance. She was already wet, slick and ready. With a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she sank down onto him, sheathing him completely in her incredible heat.

A guttural moan was torn from both of them. Tight. So incredibly tight and hot.

She began to move, rising up until just the tip of him remained inside her, then plunging back down, taking him all the way. She set a relentless, rhythmic pace, her hips grinding against his with each downward stroke. Her hands were braced on his chest, her head thrown back, a curtain of dark hair swaying with her movements. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, helping her, meeting her thrusts. The room filled with the sound of their ragged breathing and the wet, slapping rhythm of their bodies joining.

“You feel so good,” she moaned, her eyes fluttering open to look down at him. “So much better than just my panties, wasn’t it?”

He could only nod, his words stolen by the sensations overwhelming him.

Her rhythm changed, became more frantic. “I want more,” she breathed, her voice husky with need. “I want you to fuck my ass, Robby.”

She climbed off him, leaving him suddenly empty and cold. She got on her hands and knees on the bed, presenting herself to him. The sight was so breathtakingly lewd he almost came then and there.

He moved behind her, his hands trembling as he ran them over the perfect, round curves of her ass. He leaned down, kissing one cheek, then the other. He spit onto his fingers, rubbing the moisture against her tight, hidden hole. She gasped and pushed back against the pressure.

“Yes… just like that…”

One finger, slowly, carefully, pressed inside. She was impossibly tight, a silken, clenching heat that made his cock twitch violently. He worked it in and out, adding a second finger when her moans became pleas. She was writhing against his hand, lost in the sensation.

“Now, Robby. Please. I need you inside me. There.”

He positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against that incredible tightness. He pushed, gently, the resistance making him groan. With a low, desperate cry from Alana, the head popped past the ring of muscle, and he was inside. The sensation was overwhelming, a vice-like heat that threatened to undo him instantly. He held still, letting her adjust, his own body shaking with the effort.

“Fuck me,” she demanded, pushing back against him.

He needed no further encouragement. He withdrew almost all the way and then thrust back in, hard. She cried out, a sound of pure pleasure. He set a pace, each powerful thrust burying himself to the hilt in her incredible ass. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her, over and over. The slapping of skin was louder now, more animalistic. He could feel every clench, every tremor that wracked her body.

“I’m gonna cum,” she gasped, her voice strained. “I’m cumming!”

Her inner muscles clamped down on him in a series of violent, rhythmic spasms. The intense pressure was the final push he needed. With a raw, guttural shout, he plunged deep one last time and released, jets of his climax pulsing into her, his vision whiting out at the edges.

He collapsed over her, spent, both of them slick with sweat and breathing in ragged, shuddering gulps. After a moment, he carefully pulled out and rolled onto his back. She curled into his side immediately, her head on his chest, one leg thrown over his.

They lay in silence for a long time, the only sound their slowing breath.

“We can’t ever tell anyone,” he finally whispered, his voice hoarse.

She traced a finger over his stomach. “I know.” A pause. “They’re going out of town next weekend.”

23 - FROM ANGER TO TABOO ATTRACTION

MF / Taboo / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The thumping bass from Rick’s shitty speakers vibrated through the floorboards, a grating counter-rhythm to the frantic moans coming from his laptop. Kayla squeezed her eyes shut, trying to focus on her organic chemistry textbook, but the words blurred into an indecipherable mess. God, he was so obnoxious. He’d been back for two months, a twenty-three-year-old parasite who contributed nothing but empty food containers and a pervasive smell of stale weed.

This was the last straw. With their parents out for the evening, the house was supposed to be hers for a few precious hours of quiet study time. Instead, it had become the venue for Rick’s one-man porn festival.

She stormed down the hall, her rage a hot, tight coil in her chest. She didn’t bother knocking, just shoved his door open. He was sprawled on his bed, shirtless, jeans unbuttoned, one hand idly tucked into his waistband. The graphic sounds and images filled the small, messy room.

“Are you fucking kidding me, Rick? Turn that off! Some of us are actually trying to do something with our lives!”

He barely glanced at her, a lazy, infuriating smirk on his face. He paused the video, and the sudden silence was almost as loud. “Chill out, Kayla. It’s just a video. Don’t pretend you’ve never seen one.”

“I don’t blast it for the whole house to hear, you loser.” She crossed her arms, her heart hammering against her ribs. “You have zero respect for anyone.”

He finally turned to look at her, his eyes dark and unnervingly focused. He sat up slowly, swinging his legs over the side of the bed. “Or maybe you’re just pissed ‘cause you’re curious. That’s why you really came in here, right? Wanted to see what all the fuss is about?”

“What? No! That’s disgusting,” she spat, but the heat in her cheeks felt less like anger and more like something else, something she refused to name.

“Yeah? You sure?” he pressed, standing up and taking a step toward her. He was taller than her, broader. The proximity was suddenly overwhelming. “ ‘Cause you’re still standing here.”

Her retort died in her throat. He was right. She hadn’t left. Her eyes flickered downward for a fraction of a second, and his smirk widened. He closed the distance between them in one swift movement, his hand snaking behind her neck, pulling her into a kiss.

It wasn’t gentle. It was demanding, possessive, a clash of lips and teeth and pent-up frustration. And she… she didn’t push him away. A shockwave of pure, illicit sensation shot through her. Her hands, which had been balled into fists at her sides, unclenched. A small, startled sound escaped her throat, and she felt him smile against her mouth.

This is wrong, this is so wrong, her mind screamed, but her body was screaming something else, something primal and hungry. Her tongue met his, tentatively at first, then with a desperation that shocked her.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathing heavily. His eyes searched hers, and what he saw there must have been all the confirmation he needed. Without a word, he undid his button and fly, pushing his jeans and boxers down in one rough motion.

There it was. Thick, already fully hard, and jutting out from a dark thatch of hair. Her breath hitched. She’d never seen one like this, not up close, not… real.

“Go on,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. “You know you want to.”

Her hand moved of its own volition, fingers wrapping around his length. It was hot. Velvety soft skin over an iron-hard core. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. She gave an experimental stroke, and he groaned, his head falling back.

God, the sound he made. It fueled something deep inside her. She began to move her hand in a firmer, more steady rhythm, her thumb smearing the precum over the slick head. He kissed her again, deeper this time, his hands roaming down her back to grab her ass, pulling her tight against his hip.

He guided her to her knees on the scratchy carpet. The reality of her position—on her knees before her stepbrother—should have horrified her. Instead, a dizzying thrill coursed through her. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste him. Salty, musky, uniquely him. She took him into her mouth.

It was awkward at first, a clumsy, unskilled bob of her head. But he didn’t complain. His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, just guiding. “Yeah, just like that,” he grunted. “Fuck, Kayla.”

His praise was a drug. She relaxed her jaw, taking more of him, learning the rhythm he liked. The world narrowed to this: the weight of him on her tongue, the scrape of his zipper against her chin, the ragged sound of his breathing. She was lost in the act, a slave to the sensations and the shocking power she had over him.

He pulled her up, his kisses becoming frantic. He yanked her t-shirt over her head, fumbling with the clasp of her bra. When her breasts were free, he groaned, palming them, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard, sensitive peaks. He bowed his head, sucking one into his hot mouth, and her knees almost buckled. The sharp, pulling sensation went straight to her core, which was now throbbing with a desperate, wet ache.

He laid her back on the bed, peeling off her leggings and panties. His eyes darkened as he looked at her, completely naked and exposed. He pushed her legs apart, lowering his head between them.

The first flick of his tongue made her cry out. It was expert, relentless. He wasn’t gentle; he was devouring her. He licked a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit, then circled the aching nub with a torturous precision. One finger, then two, slid inside her, curling, finding a spot that made her back arch off the bed. “Oh, God, Rick…”

She was hurtling toward an edge, her hips moving against his face, her hands clutching at the messy sheets. Just as she was about to tip over, he stopped. He moved over her, his body covering hers. He was heavy, solid. He positioned himself at her entrance, and with one powerful, unceremonious thrust, he was inside her.

She gasped at the sudden, delicious fullness. He didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the start, each thrust hitting that perfect, sensitive spot inside her. The lewd, wet sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, louder than the porn had ever been. Her moans were ragged, uninhibited. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“Roll over,” he commanded, his voice gravelly with lust. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed without thought, her mind hazy with pleasure. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. She felt his thumb, slick with something cool, press against her other hole, circling, applying pressure. She stiffened for a second, a spike of fear and anticipation. “Relax,” he breathed, and one slick finger pushed inside.

It was a strange, stretching, incredible sensation. He worked it gently, preparing her, before withdrawing. Then she felt the broad, insistent head of his cock pressing there instead. “Breathe,” he instructed. She did, and he pushed.

The stretch was intense, a burning fullness so different from before. He slid in, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, and the feeling of being so completely, impossibly full was overwhelming. Then he began to move.

It was a slower, deeper rhythm. Every withdrawal was agony, every thrust back in was ecstasy. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. The dual sensations, the sheer taboo of it, sent her flying. Her orgasm crashed over her, a silent, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around him, her ass milking his cock with frantic pulses.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his body shuddering as he came inside her, his hot release filling her. He collapsed over her back, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison.

The reality came crashing back down. She slid out from under him, her body trembling. She gathered her clothes with shaking hands, not looking at him. “This… this can’t happen again,” she said, her voice hoarse.

He just lay there, watching her with a knowing, smug expression. She fled to her room, shutting the door and leaning against it, her heart still racing. It can’t happen again. But as she replayed every filthy, incredible second in her mind, her body still thrumming with aftershocks, she knew she was lying. The hunger he’d awakened wasn’t going away. It was just getting started.

24 - TENNIS AND TABOO DESIRES

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / BBW / Wealthy / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / Sixty-nine / PIV Sex / Anal

The sun was high, the air thick with humidity, and Raina could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she gripped the tennis racket tightly. Her curvy figure was on full display, the white tank top clinging to her skin, her shorts hugging her thick thighs. Focus, she told herself, but her eyes kept drifting to Steve, her father-in-law, who stood across the court, his toned body moving with the grace of a man who’d once been a pro.

When Raina had wanted to get more active, Steve had suggested tennis. He’d even offered to give her lessons on his backyard tennis court. Eager to get in shape, Raina had accepted with her husband, Keith’s encouragement.

“You’ve got a great swing, Raina,” Steve said, his voice smooth, and his eyes lingered on her for a moment too long. “You’re a natural.”

She flushed, brushing a strand of dark hair from her face. “Thanks,” she mumbled, trying to ignore the way her heart sped up when he smiled at her. It wasn’t just his compliments—it was the way he looked at her, like he could see right through her. Like he wanted her.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine. No, she scolded herself. You’re married to Keith. This is his father. You can’t—

“Ready for another round?” Steve asked, his tone playful, and Raina nodded, trying to push away the thoughts that were making her body heat in ways that had nothing to do with the sun.

—

After the lesson, Steve wiped the sweat from his brow and gestured toward his sprawling house. “Come on in. I’ll get us something cold to drink. You’ve earned it.”

Raina hesitated, but the thought of cool air and icy water was too tempting. She followed him inside, her eyes widening at the luxury of the place. The marble floors, the high ceilings, the art on the walls—it was nothing like the modest house she shared with Keith.

Steve handed her a glass of sparkling water, and their fingers brushed as she took it. “You know,” he said, his voice low, “you’re stunning, Raina. I’ve always thought so.”

Her breath caught. “Steve, we can’t—”

“Why not?” he interrupted, stepping closer. “You’ve been looking at me the same way I’ve been looking at you.”

Her cheeks burned, and she shook her head. “It’s wrong. I’m married to your son.”

“And yet,” he murmured, his hand cupping her cheek, “you’re here with me.”

Raina’s heart pounded in her chest. She knew she should pull away, should leave, but the heat in his eyes was undeniable. She wanted him. She needed him.

Their lips crashed together, the kiss frantic and hungry. Steve’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips as he pulled her closer. Raina moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Bedroom,” Steve gasped, breaking the kiss only long enough to grab her hand and lead her down the hall.

—

They didn’t make it far before they started shedding clothes. Steve’s shirt hit the floor, revealing his toned chest, and Raina’s tank top followed, her full breasts spilling out of her sports bra. Steve’s hands were everywhere, his fingers grazing her skin, sending sparks of pleasure through her.

By the time they reached the bed, they were both naked, their bodies pressed together, skin slick with sweat. Steve laid her down, his mouth claiming hers again as his hand slid between her legs. Raina gasped, her back arching as his fingers found her clit, rubbing tight circles that had her moaning his name.

“You’re so wet,” Steve growled, his voice thick with desire. “I want to taste you.”

He moved down her body, his tongue replacing his fingers, and Raina cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he devoured her. His tongue was relentless, flicking and sucking until she was trembling on the edge.

“Steve, please,” she begged, and he chuckled, the sound sending a thrill through her.

“Let’s sixty-nine,” he said, pulling her up so she was straddling his face.

Raina hesitated for only a moment before lowering herself onto him, her pussy hovering over his mouth as she took his hard cock into her own. She moaned as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. Steve’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her down onto his face as he lapped at her folds.

The sensation was overwhelming, her body shaking as Steve’s tongue worked its magic. She couldn’t focus on anything but the pleasure, the way her body was tightening, the way his cock felt in her mouth. She sucked him harder, her hands gripping his thighs as she rode his face.

“Fuck, Raina,” Steve groaned, his voice muffled by her pussy. “You’re incredible.”

She could feel her orgasm building, her moans growing louder as she got closer. “Steve,” she whimpered, and he responded by thrusting his tongue deeper, pushing her over the edge.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Steve didn’t stop, his tongue still working her until she was spent, collapsing onto the bed beside him.

But he wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. Raina gasped as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” Steve growled, his thrusts deep and deliberate. “You feel so good, Raina.”

She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he pounded into her, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. He pinched her nipples, and the added sensation had her crying out, her body responding to every touch.

Then Steve’s hand came down on her ass, the sharp slap making her gasp. He did it again, and again, the sound of skin on skin filling the room as her ass jiggled with each impact.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice dark with desire.

“Yes,” Raina whimpered, her voice shaking.

Steve grabbed the lube from the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her asshole. She tensed at first, but he was gentle, working her open until she was ready.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she did, her body going limp as he pushed his cock into her ass.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt, a mix of pain and pleasure that had her moaning loudly. Steve’s thrusts were slow at first, giving her time to adjust, but then he picked up speed, his cock sliding in and out of her ass as his hands gripped her hips.

Raina was lost in the sensation, her body moving with his as they both chased their release. She could feel her orgasm building again, her pussy clenching around nothing as Steve fucked her ass.

“Cum for me, Raina,” Steve growled, and she did, her body shaking as she came hard, her cries filling the room.

Steve wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her ass.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing heavily, their bodies still connected. Steve pulled her close, his lips pressing against her neck as they caught their breath.

“That was—” Raina started, but Steve cut her off with a kiss.

“Perfect,” he murmured, and she knew he was right. But as she lay there with him, guilt crept in, and she knew this was only the beginning.

25 - PAID FOR SEX BY HER DAUGHTER’S HUSBAND

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Cheating / Sex Work / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

Pete’s suburban house was like all the others on the street: manicured lawn, two-car garage, a solemn dignity that felt both inviting and judgmental. He answered the door himself, and a jolt, sharp and unexpected, went through her. He was handsome. Not in the polished, corporate-client way she was used to, but with a rugged, easy confidence that made her breath catch.

“Jada? Right on time. Come in.” His smile was easy, his eyes appraising, and he handed her the envelope without ceremony. She slipped it into her bag, the transaction complete before she’d even stepped fully inside. Efficient, she thought, a professional appreciation cutting through her usual detached numbness.

After her divorce, Jada had fallen on hard times. Her kids blamed her for the split, and she hadn’t talked to them in years. She was all alone with nowhere to turn when she lost her job. She’d reluctantly turned to sex work to make ends meet. But she had to admit, the money was good, and she enjoyed the freedom. And it was nice to know that men still found her attractive, even though she was nearly fifty-years old.

Pete led her through a tastefully decorated living room and into a master bedroom. It was then, as her eyes adjusted to the softer light, that she saw it. On the dresser, framed in silver, was a wedding photo. Her heart didn’t just skip a beat; it stalled, seized by an icy vice. The beaming bride, her hair in an elaborate updo, her smile radiant and full of a future she believed in, was Anna. Her daughter. And the groom, looking younger but unmistakable, was Pete.

The air vanished from the room. Her professional composure shattered. “That… that photo,” she whispered, her heart racing. “You’re married?”

Pete followed her gaze, and a low, easy laugh rumbled in his chest. “Yeah, that’s the wife. Don’t tell me you’ve never seen a wedding photo before, honey. I know the deal.”

“No,” Jada insisted, her voice gaining a panicked strength. “You don’t understand. Anna. She’s my daughter.” She turned to leave, her body moving on a primal instinct of flight, but his hand was on her arm, gentle but firm.

He didn’t look shocked. He looked… intrigued. A dark, hungry spark ignited in his eyes. “Is that right?” he murmured, his thumb stroking her forearm. “Well, I’ll be damned.” He didn’t let go. Instead, he stepped closer, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I don’t care. Honestly… it just makes this a whole lot hotter.” He reached into his wallet, pulled out another thick stack of bills, and placed it on top of her clutch. “Let’s not waste the opportunity. The price just doubled.”

Jada stared at the money. It was more than she made in a week. It was rent. It was freedom from another maxed-out credit card. Her mind screamed, a chaotic whirlwind of morality and maternal failure. But beneath the shock, a treacherous, long-dormant heat began to uncoil in her belly. The sheer audacity of it. The taboo. The power. Anna had broken her heart when she cut off contact. And now, here was Jada’s revenge, served up by her own son-in-law and wrapped in hundred-dollar bills.

Her hesitation crumbled. She gave a slow, deliberate nod. “Okay.”

A predatory grin spread across Pete’s face. “I knew you’d see it my way.”

Her fingers, which felt numb moments before, now moved with a new purpose. She unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet. She stood before him in just a black lace bra and matching panties, her body—toned from a desperate need to feel desirable again—on full display. His gaze was a physical touch, hot and approving.

“Damn, Anna never told me her mom was this fucking hot,” he breathed, closing the distance.

He didn’t kiss her mouth. His hands went to her breasts, cupping them through the lace before expertly unhooking the bra. It fell away, and his mouth was on her immediately, his tongue circling one nipple while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. A sharp, sweet gasp escaped her. This is wrong, this is so wrong, her mind chanted, but her body arched into his mouth, begging for more. The betrayal was a potent aphrodisiac, fueling a fire she’d thought was ash.

He sank to his knees, his hands hooking into the sides of her panties and pulling them down her legs. He kissed the inside of her thigh, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her soft skin. Then his tongue found her core, and Jada’s head fell back. He licked her with a focused intensity, a man who knew exactly what he was doing. He flattened his tongue against her clit, applying a perfect, steady pressure that made her knees buckle. He held her up, his strong arms around her thighs, as he devoured her. Her moans were not performances; they were raw, involuntary sounds ripped from a place of deep, forgotten pleasure.

“You taste incredible,” he growled against her, the vibration pushing her closer to the edge.

He stood, finally shedding his own clothes, and her eyes widened. He was thick, and hard, and beautifully built. Without a word, she took him in her hand, guiding him to her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the salt and musk of him, before taking him deep. She used every skill she’d learned, every trick that made men lose their minds, and Pete was no different. His groans were his approval, his hands tangling in her hair.

“Enough,” he finally gasped, pulling her up and onto the bed.

He positioned himself between her legs, and with one powerful, deep thrust, he was inside her. She cried out, the fullness a shock and a relief. He set a punishing, rhythmic pace from the start, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. This is your husband, Anna, a wicked part of her mind sang. I’ll hurt you, like you hurt me.

“You like that?” he grunted, his eyes locked on hers. “You like how your son-in-law fucks?”

“Yes,” she moaned, the admission freeing her entirely. “God, yes.”

He shifted, his voice a dark promise. “I want to take your ass, Jada.”

A fresh wave of dizzying taboo washed over her. She’d never… but for him, in this moment, she would. She rolled over, presenting herself to him on her hands and knees. She heard the cap of a lube bottle snap open, felt the cool gel on her most forbidden place. He pressed against her entrance, and she held her breath.

“Relax for me,” he whispered, and then he was pushing in, slowly, inexorably, stretching her in a way that was almost painful before transforming into a mind-blowing fullness.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something frantic and desperate. The slap of his skin against hers was the only sound in the room besides their ragged breathing. She felt her climax building again, a tidal wave of sensation fueled by depravity and a shocking, genuine ecstasy. When it crashed over her, it was violent, her body clenching around him, milking his length as she screamed into the comforter. His own release followed, a guttural roar as he emptied himself deep inside her.

They collapsed, a mess of sweat and spent passion. Silence descended, heavy and profound. Jada slowly got up, her body humming, her mind reeling. She dressed with trembling hands, avoiding the wedding photo, unable to look at Pete.

He watched her, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “I want to see you again.”

She paused, her hand on the doorknob. The part of her that was a mother, a woman with a conscience, screamed no. But the part of her that was alive, desired, powerful, and finally, thrillingly free, won out. She had enjoyed it. She had loved every sinful, degrading, liberating second of it.

She glanced back at him, her professional mask sliding back into place, though now it felt like a different person entirely behind it. “You have my number.”
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The stale scent of cheap air freshener couldn’t mask the underlying tension that had seeped into the walls of the house. Daryl stood in the doorway of the guest room, his fingers curling into a tight fist around the small, blackened spoon and the length of rubber tubing he’d found tucked under a pile of garish, lace-trimmed clothes. Gabrielle was using drugs again. Just like he knew she would.

A few months ago, she’d gotten out of rehab. With nowhere to go, she’d begged Katelyn, her daughter, for a place to stay. When Katelyn asked Daryl if her mother could move in with them, he’d said, “Absolutely not.” He knew how addicts were. They lied. They stole. They couldn’t be trusted. But the look in his wife’s eyes softened Daryl’s heart. For Katelyn, he’d relented. And it was a decision he’d immediately regretted.

Now, it was all over. Here was his chance to get rid of her. For good.

“Gabrielle,” his voice was a low, cold command that echoed down the hall. “Get in here. Now.”

A moment of silence was followed by the soft pad of bare feet on hardwood. She appeared in the hallway, her eyes wide and instantly alert, like a deer sensing a predator. She was, as always, dressed in something wholly inappropriate for a woman her age lounging around her son-in-law’s house: a thin, clingy tank top that showed the dark circles of her nipples and a pair of tiny shorts that hugged the curve of her ass.

“What is it, Daryl?” she asked, her voice a carefully constructed innocence.

He didn’t answer. He merely opened his hand, letting the damning evidence clatter onto the dresser. Her face, so expertly made-up, paled. The bravado evaporated, leaving behind a raw, frightened woman.

“Oh, God. Daryl, please.” Her words came out in a rushed, desperate whisper. She took a step into the room, her hand fluttering to her throat. “It’s not what you think. It’s old, I swear. From before.”

“Save it,” he spat, the disgust in his voice as much for himself as for her. He couldn’t stop noticing the way the fabric of her top strained against her chest as she breathed faster. “I’m calling Katelyn. You have one hour to pack your shit and get out of my house.”

“No!” The word was a strangled cry. She rushed forward, not toward the paraphernalia, but toward him, her hands coming up in a pleading gesture. “You can’t! She’ll be devastated. It’ll break her heart. She’ll think she failed. Please.”

“You should have thought of that before you brought this filth into my home.” He reached for his back pocket, for his phone.

Her next move was so swift it stole the air from his lungs. One of her pleading hands landed on his wrist, not to push it away, but to hold it. The other hand went to his belt buckle. Her eyes, wide and desperate just moments before, now held a different kind of fire. A calculating, primal heat.

“There’s another way,” she breathed, her voice dropping to a husky register that scraped against his nerves. She wasn't pleading anymore. She was negotiating.

“What the hell are you talking about?” he muttered, his body freezing even as a treacherous heat began to pool in his gut.

“You know what I’m talking about.” Her fingers, surprisingly deft, popped the button on his jeans. The rasp of the zipper coming down was the loudest sound in the world. “A trade. Your silence… for mine.”

His brain screamed at him to push her away, to recoil from the absurd, immoral offer. But his body, which had been treacherously aware of her from the moment she’d arrived with her tight clothes and hungry eyes, betrayed him. He stood rooted to the spot, a silent statue of complicity, as she sank to her knees before him.

She didn’t hesitate. She yanked his jeans and boxers down just enough to free his cock, which was already half-hard with a confusing mix of anger and illicit desire. God, he hated her. And God, he wanted her.

Her hot, wet mouth enveloped him in one smooth, expert motion. A low, guttural groan was ripped from his throat. His head fell back, his eyes squeezing shut as the sensation overwhelmed every protesting thought in his head. Her tongue swirled around the head, tasting him, before she plunged down again, taking him deeper. She wasn't just good; she was an artist. She deepthroated him with a practiced ease that spoke of a long history of using her body as a tool, hollowing her cheeks and setting a rhythm that had his fingers tangling in her hair, not to pull her away, but to hold her there.

When she pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his throbbing length, she looked up at him with a victorious glint in her eye. She knew she had him. In one fluid motion, she peeled the tank top over her head and shimmied out of the tiny shorts, standing before him completely naked. Her body was a revelation—toned, tanned, her breasts high and tipped with dark, hard nipples. She was every dirty fantasy he’d ever tried to suppress.

He was on her in an instant, his mouth crashing down on hers as he pushed her back onto the bed. His hands were all over her, groping her breasts, pinching her nipples, sliding down the flat plane of her stomach. He worshipped her body with his mouth, sucking a nipple until she cried out, then trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down her torso. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue finding her clit and lashing it with a ferocity that made her back arch off the bed.

“Oh, fuck, Daryl!” she moaned, her fingers clutching at the sheets.

He didn’t let up, driving her higher and higher with his tongue until her thighs were trembling around his head. Just as she began to crest, he pulled away, flipping her over onto her hands and knees with a force that was pure animal hunger. He positioned himself behind her, one hand guiding his cock to her wet entrance while the other gripped her hip. He slammed into her in one brutal, satisfying thrust.

She gasped, a sharp, punched-out sound of pure pleasure. He set a punishing pace, fucking her with a raw aggression that had been building for weeks. The sight of her ass bouncing back against him, the sound of their skin slapping together, the filthy, begging noises she was making—it was overwhelming. He leaned over her, gripping both her hips, driving into her deeper, harder.

“My ass,” she panted, craning her neck to look back at him, her eyes glazed with lust. “I want you to fuck my ass. Please.”

The request should have shocked him. It didn’t. It only fueled the fire. He spat onto his fingers, rubbing the moisture against her tight rosebud before pressing one finger inside. She whimpered, pushing back against the intrusion. He worked a second finger in, stretching her, preparing her. When he replaced his fingers with the head of his cock, she held her breath.

He pushed, slowly, an exquisite, unbearable pressure. Her cry was a mix of pain and ecstasy as he slid fully inside her, the tight, hot clench of her ass unlike anything he’d ever felt. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust, marveling at the feel of her body gripping him like a fist.

Then he began to move. The friction was insane, a white-hot pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her moans became incoherent pleas, begging for more, for him to go harder, deeper. He could feel her inner muscles begin to flutter around him, a telltale sign of her impending orgasm. It triggered his own. With a final, deep plunge, he came inside her, a hoarse, raw shout tearing from his throat as his orgasm ripped through him. Her own climax followed, her body milking him, drawing every last drop from him until he collapsed over her back, spent.

The silence that followed was heavy, broken only by their ragged breathing. The reality of what they’d just done came crashing down on him. He pulled out and quickly dressed, his hands shaking. She did the same, a small, knowing smirk playing on her swollen lips.

“This never happened,” he said, his voice hoarse. “This was a mistake.”

She just laughed, a low, throaty sound that held no humor. “Sure it was, Daryl. But from now on, you’re going to be a lot nicer to me, aren’t you?”
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The cursor hovered over the thumbnail, a grainy preview of a woman with a cascade of dark hair obscuring most of her face. But Joe knew that profile. He knew the slope of that neck, the curve of that shoulder. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat of denial and arousal. He clicked.

The video buffer spun for a second before resolving into a sharp, high-definition image. And there she was. Anna. His mother-in-law. She was leaning back in a plush chair, wearing a black lace chemise he’d never seen before, her lips painted a deep, dangerous red. She wasn’t looking at the camera, but at something off-screen, a sly smile playing on her lips.

“Well, hello there, stranger,” she purred, and the sound of her voice, so familiar yet so utterly transformed, sent a jolt straight to his groin. He hastily fumbled for his headphones, plugging them in just as she began to speak again, her words a low, intimate murmur meant only for him, even though he knew thousands could be listening. He was listening.

He watched, mesmerized and horrified, as her hand slipped between her legs, over the silk of her lingerie. She bit her lip, her eyes fluttering closed. “Mmm, that’s it. You like watching, don’t you?” Her fingers began to move in a slow, circular motion. Joe’s own hand was already on his cock, stroking himself through his jeans, the denim rough against his aching hardness. He was rock solid, throbbing with a need he’d suppressed for years.

He didn’t hesitate. He clicked the button for a private show, charging it to a credit card Bella never checked. The screen shifted, and now it was just the two of them. Anna’s eyes focused, as if she could see him. She smiled, a genuine, knowing smile.

“A private audience. I’m honored.” She stood, giving him a full view of her body, the lace hugging curves he’d only ever admired from a respectful distance at family dinners. She reached for something off-camera—a thick, veined silicone toy. She coated it generously with glistening lube, the sound obscene and perfect in his ears.

“This is what you want to see, isn’t it?” she whispered, aligning the tip with her entrance. Joe could only nod mutely at the screen, his breath catching in his throat. She sank onto it with a low, guttural moan, her head falling back, her back arching. “Oh, god… yes.”

Joe watched, stroking himself in time with her movements, each of her cries fueling his own frenzied pleasure. He came undone to the sight of her coming apart, her final, shuddering scream his name. His username. It was the most potent, forbidden thing he had ever experienced.

—

Two days later, the memory was a ghost haunting every thought. He found himself standing on her porch, the excuse of returning a borrowed serving dish feeling flimsy in his hands.

Anna answered the door, dressed in simple jeans and a sweater, her face free of the camera’s makeup. She looked like Bella’s mom again. But Joe could only see the woman from the screen.

“Joe! This is a surprise. Come in, come in.” She led him to the kitchen, the familiar room now charged with a new, electric energy. He placed the dish on the counter.

They made stilted small talk—work, Bella, the weather. The words were ash in his mouth. The real conversation hovered between them, thick and unspoken. He felt the weight of his secret, a live wire in his pocket.

Finally, he just said it. “I saw you. The other night.”

Anna froze, a glass of water halfway to her lips. Her face, so open a moment before, shut down. She placed the glass down with a quiet click. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Yes, you do,” Joe said, his voice softer now. “The ‘Midnight_Blossom’ site. It was you.”

A deep blush crept up her neck. She wrapped her arms around herself, looking vulnerable, exposed. “Joe… please. You can’t tell Bella. You can’t tell anyone.”

“I won’t,” he promised, taking a step closer. The space between them crackled. “I would never. I just… I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About you. God, Anna, you were so fucking beautiful.”

Her eyes, wide with fear a moment before, now darkened with something else. A spark. A challenge. The vulnerability melted away, replaced by the predatory confidence of the woman on the screen. She looked him up and down, a slow, appraising glance that made his blood heat.

She took the final step, closing the distance between them. Her scent, the same perfume she always wore, now seemed unbearably erotic.

“All that money for a show,” she murmured, her voice dropping to that familiar, intimate register. Her hand came up, her fingers brushing against the front of his trousers, feeling the hard outline of him. He jerked at her touch, a groan escaping his lips. “Do you want the real thing?”

The question hung in the air, a point of no return.

“Yes,” he breathed, the word ripped from the deepest, most hidden part of him. “God, yes.”

His hands were on her then, not the gentle hands of a son-in-law, but the possessive grip of a man claiming what he’d desired for years. He backed her against the kitchen counter, his mouth crashing down on hers. Her lips were just as soft as he’d imagined, but her kiss was hungry, demanding. She tasted of coffee and mint and pure, unadulterated sin.

He fumbled with his belt, his fingers clumsy with need. He freed his aching cock, and her eyes dropped, a low, appreciative sound humming in her throat. “Mmm, just as I hoped.”

She didn’t wait for him. Her hands were on his hips, pulling him forward. “Fuck my face, Joe. Do it.”

The raw command shattered the last of his control. He gripped the base of his shaft, guiding himself past her lips. She opened for him, taking him in with an eager, wet heat that made his knees weak. He pushed forward, and she took him deeper, her throat relaxing around the head of his cock. He felt the incredible, silken tightness, the convulsive swallow of her muscles.

“Oh, fuck, Anna…” he groaned, his head falling back.

She pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. “Deeper.”

He thrust again, and this time she took him all, her nose pressing into his abdomen. She was deepthroating him, her eyes watering but locked on his, filled with a triumphant fire. The sight, the feel, the wet, gagging sounds—it was overwhelming. He pistoned his hips, setting a rough, relentless rhythm, fucking her mouth with a abandon he’d never known.

When he felt his climax building too soon, he pulled out, his cock slick with her saliva. He spun her around, bending her over the cold granite of the kitchen island. He yanked her jeans and panties down to her knees in one rough motion, exposing the perfect, pale curves of her ass. The same ass he’d watched her worship with that toy.

He didn’t wait. He positioned himself and drove into her wetness in one long, brutal stroke. She cried out, a sharp, ecstatic scream that was muffled by the counter. She was so tight, so hot, clenching around him like a fist.

“Yes! Harder, Joe! Fuck me harder!” she begged, pushing back against him, meeting his every thrust.

He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh, and pounded into her. The kitchen filled with the sound of their slapping flesh, their ragged breaths, their animalistic grunts and moans. He’d never been this primal, this lost in pure sensation.

“Please…” she moaned, her voice strained. “Joe… I want you to fuck my ass. I need it. Please.”

The request, so filthy and perfect, sent a new wave of lust crashing through him. He slowed, pulling out. She whimpered at the loss. He found the bottle of olive oil on the counter, spilling the golden liquid onto his fingers. He traced the tight, forbidden pucker between her cheeks, and she shuddered, pushing back against the pressure.

“Yes… oh, yes… just like that…”

He worked one finger inside her, then a second, stretching her, preparing her. Her moans were continuous now, a desperate litany. When he replaced his fingers with the slick, broad head of his cock, she held her breath.

“Now,” she demanded. “Do it now.”

He pushed, a slow, inexorable invasion. The resistance was incredible, a tight, burning ring that gave way to an unbelievable, velvety heat. She screamed as he buried himself to the hilt, her entire body trembling. He stayed there for a long moment, both of them panting, overwhelmed by the intensity of the connection.

Then he began to move. It was a different kind of friction, tighter, more intense, every movement sending shockwaves through them both. He fucked her ass with a deep, rhythmic pace, one hand tangling in her hair, the other gripping her hip, anchoring himself in the sheer madness of it.

“I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his control splintering.

“Me too… don’t stop… oh god, don’t stop!” she cried out.

Her internal muscles clenched around him in a violent, pulsing rhythm, milking his orgasm from him. He came with a roar, pouring himself into her, his vision whiting out at the edges from the force of it. He collapsed over her, both of them slick with sweat, their bodies heaving.

The guilt came instantly, a cold wave washing over the receding heat of his pleasure. Bella. What had he done?

Anna, as if reading his mind, slowly straightened up. She turned to face him, her expression not one of regret, but of fierce, thrilling satisfaction. She traced a finger down his damp chest, her touch sparking on his oversensitive skin.

“Don’t,” she whispered, her voice husky. “Don’t you dare feel guilty. This is our secret. And secrets…” She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “…make the next time so much hotter.”
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The hotel room door clicked shut behind Anna, the raucous sounds of the casino floor vanishing into the thick, silent carpet. The room was dim, lit only by the neon glow of the Vegas strip bleeding through the parted curtains. A clean, steamy scent hung in the air, and from the en suite bathroom, she heard the squeak of a faucet being turned off.

A lazy, tipsy smile spread across her lips. Chuck had left the bar with his twin brother Brad nearly an hour ago, claiming they needed to grab something from the room. She’d given them a twenty-minute head start, finishing her drink and letting the warm buzz of expensive tequila settle deep in her bones. They were here to celebrate Brad and Chuck’s birthday. The alcohol was flowing. They were letting loose, and having a good time.

The bathroom door opened, and a cloud of steam billowed out. Chuck emerged, a white towel slung low around his hips, his torso gleaming with lingering droplets of water. His dark hair was damp and messy. He looked up, his expression one of mild surprise.

“Hey, you,” Anna murmured, her voice husky. She crossed the room to him, the alcohol fueling a boldness she usually kept leashed. She didn’t give him a chance to speak. She slid her hands up his damp, warm chest, leaned in, and captured his mouth with hers.

It tasted familiar, yet… different. A hint of his brother’s cigar, maybe, instead of the whiskey Chuck preferred. But the feel of his lips, the shape of them—it was him. Her hands slid down his taut stomach, her fingers slipping beneath the terrycloth towel. She found him, and her fingers wrapped around his hardening length. So eager for me already.

He froze against her mouth. She felt his entire body go rigid with a shock that was unmistakable. His hands, which had started to rise to her hips, stopped mid-air.

Anna broke the kiss, pulling back just an inch to look into his eyes. The same shade of blue as Chuck’s, but the look in them… it was all wrong. It wasn’t the warm, familiar gaze of her boyfriend. It was a wide-eyed, stunned expression, a flicker of alarm and then something else, something far more dangerous.

Oh, god.

Her hand, still wrapped around his cock, felt like it was burning. She jerked it away as if shocked. “Brad?” The name was a horrified whisper.

A slow, utterly wicked smile spread across his face—Chuck’s face, but not. “Surprise.”

“Where’s Chuck?” she stammered, her face flushing with a heat that had nothing to do with tequila.

“He forgot his wallet, went running back to the bar. I needed a shower, didn’t feel like trekking to my room.” Brad’s voice was a near-perfect mimic, but the cadence was just a fraction smoother, a little more confident. He didn’t try to cover himself. The towel tented prominently where she had just touched him. “Guess I should be flattered.”

Anna’s mind raced. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But her body was betraying her, a throbbing ache building between her legs that hummed in time with her frantic heartbeat. The initial shock was morphing, curdling into a dark, pulsing intrigue.

Brad took a step closer, the space between them vanishing. He didn’t touch her. He just let his gaze roam over her face, down her body, and back up. “He’ll be gone for a while.” His voice dropped to a conspiratorial murmur. “No one has to know.”

The invitation hung in the steam-filled air, thick and heavy. Every sensible thought screamed at her to walk away. But the tequila and the neon and the sheer, illicit thrill of it all held her rooted to the spot. Her breath hitched.

Seeing her hesitation, he closed the final distance. This time, when his mouth found hers, it wasn’t surprised. It was hungry, demanding, and expert. His tongue plunged past her lips, and a moan was ripped from her throat. This is not Chuck. The thought was a final, fading protest before it was drowned out by a wave of pure sensation.

His hands were on her, tearing at her clothes with an urgency Chuck never showed. The little black dress was shoved down her shoulders, her bra unhooked and discarded in one fluid motion. He broke the kiss to look at her, his eyes dark with lust as he palmed her breasts, his thumbs circling her hardened nipples. “Fuck, Anna.”

He backed her toward the king-sized bed, his towel falling away, forgotten on the floor. He was magnificent, every inch of him a duplicate of the man she loved, yet the aura was entirely new, electrifying. He laid her down on the cool duvet, his body covering hers.

His mouth was everywhere. He sucked one nipple deep into the heat of his mouth, his tongue flicking over the peak until she was arching off the bed, her fingers tangled in his damp hair. He worshiped her breasts with a focus that felt sinfully deliberate, as if he was memorizing the feel of her, the taste of her. Then his lips began a slow, torturous descent.

He kissed a blazing trail down her quivering stomach, his hands hooking into the sides of her panties and dragging them down her legs. He settled between her thighs, his broad shoulders pushing her legs further apart. The first hot puff of his breath against her soaked center made her cry out.

And then his tongue was on her.

It was an act of devotion and devouring. He didn’t just taste her; he consumed her. His tongue lashed her clit in firm, flat strokes before circling it with maddening precision. He slipped two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot deep within that made her vision whiten at the edges. Oh god, oh god, he knows. He knew exactly how to move, the rhythm, the pressure. He was mapping her body with his tongue, learning what made her gasp, what made her buck against his mouth, what made her beg.

“Brad… please,” she whimpered, her hips moving of their own volition, riding his face. The coil of pleasure in her gut was wound impossibly tight, ready to snap.

He pulled back, his chin glistening. His eyes met hers, blazing with primal need. “You want me to stop?” The question was a low growl.

“No,” she breathed. “No.”

In a swift motion, he flipped her onto her stomach. The world tilted. He helped her up onto her hands and knees, the new position sending a fresh jolt of wanton vulnerability through her. His hands smoothed over the curve of her ass, spreading her open. She felt the cool air on her most intimate places, followed by the warm, wet press of his tongue licking a bold stripe from her clit to the tight, forbidden pucker of her ass.

She gasped, burying her face in the duvet. His thumb replaced his tongue, rubbing slow, insistent circles there as his mouth returned to her pussy, driving her higher. The dual sensation was overwhelming. It was dirty. It was perfect.

She felt him shift behind her. The blunt, slick head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and for one glorious moment, he filled her there, his thrusts deep and claiming. But then he pulled out. She felt his hand, now slick with her own arousal, press against her other hole.

“Relax for me,” he commanded, his voice rough with strain.

She took a shuddering breath, forcing her muscles to unclench. The pressure was immense, a stretching, burning fullness that was so wrong it tipped over into incredible. He pushed inside her ass, one exquisite, unbearable inch at a time, until he was fully sheathed, his body flush against hers. A broken sob escaped her, a sound of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.

He held still for a moment, letting her adjust to the incredible invasion. Then he began to move.

His pace was relentless, each thrust a masterful calculation of friction and depth. One hand gripped her hip, fingers digging into her flesh, while the other snaked around her front, finding her clit and rubbing furious, tight circles. The pleasure was a live wire, sparking through her entire body. She was being split open, claimed in a way she never had been, and the psychological taboo of it—of it being him, of the deception—short-circuited her last coherent thought.

The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seismic explosion that locked her muscles and stole the air from her lungs. Her inner walls clenched around nothing while her ass clenched around him, the violent pulses of her peak milking his own release.

With a guttural groan, he sank deep, his body shuddering against hers as he came, his hot release flooding into her. He collapsed over her back, his sweat-slick chest pressing against her spine, both of them panting, wrecked.

They stayed like that for a long moment, the only sound their ragged breathing. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. The loss of him felt profound. They didn’t speak. They simply moved, a wordless, hurried scramble to find their clothes and get dressed. The evidence of what they’d done was wiped away, the bed hastily smoothed.

Anna was just pulling her dress back on when the electronic key reader at the door beeped.

Brad’s eyes snapped to hers, wide and alert. He was across the room in two strides, grabbing his discarded towel just as the door swung open.

Chuck stood there, holding his wallet, a grin on his face. “Sorry, baby, the line was a nightmare. You wouldn’t believe it.” His gaze swept the room, landing on his brother, now conveniently wrapped in a towel again. “Oh, hey, you’re still here.”

Anna’s heart hammered against her ribs. She looked from one identical face to the other, the memory of Brad’s weight, his taste, his possession, seared into her very cells. A wicked, thrilling shiver ran down her spine.

She met Brad’s eyes across the room, and she saw the same fire there, the same unspoken secret.

We are definitely doing that again.

29 - STEALING HER SISTER’S BOYFRIEND

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Kissing / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The last box, labeled ‘MISC,’ landed in the closet with a dull thud. Jeffrey straightened up, wiping a faint sheen of sweat from his brow with the back of his arm. The muscles in his shoulders tightened pleasantly under his thin cotton t-shirt. Mischa watched, her bottom lip caught lightly between her teeth.

“There,” he said, turning to her with a smile that made her stomach flutter. “All moved. Mary wasn’t kidding, you really did have a storage unit full of… what was in those, anyway?”

“Just old stuff,” Mischa murmured, stepping closer. The air in the hallway suddenly felt thick, charged. “Things I’ve been meaning to get rid of for years.”

He nodded, that easy, oblivious smile still on his face. “Happy to help. You know that.”

She did know. That was the problem. He was so good. So kind and helpful and everything her sister didn’t deserve. The green-eyed monster that had taken up permanent residence in Mischa’s chest since Mary first brought him home for dinner purred with anticipation.

Jeffrey’s smile slowly faded as he registered her proximity, the intensity of her gaze. “Mischa? You okay?”

“Why did you really come over today, Jeffrey?” she asked, her voice a low, intimate hum.

“You… you called. You said you needed help with the boxes.”

“Mary’s out of town for a whole week,” she stated, her eyes locked on his. She saw the moment his brain made the connection, the slight widening of his pupils, the subtle parting of his lips. Yes. He wasn’t stupid. “She’ll never know.”

“Mischa,” he said, and his voice had dropped an octave, a rough note of warning threading through it. “That’s your sister. This is… this is wrong.”

“Is it?” She closed the final inch between them, her hand coming to rest on his chest. She could feel the solid muscle, the frantic beat of his heart beneath her palm. It matched her own. He wants this. He wants me. “It doesn’t feel wrong. It feels inevitable.” She tilted her face up to his. “I’ve wanted you since the moment I saw you. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

He hesitated, a war playing out in his handsome features. Loyalty versus lust. Decency versus desire. Mischa saw the exact moment lust won. His resistance didn't just crumble; it vaporized.

“God,” he groaned, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploring kiss. It was an explosion. His lips were hot and demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a dizzying urgency. Mischa moaned into him, her fingers tangling in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. This was it. This was what she’d craved. The taste of him, the faint hint of coffee and something uniquely male, flooded her senses.

She broke the kiss, breathless, and took his hand. Without a word, she led him down the hall to her bedroom, her heart hammering against her ribs. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in their illicit world.

Her eyes never leaving his, Mischa reached for the button of his jeans. The denim was rough under her fingers. She popped it open, then slowly, deliberately, drew the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of his jeans and briefs and pushed them down his hips in one fluid motion.

His cock sprang free, thick and already fully erect, curving up towards his stomach. Mischa’s mouth watered. He’s so much bigger than I imagined. She wrapped her fingers around his length, delighting in the velvety heat of his skin over the iron-hard core. A drop of moisture beaded at the tip and she swiped it away with her thumb before sinking to her knees.

She looked up at him, at the raw hunger on his face, before taking him into her mouth. She started slow, swirling her tongue around the broad head, savoring his sharp intake of breath. Then she took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate him, her throat relaxing to take his length. Her head bobbed slowly, then faster, one hand working the base of his shaft while the other cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

“Fuck, Mischa,” he gritted out, his hands fisting in her hair. Not pushing, just holding on. “Your mouth… it’s incredible.”

She hummed in response, the vibration making his hips jerk. She took him all, until her nose was buried in the coarse hair at his base, her throat convulsing around him. She pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock.

He hauled her to her feet, his own hands now frantic. He yanked her shirt over her head, his mouth finding hers again as he unhooked her bra. It fell away and he broke the kiss to stare at her breasts, cupping them, his thumbs brushing over her taut nipples.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, before lowering his head to take one pebbled peak into his mouth. He sucked, hard, and a bolt of pure lightning shot straight to her core.

He laid her back on the bed, peeling her leggings and panties down her legs in one desperate motion. He tossed them aside and stared at her, naked and spread out for him. His gaze was like a physical touch, heating her skin everywhere it landed.

Then he was on the bed, kneeling between her legs, pushing them apart. He buried his face in her without warning, his tongue licking a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit. Mischa cried out, her back arching off the bed. He feasted on her, his tongue circling, flicking, plunging inside her. He devoured her like a man starved, one hand pinning her hip to the bed, the other sliding up to pinch and roll a nipple.

The orgasm built fast and ferocious, a coil of pure pleasure tightening deep inside her. “Jeffrey… I’m going to…” The words were a broken plea. He sucked her clit into his mouth, and she shattered. Waves of ecstasy crashed over her, her body trembling uncontrollably as she rode out the sensation against his relentless mouth.

Before she could even come down, he was moving over her, positioning himself at her entrance. He pushed inside her with one smooth, powerful thrust, filling her completely. She gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

He set a punishing rhythm from the start, each drive of his hips hitting a spot that made her see stars. The headboard knocked a steady beat against the wall. She met him thrust for thrust, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back. Their skin slapped together, the room filled with the sounds of their ragged breathing and guttural moans.

“Roll over,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed instantly, getting onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He kneaded the flesh of her ass, spreading her open. She felt the slick press of his thumb against her other hole, circling, applying gentle pressure. She tensed for a second, then forced herself to relax, to push back against him.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Do it.”

He spit, the sound crude and electrifying, and used the moisture to slick her. He pressed the head of his cock against her tight ring of muscle. “Breathe,” he instructed.

She exhaled, and he pushed. There was a sharp, burning stretch, then an incredible feeling of fullness as he sank inch by inch into her ass. It was an invasion, a conquest, and it was the most erotic thing she had ever felt. He held still, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming sensation.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep, deliberate thrusts that stole the air from her lungs. Each stroke went deeper than the last, a relentless friction that ignited every nerve ending. She pushed back against him, meeting each plunge, a moan torn from her throat with every movement. He gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, his rhythm becoming faster, more frantic.

She could feel her second orgasm building, a different, deeper quake that started in her core and radiated outward. “I’m going to come again,” she cried out, the words muffled by the comforter.

That was all it took. With a guttural groan, Jeffrey slammed into her one last time, his body rigid as he emptied himself deep inside her. The feeling of his hot release pulsing within her triggered her own climax, a violent, shuddering wave that left her weak and boneless.

They collapsed onto the bed in a tangled, sweaty heap, his body still half-covering hers. His breath was hot against her neck. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing slowing.

Mischa traced idle patterns on his arm. No regret. Only a fierce, triumphant satisfaction. She had him.

He shifted, pulling her closer. “She gets back Thursday afternoon,” he murmured, his voice drowsy.

Mischa smiled into the darkness. “Then you should come over Wednesday night.”

30 - SEARCHING FOR FAMILY, FINDING LOVE

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“No one has to know, Jada.”

The words hung in the humid air between them, a dangerous, delicious invitation. Vince’s eyes, the same shade of hazel as her own, held hers with an intensity that made her heart hammer against her ribs. The park around them—the laughing children, the barking dogs, the gentle rustle of oak trees—seemed to fade into a distant blur. There was only him. Only this.

Only the terrifying, thrilling idea.

—

It started a few days ago. Jada, her hands still shaking from the confrontation with her parents, had driven to the address on the slip of paper. Her birth mother’s last known residence. It was a long shot, a Hail Mary pass thrown by a desperate heart. Her mother, she learned from a neighbor, had passed away years ago. But her mother had a sister. And that sister had a son. Jada had a cousin. Vince.

He’d agreed to meet her at the park. And when he’d walked toward her, it was like seeing a ghost of herself in masculine form. The same sharp cheekbones, the same full mouth, the same curious tilt of the head. He was, without a doubt, family.

But the feeling that twisted low in her belly as she shook his hand wasn’t familial. It was a sharp, primal pull. They’d talked for an hour on a sun-warmed bench, finding an easy rhythm, a shared sense of humor, and a frightening number of common interests. The attraction was a live wire, buzzing just under the surface of every glance, every casual brush of his arm against hers.

“It’s a shame, really,” she’d said, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “You’re like… the perfect guy. And you’re my cousin. The universe has a sick sense of humor.”

He’d just smiled, a slow, knowing curl of his lips. “Like I said. No one has to know.”

Now, in his apartment, the door clicking shut behind them sealed their secret world. The air was cool, smelling of clean linen and something faintly spicy. The silence was thick, charged. He didn’t turn on a light, the fading evening sun casting long, dramatic shadows across the open living space.

He turned to her, his gaze dropping to her mouth. “This is a bad idea,” she whispered, but she was already leaning into him, her body betraying her words.

“The worst,” he agreed, his voice a low rumble as his hands came up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was an inferno. His lips were firm and demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confidence that made her knees weak. She met his hunger with her own, her hands fisting in the soft cotton of his shirt, pulling him closer. The world narrowed to the slick, hot slide of his tongue, the faint taste of coffee, the scent of his skin—a scent that was somehow new and deeply familiar all at once.

He walked her backward, never breaking the kiss, his hands roaming from her face, down her neck, to her shoulders. His fingers found the thin strap of her sundress and pushed it down. The fabric whispered over her skin, pooling at her feet until she stood in only her lace underwear. The cool air pebbled her skin, but his gaze was hot as it raked over her.

“Jesus, Jada,” he breathed, his eyes dark with want.

Her own hands were busy, fumbling with the buttons of his shirt, pushing the material aside to reveal a taut, sculpted chest. She pressed her palms against the warm skin, feeling the frantic beat of his heart under her hand. His belt buckle clinked as he undid it, his jeans and boxers joining her dress on the floor.

He was magnificent. Fully erect, his length thick and straining. Without a word, driven by a need that overrode all hesitation, she sank to her knees on the soft rug. Her hands slid up his muscular thighs as she looked up at him. His expression was one of raw, unfiltered anticipation.

She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the drop of moisture already beading at his tip. He hissed, his fingers tangling in her hair. Salty. Musky. His. She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her. She swirled her tongue around the head, then slid down his length, taking him deeper until she felt him hit the back of her throat.

A guttural groan ripped from his chest. “Fuck.”

Her head began to bob, establishing a rhythm. One of her hands cupped his sac, rolling the tight spheres within, while the other gripped the base of his shaft. She lost herself in the act, in the sounds of his ragged breathing, in the feel of him pulsing against her tongue. She was claiming him, just as he had claimed her.

But he wanted more. He gently pulled her to her feet, his kiss tasting of herself, and guided her toward the bedroom. They fell onto the cool duvet in a tangle of limbs.

He kissed his way down her body—her neck, the valley between her breasts, her quivering stomach—until he was nestled between her thighs. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside. He paused, just looking at her, spread open before him. “So fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against her most sensitive skin.

And then his mouth was on her.

His tongue was a flat, wet stroke against her entire slit, making her back arch off the bed. A broken cry escaped her lips. He didn’t tease. He feasted. His tongue circled her clit, flicking over the swollen nub with pinpoint accuracy before diving down to plunge into her entrance. He was relentless, drinking from her, his groans of pleasure vibrating through her entire body. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearable, until she was shaking, begging, her fingers clawing at the sheets.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped. He flipped her onto her stomach with a strength that left her breathless. He dragged her up onto her knees, her ass in the air. He spread her cheeks, and then his mouth was on her again, but in a place so much more forbidden.

She gasped into the mattress as his tongue traced the tight, hidden furl of her ass. Oh god. It was an intimacy so profound it stole the air from her lungs. He licked and probed, making her writhe, making her push back against his face, shameless in her need.

She felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cock at her wet entrance. He slid into her with one powerful, deep thrust that made her see stars. He filled her completely, stretching her, his pelvis grinding against her ass. He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust jolting through her, his balls slapping against her clit. The room filled with the sound of skin on skin, their ragged moans, the creak of the bed.

“You like that, cousin?” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips hard, surely leaving bruises.

“Yes! God, yes!” she cried, the taboo word only heightening her pleasure.

He fucked her like that, hard and deep, until she was mindless with need. Then he stilled. She heard the click of a cap. A moment later, a cool, slick finger pressed against her other hole, circling, preparing. She held her breath. He pressed inward, slowly, stretching her in a whole new way. The sensation was overwhelming, a delicious, full burn.

He replaced his finger with the head of his cock. “Relax for me,” he whispered, his voice strained. She took a deep breath and let it out, and he pushed.

The invasion was exquisite. A sharp, stretching pain that instantly melted into a deep, throbbing pleasure as he sank all the way in. He was so deep, so impossibly full. He began to move again, shallow thrusts at first, then longer, deeper ones. He reached around to rub her clit, his fingers knowing exactly how to move.

It was too much. The dual sensations, the filthy, wrong rightness of it all, crashed over her. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that clenched every muscle in her body, her ass milking his length.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his own roar muffled against her shoulder as he spilled his warmth deep inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed, a sweaty, breathless heap of tangled limbs. He was still inside her, both of them panting, hearts racing. He nuzzled her neck, placing a soft, tender kiss there. The contrast to their frantic coupling was startling.

Jada lay there, feeling the steady thump of his heart against her back, the slick heat between her legs, the profound fullness. A slow smile spread across her face. She’d found a piece of her family. And in doing so, she’d found this. This dark, secret, incredible pleasure.

She knew it was wrong. But as his arms tightened around her, she truly, honestly didn’t care.

31 - THE DRUG DEALER’S OFFER

MF / BDSM / Striptease / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Bondage / Rope / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Candy’s phone buzzed on the coffee table, the screen lighting up with a single word: Paul. Her heart skipped a beat, hands trembling as she reached for it. She’d been dreading this call for weeks. The debt. The addiction. The way Paul’s voice could send shivers down her spine even when she wasn’t high. She answered, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Paul?”

“You’re late on your payment, Candy,” he said, his tone smooth but edged with something sharp. “We need to talk. Come over. Now.”

The line went dead. Candy stared at the phone, her chest tightening. She grabbed her keys, her mind racing. She owed him too much, and she didn’t have a dime to her name. What’s he going to do to me? She drove in a haze, the city lights blurring as she sped toward his apartment.

Paul’s place was sleek, modern, and intimidating—just like him. When she knocked, the door swung open, and there he was. Paul looked as handsome as ever, his dark eyes piercing, his fitted shirt hugging his frame in all the right places. He leaned against the doorframe, a small, knowing smirk on his lips.

“Candy. Come in.”

She stepped inside, her stomach in knots. The apartment smelled faintly of cologne and something sharper, like leather. Paul closed the door behind her, the click of the lock making her jump.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the couch.

She obeyed, perched on the edge, her knees bouncing nervously. Paul sat across from her, his gaze unwavering.

“You owe me a lot of money,” he began, his voice calm but laced with authority. “And you’ve been dodging me.”

“I’m sorry, Paul,” she stammered. “I just… I don’t have it right now. But I’ll get it. I swear.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “I don’t think you will, Candy. But I’m willing to make a deal.”

Her pulse quickened. “A deal?”

Paul leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. “I’ll clear your debt. All of it. But you have to do something for me.”

Her mouth went dry. “What do you want?”

His smirk widened. “You. Right now. In my bedroom.”

Candy’s breath hitched. She’d fantasized about this, about him, more times than she could count. But this wasn’t a fantasy. This was real. And the way he was looking at her—predatory, possessive—made her stomach twist in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“Okay,” she whispered.

Paul stood and held out his hand. She took it, her palm clammy. He led her to his bedroom, and when they stepped inside, her eyes widened. The room was dimly lit, the walls lined with shelves holding ropes, restraints, and an array of sex toys that made her cheeks flush.

Paul let go of her hand and turned to face her. “Strip.”

Candy hesitated for only a moment before she began to pull her shirt over her head, fumbling with the buttons of her jeans.

“Slow down,” Paul said, his voice low and commanding. “Don’t rush it. Give me a show.”

She swallowed hard, her hands trembling as she slowed her movements. Paul reached over to a speaker and turned on some music, the bass thrumming through the room. Candy swayed to the rhythm, her hips moving almost involuntarily as she peeled off her jeans. She stood before him in just her bra and panties, her skin tingling under his gaze.

“Take it all off,” he said, his voice dripping with authority.

She unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, and then slid her panties down her legs. Paul’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his gaze lingering on every curve.

“On your knees,” he commanded.

Candy dropped to her knees, her heart pounding. Paul unzipped his pants, his cock springing free. It was thick, veiny, and perfectly erect. She licked her lips, her mouth watering as she reached for it.

“Worship it,” he said, his voice rough.

She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the head. She swirled her tongue around the tip before taking him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him as she bobbed her head.

“That’s it,” Paul groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. “Tell me how much you love it.”

“You’re so big,” she whispered between strokes, her voice breathy. “I love it, Paul. I love your cock.”

He pulled her hair, forcing her to look up at him. “Good girl. Now, stand up.”

Candy obeyed, her legs shaky as she rose to her feet. Paul grabbed a pair of ropes from the shelf and guided her to the bed. He pushed her down onto it, her back hitting the mattress as he tied her wrists to the bedposts.

“Now,” he said, his voice a low growl, “let’s see how much you can take.”

Candy’s eyes widened as Paul grabbed a vibrator from the shelf. He turned it on, the buzzing sound making her clench with anticipation. He dragged it over her thighs, teasing her, before pressing it against her clit. She gasped, her hips bucking off the bed as pleasure shot through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “More.”

Paul smirked, pulling the vibrator away. “Not yet.”

He reached for something else—a large, tentacle-shaped dildo. Candy’s breath quickened as he held it up, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desire.

“Open your legs,” he ordered.

Candy spread her legs, her pussy already dripping. Paul rubbed the dildo against her, the cold silicone making her shiver.

“You want this?” he asked, his voice dark.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He pressed it against her entrance, slowly pushing it inside. Candy moaned, her back arching as the dildo stretched her, filling her in ways she’d never imagined.

“That’s it,” Paul said, his voice rough. “Take it all.”

He thrust the dildo deeper, the ridges of the tentacle stimulating her in ways that made her scream with pleasure. Her orgasm hit her hard, her body convulsing as she came, the dildo still inside her.

Paul pulled it out, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Good girl. But we’re not done yet.”

He unzipped his pants again, his cock still hard. He positioned himself at her entrance, but instead of pushing into her pussy, he pressed against her ass.

Candy’s eyes widened. “Paul, I’ve never—”

“You want to pay your debt, don’t you?” he interrupted, his voice firm.

She nodded, swallowing hard.

“Then relax,” he said, his voice softening just a little.

Paul pressed into her, his cock stretching her tight ass. Candy whimpered, the pain mixed with pleasure as he pushed deeper. He began to thrust, each movement sending waves of ecstasy through her.

“You’re doing so well,” Paul groaned, his pace quickening. “Take it all, Candy.”

She came again, her body trembling as he filled her. Paul’s thrusts became erratic, and with a final groan, he came inside her, his cum filling her ass.

He untied her wrists, his breathing heavy. “You did great, Candy. Your debt is cleared.”

Candy lay there, her body spent, her mind still reeling. Paul looked down at her, his smirk returning.

“How would you like free drugs?” he asked.

She blinked, confused. “Free drugs?”

“Be my personal submissive,” he said, his voice low and enticing. “And I’ll keep you supplied. No more debts. Just you, me, and whatever I want to do to you.”

Candy hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes, Paul. I’ll do it.”

He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “Good girl.”

The sound of his voice sent a shiver down her spine as he whispered, “Now, let’s see how far you’re willing to go.”

32 - AN ENTICING PROPOSITION

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Ball Gag / Nipple Clamps / Butt Plug / Vibrator / Dildo / Double Penetration / Anal

The envelope in Dawn’s hand felt heavier than it should have. She stared at the final notice stamped across the bill, her stomach twisting into knots. The rent was due tomorrow, and her bank account was as empty as the shelves in her pantry. She sank into her threadbare couch, the weight of her situation pressing down on her shoulders. What am I going to do? she thought, running a hand through her long, dark hair.

She had always managed to scrape by, but this time felt different. Her job at the café barely covered her groceries, let alone the mountain of debt she was drowning in. She needed a solution, and fast. That’s when she saw the ad tucked into the corner of the local paper: Waitress Wanted – Tips Included. Inquire at The Velvet Rose.

The Velvet Rose. She knew the name. It was the strip club on the edge of town, the kind of place she’d never imagined stepping foot in. But desperate times called for desperate measures. She glanced at the clock. It was still early enough to swing by before they opened for the evening.

The walk to the club was a blur. Her mind raced with possibilities, her stomach a mix of nerves and hunger. When she arrived, the building was unassuming from the outside, its neon sign dark and lifeless in the daylight. She pushed open the door, the sound of her heels clicking against the tile floor echoing in the empty space.

“Hello?” she called out, her voice trembling slightly.

A man stepped out from behind the bar, his presence immediately commanding her attention. He was tall, his broad shoulders accentuated by the tight black shirt he wore. His dark eyes locked onto hers, and she felt a shiver run down her spine.

“Can I help you?” he asked, his voice smooth and deep.

“I… I’m here about the waitress job,” Dawn stammered, clutching her purse tighter.

He tilted his head, eyes narrowing as he took her in. “You’re applying for a waitress position here?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing under his intense gaze.

He stepped closer, his boots thudding against the floor. “You’re too beautiful to be a waitress.”

Her breath hitched. “I… I don’t understand.”

A slow smirk spread across his lips. “Let me introduce myself. I’m Jeremy, the manager here. And I think you’re better suited for something… more lucrative.”

Her heart pounded in her chest. “What do you mean?”

His hand brushed against her arm, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “I have a proposition for you. A partnership, if you will.”

Her mind raced. She wasn’t sure what he meant, but there was something about the way he looked at her that made her skin tingle. “What kind of partnership?”

“You’re new to this world, aren’t you?” he asked, his voice low and knowing.

Dawn hesitated, then nodded. “I’ve never worked at a place like this before.”

“I can tell,” he said, his smirk returning. “But I see potential in you. How would you feel about becoming my personal submissive?”

Her eyes widened. “Your… what?”

“A submissive,” he repeated, his tone steady. “Someone who trusts me to guide them, to take control. It’s not for everyone, but I think you might enjoy it.”

She swallowed hard, the idea both terrifying and intriguing. “I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“There’s no pressure,” he said, his voice softening. “This is your choice. But if you’re curious, I can show you what it’s like.”

Dawn’s mind was a whirlwind of thoughts. She needed the money, but this… this was something else entirely. Yet, there was a part of her that wanted to know more, that wanted to see where this could lead.

She took a deep breath. “Can I… think about it?”

He nodded. “Take your time. But if you decide to explore this, I’ll be here.”

She hesitated, then made a decision. “Show me.”

The corner of his mouth lifted in a satisfied smile. “Follow me.”

He led her through the club, down a dimly lit hallway to a door at the end. He unlocked it and stepped inside, flicking on the lights. The room was unlike anything Dawn had ever seen. Leather restraints hung from the walls, and a bench fitted with straps sat in the center of the room. Her heart raced as she took it all in.

“Take off your clothes,” Jeremy instructed, his voice firm but not unkind.

Her hands trembled as she began to undress, her breaths coming in shallow gasps. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also… something else. Something she couldn’t quite name.

When she stood before him, naked and unsure, he stepped closer, his eyes roaming over her body. “Lie down on the bench,” he ordered.

She obeyed, the cool leather pressing against her back as he secured her wrists and ankles with the restraints. Her heart pounded as he picked up a ball gag, holding it up for her to see.

“Open,” he said, and she did, her mouth dry as he placed the gag between her teeth and fastened it behind her head.

Next came the clamps, their cold metal biting into her nipples, sending a sharp jolt of pain and pleasure through her. She whimpered, her body reacting in ways she hadn’t expected.

Jeremy stepped back, admiring his work. “Doing well so far. Let’s see how much you can take.”

He grabbed a large butt plug, coating it with lube before guiding it to her entrance. She tensed, her muscles tightening as he pressed it in, the sensation both strange and exhilarating.

“Relax,” he murmured, his hand resting on her hip. “Let it in.”

She forced herself to breathe, to loosen up, and soon the plug was fully seated inside her, stretching her in a way that made her gasp around the gag.

Jeremy reached for the hitachi vibrator, turning it on and pressing it against her clit. The vibrations sent shockwaves through her, her hips bucking against her restraints as pleasure built within her. She was so close, so close—

And then he pulled it away.

She whined, her body screaming for release, but he shook his head. “Not yet.”

Her eyes pleaded with him, but he remained unmoved. Instead, he picked up two large dildos, their size making her eyes widen. He coated them with lube and positioned one at her entrance, sliding it into her with a steady, deliberate motion. She felt every inch of it, her body stretching to accommodate its girth.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval.

He worked the dildo in and out of her, the sensations overwhelming her. Jeremy pulled out the buttplug. She tensed, her body instinctively resisting, but he pressed on, sliding the other dildo into her ass. The feeling was intense as both dildos stretched her.

“Breathe,” he reminded her, his free hand running soothingly along her thigh.

She did, her body slowly adjusting as he pushed the dildo in, the dual penetration sending her into a haze of pleasure and pain. She couldn’t think, couldn’t focus on anything but the overwhelming sensations coursing through her.

Jeremy picked up the pace, thrusting the dildos into her with increasing intensity. She could feel them deep inside her, their combined girth stretching her to her limit. Her body tightened, her orgasm building until it finally crashed over her, her cries muffled by the gag.

But he didn’t stop. He continued to thrust into her, his own arousal evident as he watched her writhe beneath him. Finally, he pulled the dildo from her ass and replaced it with his cock, sinking into her with a groan.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt. She was so full, so stretched, her body struggling to accommodate him. But it felt good, so good, and she couldn’t help but moan around the gag as he fucked her, his thrusts deep and relentless.

Her orgasm built again, her body tightening around him as he drove her to the edge. He grunted, his pace quickening as he neared his own climax. With a final thrust, he came inside her, filling her with his release as she came undone beneath him.

He pulled out, his breath heavy as he looked down at her. “You did well,” he said, his voice filled with satisfaction.

He unfastened the restraints and removed the gag, his touch surprisingly gentle. She was still catching her breath, her body trembling from the intensity of what she’d just experienced.

“You’ve got potential,” he said, reaching for something on the wall. “I’d like to see more of you.”

He held up a collar, the black leather gleaming in the dim light. “Will you be my submissive?”

She hesitated, her mind still reeling, but there was a part of her that wanted this, that craved the control and the release it offered. She nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

He fastened the collar around her neck, the cool leather a stark contrast to her heated skin. “From now on, you’ll call me master.”

She felt a shiver run through her at the word, but there was also a sense of contentment, of belonging. “Yes, master,” she said, her voice soft but steady.

He smiled, his hand resting on her cheek. “Good girl. You’re going to do very well here.”

Her heart raced as she looked up at him, the promise of something new and exciting on the horizon. She didn’t know what the future held, but for the first time in a long time, she felt a glimmer of hope.
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The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the stacks of books in Dr. Martin Strong’s home study. Jani shifted her weight from one foot to the other, the heavy wooden door clicking shut behind her, sealing her in the quiet, masculine space. The air smelled of old paper, leather, and a faint, clean hint of his cologne.

“I am so, so sorry it’s this late, Dr. Strong,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper as she held out the neatly printed essay. “The pneumonia was… it just knocked me out for weeks.”

Martin took the papers, his fingers brushing against hers. A little spark, a jolt of static electricity, or something else entirely, passed between them. “Jani. Please. The assignment is the last thing I was worried about. I’m just glad to see you healthy again. You had us all concerned.”

He gestured for her to take a seat in the worn leather armchair facing his massive oak desk, but she remained standing, wringing her hands slightly. He leaned against the desk instead, his tall frame relaxed yet commanding as he began to read. Minutes stretched, filled only by the soft rustle of paper. Jani watched his face, the way his brow furrowed in concentration, the slight nod he gave at a particular passage.

When he finally looked up, his blue eyes were intense, shining with an emotion that was far more than professional appreciation. “Jani, this is… exceptional. The analysis of loneliness in ‘The Dead’… it’s not just insightful, it’s profound. You have a truly remarkable mind.”

A flush of warmth spread through her chest, so different from the fever that had wracked her body weeks before. This was a glow of validation, of being seen. “Thank you, Professor. That… means a lot.”

“It’s the truth,” he said softly, his voice dropping an octave, filling the small space between them. He placed the essay down on the desk behind him without looking away from her. The formality of the moment evaporated. It was just a man and a woman in a quiet room.

She nodded, suddenly nervous again under his gaze. “I should… I should let you get back to your evening.”

She turned to leave, her hand reaching for the doorknob.

“Jani.”

His voice stopped her, not a command, but a request. She turned back.

In two strides, he closed the distance between them. He didn’t hesitate. One hand cupped the nape of her neck, the other settled on her hip, pulling her into him. And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative question. It was a statement. A deep, hungry, passionate kiss that tasted of coffee and want. Her shock was instantaneous, a sharp gasp swallowed by his mouth, but it was followed immediately by a surge of pure, undiluted arousal that left her dizzy. Her hands, which had flown up to his chest to push him away, instead clutched the soft wool of his sweater, pulling him closer. Her lips parted, and she kissed him back with a desperation that surprised them both.

His tongue met hers, a hot, slick exploration that made her knees weak. The world narrowed to the feel of his stubble against her skin, the solid strength of his body pressed against hers, the low groan that rumbled from his chest into her mouth. He walked her back until the edge of his desk pressed against the backs of her thighs.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with desire. “I’ve wanted to do that since the first day you argued with me about Faulkner,” he breathed, his voice ragged.

Without a word, his hands went to the hem of her simple cotton sweater. She raised her arms, a silent, eager permission, and he pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the Persian rug. His thumbs hooked into the waistband of her jeans, and he peeled them down her legs along with her panties, leaving her standing bare from the waist down except for her socks. The cool air of the study kissed her heated skin, raising goosebumps.

“Up,” he commanded softly, patting the desk.

She hoisted herself up onto the polished wood, sending a small avalanche of student papers and a pen cup clattering to the floor. He didn’t seem to care. He stepped between her spread knees, his hands running up her thighs, pushing them further apart. He knelt.

The first hot, wet stroke of his tongue up her center made her cry out, her head falling back. Oh god. Her hands scrabbled for purchase on the smooth desktop. He wasn’t gentle or exploratory; he was ravenous. He devoured her, his tongue laving her folds, circling her clit with firm, perfect pressure before sucking it gently into his mouth.

Her hips lifted off the desk of their own volition, meeting his mouth, begging for more. The sounds she made were shameless, sharp gasps and breathy moans. Every nerve ending was on fire, the pleasure coiling tight and deep in her belly. She could feel the scratch of his wool trousers against her bare thighs, the incredible intimacy of his expert mouth on her most sensitive place. She was hurtling toward the edge, her breaths coming in short, frantic pants.

Just as the peak was about to shatter her, he pulled away, standing up. Her eyes flew open, a whimper of protest dying on her lips. He was unbuckling his belt, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops starkly erotic. He unzipped his fly and freed himself. He was thick and hard, and the sight of him, of what was to come, sent a fresh wave of liquid heat through her.

He guided himself to her entrance, pressing the broad head against her wetness. “Look at me, Jani,” he said, his voice thick.

She forced her eyes to meet his. He pushed inside her in one smooth, breathtaking thrust, filling her completely. A choked moan escaped her lips at the sheer, delicious fullness of it. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the feel of him.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep, powerful strokes that made the desk creak in rhythm. Each thrust rubbed her clit perfectly against his body, building the pleasure right back to a fever pitch. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his rhythm. The room was filled with the sound of their ragged breathing and the slick, wet sound of their joining.

“I’m not going to last,” he grunted, his thrusts becoming more urgent, harder.

He pulled out suddenly, leaving her aching and empty. “Turn over. On your knees on the desk.”

Her mind was cloudy with lust, her body humming with need. She obeyed without thought, getting on all fours on the desk, her back arched, presenting herself to him. He ran a hand over the curve of her ass, a possessive, approving gesture. Then his thumb found her other entrance, circling it, pressing against the tight ring of muscle. She gasped, the sensation so new, so forbidden.

His fingers were slick with her juices. The pressure increased, and then the tip of his thumb slid inside, just a little. The stretch was intense, a sharp bite of pleasure-pain that made her cry out. He worked his thumb slowly, carefully, stretching her, preparing her, until her body began to relax and accept it.

He replaced his thumb with the head of his cock. “Breathe, Jani,” he commanded, his own voice strained.

She exhaled shakily as he pressed forward. The initial penetration was an exquisite, overwhelming stretch, a feeling of being taken completely and utterly. He pushed in, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her, his body pressed against her ass.

He began to move again, a different angle, a deeper, more primal possession. One hand gripped her hip, the other reached around to find her clit, his fingers strumming her in time with his deep, rolling thrusts. The dual stimulation was too much. The coil inside her snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her with a violence that stole her breath. A raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat as her entire body convulsed around him, clenching and fluttering on his cock. The intense pulses of her climax triggered his own. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one final time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside her, his hot release filling her in waves.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, panting, the only sound their ragged breaths echoing in the quiet study. He slowly, carefully pulled out and helped her turn to sit on the edge of the desk, his arms coming around her to hold her close as she trembled.

He pressed a kiss to her sweat-dampened temple. “Jani,” he murmured, his voice rough with emotion. “That wasn’t just… this.”

He gestured vaguely at the disheveled desk. “I have… feelings for you. I have for months. I want more than a one-time fling. I want to be with you.”

The haze of pleasure began to clear, replaced by a cold spike of reality. She looked up at him, her brilliant, respected professor. “Martin… your career. If anyone found out…”

“Then we won’t let them find out,” he said, his voice firm, his eyes pleading. “It will be our secret. Just for now.”

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Just say you’ll see me again.”

She looked at the man who had just wrecked her and put her back together on his desk, who saw her mind before he ever touched her body. A slow, hopeful smile touched her lips. “Okay,” she whispered. “I will.”
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The bass vibrated through the soles of Joy’s shoes, a steady, primal rhythm that seemed to sync with the sudden, frantic beating of her heart. She was trying to focus on her friend’s story, but her attention was pulled across the crowded nightclub, snagged on a man who had just walked in.

He moved through the press of bodies like a shark through calm water, his dark skin absorbing the strobe lights, making him a solid, powerful silhouette. As he drew closer, details emerged: the intricate patterns of his tight dreadlocks, the defined curve of his biceps stretching the fabric of his black t-shirt, a jawline that looked like it could cut glass. His eyes, dark and intense, scanned the room and then, decisively, locked onto hers.

A jolt, hot and electric, shot straight down her spine, settling into a low, insistent thrum between her legs. She quickly looked away, taking a frantic sip of her cocktail, the ice cubes clinking against her teeth. He’s not even looking at you. Calm down. But when she dared another glance, he was closer, a faint, confident smile playing on his lips as he navigated directly toward her.

Her friend nudged her, whispering something she didn’t catch. The music, the chatter, it all faded into a dull roar as he stopped before her.

“I’m Zayne,” he said, his voice a deep rumble that she felt more than heard.

“Joy,” she replied, her own name sounding thin and breathy.

He didn’t offer a handshake. He just stood there, his presence an undeniable force, his gaze tracing the line of her neck, the swell of her breasts under her silk top. “That’s a good name for you. You’re a joy to look at.”

His directness was a shock to her system, cutting through the polite, predictable world she inhabited with Tommy. Tommy, who was probably watching a game right now, his hand patting her knee absentmindedly. The thought of her fiancé sent a pang of guilt through her, but it was instantly vaporized by the sheer, magnetic heat radiating from Zayne. Black cock. The words, her own secret obsession, screamed in her mind. This man was the living, breathing embodiment of the BBC dildo she’d been fucking herself with for weeks.

Zayne leaned in, his lips close to her ear, his breath warm against her skin. “You want to get out of this noise?”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement he knew the answer to. Her hesitation was a flimsy curtain, and he’d already seen right through it. She nodded, a quick, jerky motion, her mind screaming one thing and her body screaming another, louder, more primal thing. She muttered a quick excuse to her bewildered friend and let Zayne’s large hand find the small of her back, guiding her through the crowd.

The car ride was a blur of streetlights and tense silence, thick with unspoken need. His apartment was minimalist, modern, and smelled faintly of sandalwood. He didn’t offer her a drink. He didn’t make small talk. As soon as the door clicked shut, he turned to her, his eyes blazing with a hunger that made her knees weak.

His hands were on her, then. Not gentle, not hesitant. Needy. He gripped the collar of her top and with a sharp rip, buttons scattered across the polished concrete floor. A gasp caught in her throat, not of protest, but of pure, unadulterated arousal. Her bra followed, and his mouth was on her breast, his tongue swirling around her nipple, his teeth grazing the sensitive peak until she cried out, her fingers tangling in his dreadlocks.

He walked her backwards, never breaking contact, until her legs hit the edge of a large bed. He laid her down, his eyes devouring her naked form. He yanked her skirt and panties down her thighs in one swift motion, leaving her completely bare and exposed to his relentless gaze.

“So pretty,” he murmured, his voice thick. “So fucking perfect.”

Then he was on his knees at the foot of the bed, his strong hands spreading her thighs apart. He didn’t ask. He just… took. His mouth descended on her, his tongue a flat, demanding pressure against her clit. Joy’s head slammed back against the pillows, a raw, guttural moan tearing from her throat. Oh god. Oh god, yes. His technique was nothing like Tommy’s polite, almost clinical ministrations. This was… ownership. He licked and sucked, circling her clit before driving his tongue deep inside her, fucking her with it, making her hips buck wildly off the mattress. He held her down, his grip firm, as she came apart for the first time, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave, leaving her trembling and gasping.

As she lay there, boneless and soaked, Zayne rose to his full height. He kept his eyes locked on hers as he unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss. He pushed his pants and briefs down his hips.

And there it was.

Her breath hitched. The toy, the one she’d used to bring herself to shuddering, guilty climaxes, had been a cheap imitation. A pale, plastic ghost of the reality now standing before her. Zayne’s cock was massive, thick and long and beautifully, intimidatingly real. The dark skin was stretched taut, veins prominent, the head already glistening. It was everything she’d fantasized about and so much more. A real, living, breathing black cock. For her.

“I need to feel that,” she heard herself whisper, the words dripping with a desperation she didn’t recognize.

She slid off the bed, dropping to her own knees before him. Wrapping one hand around the base, she was shocked anew by the heat of him, the sheer, solid weight. She opened her mouth and took him in, her lips stretching painfully wide to accommodate his girth. She could only manage the first few inches before she gagged, tears springing to her eyes. The salty, musky taste of him filled her senses. He didn’t thrust. He just watched, a low groan rumbling in his chest as she worked her mouth and tongue over what she could take, her own arousal dripping down her inner thighs.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her up by her arms.

He turned her around, bending her over the edge of the bed. He positioned himself behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding his cock. The broad head pressed against her dripping entrance, and with one powerful, unrelenting thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

Joy screamed. It was a sound of pure, primal ecstasy. He filled her completely, stretching her in ways she didn’t know were possible, touching places deep inside her that had never been touched. There was no gentle buildup. He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the start, each thrust a masterclass in claiming what was his. The slap of his skin against hers, his guttural grunts, her own ragged cries—it was a symphony of raw fuck. Her mind went blank, erased by the overwhelming sensation of being so utterly, completely full.

He leaned over her, his chest plastered to her sweat-slicked back, his mouth on her neck. “You take this dick so good, girl,” he rasped in her ear, his pace never faltering. The words, so crude, so animalistic, sent another violent shudder through her. She felt another orgasm building, coiling tight and hot in her core, amplified by the sheer force of his possession.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he pulled out entirely. The sudden, aching emptiness was a shock. She whimpered in protest, but before she could form a word, she heard the snap of a cap. A cool, slick sensation trickled between her ass cheeks. Her eyes flew open. No. That wasn’t part of the fantasy. That was…

“Relax,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

His slick finger circled her other hole, pressing insistently. A thousand protests died in her throat, suffocated by a wave of illicit, dizzying curiosity. With Tommy, it was missionary, lights off. With this man, anything felt possible. Necessary.

He pressed the head of his cock against her tight ring of muscle. The pressure was immense, unbearable for a second, and then with a slow, relentless push, he was inside. The sensation was blinding, a sharp, stretching pain that instantly melted into a deep, shocking fullness that dwarfed what she’d felt before. He began to move, short, careful strokes at first, then longer, deeper ones. He fucked her ass with the same powerful intensity, each movement sparking a confusing, incredible mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure. She was completely at his mercy, her body yielding to his, every nerve ending on fire.

She felt his rhythm begin to stutter, his grip on her hips turning vice-like. With a deep, guttural groan that seemed to come from the very center of the earth, he pulled out of her. A hot, wet rush splashed across the small of her back and her ass, stripe after stripe of his release. The feeling was degrading. Animalistic. And it made her come again, a silent, internal convulsion that clenched around nothing, milking a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

She collapsed onto the bed, spent, trembling, her body humming with the aftershocks. The scent of sex, sweat, and him filled the air. Guilty, shameful thoughts began to pierce the euphoric haze. Tommy. My wedding. They were distant, inconsequential things compared to the memory of that cock inside her.

Zayne handed her a towel, his own breathing still ragged. As she wiped his seed from her skin, he picked up his phone.

“What’s your number?” he asked, his tone already casual, as if they’d just shared a coffee, not the most raw, transformative experience of her life.

She recited it, her voice hoarse.

He tapped his screen. “There. Now you have mine.” A faint smirk touched his lips. “For next time.”
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The condensation on her mojito glass felt cool against Carmen’s fingertips. Across the small table, her best friend Diane leaned in, her voice a conspiratorial whisper that cut through the low hum of the upscale wine bar.

“You have to promise not to judge me,” Diane said, her eyes sparkling with a secret.

“When have I ever?” Carmen replied, taking a sip. She already knew this was about more than a new handbag.

Diane took a deep breath. “It’s Gabriel. We’ve been… seeing each other.”

Carmen’s eyebrows shot up. “Gabriel? As in, not your husband, Mark?”

“Yes, that Gabriel.” Diane’s smile was both guilty and utterly thrilled. “Carmen, he’s… unbelievable. And I’m not just talking about his personality.” She lowered her voice even further. “Black guys… they’re just built different. The rumors are all true. He’s the best lover I’ve ever had. By a mile.”

A hot, unexpected flush spread through Carmen’s chest. She tried to appear nonchalant. “Diane, that’s… wow. And incredibly risky.”

“I know,” Diane breathed, her excitement palpable. “But so worth it. And listen… Gabriel has a friend. Drake. He’s… he’s seen a picture of you. He’s very interested.”

Carmen’s heart hammered against her ribs. No. Absolutely not. The thought was immediate, a reflex born of a decade of marriage. But it was followed by another, quieter, more insistent thought. A thought of her husband’s predictable, routine lovemaking. A thought of the sheer, thrilling wrongness of it all. What if the rumors are true?

“I don’t know…” Carmen hedged, but the protest was weak, even to her own ears.

“Just meet him,” Diane pressed. “One drink. A seedy little bar downtown. No expectations. What’s the harm in one drink?”

The harm, Carmen knew, was cataclysmic. It was the kind of harm that shattered lives. And yet, an hour later, she was smoothing her dress in the dim, neon-lit interior of The Rusty Nail, her pulse racing.

They were already there. Gabriel was handsome, with a confident smile. But it was Drake who captured her attention completely. He was taller, his presence more intense. He wore a dark shirt that stretched across broad shoulders, and his eyes, when they met hers, held a direct, appraising heat that made her breath catch. His smile was a slow, promising curve.

The conversation was a blur of low laughter and charged glances. Drake’s knee brushed against hers under the small table, and she didn’t move away. The contact sent a jolt straight through her. His voice was a deep rumble that vibrated in her core. Every word felt like a preamble.

When Diane stood, grabbing Gabriel’s hand with a meaningful look, Carmen’s fate was sealed. “We’re gonna head out. You two good?”

Drake’s eyes never left Carmen’s. “We’re perfect.” He stood, offering his hand. His palm was warm, his grip firm. “My place isn’t far.”

It wasn’t a place. It was a motel room, the kind rented by the hour. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a space that smelled of stale cigarettes and cheap cleaner. The silence was thick, heavy with intention.

Without a word, Drake reached for her, his hands cupping her face. His kiss wasn’t gentle; it was a claiming. A hot, demanding exploration that stole the breath from her lungs. She kissed him back with a desperation that shocked her, her hands gripping his arms, feeling the solid muscle beneath his shirt.

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes burning into hers. Then he took a step back and began to undress. It wasn’t a strip; it was a revelation. His shirt came off, revealing a torso carved from ebony stone, every muscle defined. His hands went to his belt, then his jeans, pushing them down along with his boxers.

And there it was.

Carmen’s mouth went dry. Diane hadn’t been exaggerating. He was huge, thick and long and already fully erect, a daunting, beautiful sight that made her knees feel weak. A primal part of her brain whispered run, but a louder, more insistent part throbbed with pure, undiluted want.

She dropped to her knees on the rough carpet, the act feeling both submissive and powerfully assertive. She took him in her hand first, her fingers not meeting around his girth. She heard his sharp intake of breath. Leaning forward, she flicked her tongue over the broad head, tasting a clean, salty prelude.

Then she took him into her mouth. She could only manage a few inches before she felt him hit the back of her throat. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but he didn’t pull away.

His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding. “Easy,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Just relax that pretty mouth for me.”

She tried, breathing through her nose, letting her jaw go slack. He began to move, a slow, shallow rhythm that allowed her to adjust. The feeling of him stretching her lips, filling her mouth, the faint gagging sensation mixed with the intoxicating musk of him—it was overwhelming. She was lost in the act, a thing of pure sensation.

With a groan, he pulled her up. “My turn.” His hands were impatient, tearing at her clothes, buttons popping, fabric ripping. In moments, she was naked, her skin pebbling in the cool air. His gaze raked over her body, hot and possessive. “Get on the bed. I want to see you play with that sweet pussy.”

The command should have shamed her. It only excited her more. She lay back on the cheap floral spread, spreading her legs. Her fingers, trembling slightly, found her wetness. She was soaked. She circled her clit, moaning as she slid two fingers inside herself, showing him what he did to her.

“Fuck,” he growled, stroking his own magnificent length as he watched her. “You’re a vision.”

He moved then, a predator finally descending on his prey. He pushed her legs apart further, burying his face between them. His tongue was a flat, demanding pressure on her clit, then a pointed, flickering devil. He licked and sucked her with an expertise that had her crying out, her hips bucking off the bed. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearably intense, but he stopped just before she tipped over.

“On your hands and knees. Now.” The command brooked no argument.

She scrambled to obey, presenting herself to him. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly consumed by lust. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one powerful thrust, he was inside her.

She screamed. It was a sound of being split open, of being filled beyond capacity. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, punishing pace, each thrust driving a gasp from her lungs. The slap of his skin against hers echoed in the small room.

One of his hands slid from her hip, down the curve of her ass. A thumb, slick with her own moisture, circled her other hole. The intrusion was shocking, a bright spark of pain. She tensed.

“Relax,” he commanded again, his voice a low growl against her ear as he leaned over her. His thumb pressed, insistently, and then it was inside, a second, smaller invasion that made her feel impossibly full.

He withdrew his thumb. She felt the blunt, immense head of his cock replace it, pressing against that tight, forbidden ring. “Drake, no, I can’t—” she gasped.

“You can,” he murmured, his voice leaving no room for doubt. “And you will.” He pushed.

A sharp, burning pain made her yelp, her nails digging into the cheap bedspread. But he didn’t stop. He pushed steadily, inexorably, until he was sheathed fully inside her ass. The pain began to recede, replaced by a deep, stretching fullness, a sense of being completely and utterly possessed. He began to move again, a slower, more deliberate rhythm that rubbed against every secret, sensitive place inside her.

The pleasure built again, higher and more intense than before, a wave of pure, mindless ecstasy. She was sobbing now, with pleasure, with the shock of it, with the sheer taboo of what was happening. Her orgasm crashed over her, a convulsing, pulsing wave that clenched around his invading length.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, his body shuddering against hers. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, a final, claiming act. He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her into the mattress, both of them slick with sweat and breathing in ragged gasps.

After a long moment, he rolled off, pulling her with him so she was curled against his chest. The room smelled of sex and sweat. Carmen’s mind, finally quieting, began to process what had just happened. The guilt hovered at the edges of her consciousness, a cold, sharp thing. But it was smothered by the warm, satiated heaviness in her limbs, by the memory of the most intense pleasure she had ever known.

She traced a finger over the hard muscle of his chest. “I…” she started, then hesitated.

He looked down at her, a knowing glint in his eye. “When can I see you again?”

The guilt spiked, but it was a distant second to the throbbing, hungry ache he’d left behind. A smile touched her lips, slow and secret. “Tomorrow?”

36 - A BOLD FAN’S TOUR BUS ENCOUNTER

MF / Celebrity / Interracial / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The bass wasn’t just something Asia heard; it was a physical force that pulsed through the floor and up into her bones, a relentless, rhythmic throb that owned her completely. She was lost in the crowd, a sea of moving bodies, but her eyes were locked on the man commanding it all from the stage. Dynasty. Bruce Williams. His sweat-soaked tank top clung to a torso carved from obsidian, and every bar he spat landed like a personal promise.

She’d worn the outfit for herself, a dangerously short black skirt and a tight crop top that left little to the imagination, but now, drenched in the heat of the venue, she felt it was for him. When his gaze, sharp and predatory, scanned the crowd and landed on her, the world shrunk to the size of that single connection. He didn’t smile, just held her look for a heartbeat that felt like an eternity, a sly, knowing smirk playing on his lips before he turned back to the mic. He saw me.

Later, the cool night air was a shock to her system. The concert high was fading, replaced by a buzzing, restless energy. And then she saw it, idling in a cordoned-off area behind the venue: his tour bus, a sleek, black behemoth. Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is insane. But her feet were moving before her brain could stop them, carrying her toward the bus, toward the fantasy.

A mountain of a man in a black suit materialized, blocking her path. “You need to leave. Now.”

Her courage faltered. This was a mistake. But then a smooth, familiar voice cut through the night. “Nah, it’s cool, Mike. Let her through.”

The door hissed open. And there he was, leaning against the frame, a glass of dark liquor in his hand. Up close, he was even more magnetic. “You,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “The one with the dangerous eyes. Get in here.”

The interior of the bus was a haze of weed smoke and expensive cologne. A few other people lounged on plush leather seats, but their presence felt distant, unimportant. A bottle was passed to her. She took a swig, the whiskey burning a welcome path down her throat, calming her shaking hands. Bruce guided her to sit beside him on a long couch, his thigh pressing against hers. His warmth seeped through the thin fabric of her skirt.

His hand, large and surprisingly gentle, came to rest on her bare thigh. His thumb made slow, lazy circles on her skin. This is really happening. The thought was a delirious loop in her head. Dynasty was touching her.

He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re too fine to be out here with all these people.” He nodded toward a small door at the back of the bus. “Come talk to me for a minute. Privately.”

She merely nodded, her voice stolen by anticipation. He led her into the small, dimly lit bedroom and locked the door behind them, the click of the lock echoing finality. The world outside ceased to exist. Without a word, he unfastened his jeans and pushed them down, freeing his erection. Asia’s breath hitched. He was thick, veined, and impressively large, the tip already glistening. The reality of him dwarfed every fantasy.

She didn’t need to be asked. The urge to taste him, to worship him, was overwhelming. She knelt on the plush carpet, her hands trembling as she wrapped one around the base of his shaft. She leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to tentatively taste the salty pre-cum beading at his slit. A low groan rumbled in his chest, and the sound fueled her. She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he stretched her lips, the heavy weight of him on her tongue.

“Yeah, just like that,” he murmured, his fingers tangling in her hair, not forcing, just guiding.

She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, hollowing her cheeks, her world narrowing to the musk of his skin, the taste of him, the guttural sounds of pleasure he made above her.

He pulled her up, his hands urgent now. Her top was ripped away, her skirt yanked down. His mouth, hot and wet, found her nipple, sucking hard, his tongue circling the taut peak until she cried out, her back arching. He lavished the same attention on the other, his free hand squeezing and kneading her breast. I’m dreaming. This is a dream.

He turned her around, bending her over the edge of the bed, her ass in the air. One hand gripped her hip, the other slid between her legs, finding her soaked and ready. He teased her entrance with the head of his cock, a delicious, maddening pressure. And then he pushed inside.

A gasp tore from her throat as he filled her, a deep, stretching burn that quickly melted into pure, mind-numbing pleasure. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more primal. Each thrust rocked her whole body forward, his hips slapping against her ass. The sounds were obscene and electric: their ragged breathing, the wet slap of skin on skin, her own moans muffled by the bedspread.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, his pace becoming relentless, punishing.

His hand, slick with her own wetness, slid back, a single finger tracing the tight pucker of her ass. She tensed for a second, a shock of new sensation, but then relaxed into it, a moan escaping her as he pressed the tip inside. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, pushing her toward a precipice she’d never known. He worked the finger deeper, stretching her gently, preparing her.

He replaced his finger with the broad head of his cock. The pressure was immense, a sharp, blinding stretch that made her see stars. He pushed past the resistance with one smooth, brutal motion, burying himself to the hilt inside her. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pleasure-pain. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust to the incredible fullness, before he began to move again.

This was different. Deeper. More. Every nerve ending was on fire. She could feel every inch of him, every vein, every movement. He fucked her ass with a powerful, steady rhythm, his grip on her hips iron-tight. The pleasure built, a coil tightening deep in her belly, fed by the taboo intensity of the act and the sheer carnal power of the man taking her.

“I’m gonna cum,” she whimpered, her voice strained.

“Yeah? Cum for me then,” he commanded, his thrusts becoming frantic, erratic.

Her climax exploded through her, a seismic wave of pleasure so intense it was almost painful. Her body clenched around him violently, her ass muscles gripping and milking his cock in rhythmic spasms. The sensation tore a roar from his throat. He drove into her one last, deep time, his body stiffening as he emptied himself inside her with a guttural groan, his hot release flooding her.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, both breathing in ragged, shattered gasps. He slowly pulled out, and she collapsed onto the bed, boneless and utterly spent. The air smelled of sex, sweat, and him.

She dressed in a daze, her body humming, every movement a reminder of what had just happened. When she emerged from the bedroom, the bus was quieter, the party winding down. Bruce followed her to the door, a lazy, satisfied smile on his face. He grabbed a t-shirt from a stack, scrawled his signature across the chest with a sharpie, and handed it to her.

“I had fun tonight,” he said, his voice back to its cool, collected rumble.

Asia just nodded, clutching the shirt, her mind still reeling. She stepped out into the cool night, the door hissing shut behind her, sealing away the surreal world inside. She stood there for a moment, the autographed cotton soft in her hands. I just had sex with Dynasty. The thought was too enormous to fully comprehend. It was a night she would never forget.

37 - A HUSBAND’S SHOCKING SUGGESTION

MF / Cuckold / Interracial / BBC / Voyeurism / Masturbation / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The key turned in the lock, and Mindy’s heart hammered against her ribs. This is it. He’s here. Jared stood by the door, his expression a mix of anxious excitement she’d come to recognize over the last few weeks of discussing his… their… new fantasy.

Derek stepped inside, and the hallway seemed to shrink. He was taller than she’d imagined, his shoulders broad beneath a simple black t-shirt that stretched taut over a clearly defined chest. His smile was confident, disarming. “Jared. Mindy,” he said, his voice a low, warm rumble. He wasn’t just a concept anymore; he was a man, solid and real and standing in her foyer.

“Drink?” Jared asked, his voice a little too high.

“I’m good, thanks. Let’s not waste time,” Derek replied, his eyes locking with Mindy’s. They held a question, an assessment that made her skin prickle with heat. He’s looking at me. Really looking.

They moved to the bedroom, a silent procession. Jared took his designated seat in the armchair in the corner, a spectator in his own home. The air was thick, charged with a tension that was equal parts nerves and raw anticipation. Derek turned to face her, his presence dominating the space.

“You’re even more beautiful than your husband said,” he murmured, closing the distance between them. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. The touch was electric, and a soft gasp escaped her lips. This is really happening.

He didn’t wait for more conversation. His hands went to the button of his jeans, and with a deliberate slowness, he pushed them down, along with his briefs. Her eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. Jared had talked, he’d hinted, but nothing could have prepared her for the reality of him. He was thick, and long, and already fully erect, a testament of dark, veined steel against his muscular thighs. A low groan came from the corner chair. Jared was already palming himself through his pants.

Derek stepped closer, his cock inches from her face. The musky, clean scent of him filled her senses. “Your husband wants a show. Let’s give him one.”

Her hesitation evaporated, replaced by a surge of pure desire. She dropped to her knees on the plush rug, the act feeling both submissive and powerfully erotic. She took him in her hand, marveling at the weight and heat of him. Leaning forward, she opened her mouth and took the broad head inside.

A guttural sound rumbled deep in Derek’s chest. “Yeah, just like that.”

She swirled her tongue around the crown, tasting his pre-cum, a salty hint of what was to come. She worked her mouth down his length, further than she’d ever taken Jared, feeling the stretch of her jaw, the slight gag that she controlled with a deep breath. Her world narrowed to this: the feeling of him filling her mouth, the sound of Jared’s sharp, ragged breathing from the corner, and the low, approving sounds coming from the man above her.

Derek let her work for a few minutes before gently pulling back. “My turn.” In a fluid motion, he pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a sculpted torso, every muscle etched and defined. Then he focused on her. He didn’t undress her; he unmade her. With a few sharp tugs, her blouse tore open, buttons pinging onto the floor. His strength was exhilarating, a little dangerous. Her lace bra was next, snapped apart with a casual flick of his fingers. His dark hands, rough and possessive, palmed her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her already hardened nipples, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

He pushed her back onto the bed and descended on her, his mouth capturing one nipple, then the other, sucking and nibbling with an expertise that made her arch her back and cry out. The scratch of his stubble against her sensitive skin was a perfect, rough counterpoint to the wet heat of his mouth. He kissed a searing trail down her stomach, hooked his fingers into the waistband of her skirt and panties, and peeled them off in one motion.

He spread her legs, his gaze intense as he took her in. “So fucking pretty.” Then his mouth was on her, his tongue lashing her clit with relentless, pinpoint accuracy. She screamed, her hands tangling in his short-cropped hair as he devoured her, his fingers plunging into her wetness, curling and pressing spots inside her that made her see stars. He’s claiming me. The thought was primal, shocking, and it sent another wave of heat crashing through her.

He didn’t let her come. Just as she was teetering on the edge, he rose above her, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked over his shoulder at Jared. “You watching this?”

Jared’s answer was a choked, “Fuck yes,” his hand moving frantically in his lap.

Derek’s eyes locked back on Mindy’s. He pushed inside her.

It was a slow, inexorable, breathtaking invasion. So full. Oh god, I’m so full. She was stretched around him, every inch of his incredible length burying itself deep within her. He began to move, setting a punishing, deep rhythm from the very first thrust. Each stroke was a masterclass in friction and angle, hitting her G-spot with unerring precision. Her moans became a continuous, broken stream of sound, punctuated by the wet, slapping noise of their bodies meeting.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees with effortless strength. The new position drove him even deeper. One of his large hands gripped her hip, the other came down on her ass with a sharp, stinging slap that made her jolt and cry out, the pleasure-pain mingling into something unbearably intense. She felt his thumb, slick with her own wetness, circle her other hole, pressing against the tight ring of muscle.

“You ever take it here?” he growled in her ear.

She shook her head, gasping. “N-no.”

“You will tonight.” The pressure increased, then the tip of his finger slid inside, a shocking, stretching intrusion that made her clench around his cock. He worked a finger into her ass, the dual sensation overwhelming, making her whimper and push back against him, wanting more, wanting everything.

He removed his finger and she felt the broad head of his cock, slick with her juices, press against that forbidden entrance. “Relax for me,” he commanded, his voice rough with his own need.

He pushed. The burn was intense, a sharp, stretching fullness that made her gasp, but it quickly morphed into a deep, thrilling pressure. He started to move, a slow, deliberate fucking that soon built into a furious, powerful rhythm. He was pounding her ass, and she was meeting him thrust for thrust, consumed by a raw, animalistic hunger.

He was talking, his words meant for Jared but branding themselves onto her soul. “You see how she takes it? See how her tight little ass grips my cock? She was made for this.”

It was the humiliation, the sheer debauchery of it all, that sent her flying over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that clenched her entire body. Her ass muscles milked his length, and with a roar, he followed her, his own release pulsing hot and deep inside her. The feeling of him throbbing within her, filling her, was the most intimate, possession she had ever known.

A final, strangled cry came from the corner as Jared found his own messy release.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Derek slowly pulled out of her, and she collapsed onto the bed, boneless and utterly spent. She heard the rustle of clothing, the low murmur of Jared’s voice— “…never been more turned on…”—and the sound of cash changing hands.

The bedroom door clicked shut. Mindy lay there, the scent of sex and sweat heavy in the air, the tingling, well-used ache between her legs a permanent testament to what had just happened. Her mind was a blissful blank, but one thought, clear and sharp, eventually pierced the haze.

She couldn’t wait to do it again.

38 - A BARGAIN WITH THE WARDEN

MF / BDSM / Prison / Cheating / Blackmail / Blowjob / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The phone receiver felt cold and heavy in Carrie’s hand, a stark contrast to the feverish heat of her own skin. Albert’s voice, usually so confident, was a thin, reedy thing scratched out over the prison line.

“They’re gonna hurt me, Carrie. Seriously. I owe them… it’s bad. You gotta do something.”

His fear was a palpable thing, snaking through the wire and coiling tight around her heart. Each desperate word was a hammer blow to her resolve. She promised him, her voice trembling, that she would fix it. She had to.

The county jail was a monolithic slab of concrete and despair. Every echoing click of her heels on the polished floor sounded like a countdown. She was shown into an office that was too large, too opulent for the building that contained it. Warden Jeff Andrews sat behind a vast oak desk, a man carved from the same stern material as the institution he ran. He didn’t stand when she entered, just watched her with a cool, assessing gaze as she poured out her concerns about Albert.

A low, dismissive laugh rumbled in his chest. “Albert Smith? That little weasel? It’s his own fault he’s in there. Plays with fire, gets burned.” He leaned back, his eyes roaming over her body, from her anxious eyes down to the way her hands clenched in her lap. “A woman like you… you shouldn’t be wasting your tears on a jailbird. You need a real man.”

Carrie’s face flushed with a mix of indignation and a strange, unwanted thrill at his blatant appraisal. “I just need him to be safe.”

Andrews steepled his fingers. “Safety is a commodity here. It can be purchased.” He let the silence hang, thick and heavy. “I can make his problems disappear. His debt. The threats. All of it.”

Hope, sharp and painful, lanced through her. “How?”

A slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “You submit to me. Right here, right now. You do exactly as I say, and I give you my word your boyfriend will have a peaceful stay. He’ll never know.”

The air left her lungs. Betrayal. The word screamed in her mind. This is a betrayal. But Albert’s terrified voice echoed, drowning it out. He’ll never know. And he’ll be safe. The logic was perverse, undeniable. Her choice was already made the moment she walked in. She gave a single, jerky nod.

“I agree,” she whispered, the words tasting like ash.

“Good girl.” The praise felt like a brand. “Now. Take off your clothes. Let me see what I’m buying.”

Her fingers were clumsy, shaking as she unbuttoned her blouse. The air in the room felt cool against her newly exposed skin. She let the garment fall to the floor, followed by her skirt, her bra, her panties. Soon, she stood completely bare before him, her arms crossed over her chest in a feeble attempt at modesty.

He rose from his chair, a mountain of authority and intent. He unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. He was big, thick and veined, already fully hard. Her mouth went dry. He grasped her firmly by the shoulders and guided her down until her knees pressed into the rough industrial carpet.

“Open,” he commanded, his voice a low growl.

She parted her lips, and he guided himself inside. The first touch of him on her tongue was a shock, smooth and salty. He let her set a timid rhythm for a moment before his hands came up to frame her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. He took control, his hips pumping slowly, then deeper, faster. She relaxed her throat, letting him slide deeper, the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat making her eyes water. A guttural sound escaped her, half-gag, half-moan. The loss of control was terrifying and, to her shock, intensely arousing.

He pulled back, her lips making a soft pop as he slid out. He quickly cleared a space on his desk, sweeping a ledger and a pen set onto the floor with a clatter. “Up. On the desk. On your back.”

She obeyed, the cold wood a shock against her heated skin. She lay back, her legs dangling over the edge, completely exposed to him. He unbuttoned his shirt, his eyes dark with hunger as he looked down at her. He produced a small, sleek black vibrator from a drawer, clicking it on. A low hum filled the air.

He didn’t touch her with it immediately. He just held it close, letting the vibration tease the air millimeters from her clit. A desperate whimper escaped her. “Please…”

“Please, what?” he murmured, tracing lazy circles in the air. “Tell me what you want, you pretty little slut.”

The dirty word sent a jolt straight through her core. “Please… touch me.”

He finally pressed the humming device against her, and her back arched clear off the desk. A cry was torn from her throat as the intense vibrations erupted through her entire body, a direct line to every nerve ending. He circled her clit with expert precision, watching her come undone. Just as she was teetering on the edge, he pulled it away, leaving her gasping and empty.

He replaced the vibrator with his mouth.

His tongue was flat and hot and ruthless. He licked a broad stripe through her slick folds before zeroing in on her clit, sucking it gently, then flicking it with the very tip of his tongue. Carrie’s hands flew to his head, not to push him away, but to hold on as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She was moaning openly now, past caring about anything but the incredible things his mouth was doing.

He rose up, positioning himself at her entrance. He pushed inside her with one smooth, devastating thrust that stole the breath from her lungs. She was so wet, so ready, that he slid in to the hilt in one go. A choked cry, part surprise, part overwhelming ecstasy, escaped her.

He fucked her with a powerful, relentless rhythm, each stroke hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. He grabbed her ankles, hooking them over his shoulders, tilting her hips and plunging even deeper. The change in angle was exquisite. She could feel every inch of him, stretching her, filling her completely. Her moans became shrill, pleading sounds. Her orgasm built, a tight coil of pleasure deep in her belly, and then snapped. It ripped through her, a convulsive, mind-blanking wave of sensation that made her scream his name as her body clenched around his cock.

Before she could even come down, he was pulling out, helping her shaky legs off his shoulders. “Turn over. Bend over the desk.”

Her body, pliant and buzzing, obeyed. She bent forward, her cheek pressed against the cool wood, her hips raised. She felt his thumb, slick with her own arousal, circle her other entrance. He pressed against the tight ring of muscle, and she gasped, her whole body tensing.

“Relax,” he commanded, and she heard the squirt of a lubricant bottle.

The cold gel was a shock, followed by the slow, insistent pressure of his thumb working it into her. Then it was replaced by the broad head of his cock. He pressed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion. There was a sharp, stinging pinch of pain that melted almost instantly into a feeling of being so full, so completely possessed. He began to move, short, careful strokes at first, then longer, deeper ones.

The friction was incredible, a different, darker pleasure than before. It felt forbidden. Each thrust sent jolts of pure, unadulterated sensation through her. She was moaning into the desktop, pushing back against him, meeting his rhythm. Another orgasm, unexpected and seismic, began to build from the depths of her core, fed by the filthy, thrilling reality of what was happening. It crashed over her with stunning force, her internal muscles clamping down on him in violent, pulsing waves.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural groan, he drove into her as deep as he could, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her with hot, pulsing jets.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. He pulled out, and she felt the messy, warm trickle of their combined release. He smoothed a hand over her back, almost tenderly.

“You have my word,” he said, his voice rough but steady. “Albert will be perfectly safe.”

Carrie stayed bent over the desk for a second longer, the weight of what she’d done—and the shocking, undeniable intensity of her own pleasure—settling over her. “Thank you,” she breathed, the words feeling utterly inadequate.

She dressed slowly, her body humming, every movement a reminder. She didn’t look at him as she left, closing the heavy office door behind her. The guilt was there, a sharp, acidic knot in her stomach. But beneath it, a treacherous, thrilling heat still simmered. She had done it for Albert. It was for Albert. But as she walked down the sterile corridor, her legs still weak, she had to admit to herself that a part of her, a deep, hidden part, had enjoyed every single, sinful second of it.

39 - BETRAYAL AT SEA

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The hum of the ship’s engine was a low, constant vibration beneath Diane’s feet, a feeling that mirrored the restless energy coursing through her. She swirled the amber liquid in her glass, the ice cubes clinking a soft, lonely rhythm. Across the small table, Jack laughed at something the bartender said, his smile so easy, so genuine, that it made her chest ache with a confusing mixture of resentment and desire.

How could he be so charming? she thought, her knuckles white around her glass. It’s all an act. A very convincing, very handsome act.

Her mother’s fiancé. The words tasted like ash. He was only a decade older than her own twenty-five years, a fact her mother seemed blissfully, foolishly ignorant of. All Diane saw was a gold-digger, a man preying on a wealthy, lonely widow. At least, that’s all she tried to see.

“Another?” Jack asked, his voice pulling her from her thoughts. He gestured to her nearly empty glass, his eyes catching the dim, moody lighting of the bar. They were a startling shade of blue, the kind you only see in deep, tropical water.

“Why not?” she said, her voice tighter than she intended. “Mom’s getting a massage. What else is there to do?”

He flagged down the bartender and ordered two more whiskeys, neat this time. “We could talk,” he suggested, turning his full attention to her. It was unnerving, how focused he could be. As if she were the only person in the room. As if her mother didn’t exist.

“What could we possibly have to talk about?” The bitterness slipped out, a defense mechanism she’d honed to a fine point.

Jack didn’t flinch. He just studied her, a faint, knowing smile playing on his lips. “I don’t know, Diane. The weather? The stock market? The fact that you’ve been looking at me like you want to either kill me or kiss me since the moment we met?”

The air left her lungs. He’d noticed. Of course he’d noticed. The heat that flooded her cheeks was immediate and infuriating. She looked down, suddenly fascinated by the polished wood of the bar.

“I don’t… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she stammered, the lie pathetic even to her own ears.

“Don’t you?” he murmured, leaning in closer. His cologne, something clean and spicy, washed over her. “Because I’ve been trying to figure it out myself. Trying to be the good guy. The man who is lucky to be marrying your incredible mother.”

The new drinks arrived. Diane snatched hers and took a large swallow, the liquor burning a welcome path down her throat, giving her a shot of false courage.

“And what have you figured out?” she challenged, meeting his gaze again, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“That I’m not a very good guy,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, intimate timbre that vibrated right through her. “Because all I can think about when I look at you is how breathtaking you are. And how very, very wrong that is.”

The confession hung between them, thick and heavy and dangerous. It was everything she’d secretly hoped for and everything she knew she should run from. The fight drained out of her, replaced by a pulsing, needy warmth low in her belly.

“I think about it, too,” she whispered, the admission feeling like a betrayal and a liberation all at once. “God, I hate that I do, but I do.”

Jack’s jaw tightened. A war was raging behind his eyes. “Diane… we can’t. I’m marrying her. This is… it’s the worst thing we could possibly do.”

The rejection, though expected, was a physical blow. Humiliation washed over her, hot and swift. “Right. Of course. I’m… I’m so stupid.” She moved to stand, to flee, but his hand shot out and caught her wrist. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers.

“I said it was wrong,” he breathed, his eyes dark with a hunger that stole the air from her lungs. “I didn’t say I could stop.”

And then he was leaning across the small table, his free hand cupping her jaw, and his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claim. A hot, desperate press of lips that tasted of whiskey and pure, unadulterated want. A small, shocked sound escaped her throat before she melted into it, her lips parting, her own hand coming up to clutch the front of his shirt. The world—the ship, her mother, every shred of propriety—simply dissolved into the slick, heated sensation of his tongue sliding against hers.

When he finally pulled back, they were both breathing heavily. “My room,” she gasped, not recognizing her own voice. It was husky, wanton. “Now.”

The walk to her cabin was a blur of hushed urgency and stolen, heated glances. The second the cabin door clicked shut behind them, he had her pinned against it, his body a hard, thrilling line against hers. His mouth found hers again, more insistent this time, his hands roaming down her sides, skimming the curve of her hips.

“I need to see you,” he growled against her lips, his fingers finding the zipper of her sundress. He tugged it down slowly, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a lace bra and panties. His gaze raked over her, hot and appreciative. “Jesus, Diane. You’re perfect.”

He buried his face in the crook of her neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin there as his hands worked the clasp of her bra. It fell away, and his hot mouth was on her breast a second later, his tongue laving over her taut nipple before drawing it deep into the heat of his mouth. She cried out, her head falling back against the door as a bolt of pure pleasure shot straight to her core. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he worshiped her other breast with the same desperate attention.

Her own hands were frantic, fumbling with the buckle of his belt, then the button of his trousers. The zipper gave way, and she pushed the fabric down over his hips, her eyes widening at the hard, thick length of him straining against his boxers. She dropped to her knees, her heart pounding in her ears, and hooked her fingers into the waistband, pulling them down.

He was magnificent. Full and rigid, the tip already glistening. Without hesitation, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. His hand settled on the back of her head, not pushing, just holding. “Fuck… yes… just like that.”

She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the faint, salty prelude of him, before taking him deeper, working him with a rhythm that was all instinct and hunger. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust and she relaxed her throat, taking more of him, lost in the power of his ragged breaths and the musky, masculine scent of his skin.

“Stop,” he finally gasped, pulling her gently to her feet. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He guided her to the bed, turning her so she was on her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, one hand stroking the length of her spine before settling on her hip. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one smooth, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself fully inside her.

She screamed, a raw, primal sound as he filled her completely. He held himself there for a moment, both of them trembling with the shock of the connection. Then he began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm that had her seeing stars with every drive. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her steady as he plunged into her, over and over, each stroke hitting a spot inside her that coiled the tension in her belly tighter and tighter.

Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, she felt the slick press of his thumb against her other entrance, circling, applying a gentle, insistent pressure. Her eyes flew open in surprise, a moan caught in her throat.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice strained with his own effort. He pushed, just a little, and the sensation was so shockingly intimate, so forbidden, it sent a fresh wave of heat through her. He worked his thumb inside her, a tiny, stretching intrusion that made her gasp his name.

He withdrew his thumb, and she felt the now-slick head of his cock press there instead. The pressure was immense, unbelievable. “Jack… I…”

“Shhh,” he soothed, his voice a low rumble. “Just breathe for me.” He pushed, slowly, inexorably, and the stretch became a burn, then a breathtaking, full feeling as he slid deep inside this new, impossibly tight channel.

She was completely pinned, utterly possessed. He was in every part of her. The dual sensations of being so completely filled and the raw, taboo thrill of it all shattered the last of her control. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a silent, seismic event that clenched around him, milking his length as she shook and trembled, her vision whiting out.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, guttural cry, he drove into her one last time, his body going rigid as his own release tore through him. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, the intimate flood a final, claiming shock.

He collapsed over her, his chest heaving against her back, both of them slick with sweat and spent. After a few moments, he gently pulled out and rolled them onto their sides, pulling her tight against his chest in the quiet darkness. The guilt arrived instantly, a cold, sharp knife twisting in her gut alongside the fading echoes of mind-numbing pleasure.

“We can’t ever do that again,” she whispered, the words tasting like a lie even as she said them.

His arms tightened around her. “I know.”

They lay in silence for a long time, listening to the distant hum of the ship and the even more distant sound of laughter from the deck above. The specter of her mother hung in the room with them.

“This stays here,” Jack said, his voice quiet but firm. “It never happened.”

“It never happened,” Diane echoed, her heart heavy and her mind racing. But deep down, she knew it was a lie. She wanted more.

40 - A HUSBAND’S SECRET DESIRES

MF / BDSM / Public / Blowjob / Cock Worship / Flogging / PIV Sex / Anal

The steering wheel was cold under Diane’s palms, a stark contrast to the hot jealousy coiling in her stomach. Two blocks ahead, her husband Max’s sedan moved with a purpose it never had on their Sunday drives. He’d been distant, his phone always face-down, his kisses quick and perfunctory. Tonight, she’d decided, she would get answers.

He turned into a part of the city she never frequented, finally parking in front of a nondescript, run-down building with a single, faintly glowing red light above a black door. Diane parked a discreet distance away, her heart hammering against her ribs as she watched him stride inside. This was it. The secret. The other woman.

Taking a shaky breath, she got out and followed, pushing the heavy door open.

The sensory overload was instantaneous. The air was thick with the scent of leather, sweat, and something sweetly musky. A low, throbbing bass beat vibrated through the soles of her shoes. Her eyes, wide with disbelief, tried to make sense of the tableau before her. In the dim, crimson-lit space, bodies were intertwined in ways she’d only ever seen in the darkest corners of the internet. A woman, bound to a St. Andrew’s cross, arched her back as a flogger landed on her shoulders with a thwack that was almost drowned out by her guttural moan. Elsewhere, a couple was entangled on a plush couch, her cries of pleasure echoing in the cavernous room.

Diane’s initial shock began to melt, replaced by a strange, unwelcome heat that pooled low in her belly. This was arousal. Raw, unfiltered, and terrifying. She moved through the shadows, her gaze frantically searching for her husband.

And then she saw him.

He was seated on a low, throne-like chair, looking more powerful and confident than she had ever seen him. And at his feet, a woman in black lace was on her knees, her head bowed, pressing reverent kisses to his leather shoes. Worshipping him.

The heat in Diane’s core turned to ice, then back to a raging fire. Without thinking, she stepped out of the shadows. “Max.”

His head snapped up. For a fleeting second, surprise flickered in his eyes, then it was gone, replaced by an unnerving calm. He looked down at the woman. “Give us the room.” The submissive rose without a word and slipped away silently.

“Diane. This isn’t what you think,” he began, his voice a low rumble.

“It looks exactly like what I think,” she shot back, her voice trembling. “You’re cheating.”

“No,” he said, his gaze unwavering. “I have… desires. Needs you’ve never shown any interest in. Needs I didn't think you could handle.”

The accusation, the sheer assumption, cut deeper than the sight of the other woman. Her own hidden, now-awakened curiosity flared into defiance. “You never gave me a chance to try,” she breathed, the words leaving her lips before she could stop them. “You never even asked.”

Max studied her, his eyes tracing the flush on her cheeks, the rapid rise and fall of her chest. He saw not just anger, but the arousal she was trying to hide. He hesitated, a war behind his eyes. “This isn’t a game, Diane.”

“I know.” Her voice was steadier now. “I want to try.”

He stood up, his height suddenly imposing. He didn’t speak, just took her hand and led her away from the main floor, down a quieter hallway, and into a small, private room. The door clicked shut, sealing them in a space dominated by a leather-padded bench and a wall hung with various implements.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice devoid of its usual warmth. It was the voice of a Dom.

Her fingers, clumsy with a mixture of fear and thrilling anticipation, went to the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the floor, followed by her bra, her slacks, her panties. Soon she stood completely bare before him, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly alive.

Max unbuckled his belt, the sound starkly loud in the quiet room. He freed his cock, already thick and hardening. “Worship it.”

Diane sank to her knees on the cool concrete floor, the position feeling strangely natural. She leaned forward, her heart pounding in her ears. She started slowly, pressing a soft, closed-mouth kiss to the tip, tasting his unique, musky scent. She let her tongue dart out, a tentative lick along the prominent vein on the underside.

A low groan escaped him. Encouraged, she took more of him into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. She swirled her tongue, exploring his silken-soft skin over iron-hard tension.

That’s when his control snapped. His hand fisted in her hair, not gently, and he held her firmly in place. “Open,” he growled.

He began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force, fucking her mouth with a possessive intensity that shattered her world. Tears welled in her eyes from the pressure in her throat, but a corresponding throb of pure need pulsed between her own legs. This was what he needed. This surrender. This power.

He pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop, his breathing ragged. “Over the bench. Now.”

She obeyed, bending over the cool leather, her hands gripping the other side. She heard the whisper of leather through a loop, then the swish-thwack as the flogger landed across her shoulders. She yelped, the sting sharp and bright. A second blow landed lower, on the sensitive curve of her ass, and the pain bloomed into a deep, throbbing pleasure that made her push her hips back, begging for more.

He delivered a few more strikes, each one layering sensation upon sensation, until her skin was on fire and her mind was blissfully, wonderfully empty of everything but feeling.

Then he was behind her, his body covering hers. She felt the broad head of his cock nudge against her soaked entrance. With one powerful, unrelenting thrust, he filled her completely. She cried out, a raw sound torn from her throat as he set a punishing rhythm, each deep stroke hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. His grip on her hips was bruising, anchoring her as he claimed her, as he showed her this hidden part of himself.

He slowed, pulling out almost completely. She heard the cap of a bottle snap open, felt the cool slickness of lube as his fingers prepared her other entrance. She held her breath. This was the final frontier. He positioned himself again, the pressure intense and unfamiliar. Then he pushed.

A sharp, burning stretch stole her breath, then gave way to an incredible feeling of fullness as he slid deep into her ass. “Max,” she moaned, the name a prayer.

He moved within her, each thrust a masterclass in sensation—the slight friction, the overwhelming depth, the way his pubic bone ground against her sensitized clit with every movement. The dual fires of pain from the flogging and the exquisite pleasure of his possession coalesced into an unbearable tension. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seismic event that clenched around him, milking his own release.

With a guttural shout, he pulsed inside her, his own climax echoing hers. He stayed buried within her for a long moment, both of them breathing in ragged harmony.

Finally, he pulled out and helped her stand, his hands surprisingly gentle on her tender skin. He looked at her, his expression one of awe and newfound respect.

“You’re a natural submissive,” he admitted, his thumb brushing a tear from her cheek she hadn’t realized had fallen. “This changes everything. From now on, we come here together.”

He tossed her clothes to her. As she dressed, her body humming with aftershocks, he took her hand. They walked out of the room, and then the club, not as a suspicious wife and a cheating husband, but as something new. Something undiscovered. Hand in hand.

30 - A WIFE’S FORBIDDEN SURRENDER

MF / Age Gap / BDSM / Cheating / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The drive home was a blur of streetlights and simmering guilt. Gigi’s body thrummed with a deep, satisfying ache, a secret symphony playing just beneath her skin. Each tender spot on her backside, a reminder of the flogger. The pleasant fullness, a ghost of the plug. The raw, sensitive state between her legs, a testament to how thoroughly Quentin had claimed her. She could still smell him on her skin, a musky, masculine scent she’d tried to scrub away in the motel’s inadequate shower, but which seemed to have seeped into her very pores.

Her husband was already asleep when she slipped into bed, the mattress dipping under her weight. He grunted, rolled over, and began to snore softly. The sound was so familiar, so mundane. It was the soundtrack of her safe, passionless life. Lying there in the dark, the silence was deafening compared to the moans and filthy promises that had filled that shabby room just hours before. She replayed every moment, her body tightening with a fresh wave of desire that made her feel both terrified and exhilarated. This is wrong, a voice chided. You’re a married woman. He’s a decade younger than you. But a louder, more primal voice purred, This is what alive feels like.

Two days later, her phone buzzed on the kitchen counter as she was packing her husband’s lunch. A simple deli sandwich, just the way he liked it. The screen lit up with a message from Quentin. Her heart executed a frantic tap dance against her ribs.

Quentin: The sight of you, bound and begging on that cheap motel comforter, is going to be stuck in my head all week.

She nearly dropped the jar of mayonnaise. She typed, deleted, and typed again, her fingers clumsy.

Gigi: I shouldn’t have done it. I’m too old for you. I’m married.

The reply was immediate.

Quentin: But you did. And you loved it. Your body doesn’t lie, Gigi. I felt how much you loved it.

He was right. She had. Oh God, she had. The memory of his hands on her, the authority in his voice, the sharp sting followed by a bloom of heat—it all coalesced into a throbbing need low in her belly. She was already wet. She glanced at the clock. Her husband wouldn’t be home for hours.

Gigi: It was… intense.

Quentin: It was just the beginning. I want to see you again. Friday night. Same place.

This was the precipice. She could step back, block the number, and return to her neatly ordered world of grocery lists and PTA meetings. Or she could jump. She thought of Quentin’s toned body, the way his eyes darkened with possession when he looked at her, the feel of his cock stretching her, filling her completely. The choice was no choice at all.

Gigi: Okay.

Friday arrived with the sluggishness of a condemned day. She dressed with a nervous energy, choosing plain cotton underwear beneath her sensible slacks, a secret joke only she understood. She told her husband she was meeting an old college friend for drinks, the lie slipping out with a practiced ease that shamed her for a fleeting second. The motel room was identical, but it felt different this time. It felt like hers.

Quentin was already there. He leaned against the dresser, dressed in black jeans and a tight-fitting t-shirt that showcased the lean muscle of his arms and chest. He didn’t smile. His gaze was intense, appraising.

“You came back,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

“I did,” she breathed, her own voice barely a whisper.

“Take off your clothes. I want to see what’s mine.”

The command, so direct, so devoid of the gentle negotiation of her married life, sent a jolt straight to her core. She obeyed, her movements less hesitant than before. Each garment that fell to the floor felt like shedding a layer of her old self. Soon, she stood before him, naked, her skin pebbling in the cool air, her nipples hard and aching.

He pushed off the dresser and closed the distance between them. He didn’t touch her, just circled her slowly, his eyes missing nothing. “You’ve been thinking about this,” he stated.

“Yes,” she admitted, a hot blush spreading across her chest.

“What exactly did you think about?” He stopped behind her, his breath warm on her neck. “Was it the flogger? The way the pain melted into pleasure?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her head tilting to the side almost involuntarily.

“Or was it the plug? The delicious fullness it gave you while I played with your clit?”

“Yes…”

“Or,” he said, his voice dropping even lower as his hands came to rest on her hips, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin there, “was it my cock? The way I fucked you until you couldn’t remember your own name?”

A whimper escaped her lips. “All of it.”

“Good girl.” The praise was like a drug. He turned her to face him, his eyes blazing with a dark fire. “On the bed. On your back.”

She complied, scrambling onto the mattress, her heart hammering. He opened his bag, and this time, he pulled out a set of leather cuffs connected to a spreader bar. Her eyes went wide. He saw her look and gave a slow, wicked smile.

“Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of you.” He secured the cuffs to her ankles, the leather cool and firm against her skin.

Then he gently guided her legs apart, attaching the cuffs to the bar, holding her open and exposed in a way that was utterly, devastatingly vulnerable. A fresh wave of want, hot and slick, soaked her. He then took her wrists, pulling them above her head and cuffing them to the wrought-iron headboard. She was utterly bound, completely at his mercy.

He stood at the foot of the bed, just looking at her. The intensity of his gaze was its own form of touch. She was spread out for him, a feast, and he was a starving man. He finally shed his own clothes, his erection springing free, thick and demanding. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her widely parted legs.

He didn’t enter her. Not yet. He just ran his hands up the insides of her thighs, making her shiver. He leaned down, and his mouth found her core. He didn’t just kiss her; he devoured her. His tongue was a wicked instrument, licking, circling, plunging inside her. He sucked her clit into his mouth, and her back arched off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. The restraints made the sensations more acute, more inescapable. She was trapped in a vortex of pure, undiluted pleasure.

“Please,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Quentin, please.”

He lifted his head, his chin glistening. “Please what?”

“I need you. I need to feel you inside me.”

He moved up her body, his weight settling on her, the head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He was poised there, a delicious, torturous threat. “Who do you belong to right now, Gigi?”

The question shouldn’t have thrilled her. But it did. It absolutely did. “You,” she gasped. “I belong to you.”

With a groan of pure conquest, he thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful stroke. She cried out, the sound one of utter fulfillment. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, each drive hitting a spot deep within her that made her see stars. The bed rocked against the wall, the sound a primal drumbeat to their fucking. She was completely full, completely taken, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure. Her climax built quickly, a terrifying, wonderful pressure.

“I’m going to… I can’t…” she sobbed, her fingers clutching at the restraints.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice gritty with effort.

Her eyes, which had been squeezed shut, flew open. She met his dark, possessive gaze.

“Cum for me,” he growled. “Now.”

The command shattered her. Her orgasm exploded through her, a convulsive, mind-blanking wave of ecstasy that clenched around his thrusting cock like a vise. Her cries were muffled by his mouth crashing down on hers as he followed her over the edge, his own release a hot, pulsing flood inside her.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweating, breathless heap of limbs and leather. After a long moment, he gently unbuckled the cuffs, his hands rubbing feeling back into her wrists and ankles. He pulled her against his side, and she nestled there, listening to the frantic hammering of his heart begin to slow. The silence was comfortable, charged. He finally spoke, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her shoulder.

“Next time,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble in the quiet room, “I think we should try the balcony.”

41 - SATISFYING THE BAND

MMMF / BDSM / Celebrity / Group Sex / Gangbang / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Double Penetration / Anal

"That's it, sweetheart. Just like that. Take it all."

Nick's voice was a low, gravelly command, utterly unlike the soaring tenor that had electrified the stadium just an hour before. It was intimate, raw, and it vibrated through Adrienne’s skull as her lips stretched around the thick head of his cock. The taste of him, musky and clean, flooded her senses. Holy shit. I’m sucking Nick Vex’s dick. The thought was a delirious loop in her mind, a stark contrast to the sheer, animal instinct that had taken over her body.

Her own pulse was a frantic drumbeat against her temples, syncing with the heavy bass line still echoing from the main arena. Her clothes were a discarded puddle on the garish carpet, and she was on her knees, the center of a dizzying, intoxicating universe of three rock gods.

—

It had started the moment the house lights had come up.

Adrienne, drenched in sweat and deafened by the roar of the crowd, had been trying to catch her breath when a man in a black headset tapped her shoulder.

“Adrienne? The band would like to see you backstage.”

Her heart had simply stopped. The band. Double Helix. Wants to see me? She’d numbly followed him through a maze of concrete corridors, the sterile backstage air a shock after the furnace of the crowd. He’d stopped at an unmarked door, knocked once, and opened it.

And there they were.

Not as distant icons under blinding lights, but as men. Nick, the lead singer, leaned against a dressing table, a bottle of water in hand. Hal, the drummer, was stretching his powerful shoulders on a low sofa. Lee, the brooding guitarist, was tuning an acoustic guitar in the corner. The room smelled of sweat, stale beer, and expensive cologne.

“Well, hello,” Nick had said, his famous smirk making her knees weak. His eyes, the color of storm clouds, traveled the length of her body, from her flushed face down to her tight band t-shirt and ripped jeans. “We spotted you in the front row. You were… captivating.”

She’d blushed, her words failing her. “Th-thank you. The show was… incredible.”

“We think you’re beautiful, Adrienne,” Nick stated, his voice dropping, losing its performative edge and becoming something far more dangerous. He took a step toward her. Hal sat up, watching with a curious, hungry expression. Lee didn’t look up from his guitar, but a faint smile played on his lips.

Then, the command. Simple. Direct.

“Get naked.”

Her breath had hitched. Is this real? This was a fantasy, one she’d privately indulged in a hundred times. But fantasy was safe. This was three sets of intense, famous eyes waiting for her to obey. A tremor of nervousness shot through her, but it was utterly consumed by a wave of white-hot desire. They want me. They actually want me. With shaking fingers, she’d complied, peeling off her clothes until she stood bare before them, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin.

She watched, heart hammering against her ribs, as they unzipped their own jeans, freeing their erections. Three very different cocks. Nick’s was long and thick, proudly jutting upward. Hal’s was a solid, formidable weight in his hand. Lee’s was elegant, like the man himself, but with a prominent vein running its length.

The sight of them, these men she’d worshipped from afar, now stroking themselves while looking at her, was the most powerful aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

Nick had closed the distance first, his calloused fingers gently cupping her jaw. “Open,” he’d murmured. And she did.

Now, on her knees, the reality was overwhelming. The weight of Nick on her tongue, the way his hips gave tiny, involuntary thrusts. The rough texture of his jeans against her cheeks. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating along his length, and he groaned in response, his fingers tangling in her hair.

“Good girl. So good.”

A hand, large and slightly rough—Hal’s hand—guided her own. She understood. Without breaking her rhythm on Nick, she reached out, her fingers wrapping around the hard, hot shaft of Hal’s cock. She began to pump him, her fist moving in time with the bobbing of her head. The contrast was exquisite: the smooth, wet heat of her mouth on Nick, the firm, dry friction of her hand on Hal.

Then she felt Lee step closer, his cock brushing her other arm. The unspoken request was clear. More. She shifted, turning her head to take Hal into her mouth, his girth a new, delicious challenge for her lips. At the same time, her left hand found Nick again, stroking him, while her right hand reached for Lee. She was the axis they spun around, a creature of pure sensation, servicing them, worshipped by them, lost in a symphony of groans and ragged breath.

But they wanted more.

Hal’s strong hands were suddenly under her arms, lifting her to her feet. Lee was there, guiding her toward the long, leather couch. He sat down, his hands on her hips, positioning her. She knew what he wanted. She bent over, bracing her hands on the back of the couch, presenting herself to him. She heard the rustle of a condom wrapper—a brief, clinical sound in the primal atmosphere—then the blunt, insistent pressure of his cock at her entrance.

With one smooth, powerful thrust, Lee was inside her, filling her deeply. A cry was torn from her throat, a mix of shock and pure pleasure. The stretch was immense, incredible. He set a relentless, driving rhythm, each snap of his hips pushing her forward.

And then Hal was in front of her. He gripped her hair, not roughly, but with definite ownership, and guided his cock to her lips. She opened for him, taking him into the heat of her mouth as Lee pistoned into her from behind. She was pinned between them, utterly full, a conduit for their pleasure. Hal thrust deep, his tip hitting the back of her throat, and she relaxed into it, letting him use her, her own arousal coiling into a tight, screaming knot within her.

“My turn,” Nick’s voice cut through the haze.

The rhythm stopped. Lee slipped out of her, and Hal withdrew from her mouth. Nick lay down on a Persian rug in the middle of the room, his cock glistening and hard against his stomach. “Ride me, Adrienne.”

She moved on trembling legs, straddling him. She positioned herself above him, lowering herself slowly, so slowly, until the broad head of his cock began to stretch her open. Then she sank down, taking every inch of him with a gasping moan. It was a different fullness, deep and claiming. She began to move, rocking her hips, finding a rhythm that made him curse and dig his fingers into her thighs.

She felt Hal behind her again, his hands spreading her cheeks. Something cool and slick—lube—drizzled down her cleft. Her eyes went wide. Oh God. She felt the pressure, different this time, at a place that had never been touched. It was an intrusion, a claiming so complete it stole her breath. Hal pushed, slowly, inexorably, until he was buried in her ass alongside Nick, who was buried in her pussy.

The feeling was unbelievable. She was stretched to her absolute limit, filled beyond imagining. Every tiny movement sent shockwaves of intense sensation through her. Nick’s groan from beneath her was guttural, primal. Hal’s breath was hot on her back.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Hal grunted, his thrusts short and deep.

It was the friction, the overwhelming fullness, the sheer taboo of it that shattered her. Her orgasm erupted without warning, a silent, seizing wave that clenched around both cocks inside her, milking them, pulling a ragged scream from her lungs.

She looked up, her vision blurry with tears of ecstasy, and saw Lee standing over her. He was stroking himself, his eyes locked on hers, on the spectacle of her being taken by his bandmates. His own release hit him, and with a hoarse cry, he came, hot stripes of cum painting her face, marking her.

The sensation triggered their own climaxes. Beneath her, Nick’s body went rigid, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum flooding her. Behind her, Hal slammed home one last time, his own release joining Nick’s, a second wave filling her other channel.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing and the lingering smell of sex and sweat.

Slowly, carefully, they withdrew from her. She felt empty, used, and utterly, gloriously spent. A towel was gently placed in her hand. She cleaned her face as they handed her her clothes. She dressed silently, her body humming, every movement a reminder.

Nick kissed her cheek, his voice soft again. “That was fucking phenomenal. Hope we can do it again next time we’re in town.”

Adrienne just nodded, unable to form words. She stumbled out of the dressing room and into the quiet hallway, the silence a physical shock. She leaned against the cool concrete wall, her legs trembling. She could still feel them inside her, the phantom fullness, the ache of a perfect stretch. A slow, disbelieving smile spread across her face. She’d just been fucked by her favorite band, Double Helix.

42 - MORE THAN AN AUTOGRAPH
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The bottle of beer was cold in Allie’s hand, but the heat she felt was from the man sitting three stools down. Jerry White. The Golden Arm of the Redbirds. The man whose fastball had captivated the city all season. And here he was, alone, looking almost ordinary under the dim bar lights.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum solo eclipsing the jukebox’s beat. Just go over there. Before she could second-guess herself, she was sliding off her stool, a napkin and a pen clutched in her suddenly slick hand.

“Mr. White?” Her voice came out a little too high. “I’m a huge fan. Could I… would you mind an autograph?”

He turned, and his smile was a slow, easy thing that crinkled the corners of his eyes. “For my biggest fan? Absolutely.” His fingers brushed hers as he took the pen, sending a jolt straight up her arm. He scrawled his signature with a fluid, practiced motion. “Allie,” he said, reading the name she’d written. “Pretty name.”

“Thank you.” She could barely breathe.

“Let me buy you a drink, Allie. Celebrate the win today.” He gestured to the empty stool beside him.

The star-struck haze lasted through the first martini, her words tumbling out in a nervous rush about his slider, his ERA, the incredible shutout in May. But he just listened, nodding, his gaze focused entirely on her. He wasn’t just humoring her; he was engaged, asking her questions, making her laugh with a story about a rogue hot dog that had flown into the dugout. The pedestal she’d put him on began to shrink. He was just a guy. A incredibly handsome, famous, disarmingly cool guy.

“This place is getting loud,” he said, his voice dropping to a murmur that was just for her. His knee brushed against hers under the bar, a point of contact that burned through her jeans. “My place isn’t far. I’ve got some memorabilia I think you’d get a kick out of. Better than these sticky tables.”

Her pulse skyrocketed. Is this happening? “I’d like that.”

His “place” was a modern fortress of glass and steel overlooking the city skyline. The elevator opened directly into a sprawling penthouse. “Wow, Jerry. This is… incredible.”

He tossed his keys into a ceramic bowl on a sleek console. “It’s just a place to sleep between road trips.” But he was watching her, enjoying her reaction.

He led her past the minimalist furniture to a more personal den. A framed jersey from his rookie year. A ball signed by legends. But she wasn’t really looking at them. She was hyper-aware of his presence, the heat radiating from his body just inches from hers.

He turned from the display case, and the air in the room changed. The casual fan-and-player dynamic evaporated. His eyes darkened, his playful smirk replaced by an intensity that made her breath catch. He didn’t say a word. He just cupped her face in his hands, his thumbs stroking her cheeks, and leaned in.

The kiss was not tentative. It was a claim. His mouth was hot and sure, his tongue sweeping past her lips to taste her. A low moan escaped her throat as her hands came up, fisting in the soft cotton of his shirt. He tasted like bourbon and mint and pure, undiluted want. He backed her gently against the wall, his body pressing into hers, and she could feel the hard, defined muscle of his chest, the undeniable evidence of his arousal against her hip.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “The bedroom is right through there.” It wasn’t a question.

She just nodded, her mind blissfully empty of everything except the need for more.

Inside the spacious room, his hands were everywhere. They tugged her shirt over her head, his mouth finding hers again as his fingers worked the clasp of her bra. It fell away, and his groan was one of pure appreciation.

“God, Allie. You’re perfect.”

His head dipped, his lips closing around one taut nipple, his tongue circling the peak until she cried out, her knees buckling. He held her up, switching to the other breast, lavishing it with the same devastating attention. The scratch of his stubble against her sensitive skin was an exquisite friction.

He laid her back on the cool duvet, his eyes devouring her as he peeled off her jeans and panties. He knelt on the floor at the edge of the bed, hooking her legs over his shoulders. “Now let me taste you.”

His mouth was on her, and Allie saw stars. There was no finesse, just hungry, deliberate pleasure. His tongue stroked a firm, relentless path through her slick folds, circling her clit until she was writhing, gripping the sheets for anchor. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her back arch off the bed with a sharp cry. The orgasm ripped through her, violent and shocking, her entire body convulsing around his mouth and fingers.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was shedding his own clothes. She watched, dazed, as he freed himself. Her breath hitched. He was thick and hard and so big. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on hers.

“Come here,” she breathed, reaching for him.

She took him into her mouth, savoring the salt and musk of his skin. She worked him with her tongue, tracing the velvety ridge, taking him as deep as she could until he was groaning, his hands tangling in her hair. “That’s it… fuck, just like that.”

He pulled her up, his kiss desperate now. He positioned himself at her entrance, and with one powerful thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. A choked gasp was torn from her throat. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust to his overwhelming size, then he began to move.

His rhythm was punishing, a fast, deep piston that drove the breath from her lungs. Each thrust was a masterclass in pleasure, hitting a place deep within her that sparked another, tighter coil of tension.

He shifted, pulling her up onto her knees. “Turn over.”

On all fours, the sensation was even more intense. He entered her from behind, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangling in her hair. The slap of skin against skin filled the room. She met him thrust for thrust, lost in a haze of primal need.

He reached over to the nightstand, the snick of a cap opening cutting through the heavy silence. A cool droplet of lube traced a path between her cheeks. His thumb pressed gently, circling. “I want to feel all of you,” he rasped in her ear.

She nodded, pushing back against him in answer. The pressure was immense, a slow, breathtaking stretch as he pushed into her ass. He moved with exquisite slowness at first, then built a rhythm that was pure, undiluted fire. It was an invasion and a gift, a sensation so intense it bordered on pain before tipping gloriously into overwhelming pleasure. He fucked her with a focused, animalistic drive, his grip on her hips tight, his breath hot on her neck.

The twin sensations of his fullness inside her and the friction on her clit from the motion pushed her over the edge again. Her climax was a silent, seizing thing, a wave of pure ecstasy that clenched around him, milking him, pulling his own release from him.

With a guttural roar, he plunged deep, his body shuddering as he spilled into her. He collapsed over her back, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison.

Later, tangled in the sheets, his arm a heavy, welcome weight across her stomach, he nuzzled her hair. “I’d like to see you again, Allie.”

She smiled into the dark, her body humming with a deep, satisfied ache. “I’d like that.”

43 - A VIRTUAL REALITY ROMANCE

MF / Virgin / College / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The sterile glow of Gracie’s laptop screen was a familiar comfort, a world of logic and predictable outcomes. At eighteen, she spoke the language of code fluently, but the language of flirtation, of touch, remained a complete mystery. Listening to her roommate recount her latest hookup, Gracie had felt a familiar heat of awkwardness creep up her neck. She’d buried herself deeper in her work, the click-clack of her keyboard a shield against a world of intimacy she couldn’t decipher.

That’s why she’d downloaded the new VR social app, ‘Nexus’. It was easier to be brave when you were just an avatar. And in that digital space, she found Jacob.

His avatar wasn’t flashy, but it exuded a quiet, unshakable confidence that made her own simplistic digital form feel suddenly shy. For weeks, they met in simulated gardens and on virtual beaches, talking for hours. He was witty, sharp, and he listened to her talk about coding problems with genuine interest. The flirtation was a slow, delicious burn, a game of intellectual chess that consistently left her breathless. He never pushed, only teased, building a tension so palpable she could feel it humming in her veins long after she took the headset off.

When he suggested meeting at the massive video game expo downtown, her first instinct was to panic. This is it, she thought. The moment the digital fantasy crashes into awkward, sweaty-palmed reality. But his voice, calm and sure through the audio feed, had settled her. “It’s just me, Gracie. The same guy who thinks your algorithm for detecting trolls is genius.”

Seeing him in person was like watching a high-resolution texture load over a low-poly model. Jacob was… more. His quick wit was even faster, his laughter warmer. He wasn’t just a game developer; he was a lead designer on a title she adored, and his passion was infectious. The gentle demeanor she’d sensed through the screen was real, a calm center in the roaring chaos of the expo hall.

Now, in the quiet opulence of his hotel suite, the distant city lights painting shifting patterns on the ceiling, that built-up tension had reached its breaking point. The air between them was thick with it. He was looking at her, not as a brilliant coder or a quirky avatar, but as a woman. His gaze was a physical touch.

Her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. Summoning a courage she didn’t know she possessed, she closed the small distance between them and pressed her lips to his.

It wasn't a graceful kiss. It was rushed, fueled by weeks of pent-up wanting. But he met her with a soft, surprised sound that melted into a low groan, his hands coming up to cradle her face, slowing her down, teaching her the rhythm with the gentle sweep of his tongue. When they finally broke apart, both were breathing heavily.

“I want you to be my first,” she whispered, the words hanging in the air between them, a confession and a plea.

His eyes darkened, but his smile was tender. “Are you sure, Gracie?”

“Never been more sure of anything in my life.”

He nodded, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Then we go slow. You tell me everything you’re feeling. Every single thing.”

He started with her shirt, the soft cotton brushing over her sensitized skin as he lifted it. Each button of her jeans was a tiny revelation, the drag of the zipper a shockingly loud sound in the quiet room. He kissed every new inch of skin he uncovered—the hollow of her throat, the slope of her shoulder, the delicate curve of her breast above her simple lace bra. When he finally unsnapped it, his breath hitched. “You’re so beautiful, Gracie.”

He laid her back on the plush duvet, his mouth closing over one nipple, then the other, his tongue swirling and teasing until she was arching off the bed, her fingers tangled in his hair. He worshipped her with his lips and tongue, tracing a path down her stomach, nipping gently at her hip bones, until he reached the waistband of her plain cotton panties. He hooked his fingers in them and drew them down her legs, his eyes never leaving hers.

Then it was his turn. He stood, and with a few efficient movements, he was naked. The air left Gracie’s lungs in a soft whoosh. He was all lean muscle and taut skin, and god, he was big. Thick and heavy and utterly intimidating. A fresh wave of nervousness washed over her, but it was chased away by a bolt of pure, liquid heat.

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his length, learning the feel of him, velvety soft skin over steel. He groaned, his head falling back. “Your touch… fuck.” Encouraged, she leaned forward, pressing a timid kiss to the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum beading there. His hissed inhale was all the approval she needed. She took him into her mouth, slowly, letting her tongue explore the sensitive vein on the underside. She found a rhythm, sucking gently, swirling her tongue around the head, lost in the intoxicating sounds she was pulling from him, the way his hands fisted in the sheets.

He gently pulled her back up, kissing her deeply, his taste still on her lips. “I wanna taste you,” he murmured, pushing her back onto the mattress.

He settled between her legs, his hands spreading her open for his gaze, for his mouth. The first flat stroke of his tongue across her slit made her cry out. It was an electric shock of pure pleasure. He licked into her, deep and slow, then focused on her clit, circling it with a relentless, perfect pressure. She was already teetering on the edge, her hips bucking against his face.

Then his thumb found her other hole, circling the tight, virgin pucker. She gasped. “Jacob…”

“Just a little,” he breathed against her, his voice thick with desire. “Trust me.”

She nodded, feverish, lost in sensation. He pressed a single, slick finger against the tight ring of muscle, applying a gentle, persistent pressure as his tongue lashed her clit. The dual assault was overwhelming, a confusing, exquisite mix of mild burn and blinding pleasure. The pressure built, coiling tightly in her core until it snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seizing wave that left her shuddering and gasping beneath him, her vision whiting out.

Before she could even come down, he was moving over her, his body covering hers. He sheathed himself in a condom, then guided his cock to her entrance. He pushed inside with a slow, inexorable pressure, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was just on the right side of painful. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, wanting all of him. He began to move, a deep, rhythmic pace that stole the breath from her lungs. Every thrust was a lesson in pleasure, hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

Just as she felt another climax beginning to build, he stilled. “I’m not done with you,” he whispered, his voice rough.

He rolled them over, pulling her on top of him for a deep, possessive kiss before maneuvering her onto her hands and knees. The new position left her feeling exposed, vulnerable. She heard the cap of a bottle click open, then the cool, slick sensation of lube against her most forbidden place. She tensed.

“Breathe, Gracie,” he soothed, massaging the tight muscle, preparing her. “Just breathe for me.”

The blunt head of his cock pressed against her. It was a much more intense pressure, a fuller, deeper stretch. He pushed slowly, inch by agonizingly slow inch, until he was fully seated inside her, his body flush against her back. He held still, letting her adjust, peppering her spine with kisses.

“Okay?” he breathed.

“Yes… oh god, yes…”

He began to move, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, longer strokes. The sensation was incredible, a full, aching pressure that rubbed against every nerve ending. The initial stretch melted into a deep, rolling pleasure that mingled with the aftershocks from her first orgasm. He gripped her hips, his rhythm becoming faster, more urgent, his grunts of pleasure music to her ears. She met him thrust for thrust, the slapping of their skin a wild rhythm in the quiet room. This felt debauched, perfect, his. Another orgasm, different from the first, built and crashed over her, a tidal wave of ecstasy that made her clench around him convulsively.

Her convulsing muscles pushed him over the edge. With a guttural groan, he buried himself deep inside her, his own release shuddering through him. He collapsed over her back, both of them a sweaty, trembling heap on the rumpled sheets.

After a few moments, he gently pulled out and disposed of the condom before gathering her into his arms, pulling the covers over them. He held her close, his heartbeat a steady drum against her ear. The silence was comfortable, filled with the scent of sex and his cologne.

He kissed her forehead. “Gracie,” he murmured, his voice sleep-roughened and utterly sincere. “I think I’m in love with you. I want to be with you. For real.”

Her heart, already so full, swelled until she thought it might burst. She curled tighter into his embrace, a smile gracing her kiss-swollen lips. “I love you too, Jacob.”

44 - A VENGEFUL MOTHER-IN-LAW

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Cheating / Handjob / Blowjob / Vibrator / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal Play

The motel room door clicked shut behind him, the sound unnaturally loud in the tense silence. Kyle stood frozen, the garish floral bedspread and the faint smell of cheap air freshener making his skin crawl. This was a mistake. A colossal, relationship-ending mistake.

Vivian smiled, a slow, practiced curve of her lips. She glided across the stained carpet, her heels silent. “You came. I wasn’t sure you would.”

“You said you had information,” Kyle said, his voice tighter than he intended. He crossed his arms, a useless shield. “About Diamond.”

His wife, Diamond, was estranged from her mother. Kyle never knew why. All he knew was that they loathed each other, and they hadn’t spoken in several years. When Vivian had reached out to Kyle, he was surprised. He’d hesitated when she’d asked him to meet her at the motel. But curiosity had won, and now, here he was.

“I do.” Vivian reached out, her fingers brushing a speck of lint from his T-shirt. The touch was electric and entirely inappropriate. He should step back. He didn’t. “But information like that… it’s valuable. It requires a certain… trust between us, don’t you think?”

She was close now. Her perfume, something expensive and floral, fought with the motel air. It was overwhelming. Her eyes, the same shade of hazel as Diamond’s but colder, more calculating, held his.

“What is it?” he pressed, his curiosity a live wire sparking in his chest.

Vivian’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. “She’s going to hurt you, Kyle. Just like she hurt me.” She let the words hang in the air, thick and poisonous. “My marriage… it ended because of her. She slept with my husband. Her own stepfather.”

The air left Kyle’s lungs in a rush. No. It wasn’t possible. Diamond was fiery, sometimes selfish, but not that. Never that. “You’re lying.”

“Am I?” Vivian whispered, closing the final inch between them. Her hand settled on his chest, right over his hammering heart. “Why would I lie? I have nothing to gain. I’m just trying to spare you the agony I went through.” Her other hand came up, her fingertips tracing his jawline. His breath hitched. “She can’t be faithful. It’s not in her nature.”

His mind was a storm of doubt and denial, but his body was treacherously still under her touch. He was hard. He hated himself for it, but the evidence was pressed against the rough fabric of his work trousers, a traitorous response to this devastating woman and her devastating news.

Vivian saw it. Of course she did. Her eyes flickered down and her smile turned victorious. “You don’t believe me yet. That’s okay.” Her fingers trailed down his chest, over his stomach, and stopped at the buckle of his belt. “Let me show you how a woman who knows what she wants treats a man like you.”

He should stop her. He should push her away, walk out, and call Diamond. But his arms felt like lead. The image of Diamond, wrapped around another man—her stepfather—corroded his will.

Vivian’s fingers worked the buckle open with an expert twist. The button of his trousers came next, then the slow, grinding rasp of his zipper coming down. The sound was obscene. Cool air hit his heated skin. He squeezed his eyes shut, a final, feeble attempt at resistance.

It vanished the moment her warm, sure hand slid into his briefs and wrapped around his aching length. A groan was torn from his throat. Her touch was confident, possessive.

“See?” she purred, her breath warm against his neck as she began to stroke him. “No games. No lies. Just… feeling.”

His head fell back as she worked him, her thumb swirling over his sensitive tip, spreading the bead of moisture that had already gathered there. Rational thought dissolved into a haze of pure sensation. The betrayal, the doubt, the seedy room—it all faded until there was only her hand and the tight, coiling pleasure building in his gut.

When she dropped to her knees in front of him, he could only watch, mesmerized. She looked up at him, those Diamond-like eyes full of a promise her daughter had never made, and took him into her mouth.

Heat. Wetness. A suction so perfect it made his knees weak. Her tongue flattened against the underside of his shaft as she took him deep, her moan vibrating through his entire body. His hands, act of their own volition, tangled in her perfectly styled hair. He wasn’t guiding her; he was just holding on for dear life as she worshipped him with her mouth, drawing him closer and closer to the edge with expert flicks and deep, hungry pulls.

She pulled off with a wet pop, leaving him throbbing and desperate in the cool air. “My turn,” she breathed, rising gracefully.

She reached behind her back, unzipping her dress in one smooth motion. It pooled at her feet, revealing a black lace bra and matching panties that framed a body that was nothing short of spectacular. Taut stomach, full breasts, hips that begged to be held. She was every fantasy he’d never dared to have.

She crawled onto the bed, lying back against the pillows and spreading her legs. Her eyes never left his as she hooked her thumbs in the sides of her panties and slowly slid them down. Then, from a small clutch on the nightstand, she produced a sleek, black vibrator. She clicked it on, a low buzz joining the hum of the air conditioner.

“Watch,” she commanded.

Kyle was helpless to do anything else. She traced the buzzing tip over her inner thighs, teasing, before finally pressing it against her clit. Her back arched off the bed, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. Her eyes fluttered shut as she worked the toy in slow, tight circles, her hips beginning to move in a rhythm only she knew.

The sight was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. Her pleasure was a performance, and he was the captive audience. He was on the bed before he realized he’d moved, drawn to her like a magnet. He wrapped his hand around hers, stilling the vibrator. A whimper of protest died on her lips as he replaced the plastic with his mouth.

The taste of her exploded on his tongue—musky, sweet, uniquely Vivian. He dove in, licking and sucking with a fervor he didn’t know he possessed. He was punishing Diamond, worshipping Vivian, losing himself completely. Her cries grew louder, her hands fisting in his hair, holding him right where she wanted him.

“Enough,” she finally gasped, pulling him up by his hair. Her eyes were wild. “I need you inside me. Now.”

She turned over, getting on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and in one fluid, desperate motion, he thrust into her. She was so tight, so wet, so impossibly hot. She cried out, pushing back against him, meeting his every frantic thrust. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin, their ragged breaths, her choked moans.

He was losing control, the coil within him ready to snap. He remembered the vibrator, still buzzing on the sheets beside them. He grabbed it, his movements clumsy with need. He pressed the slick tip against her other entrance. She stiffened for a fraction of a second, then pushed back against it with a guttural, “Yes.”

He pressed it into her tight heat as he plunged into her wetness, the dual sensation overwhelming them both. Vivian’s body began to convulse around him, her scream muffled by the pillow. The clenching of her around his cock and the toy shattered his last shred of control. He saw stars as his own orgasm ripped through him, pouring into her with a force that left him shaking and empty.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. Reality, cold and harsh, began to seep back into the room. Kyle pulled away, the physical separation feeling like a condemnation. They dressed in silence, the act itself more awkward than the sex had been.

He fastened his apron, his fingers trembling. “That can’t happen again,” he muttered, unable to look at her. “I love Diamond.”

Vivian merely smiled, applying a fresh coat of lipstick in the mirror as if she’d just come from a business meeting. “Of course you do, sweetie.” She dropped the lipstick back into her purse and snapped it shut. “Give me a call when she breaks your heart. I know she will.”

45 - HAILEY’S OFFICE REVENGE

MF / Cheating / Wealthy / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

"You’re married, Hailey. I shouldn’t be doing this," Tim murmured, his breath hot against her ear as his hands slid up her thighs, the fabric of her pencil skirt bunching at her waist.

Hailey’s heart pounded, her body betraying her as she leaned into his touch. "I know," she whispered, her voice trembling. "But I don’t care anymore."

—

It had started innocently enough. Hailey had joined Brickwell Enterprises three months ago, fresh out of a career slump and eager to prove herself. Tim Brickwell, the CEO, was everything she’d expected—arrogant, commanding, and impossibly confident. He had a way of walking into a room that made everyone stop and take notice. His broad shoulders filled out his tailored suits perfectly, and his piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through her.

At first, she’d found him insufferable. He was the kind of man who expected the world to bend to his will, and he made no effort to hide it. But as the weeks went by, she began to notice the little things—the way he’d smile when she cracked a joke in meetings, the way he’d linger by her desk just a little too long, the way his gaze would flicker over her when he thought she wasn’t looking.

It was subtle, but it was there. And it made her stomach twist in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

She’d tried to ignore it. She was married, after all. George was her husband, her partner, the man she’d vowed to spend her life with.

—

But then she’d found the texts.

It had been an accident, really. She’d been looking for a recipe on his phone when the notifications popped up—flirty messages from a woman named Jessica, followed by ones from someone named Lauren, and then another, and another. Her heart had shattered as she scrolled through the evidence of his infidelity.

She’d confronted him that night, her voice shaking with anger and betrayal. He’d tried to deny it at first, but the truth was written all over his face. "It didn’t mean anything," he’d said, his tone dismissive. "It was just… fun."

Fun. The word had echoed in her mind as she’d packed her bags and moved into a hotel. Fun. As if her heartbreak was nothing more than a minor inconvenience.

—

And then there was Tim.

He’d noticed her change in demeanor almost immediately. "You’ve been quiet lately," he’d said one afternoon, leaning against her desk with that infuriating smirk of his. "Everything okay?"

She’d forced a smile. "Just… personal stuff."

He’d studied her for a moment, his gaze intense. "You know, if you ever need to talk…"

She’d brushed him off, but the seed had been planted. And as the days went by, it grew, fed by her anger and her loneliness and the way he looked at her when he thought she wasn’t paying attention.

Today, she’d decided to take control. She’d dressed in a tight black dress that hugged her curves, paired with heels that made her legs look endless. She’d seen the way his eyes had darkened when she walked into the office, the way he’d struggled to keep his composure.

—

And now, here they were, in a seedy motel room on the outskirts of town.

Tim’s hands were everywhere, his touch electric as he kissed her with a hunger that made her head spin. She could feel the hard planes of his chest through his shirt, the way his muscles flexed as he pulled her closer.

"God, you’re beautiful," he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire.

She didn’t respond, too lost in the sensation of his hands on her body, the way he made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years.

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark as he looked at her. "Are you sure about this?"

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. "I’m sure."

That was all the encouragement he needed. He kissed her again, his hands moving to the zipper of her dress. She felt the fabric slide down her body, pooling at her feet as he stepped back to admire her.

"Fuck," he breathed, his gaze raking over her. "You’re even more stunning than I imagined."

She felt a flush of heat spread through her as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head to reveal the sculpted muscles of his chest and abs. Her eyes dropped lower, to the bulge in his pants, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

He stepped closer, his hands sliding around her waist as he kissed her again, his tongue sliding against hers. She could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her, and she moaned softly, her hands moving to his belt.

He let her undo it, his breath hitching as she pushed his pants down, freeing his cock. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around him.

"Hailey," he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth.

She could feel the weight of him on her tongue, the way he filled her mouth as she sucked him, her lips sliding up and down his length. He was big, bigger than she’d expected, and she had to fight the urge to gag as she took him deeper.

"Fuck, that’s good," he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly as she worked him.

She could feel the tension building in him, the way his muscles tightened as he got closer. But then he pulled back, his hands on her shoulders as he lifted her to her feet.

"Turn around," he said, his voice low and commanding.

She obeyed, her heart racing as she bent over, her hands on the edge of the bed. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his voice rough with need.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed into her, filling her completely. She moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move, his hips slamming against hers.

"God, you feel amazing," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her.

She could feel the pleasure building, the way her body responded to him as he thrust into her. And then he reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her ass.

She tensed for a moment, but then she relaxed, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through her. He pushed his finger inside, stretching her as he continued to fuck her.

"Tim," she moaned, her voice trembling as he added a second finger.

"Shh, I’ve got you," he murmured, his voice soothing as he prepared her.

And then he was pressing his cock against her ass, pushing in slowly. She gasped, the sensation overwhelming as he filled her completely.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move.

He pushed her closer to the edge with each thrust. And then she was coming, her body trembling as the orgasm washed over her. He followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he came, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily as they came down from the high. And then he pulled out, turning her around to kiss her deeply.

"I’m glad you were finally ready to cheat on George," he murmured against her lips. "I’ve wanted this for a long time."

She looked up at him, her heart racing. "It’s over with George," she said, her voice steady. "I want to be with you."

He smiled, his eyes dark with promise. "Good. Because I’m not letting you go."

46 - SOLD TO THE ECCENTRIC MILLIONAIRE
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The door to the basement dungeon clicked shut with a sound of finality that vibrated through Mara’s entire body. The air was cool and smelled of old stone, clean leather, and something faintly metallic. After the garish opulence upstairs, the starkness was a relief. After Blade’s chaotic cruelty, the silence was a blessing.

Two years ago, Mara had run away from a sheltered life in the suburbs with a man she thought she loved. Blade was a decade older than her, and devastatingly handsome. He’d promised the world—romance, luxury, travel. Instead, she’d found herself in the sex trade. He took her from city to city, selling her to strange men. By the time she’d realized who he truly was, it was too late.

Eventually, Blade grew tired of her. He said the customers wanted ‘fresh’ girls. She was used up. Damaged goods. He sold her to the highest bidder—Charles, an eccentric millionaire.

Now, the man who had purchased her stood before her, having shed his velvet smoking jacket. He was just a man in a crisp white shirt and dark trousers, but the authority he wielded was a tangible force in the room. He gestured with the tip of his cane to a clear space in the center, free of the various implements that lined the walls.

“Remove the dress, Mara.”

His voice was calm, a low command that brooked no hesitation. Her fingers, which had trembled under Blade’s glare, were steady now. She slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders, letting it slide down her body. The satin whispered over her skin, a stark contrast to the rough treatment she’d grown accustomed to. She let it pool at her feet, standing naked before him in the dim light. She felt no shame, only a raw, exposed vulnerability that was strangely freeing.

Charles observed her, his gaze analytical, appreciative, but devoid of Blade’s predatory hunger. He picked up a leather strap from a nearby table, running his thumb over its smooth grain.

“This is not about degradation,” he said, his voice cutting through the thick air. “It is about sensation. About peeling away the layers of fear he left you with and finding the nerve endings beneath. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her throat too tight for words. Yes. She understood more than he could know.

“Assume the position. Bend over the bench. Hold the edges.”

The wood was cool against her stomach and thighs. She gripped the other side, her knuckles turning white. She heard the soft swish of the strap through the air a moment before it landed. The crack was loud, a sharp report that echoed off the stone, but the pain was a clean, bright line across the backs of her thighs. It was a shock, but not the bruising, hateful impact Blade dealt. This was… precise.

Another strike, lower this time, and she gasped, her body jolting. A third, and a low moan escaped her lips. The pain was morphing, transforming into a deep, radiating heat that spread through her muscles. Each strike felt like it was driving out a memory, replacing it with a purely physical present. Her skin sang with it, alive and hyper-aware.

He stopped. The silence was heavier than before, filled only with the sound of her ragged breathing. She heard him move behind her.

“Now, kneel.”

She slid off the bench, her legs shaky, and knelt on the cold stone floor. He unbuttoned his trousers, his erection springing free. He was thick and hard, and a fresh wave of nervous heat washed over her.

“You will not use your hands. You will take me into your mouth and you will be silent. Your devotion will be a quiet thing. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” she breathed.

He guided himself to her lips. She opened her mouth, accepting him. He tasted clean, masculine. She focused on the weight and texture of him on her tongue, the way her own saliva slicked his length. She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, her nose pressing into the crisp fabric of his trousers. He let out a soft, gratified sigh above her. The command to be silent focused her entirely on the act itself, on the rhythm of her own breathing through her nose, on the subtle movements of her tongue that made his hips push forward minutely. This was a service, not a violation. A power she held in her submission. Her own arousal, forgotten for a moment, returned in a dizzying rush between her legs.

He withdrew just as she felt him begin to pulse, leaving her lips swollen and wet. He fastened his trousers, his composure unshaken.

“Now, for your final discipline.”

He led her to a system of leather restraints hanging from the ceiling. With efficient movements, he secured cuffs around her wrists, pulling her arms up until she was suspended on her toes. Another set of cuffs were fastened around her ankles, pulling her legs apart, exposing her completely. The strain in her shoulders was a new kind of ache, a stretching surrender.

He selected a bottle of oil from a shelf. She heard the cap click open. Then his slick, cool fingers were at her most forbidden entrance, circling, pressing. She flinched instinctively.

“Relax, Mara. This pleasure is also yours to claim.”

His voice was hypnotic. She forced her muscles to unclench. One finger pressed inside, a slow, inexorable invasion. She cried out, the sound swallowed by the vast room. It burned, a stretching, unfamiliar fullness. Then a second finger, scissoring, preparing her. The burn began to mix with a strange, thrilling pressure.

The fingers withdrew. She heard the sound of something larger being oiled. Her heart hammered against her ribs. The blunt, broad head of a large dildo pressed against her. He pushed, and she saw stars, a white-hot flash of pain. She bit her lip to keep from screaming.

“Breathe through it,” he commanded, his voice a low thrum. “Own the sensation.”

She gasped in a ragged breath. And as she exhaled, he pushed deeper. The pain crested, and then… it broke. The overwhelming fullness became something else entirely. A devastating, complete occupation. He began to move it, a slow, withdrawing and thrusting motion that rubbed against a place inside her she never knew existed. Each thrust sent a jolt of intense, electric pleasure through her, so sharp it bordered on pain, so intense it felt like power.

Her cries were no longer of pain but of shocked, overwhelming sensation. Her body was no longer her own; it was an instrument he played with masterful precision. The ache in her shoulders, the stretch of her ankles, the brutal, wonderful fullness in her ass—it all coalesced into a single point of blinding white heat in her core. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seismic event that clenched around the invading toy, milking it wave after wave of convulsing, unbearable pleasure.

When he finally stopped, she hung in the restraints, limp and trembling, sweat cooling on her skin. He released the cuffs, catching her as she slumped forward. He held her against his chest, his heartbeat a steady drum against her ear.

She looked up at him, her eyes wide, her world utterly rearranged. The fear was gone. In its place was a terrifying, thrilling awe. This was not abuse. This was alchemy. He had taken her pain and her fear and forged it into pleasure. Into strength.

“I want…” she started, her voice hoarse. She swallowed, finding her conviction. “I want to understand all of it. I want to immerse myself in your world. Completely.”

Charles looked down at her, a faint, approving smile touching his lips. “Then your education begins now.”

47 - DOCTOR STEPDAD’S EXAMINATION

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Fingering / Speculum / Anal

The silence of the house was a heavy, judgmental thing. Hannah moved through it on tiptoe, the click of the front door lock echoing like a gunshot in the still air. She’d hoped everyone would be asleep, that she could slip upstairs and shower away the scent of him, the memory of his hands on her skin. But the light in the living room was on, a soft, accusatory glow.

Shawn, her stepdad, was in his armchair, a medical journal open on his lap, but his eyes weren’t reading. They were fixed on her, sharp and clinical. “You’re late,” he said, his voice even, devoid of the warmth he usually reserved for her mother.

“I was out with friends,” Hannah mumbled, her cheeks flushing. She could still feel the phantom pressure of her boyfriend’s body against hers, the slick, secret evidence of their activities cooling on her inner thighs.

“I was changing the sheets in your room today,” Shawn stated, not moving a muscle. “I found something. A box of condoms.” He let the words hang between them, a verdict. “Empty.”

Hannah’s heart hammered against her ribs. She looked at the floor, at the pattern of the rug, anywhere but at him. There was no point in lying. “Yes.”

“Are you sexually active, Hannah?” The question was so direct, so sterile, it stole the air from her lungs.

“Daddy, I’m eighteen. I’m an adult,now,” she replied, unable to look him in the eye.

“Answer the question,” he demanded.

“Yes,” she finally whispered. “I am.”

He closed the journal and set it aside, standing up. He loomed in the doorway, not as her stepdad, but as Dr. Shawn. “You know the risks. STIs, HPV, unwanted pregnancy. Your mother would be devastated.” He sighed, a sound of profound disappointment. “As the only medical professional in this house, I can’t in good conscience let this go unchecked. You need to be examined.”

Her head snapped up. “Examined? By you?”

“It’s a standard pelvic exam. To ensure your health. It’s what I do.” His tone brooked no argument. It was logical, reasonable. Terrifying. “Unless you’d prefer I make an appointment for you at my clinic tomorrow morning? I can call your mother right now to explain why.”

The threat was implicit, devastating. The humiliation of her mother knowing was a thousand times worse than this. “No,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “No, please don’t tell Mom.”

“Then we do this now. Upstairs. Your room.”

Her legs felt like lead as she ascended the stairs, his presence a solid, unyielding force behind her. In her bedroom, the familiar space felt alien, violated. He closed the door and clicked the lock. The sound was final.

“Remove your clothes, Hannah. Everything. And lie on the bed on your back. Legs spread.”

Her fingers were clumsy, shaking as she undressed. The air was cool on her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She lay back on the comforter, the fabric rough against her sensitized skin. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to disappear into the mattress as she forced her knees apart, exposing herself completely to his analytical gaze.

She heard the snap of latex gloves, the squirt of lubricant. Her whole body flinched at the first touch of his slick, gloved fingers on her outer lips. So cold. He parted her, his touch methodical, impersonal.

“Just relax,” he murmured, but it wasn’t a comfort. It was an instruction.

One finger pressed against her entrance, then slid inside her with a smooth, practiced motion. She gasped, her back arching off the bed. It was an invasion, a violation, but her body, still humming from her earlier encounter, betrayed her. A low throb of warmth spread from his probing digit. He moved his finger in a slow circle, feeling her inner walls.

“You’re… very aroused, Hannah,” he noted, his voice a low hum. “Your vaginal tissue is engorged. Responsive.” He added a second finger, stretching her slightly, and a soft, unwilling moan escaped her lips. She bit it back, horrified at herself.

He withdrew his fingers. She heard the metallic click of the speculum. “This will feel cold,” he warned, but nothing could prepare her for the clinical intrusion of the device. He worked it inside her, and with a slow turn, her body was spread open, exposed in a way she had never been before. She felt utterly vulnerable, laid bare.

A beat of silence. Then, his voice changed. The clinical detachment evaporated, replaced by something darker, possessive. “Well, well. What do we have here?”

Her eyes flew open. He was looking intently between her legs, a strange, intense light in his eyes.

“There’s a significant amount of seminal fluid pooled near your cervix,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Fresh. You’ve just been fucked, haven’t you? Quite thoroughly.”

Tears of shame pricked at her eyes. She could only nod.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Hannah. Reckless.” He removed the speculum with a careful click, setting it aside. His gloved hand returned, but this time, his slick fingers found a new path. They circled the tight, forbidden pucker of her anus.

She jerked in shock. “What are you—?”

“Have you ever been penetrated here, Hannah?” he asked, his voice thick with a new, unsettling curiosity. His finger pressed insistently against the tight ring of muscle.

“N-no. Never.”

“Anal sex is an effective way to prevent pregnancy,” he stated, as if reading from a textbook, even as his finger began to work its way inside her, slow and relentless. The burn was sharp, then faded into a deep, full, shocking stretch. It was wrong, it was filthy, but a bolt of pure, electric pleasure shot through her, so intense it made her toes curl. Oh god.

“It can be intensely pleasurable for a woman, with proper preparation,” he continued, his voice a rough whisper now. He was fingering her ass with a steady, corkscrewing rhythm that made her hips twitch. “We should try it. To see if it’s a viable alternative for you. To keep you safe.”

Her mind screamed no, but her body was melting, a pool of wanton need. The dual humiliation and the shocking, illicit pleasure were short-circuiting her thoughts. All she could do was whimper, “Okay.”

“Good girl. Turn over. On your knees.”

She moved like a puppet, her limbs heavy with a strange, dizzy anticipation. She presented herself to him, her face buried in her pillow, her ass in the air. She heard the sound of his zipper, the rustle of clothes. Then, the blunt, hot, unmistakable head of his cock pressed against her well-lubricated entrance. It was so much bigger than his finger.

“Breathe out,” he commanded.

She did, and he pushed.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She cried out into the pillow as he sank into her, inch by devastating inch, filling her completely, stretching her in ways she never imagined possible. He waited, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness.

Then he moved.

A slow, withdrawing drag that made her gasp, followed by a smooth, solid thrust that stole her breath. He set a rhythm, deep and possessive, each stroke igniting a firestorm of sensation deep in her core. The shame was still there, but it was being burned away by the raw, animalistic pleasure of it. Her fingers clutched the sheets, her back arched, meeting his thrusts with a need of her own.

He was no longer Dr. Shawn. He was just a man, claiming her. His breathing grew ragged, his thrusts harder, faster, losing their clinical precision. “Such a tight little ass,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. “You take it so well.”

The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter with every piston-like drive of his cock into her depths. The friction was incredible, lighting up every nerve ending. She felt herself clenching around him, her body seizing up as an orgasm ripped through her, violent and shocking in its intensity. Her inner muscles spasmed, gripping his shaft in a rhythmic, milking pulse.

The feeling of her climax tightening around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he slammed into her one last time, holding himself deep as he came. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, a final, definitive claim.

They stayed like that for a long moment, connected, breathing heavily in the dark room. He slowly pulled out, and she collapsed onto the bed, feeling spent, used, and utterly confused by the aftershocks of pleasure still coursing through her.

Shawn disposed of the gloves and cleaned himself up. When he spoke, his voice was back to that calm, doctorly tone, but it now carried a dark, possessive undertone. “Given your level of sexual activity, Hannah, this can’t be a one-time examination. We’ll need to monitor your health closely.”

He leaned down, his lips close to her ear. “I’ll be doing another check up soon.”

48 - AN EMBARRASSING PROBLEM

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Masturbation / Anal

“You’re going to need to get on the table, Barbie. On your hands and knees.”

The words, so clinically delivered, sent a fresh wave of heat flooding up her neck. Barbie stared at the crisp white paper covering the exam table, then back at the man who’d just spoken. Dr. Raymond Glass stood with his back to her, washing his hands at the small sink, his broad shoulders filling out his white coat. He was nothing like the kindly, grandmotherly doctor she’d hoped for.

Her own name had sounded so different in his deep, calm voice. Not the playful nickname her friends used, but something… else. Something serious.

How had she gotten here?

—

It had started that afternoon, in the suffocating quiet of her dorm room. A restless, prickling energy had crawled under her skin, a familiar ache of emptiness that her own fingers could never quite satisfy. Her textbooks lay forgotten. All she could think about was the deep, forbidden throb of a fantasy she’d never dared to fulfill—the fantasy of being taken there.

Her gaze had fallen on her makeup bag, and a wicked, thrilling idea took root. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she retrieved a tube of mascara, the cool, smooth plastic a shocking contrast to her feverish skin. She’d poured lubricant onto her fingers, the slick sound obscenely loud in the silent room, and prepared herself with trembling circles that made her gasp into her pillow.

Then, the first press of the rounded tip.

Oh god.

It was a stretch, a delicious, burning fullness that was utterly alien and perfect. She pushed it deeper, her breath catching as it slid inside, the plastic shaft a firm, unyielding presence that filled the exact space she craved. She rocked back against it, her hips finding a frantic, shallow rhythm. Each movement sent jolts of pure sensation straight to her clit, which was swollen and aching against her panties.

Deeper. She needed it deeper.

She pushed, her muscles clenching and releasing around the invader, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. She was lost in it, her fantasy vivid—a strong, anonymous man holding her down, taking her with relentless, powerful thrusts.

And then, in one slick, sudden motion, the entire tube vanished.

The pleasure vanished with it, replaced by a cold, clenching dread. She scrambled off the bed, her fingers frantically probing, trying to grasp the end. But it was gone, buried deep inside her, and her panicked efforts only seemed to push it further up. The reality of her situation crashed down—humiliating, terrifying, and utterly absurd.

Which is how she found herself in the campus clinic, stammering her confession to a man who looked like he belonged on a billboard for a cologne ad, not extracting makeup from co-eds.

“I’ve seen far worse, I assure you,” Dr. Glass had said, his tone devoid of judgment, a small, almost imperceptible smile playing on his lips as she’d stammered out her story, her face burning. “Nothing to be ashamed of. Now, let’s see about getting it out.”

Now, he turned, drying his hands. His eyes, a cool, assessing gray, met hers. “Take off your clothes, and get on your hands and knees. The position allows for the easiest access and the least discomfort.”

Swallowing her pride, Barbie undressed. She hesitantly climbed onto the table. The paper crinkled loudly under her knees and palms. She squeezed her eyes shut, presenting herself to him in the most vulnerable, exposed way imaginable. She heard the snap of latex gloves, the sound making her flinch.

“Just try to relax,” his voice was closer now, a low murmur just behind her. “The more you tense, the more difficult this will be.”

A cool dab of lubricant touched her. She jumped at the sensation, a small cry escaping her lips.

“Shhh, easy. I’m just preparing the area.”

His touch was clinical, efficient, but it was still a touch. His fingers smoothed the gel over her, and despite her terror, a traitorous throb of response echoed from deep within her. She was mortified. His gloved fingers parted her, and she felt the gentle, probing pressure as he began his examination.

“I can feel the end of it,” he stated, his voice still calm, but she detected a new note in it. A slight huskiness. “It’s quite deep. You really… worked it in there, didn’t you?”

Barbie buried her face in her arms, a fresh moan of humiliation caught in her throat. His finger pressed inward, circling the embedded object. It wasn’t painful. It was… Oh god.

It was the same pressure, the same fullness, but now it was accompanied by the expert, deliberate motion of his hand. A slow, circular massage that made her muscles quiver. Her breath hitched, coming in short, sharp gasps.

“You’re being very brave,” he murmured, and his free hand came to rest on the small of her back. The warmth of it seeped through her thin shirt, a startling contrast to the cool latex inside her. His thumb began to make slow, soothing circles on her spine. “Just let it happen.”

His probing finger pressed harder, hooking slightly, and a bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure shot through her. She cried out, her back arching involuntarily. The clinical purpose of his touch seemed to blur, morphing into something else entirely. He wasn’t just removing it; he was working it, manipulating it, and with every movement, he was stoking a fire she’d been trying to put out all afternoon.

“It’s… it’s moving,” she panted, her knuckles white where she gripped the table.

“I know,” his voice was thick now, closer to her ear. His body leaned over hers, his presence enveloping her. “Almost there. You’re doing so well.”

His fingers were relentless, a steady, rhythmic pressure that was somehow both medical and deeply, profoundly intimate. The shame began to melt away, replaced by a building, coiling tension in her core. She was rocking back against his hand now, a tiny, desperate motion she couldn’t control. The paper beneath her tore under her grasping fingers.

She felt the object shift, begin its slow descent. The sensation was overwhelming—a dragging, exquisite friction that rubbed against every single nerve ending. Her whole world narrowed to that one point of contact, to the sound of his breathing, to the feel of his hand on her back, holding her steady.

With a final, slick pull, it was out. She felt the sudden, empty absence.

But his fingers didn’t withdraw.

Instead, they pushed back inside, one, then two, filling the emptiness with something far better, far more knowing. She gasped, her eyes flying open. What was he doing?

He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear, his voice a rough, hot whisper that shattered every professional pretense. “All that effort… all that beautiful, desperate tension… you didn’t get your release, did you?”

Barbie could only whimper, her body trembling, pushing back against his invading fingers, begging for more without a single word.

“It would be a shame to send you home like this,” he whispered, his fingers curling inside her, finding a spot that made her see stars. “Still so… wound up.”

His other hand slid from her back, around her hip, his fingers slipping through her slick folds, finding her throbbing clit.

She shattered. A raw, guttural cry was torn from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, violent and shocking in its intensity. Her legs shook uncontrollably, and she would have collapsed if he weren’t holding her up, his hands working her through the convulsions, drawing out every last pulse of pleasure until she was boneless and spent.

For a long moment, the only sound was her ragged breathing. Slowly, carefully, he withdrew his hands. She heard the gloves snap off, tossed into a biohazard bin.

She couldn’t move. She could only lie there, trembling, utterly consumed by what had just happened.

She heard him move around the table. He stood in front of her, and she forced herself to look up. His gray eyes were dark, intense, his professional composure completely gone, replaced by a raw, hungry heat. He held up the offending tube of mascara between his gloveless fingers.

A slow, wicked smile spread across his face. “Next time you have an itch that needs scratching, Barbie… you should really just come see me.”

49 - A MESSAGE FROM SLAVEMASTER321

MF / BDSM / Public / Humiliation / Food Play / Exhibitionism / Masturbation / Anal

The thrill was always in the surrender. For Kara, a woman who wore control like a tailored suit all day, the anonymity of the internet was a secret key to a hidden part of her soul. It was a place where she could unpack the deep, submissive yearnings she kept locked away from the world. And tonight, she had found a new keyhole: a private BDSM forum that felt less like a website and more like a homecoming.

Her heart hammered against her ribs when a direct message popped up from a user named SlaveMaster321. His profile was sparse, his words direct. Not a boy looking for a cheap thrill, she thought, but a man who knows what he wants.

Their text exchange was a rapid-fire negotiation of desires and limits, a dance that left her breathless and slick with anticipation. He was commanding, his language crisp and unambiguous. He requested a photo. Then another. Each one a step further, a reveal more intimate than the last. Her skin flushed not just with heat, but with a profound sense of rightness.

When his call connected, his voice was a revelation—a deep, calm baritone that seemed to vibrate directly through her bones. ”Put on something sexy. A tiny skirt. A tube top. Nothing else.”

The command was electric. She scrambled to her closet, her fingers trembling as she found the barest scraps of fabric she owned. The black skirt hardly covered her, and the crimson tube top stretched taut over her breasts. She felt exposed and utterly alive.

”Now. Drive to the grocery store. I’ll stay on the line.”

A jolt of pure fear, laced with excitement, shot through her. “The… the grocery store?”

”You heard me. Go.”

The drive was a blur. His voice was a constant in her ear, a steady anchor in the storm of her nerves. “You’re doing so well. Such a good girl for me.” Each word of praise was a bolt of lightning straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. Parking the car, she took a shaky breath. The fluorescent lights of the store felt like interrogation lamps.

”Walk in. Head high.”

She did, the cool air-conditioning raising goosebumps on her nearly-bare skin. She could feel eyes on her, real or imagined, and each glance sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

”The produce section. Find the largest cucumber you can. Then, the pharmacy aisle. A bottle of lubricant. Silicone. That’s all you’re buying.”

Her face burned. What if someone saw her? She found the vegetable, her cheeks flaming as her fingers closed around its impressive, thick length. The lube was easier to grab, a small bottle that felt like a lead weight in her hand.

”Now, find a checkout. It must be a male cashier.”

Her stomach swooped. The only open lane was manned by a young man with a kind smile. What would he think of her unusual purchase? She approached, placing her two items on the conveyor belt. The cashier’s smile didn’t falter, but his eyes did flicker with amused curiosity as he picked up the cucumber.

“Find everything alright today?” he asked, his tone perfectly normal.

Kara’s voice was a squeak. “Yes. Thank you.”

She could hear SlaveMaster321’s low, approving hum in her ear. ”Good girl. Look at him. Don’t look away.”

She forced her eyes up, holding the cashier’s gaze as he scanned the items. The beep of the scanner was deafening. He placed them in a bag and told her the total. Her hands shook so badly she could barely insert her card. The entire world had narrowed to this moment, to the voice in her ear and the knowing smile of the stranger in front of her.

The walk back to her car was a haze of adrenaline. She practically fell into the driver’s seat, her body thrumming with a strange, powerful energy.

”Home. Now. Don’t delay.”

She drove, every second an eternity. Once inside her apartment, she slammed the door shut, leaning against it as she tried to catch her breath.

”Turn on your webcam.”

She fumbled with her laptop, opening the program. A black screen appeared on his end. She could only hear him. ”Now. Show me.”

Her fingers, which had trembled with anxiety at the store, were now steady with purpose. She reached behind her back, grabbed the hem of the tube top, and slowly, sensually, peeled it up and over her head, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, the nipples already pebbled hard. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the tiny skirt and her panties, pushing them down her hips in one fluid motion, stepping out of the pool of fabric. She stood naked before the camera, her skin glowing in the soft light of her lamp.

”Beautiful. Now the lube. Open it.”

The click of the cap breaking the seal was obscenely loud. She poured a generous amount into her palm, the cool, slick gel a shock against her heated skin.

”Touch yourself. Get that pretty little pussy nice and wet for me. Show me how ready you are.”

She obeyed, her fingers sliding through her slick folds with a soft, wet sound. A low moan escaped her lips as she circled her clit, the sensation intensified a thousandfold by the knowledge that he was watching, that her pleasure was his to command.

”That’s it. Now pick up the cucumber.”

She did, its cool, bumpy surface a stark contrast to her own heat. She slathered it with more lube until it gleamed.

”Now. Do it. Slowly.”

Guiding the blunt, rounded tip to her entrance, she took a sharp breath. She pressed. There was a moment of intense, delicious pressure, and then the thick head of the vegetable pushed inside her. Her head fell back, a guttural cry tearing from her throat as the incredible fullness stole her breath. It was a stretch she felt in her very soul.

”That’s my good girl. Now fuck yourself with it. Show me how much you love it.”

Her hips began to move of their own volition, a slow, deep rhythm. She slid the cucumber almost all the way out, then drove it back into her depths, the ridges and bumps creating an unimaginable friction. One hand worked the vegetable in and out while the other frantically circled her clit. The sounds were lewd, wet, and primal. The pleasure built, a coil tightening deep in her belly, fed by his growled praises in her ear.

”Yes… just like that… you take it so well… come for me.”

The command was all it took. The orgasm detonated, a screaming wave of release that radiated out from her core, making her legs buckle. She rode the vegetable through it, crying out as the spasms milked the length.

She was panting, dripping, blissfully spent. But his voice cut through the haze, firm and unwavering.

”We’re not done. More lube.”

Her eyes widened, but her body was already moving, already eager for the next command. She poured more slickness over the cucumber and her own hand.

”Now. Your other hole. I want to see you take it there.”

A fresh, even more intense thrill of taboo shot through her. She turned, bending over at the waist, presenting herself to the camera. She reached back, guiding the slick tip to the tight, forbidden pucker of her ass.

”Slowly. Breathe out.”

She pushed. The resistance was profound, a tight, burning ring of pressure that made her gasp. But she was so wet, so turned on, so desperate to please. With a soft, breathy cry, the tip popped past the tight muscle, and a shocking, overwhelming sensation of being utterly filled and stretched open flooded her system. It was an invasion so complete it felt like ownership.

”God, look at that… Now move.”

Her movements were slower, more tentative, the sensations almost too intense to bear. Each inward thrust was a burning, stretching claiming. Each withdrawal was a breathless anticipation. The dual sensations—the deep, full ache and the frantic circles her free hand was making on her sensitive clit—coalesced into a second, even more powerful climax. It wasn’t a wave this time; it was a tsunami. Her whole body seized, a raw, broken moan ripped from her throat as she came violently, her ass clenching rhythmically around the invading vegetable.

She slumped forward, trembling, the cucumber slipping from her grasp.

His voice was thick with unmistakable approval. “Outstanding. You did so perfectly.”

Kara lay there on the carpet, utterly spent and more turned on than she had ever been in her life, her mind already spinning, already yearning, already wondering what impossible, thrilling thing he would demand of her next.

50 - A RECORDING STUDIO ROMANCE

MF / Celebrity / Enemies to Lovers / BDSM / Kissing / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The phone hadn’t even finished its first ring before Emerald snatched it up, her professional melody already in place. “Emerald Jones Productions.”

A gruff voice on the other end wasted no time. “Yeah, hi. This is Rick, manager for The Black Widow. We need a producer for our new album. You were recommended.”

Emerald’s carefully practiced cool evaporated. The Black Widow. The biggest metal band on the planet. Her heart hammered against her ribs. “Of course. I’d be thrilled. When were you thinking?”

“Now. The guys are antsy. Studio free?”

Two hours later, the studio was filled with the chaotic energy of four larger-than-life rock stars. And Brad, the lead singer, was the epicenter of it all. He prowled the control room, picking up a Neumann microphone, and scoffed.

“This the best you got? We usually use a modified U87. Tube, not FET.” He dropped it on the desk with a clatter.

Emerald’s smile tightened. “The signal path on this console is pristine, Brad. I assure you, we’ll get the raw, gritty tone you’re famous for.”

He waved a dismissive hand, already fiddling with the preamp knobs. “Just let me handle the levels. I know how my voice should sound.”

After twenty minutes of him second-guessing every mic placement, EQ setting, and compressor ratio, Emerald had reached her limit. She watched him argue with his own guitarist about a cab sim and something in her snapped. This wasn’t producing; it was babysitting with a multi-million dollar budget.

She stood up, her chair rolling back silently. “You know what? You clearly have this under control. Good luck with the album.” She grabbed her bag and walked out, leaving a stunned silence in her wake.

She was almost to her car when the studio door burst open. “Wait! Emerald, wait!”

Brad jogged toward her, his earlier swagger gone, replaced by a sheepish, almost panicked look. “I’m… I’m a fucking idiot. I’m sorry. Rick just chewed my head off. Please. Come back. We need you. I need you.”

The session that followed was a revelation. With Brad’s ego checked, his talent was undeniable. His voice was a weapon of raw power and stunning control. They laid down three tracks, and with each take, the energy in the room shifted from tense to electric. As the final crushing chord of the last song faded, the band erupted into grins and backslaps.

“That’s a fucking hit,” the bassist said, shaking his head in awe.

Brad walked over to her, not looking at the band, his eyes locked on hers. “He’s right. That’s because of you. Thank you.” He ran a hand through his messy dark hair. “Let me make it up to you. Properly. Dinner?”

She hesitated. He was arrogant, infuriating… and undeniably cute with that now-humble expression. “Okay. Dinner.”

The restaurant was all white tablecloths and soft piano music. Brad, in his ripped jeans and a tight band t-shirt, stuck out like a sore thumb, but the staff fell over themselves to accommodate him. He was charming, funny, and the stories he told between courses of seared scallops and expensive wine made her laugh until her sides hurt.

Back at his surprisingly modern, minimalist house, he poured them each a glass of amber whiskey. They stood close in the living room, the tension from the studio returning, but this time it was sweet and charged.

“I really am sorry about today,” he murmured, his voice low.

“I know,” she said, looking up at him.

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. His hands are so much softer than I imagined. Then his lips were on hers, and any remaining thought evaporated. The kiss wasn’t gentle; it was hungry, a claiming. It tasted of whiskey and want.

He broke away, taking her hand. “Come with me.”

He led her to his bedroom, a spacious room dominated by a huge platform bed. Her eyes scanned the room and caught on the shelf beside it. It wasn’t hidden. Ropes, silky-looking restraints, a few well-crafted leather cuffs, a small, sleek vibrator.

He saw her looking. “I should probably tell you… I’m into… kink.” He searched her face for hesitation, for judgment. “It’s okay if that’s not your–”

“It’s okay,” she breathed, a thrill shooting through her. “Show me.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across his face. He turned her around, his fingers deftly working the buttons of her blouse. He pushed the fabric from her shoulders, his lips following the path down her spine, each kiss a brand. Her skirt pooled at her feet. He laid her back on the cool black sheets, her skin pebbling in the air.

He reached for the restraints; soft, padded cuffs connected to black silk ropes. “Is this alright?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice already thready with anticipation.

He secured her wrists to the posts above her head, the gentle restraint an incredible turn-on. Helpless. His. He picked up the vibrator, a quiet hum filling the room. He trailed it over her stomach, her thighs, never quite where she needed it, making her gasp and arch her back.

“Please, Brad.”

“Please, what?” he teased, circling her clit with the tip of the toy, the vibration a maddening promise.

“Please don’t stop.”

He replaced the vibrator with his mouth, his tongue lashing her with expert precision. The sensation, combined with her restrained position, was overwhelming. She cried out, her hips bucking against his face as a sharp, sudden orgasm ripped through her.

He didn’t let her come down. He quickly unbuckled the cuffs, his voice a guttural command. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

She obeyed, her body humming, her mind blissfully empty. She felt him position himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance and he drove into her with one deep, sure stroke. She gasped at the exquisite fullness. He set a punishing rhythm, each thrust hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars.

He reached for a bottle on the nightstand. The snick of a cap. A cool drip of lube against her other rosebud. His thumb circled it, pressed gently. “I want this too. Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she moaned, the words torn from her.

He guided himself there, pressing insistently. There was a moment of intense, burning pressure, and then he was inside, a deeper, more consuming fullness. He fucked her ass with slow, then frantic, pounding strokes. The dual sensations—the ache, the stretch, the brutal rhythm—coiled a new orgasm deep within her, tighter and hotter than the first. It exploded, her inner muscles clenching around him in violent, helpless waves, her ass gripping his cock like a vise.

With a raw, animalistic groan, he followed her over the edge, his own release pulsing into her as he collapsed over her back, his breath hot on her shoulder.

Later, tangled in the sheets, his arm a heavy weight across her stomach, he nuzzled her hair. “I want you to produce the whole record.”

She smiled into the dark, her body humming with a contented, sated exhaustion. “Okay.”

His voice was sleepy, hopeful. “And maybe… after?”

She turned to face him, tracing the line of his jaw. “We’ll see where it leads.”
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