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1 - BOUND IN A PARIS HOTEL

MF / Free-use / BDSM / Bondage / Blowjob / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The hotel door clicked open.

Jada was on the bed, reading a Parisian fashion magazine she couldn’t really understand, wearing only the silk robe the hotel had provided. She looked up, a smile touching her lips.

Shane didn’t say a word.

He dropped the damp pool towel from his shoulder, his eyes dark and fixed on her. The silent command was absolute. Her pulse jumped, a delicious thrill coiling low in her belly. This was it. The unspoken rule of their entire vacation, of their entire life together, was about to be enforced.

He crossed the room in three long strides. The robe was torn open, not undone. His hands were rough, urgent. Cool silk became a puddle on the plush carpet. She was naked now, exposed to the soft afternoon light filtering through the sheer balcony curtains.

“On your feet,” he commanded, his voice a low rumble.

She obeyed, standing beside the bed, the air cool on her skin. He reached for the chair where she’d draped her clothes. His fingers found the pair of sheer, black pantyhose she’d worn that morning. With a quick, efficient motion, he tore them in half.

The first touch of the nylon against her wrist was a shock of coolness. He looped it tight, pulling her hands behind her back. The binding wasn’t cruel, but it was firm, unyielding. The other leg, secured her ankles together. She was trussed, bound by her own intimate clothing, completely at his mercy. A soft, helpless sound escaped her throat. It was pure anticipation.

Shane stepped back, admiring his work. His swim trunks were already tented. He pushed them down, freeing his cock. It was thick, fully erect, the head already glistening.

He grabbed a handful of her dark hair, not yanking, but guiding her down to her knees on the carpet. “Open,” he said.

She did, her jaw already slack, her tongue lying flat. He didn’t tease. He fed his length into her mouth, slowly at first, letting her adjust to the stretch of her lips, the pressure on her tongue. Then he pulled back and thrust forward, harder.

The rhythm was brutal, possessive. He held her head still, fucking her face with deep, measured strokes. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but she didn’t fight it. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, the salty-bitter taste of him flooding her senses. The sound was obscene, wet and choking, and it seemed to drive him wilder. His hips pistoned, the base of his cock hitting her lips with each thrust.

One of his hands left her hair and slid between her legs. His fingers found her soaked folds, rubbing hard circles over her clit. The dual sensation was overwhelming—the invasion of her mouth, the electric friction between her thighs. She moaned around him, the vibration making him groan. She was already dripping, her own arousal betraying her complete submission.

With a final, deep push that made her eyes water, he pulled out of her mouth, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his shining cock. “On the bed,” he panted.

He untied her ankles and wrists, the discarded nylon falling away. Before she could move, he lifted her, tossing her onto the center of the large mattress. He retrieved the torn pantyhose, now long, silken ropes.

“Give me your hands.”

She lifted her wrists above her head. He looped the nylon around one wrist, then around the ornate wooden bedpost, tying it with a swift, secure knot. He repeated the process with her other wrist. Then, he grabbed another pair of her tights. He pulled her legs apart, tying each ankle to the lower bedposts. She was spread-eagled, utterly vulnerable, every secret part of her exposed to his gaze. The cool air of the room kissed her wetness, making her shiver.

Shane stood at the foot of the bed, just looking. His eyes traced the lines of her body, the heave of her breasts, the dark triangle between her thighs, the desperate clench of her bound hands. He crawled onto the bed, settling between her splayed legs. He didn’t touch her with his hands. He just lowered his head.

The first lick was a slow, torturous stripe from her opening to her clit. Jada cried out, her back arching off the bed. He did it again. And again. Then his mouth closed over her, his tongue flattening against her, laving broad, wet strokes that had her whimpering. He was a master of this, of building the pressure until she was mindless.

He focused on her clit, sucking it gently into his mouth, flicking it with the very tip of his tongue. The pleasure was a sharp, bright coil, winding tighter and tighter. She tugged against her bonds, the nylon biting deliciously into her skin. “Please… Shane… please.”

“Please what?” he murmured against her, his breath hot on her sensitive flesh.

“Fuck me. God, please, just fuck me. I need it.”

He gave her clit one last, sucking kiss that made her legs tremble, then rose up on his knees. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her soaked opening. He looked down at her, at her flushed face, her pleading eyes.

“You’re mine,” he stated, a simple, undeniable fact.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Always.”

He pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, filling burn. He sank into her slowly, letting her feel every inch, until his hips were flush against her ass. He held there, buried to the hilt, and she could feel his heartbeat thudding through his cock inside her.

Then he moved.

The first thrust was deep and hard, setting the pace. He pulled back almost all the way, then slammed home. Again. And again. The bedframe began a rhythmic creak against the wall. Each thrust went deeper than the last, as if he was discovering new, untouched depths within her. The angle was perfect, the base of his cock grinding against her clit with every powerful drive.

Her world narrowed to the slap of skin on skin, the guttural sounds from his throat, the intense, coiling pressure in her core. The nylon restraints held her open, allowing him total access, allowing him to plunder her without restraint. She was nothing but a vessel for his pleasure, and in that, she found her own soaring freedom.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out, the words shattered.

“Cum,” he grunted, his rhythm never faltering. “Cum on my cock, Jada. Do it.”

It broke over her like a wave, a convulsive, screaming orgasm that tore through every nerve. Her pussy clamped down on him in rhythmic, milking pulses, and that was all it took. With a ragged shout, Shane drove into her one final, devastating time and stilled. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding her depths, pulse after pulse, mixing with her own.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, he softened inside her and slipped out. He moved with a tired tenderness, untying the knots at her ankles, then her wrists. He rubbed the faint red marks on her skin.

He gathered her against him, her sweat-slick back to his chest. His lips found her ear.

“You’re a good little slut,” he whispered, the words a caress.

She melted into him, a contented sigh escaping her.

2 - SURRENDERING TO ROPEMASTER57

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Rope / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The forum was a safe, digital confessional. For weeks, Vivian had poured her secret longing into its text boxes—the specific, aching fantasy of being rendered completely helpless, of firm, unyielding rope biting into her skin. RopeMaster57’s replies were always the perfect blend of clinical knowledge and dark promise. His messages weren’t crude; they were blueprints. And when he suggested meeting, the thrill that shot through her was pure, undiluted adrenaline.

The motel room was bland, beige, the air smelling faintly of artificial citrus. But the man who opened the door was anything but bland. He was taller, more solid than his photos suggested, with calm, assessing eyes that made her breath catch. Handsome wasn’t the right word. He was compelling.

“Vivian,” he said, his voice a low rumble. No small talk. “The safe word is ‘red.’ Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she breathed, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“Do you consent to be bound?”

“I do.”

His smile was brief, a flash of white. “Good. Strip.”

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse, slid her jeans down her hips. She let everything pool at her feet, standing naked before him, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin. He watched, not with lust, but with an artist’s appraisal. He produced a length of soft, navy-blue rope from his bag, testing its strength between his hands.

“On the bed. On your stomach.”

She complied, the scratchy bedspread against her front. He moved with efficient grace. He looped the rope around her ankles, pulling them up and back towards her wrists, which he bound securely behind her. The position arched her back, thrust her ass into the air. He cinched the rope between her wrists and ankles, completing the hogtie. The final pull took her breath away—a deep, satisfying tightness that sang through her nerves. She was trapped.

She tested the bonds, a instinctive jerk of her limbs. The ropes didn’t give; instead, they seemed to tighten further, digging into the soft flesh of her wrists and the tendons behind her knees. A moan escaped her. It wasn’t pain. It was presence. A full-body squeeze that left her utterly vulnerable.

His hand, warm and broad, landed on the small of her back. It trailed down, over the curve of her ass, a slow, possessive stroke. He caressed the backs of her thighs, the sensitive hollows behind her knees. Every touch was amplified a hundredfold by her immobility. He knew it. His fingers traced the outer lips of her pussy, already slick with anticipation.

“You’re so wet for this,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear. “All this talk, all this fantasy… your body knows what it needs.”

He teased her, a maddening, circling touch around her clit, never quite landing where she needed. She pushed her hips back, a futile attempt to get more pressure, but the ropes held her firm. She could only take what he gave. And he gave just enough to make her whimper.

She heard the rasp of a zipper. The bed dipped as he moved. A hot, velvety tip brushed against her cheek, then her lips. “Open.”

She did, and he filled her mouth, thick and heavy on her tongue. He set a slow, deep rhythm, his hands tangling in her hair. She relaxed her throat, letting him glide deeper, the head bumping the back of her mouth. He picked up the pace, and she gagged, tears springing to her eyes. The sound seemed to excite him. He held her head steady, fucking her face with firm, measured strokes, the salty taste of him coating her tongue. She was adrift in sensation—the bite of the rope, the stretch of her jaw, the complete surrender of control.

With a soft pop, he withdrew. He worked at the knots quickly, the ropes falling away. Her limbs throbbed with released tension. Before she could even stretch, he flipped her onto her back. New ropes appeared. He fastened each wrist to a bedpost above her head, spreading her wide. The vulnerable arch of her body was on full display.

He started at her neck, sucking a mark into the tender skin, then moved lower. He took a nipple into his mouth, sucking hard, then grazing it with his teeth until she cried out. He lavished the same attention on the other, the dual sensations of sharpness and wet heat making her back bow off the bed.

Then he moved down, his breath hot on her stomach, her hip bones. He hooked her legs over his shoulders. His first lick was a long, slow stripe from her opening to her clit.

“Oh god,” Vivian gasped.

He zeroed in on her clit, circling it with the flat of his tongue, then flicking it rapidly with the tip. He’d read her body perfectly, alternating patterns, building the pressure then easing back. The ropes on her wrists pulled taut as she strained against them, her hips bucking helplessly against his mouth.

“Please,” she begged, the word a ragged sob. “Please, I need…”

“Need what?” he asked, pausing to blow a cool breath on her soaked flesh.

“You. Inside. Now.”

He didn’t make her ask twice. He positioned himself between her thighs, the thick head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He pushed in, a slow, devastating invasion that stretched her exquisitely. She was so wet, so ready, he slid deep in one smooth stroke, hilting himself completely. The feeling of being filled, pinned, both by his body and the ropes, was overwhelming.

He began to move, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust was a jolt of pure pleasure, knocking a moan from her lips. The bedframe creaked in rhythm. He leaned over her, his chest brushing her sensitized nipples, his eyes locked on hers as he drove into her, harder, faster.

The coil in her abdomen snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a violent, clenching wave that gripped his cock like a vise. She screamed, her body convulsing against the restraints. Her climax triggered his. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, pulsing deep inside her, his own release hot and endless.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with practiced ease, he untied the ropes from the bedposts. He massaged her wrists, his touch now tender. He collapsed beside her, pulling her against his sweat-slicked chest.

“Red was never even a whisper in your mind, was it?” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction.

She shook her head, nuzzling into him, her body humming with spent energy.

He kissed her forehead. “Next time,” he promised, his fingers tracing the faint marks on her wrist, “we go further.”

3 - THE WRONG PHOTO ALBUM

MF / Taboo / Stepbrother / Age Gap / BDSM / Bondage / Wax Play / Feather Tickler / Anal Beads / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The last of the dinner wine had been poured, the pleasantries exchanged, and Virgil’s father and stepmother had finally retired to the guest room, leaving him alone in the soft glow of his apartment’s dimmed lights. He was tidying the coffee table, proud of the evening. They’d loved his landscape portfolio, the one he used for his legitimate, respectable work. He’d almost forgotten about the other portfolio, the one hidden away.

A soft rustle made him turn. Hailey stood there, leaning against the doorframe, her expression a mixture of curiosity and something else he couldn’t quite place. At eighteen, she was all long limbs and wide, inquisitive eyes, a woman now, though a part of him still saw the awkward teen from a few years back.

“Those photos were amazing, Virgil,” she said, her voice a quiet hum. “Do you… do you have any more?”

He smiled, the proud big brother. “Sure. I’ve got another album right here.” He reached for the sleek black portfolio leaning against his bookshelf, the one he’d prepared to show them some urban architecture shots. He flipped it open on the table.

And his blood ran cold.

Staring back at him wasn’t the sleek lines of skyscrapers, but the sinuous curve of a woman’s spine, arched over a velvet-draped pedestal. Her wrists were bound with elegant black leather to the legs of the furniture, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

It was the wrong album.

He slammed it shut, his face flushing a hot, mortified crimson. “Shit. Hailey, I’m so sorry. That’s… that’s not what I meant to show you.”

But her hand was already on the cover, her curiosity overpowering any sense of shock. “Wait.” Her voice was barely a whisper. She didn’t look repulsed. She looked… fascinated. “What is that?”

He swallowed, the lie dying on his lips. The truth was a simpler, if more dangerous, path. “It’s… my other job. The one that pays the rent on this place. I take… specialist photographs.”

Her eyes, wide and impossibly blue, met his. “Specialist?” she prompted, her fingers tracing the edge of the closed portfolio.

“Bondage. Kink. Fetish work. It’s artistic, in its own way,” he explained, the words feeling clumsy and inadequate. He braced for her recoil, for her judgment.

It never came. Instead, she asked another question. And then another. Her inquiries were naive, earnest, a stream of innocent curiosity that stripped the topic of any seedy undertones and laid it bare as pure exploration. She asked about the ropes, the toys, the expressions on the models' faces.

“It’s about trust,” he found himself saying, his own professional passion cutting through his embarrassment. “Total, absolute trust. And about sensation. Focusing it, controlling it, surrendering to it.”

She was silent for a long moment, absorbing this. Then, she looked directly at him, her gaze unwavering. “I want to try it.”

Virgil’s heart hammered against his ribs. “Hailey, no. That’s… it’s completely inappropriate. You don’t know what you’re asking.”

“I’m eighteen,” she stated, a new firmness in her voice. A woman’s voice. “And I’m asking you. I trust you.” The unspoken words hung between them, heavy and electric. I want you.

Every responsible bone in his body screamed that this was a catastrophic line to cross. But a deeper, darker part of him, the part that lived in the shadows of that photo album, was already stirring, awakening at the raw offer in her eyes. He wanted it, too. The desire was a physical ache.

“Are you sure?” The question was a hoarse whisper, a last-ditch defense that he prayed she would breach.

“Yes.”

That single, solid word shattered his resistance. He reached for her, his movements suddenly deliberate, slow. This wasn’t his stepsister anymore; this was a willing subject, her trust a heady intoxicant. His fingers went to the hem of her soft cotton sweater. “Lift your arms,” he instructed, his voice low.

She complied, a slight tremor running through her as he drew the fabric over her head. He unfastened her jeans, guiding them down her hips along with her simple cotton panties until she stood naked before him in the dim light, her skin glowing, her breath coming in shallow, excited little gasps. She was perfection.

He led her to his bedroom, to the large, low platform bed. “Lie down.”

She did, her eyes never leaving his face. From a lacquered box, he drew out two long, scarlet silk scarves. “We’ll start gently.” He wrapped the impossibly soft material around each of her wrists, tying them with secure but giving knots to the wrought-iron headboard. Her arms were suspended above her, a beautiful offering. A soft, helpless sound escaped her lips as she tested the bonds. Not to escape. Just to feel their reality.

Next, the candle. He lit it, letting the pooled wax form. “This will be hot for a split second,” he murmured, his voice a hypnotic cadence. “Then just a dull warmth. Tell me if you want to stop.”

He tilted the candle over her stomach. A single, fat drop of crimson wax fell. She gasped, a sharp, shocked inhale, her body jolting against the silken restraints. But she didn’t tell him to stop. Another drop, on her inner thigh. Another, just beside her nipple. Each time, the initial searing heat melted instantly into a warm, tingling seal on her skin. He watched her, mesmerized by the play of sensation across her face.

He blew out the candle and selected a long peacock feather. He dragged the impossibly soft tip over the hardened wax on her thigh, then over the untouched, hypersensitive skin of her inner arm, the slope of her neck. She squirmed, a low moan catching in her throat. The contrast was exquisite—the sharp heat, the maddening softness.

His tools became more intimate. A string of smooth, silicone anal beads, lubricated and cool. He pressed the first one against her, and she flinched. “Relax,” he soothed, working it inside with a slow, insistent pressure until it nestled within her. Then the next. And the next, each one stretching her, filling her, a relentless building pressure that had her panting. The last bead slipped inside, and he left the string dangling.

Then, the vibrator. Small, powerful, remote-controlled. He placed the smooth bulb of it against her clit, the elastic of a delicate harness holding it perfectly in place against her slick, swollen flesh. He turned it on to its lowest setting.

A full-body shudder wracked her frame. “Oh, god…”

He watched her, his own arousal a tight, painful throb. He teased her with the remote, dialing the vibration up until her hips were pistoning off the bed, her whimpers a continuous melody of need, then down to a barely-there hum that left her desperate and begging with her eyes.

He finally stripped off his own clothes, his cock hard and eager. He didn’t remove the toys. He positioned himself between her trembling thighs, the vibrator still humming against her. He guided himself to her entrance, slick and ready. He pushed inside.

Her cry was one of pure, unadulterated bliss. She was impossibly tight, the anal beads inside her creating a delicious, internal pressure that clenched around him with every thrust. The vibrator on her clit sent shockwaves through her entire body, which translated into rhythmic contractions around his cock. He set a punishing, vigorous pace, each drive hitting a spot deep within her that made her see stars.

He held the remote, his thumb controlling her pleasure as his hips controlled his own. He watched her unravel, her back arching, the silk scarves pulling taut as she hurtled toward her peak. Her climax tore through her, a raw, screaming release that clenched around him like a fist, milking him, pulling his own orgasm from him in a hot, rushing torrent. He spilled into her, his own groan joining her whimpers, his body shuddering against hers.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, gently, he withdrew, his hands going to the knots at the headboard. He freed her wrists, massaging the feeling back into them. He carefully removed the beads, the vibrator, the little crusts of wax.

She looked up at him, her eyes dazed, sated, utterly transformed. He brushed a strand of hair from her damp forehead. “Hailey,” he said, his voice gruff. “We can never… you can never tell them.”

She reached up, her touch surprisingly steady, and traced his jaw. “I promise.”

And as he looked down at her, at the beautiful, debauched mess he’d made of his stepsister, Virgil knew it was wrong. He knew it was a line that could never be uncrossed.

But he also knew, with a certainty that terrified and exhilarated him, that he wanted to cross it again.

4 - TIED UP BY HER CRUSH

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Rope / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering / PIV Sex

Annicka sat cross-legged on the floor of Nate’s dorm room, her eyes fixed on his hands as they deftly looped and tugged at a length of rope. He was showing her a few knots he’d learned—something about sailing, she thought he’d said, though she hadn’t been paying much attention to the details. All she could focus on was the way his fingers moved, the precision and care he took with each twist and pull. Her heart thudded in her chest, her breath shallow, and she felt a warmth spreading low in her belly.

“This one’s called a bowline,” Nate said, his voice casual, almost distracted, as if this were just another ordinary afternoon. He held up the finished knot, its shape neat and compact. “It’s strong but easy to untie if you know what you’re doing.”

Annicka tilted her head, her long dark hair slipping over her shoulder. She kept her expression neutral, but her mind was racing. Her fingers twitched involuntarily at her sides, and she swallowed hard before speaking. “Could you… tie me up with it?”

The question hung in the air, bold and unexpected. Nate paused, his brows lifting slightly, and a slow smile spread across his face. “You serious?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing but her gaze steady. She wanted this. She’d thought about it for longer than she cared to admit—what it would feel like to be restrained, to relinquish control, to feel the cool press of rope against her skin. And the fact that it was Nate doing it? Her crush, the guy she’d been fantasizing about for weeks? That made it all the more intoxicating.

“Okay,” he said, his voice dropping slightly, taking on a tone that sent a shiver down her spine. “Turn around.”

Annicka obeyed without hesitation, shifting onto her knees and presenting her wrists to him. She felt the rough texture of the rope brush against her skin as he looped it around her, his movements slow and deliberate. He tied the knot snug but not tight, testing it a few times to make sure it was secure. The sensation was electrifying—the slight tug of the rope as it held her, the way her pulse quickened under the pressure.

“There,” Nate said softly, his breath warm against her ear. He leaned in closer, his chest brushing against her back. “How’s that feel?”

Annicka exhaled shakily, her body trembling with anticipation. “Good,” she whispered. “Really good.”

Nate chuckled, low and dark, and she felt his hands slide up her arms, his fingers tracing the rope as if admiring his handiwork. “What would you do if I didn’t untie you?” he murmured, his lips grazing the curve of her neck.

Her breath hitched, and she felt a rush of heat between her legs. She loved the idea of being at his mercy, of being unable to resist whatever he wanted to do to her. “I guess I’d be… helpless,” she said, her voice barely audible.

Nate hummed in response, his hands moving down to her waist, his touch light but possessive. “And you like that, don’t you?” he asked, his tone teasing but laced with something deeper, something more intense.

She nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes.”

He turned her gently so she was facing him, his eyes locked on hers. For a moment, they just stared at each other, the air between them thick with unspoken desire. Then he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, tentative kiss. Annicka’s breath caught in her throat, and she kissed him back, her body responding instinctively.

The kiss deepened, their mouths moving together in a rhythm that felt both new and familiar. Nate’s hands slid up her back, pulling her closer, while Annicka strained against the ropes, wanting more but unable to do anything but surrender.

When he finally pulled away, his eyes were dark with desire. “Let’s get you out of these,” he said, his voice rough as he untied the knot with practiced ease. The rope fell away, and Annicka’s wrists felt suddenly bare, vulnerable.

But she didn’t have time to dwell on it because Nate was kissing her again, harder this time, his hands roaming her body with a newfound urgency. She gasped against his lips, her fingers tangling in his hair as they stumbled toward the bed.

Clothes were shed in a blur of hurried movements, their breath coming in ragged gasps. When Annicka was finally naked, she felt a rush of exhilaration mixed with vulnerability. She lay back on the bed, her eyes meeting Nate’s as he knelt between her legs.

“Tie me,” she said, her voice trembling but firm. “Please.”

Nate didn’t hesitate. He grabbed the rope and looped it around her wrists, securing them to the bedposts with the same precision and care he’d shown earlier. The sensation of being bound again, this time more securely, sent a thrill through her entire body. She tested the restraints, her movements limited but not painful, and a soft moan escaped her lips.

Nate’s hands roamed her body, tracing the curves of her hips, her thighs, her breasts. He leaned down, his mouth capturing a nipple, his tongue flicking against the sensitive flesh. Annicka arched her back, a gasp tearing from her throat as pleasure rippled through her.

He moved lower, his lips and tongue exploring every inch of her until he reached the place she needed him most. His mouth was hot and insistent against her, his tongue circling her clit in slow, deliberate strokes. Annicka writhed beneath him, her moans growing louder as the tension in her body coiled tighter and tighter.

When he finally slid a finger inside her, she cried out, her hips bucking against his hand. He added another finger, his pace steady but relentless, until she was teetering on the edge, her breath coming in frantic gasps.

“Nate,” she whimpered, her voice desperate. “Please…”

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He paused for a moment, his eyes meeting hers, and then he thrust into her, slowly at first, giving her body time to adjust.

Annicka’s head fell back against the pillows, a moan tearing from her lips as she felt him fill her completely. He began to move, his pace quickening, his hips driving into hers with a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure crashing through her body.

“God, you feel amazing,” Nate groaned, his voice rough with need.

Annika could barely form a coherent thought, her mind awash with sensation. The ropes held her firmly in place, leaving her utterly at his mercy, and she loved every second of it. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as the pleasure built to a crescendo.

When she finally came, it was with a sharp cry, her body convulsing around him. Nate followed soon after, his hips stuttering as he spilled himself inside her. He collapsed onto the bed beside her, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he fumbled with the knots, freeing her wrists.

Annika turned to him, her body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek, and she couldn’t help but smile. “That was…”

“Amazing,” Nate finished for her, his grin matching hers.

She nodded, her heart racing as she thought about what else they could do, what new limits they could push. But for now, she was content to lie there, her body still tingling, her mind already racing with possibilities.

5 - 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.”

6 -  THE STUDENT’S FORBIDDEN LOVE NOTE

MF / BDSM / College / Teacher Student / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Spanking / Fingering / Bondage / PIV Sex

The last student shuffled out, leaving the cavernous literature classroom silent except for the ticking clock. Lila’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum counting down the seconds until her own execution. Professor Harper didn’t look up from his desk; he simply held up the small, perfumed note between two fingers, letting it dangle like a condemned thing.

“Care to explain this, Miss Evans?”

His voice was low, a controlled rumble that vibrated through the floorboards and up into her bones. She couldn’t move, her feet rooted to the spot.

“I… I don’t know what that is, Professor,” she whispered, the lie tasting like ash.

“Don’t insult my intelligence,” he said, finally lifting his gaze. His eyes, usually so focused on the text, were now focused entirely on her, seeing every secret she’d ever tried to hide. “The handwriting is… distinctive. As is the scent. Jasmine. It’s you.”

A hot wave of humiliation crashed over her. Tears, hot and shameful, welled in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. She looked at the floor, at the scuffed tiles, anywhere but at him. He knew. He knew everything.

“It was stupid,” she choked out, her voice thick with tears. “I’m so sorry. I’ll never—”

“It was more than stupid,” he interrupted, his chair scraping as he stood. He walked around the desk, his presence filling the space between them, overwhelming her. “It was profoundly inappropriate. A breach of trust. A fireable offense for me. Ruinous for you.”

Each word was a precise, sharp slap. She flinched, wrapping her arms around herself. “Please…”

He stopped mere inches from her. She could smell his cologne, something dark and spicy, mixed with the old paper scent of his books. “You’ve been a very, very bad girl, Lila.”

The way he said her name, so familiar and so stern, sent an unexpected, traitorous shiver down her spine. She nodded miserably, fresh tears falling.

“But,” he continued, his voice dropping to a near whisper, a secret just for them. “There might be a way for you to make it up to me. To ensure this… unfortunate note… remains our little secret.”

Her head snapped up. Hope, desperate and wild, flared in her chest. “Anything. I’ll do anything, Professor Harper. Please.”

A slow, predatory smile touched his lips. It wasn’t a kind smile. It was a promise of something else entirely. “Good girl.”

The drive to his house was a blur of silent tension. He drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his thigh, his profile stern and unreadable in the dimming light. He pulled into the garage of a neat, suburban house, his eyes scanning the street before ushering her inside. “Quickly,” he murmured, his hand a firm press on the small of her back.

The bedroom was all dark wood and crisp linens, a room that smelled like him. He closed the door and turned the lock. The click was final.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for question.

Her fingers trembled, fumbling with the buttons of her blouse. She kept her eyes downcast, her cheeks burning as each article of clothing fell to the plush carpet until she stood before him, completely bare. The air felt cool on her skin, raising goosebumps. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and a thrilling, terrifying current of arousal began to pulse low in her belly.

He sat on the edge of the bed, his eyes roaming over her body with an analytical intensity that made her shiver. He unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. It was thick and rigid, a stark reality that made her breath catch.

“Come here,” he said. “Worship it.”

She knelt on the carpet between his legs. Tentatively, she leaned forward, her lips parting. She touched the tip of her tongue to the velvety head, tasting a faint, musky salt. A low groan escaped him, and the sound emboldened her. She took more of him into her mouth, her tongue swirling along the length, her hand wrapping around the base. This is wrong, a small voice whispered in her mind, but it was drowned out by the pounding of her blood, by the sheer power of the act. She was pleasuring him. Professor Harper. And he was enjoying it.

After a few minutes, he gently pushed her back. “Not yet.” He shifted, pulling her up and across his lap. Her bare stomach pressed against the rough wool of his slacks, her round, pale bottom presented to him. His hand came down on one cheek in a sharp, stinging slap.

She yelped, more in surprise than pain. The sting bloomed into a deep, spreading heat.

Smack.

Another, on the other cheek. This one hurt more, a bright, sharp pain that melted almost instantly into a throbbing, pleasant warmth.

Smack. Smack.

He spanked her in a steady, rhythmic cadence, each slap jolting through her, making her gasp and squirm. The initial shock gave way to something else entirely—a deep, submissive thrill. With every impact, the coil of need inside her wound tighter. She was panting now, her hips making small, involuntary circles against his leg.

He stopped, his hand rubbing the hot, reddened skin of her ass. “You like that, don’t you? My bad girl likes being punished.”

Before she could answer, his fingers slid between her legs from behind, finding her slick, heated core. She cried out as two fingers plunged into her, a perfect, shocking fullness. His thumb found her clit, circling it with a relentless, practiced pressure.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her body arching, pushing back against his hand.

“Beg for it,” he growled in her ear.

“Please,” she whimpered, her composure shattered. “Please, Professor, don’t stop. Please.”

He fucked her with his fingers, curling them inside her, hitting a spot that made her see stars. She was so close, teetering on the very edge, her entire body tensing for the fall.

And then he stopped. He withdrew his hand completely.

A sob of frustration escaped her. She was trembling, aching, empty.

He stood and retrieved two silk neckties from his closet, deep burgundy and smooth as water. He guided her to the bed, laying her back against the pillows. With efficient movements, he looped a tie around each wrist, pulling her arms up and securing them to the ornate bedposts. The silk was soft but unyielding. She was trapped, spread open for him.

He positioned himself between her thighs, his eyes dark with hunger. He gripped his cock, guiding the head through her wetness, teasing her entrance. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” he murmured, not waiting for an answer.

With one powerful, relentless thrust, he buried himself inside her. She cried out, a sharp sound of pain and overwhelming fullness as her virginity yielded to him. He didn’t pause, didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a hard, punishing rhythm, each drive of his hips pushing a moan from her lips. The initial sting faded, replaced by a building, incredible friction. Her hips rose to meet his, her body taking over, demanding more.

He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a brutal kiss, swallowing her moans. She could feel the tension coiling in him, in her, a shared precipice. Her inner muscles began to flutter around him, tightening, gripping his cock in a desperate, rhythmic clutch.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his pace becoming frantic. “Come for me.”

The command, the feeling of him pounding into her, the sight of her bound wrists—it was too much. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic wave of pleasure that clenched every muscle in her body. Her back arched off the bed, a broken cry torn from her throat as her pussy milked his length.

The violent clenching of her around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last time, his own release hot and deep inside her. She felt the pulsing of his cock, the final, shuddering thrusts of his hips as he spent himself.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, he softened inside her and withdrew. He untied the silk ties, his fingers gentle on her wrists where the fabric had bit in. He looked down at her, a satisfied, possessive glint in his eye.

“You did great,” he said, his voice rough. He smoothed a hand over her damp hair. “But this stays between us. You tell anyone—anyone at all—and that note finds its way to the dean’s desk. Understood?”

She nodded, her body still humming, her mind blissfully empty. “Yes, Professor Harper.”

He smiled, a real smile this time, as he looked at her splayed across his bed, well-used and compliant.

7 - STEPDAUGHTER’S CONDOMS

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / Age Gap / BDSM / Spanking / Fingering / Bondage / PIV Sex

The purse was a gaping maw on the kitchen counter, its contents spilling out like a confession. Kurt’s intention was benign—to move it aside to make space for the grocery bags—but the small, crinkling foil square that tumbled onto the Formica stopped him cold. Then another. And a third.

Condoms.

A cold, tight knot formed in his gut. He’d heard the late-night returns, the hushed giggles on the porch, the engine of some boy’s car peeling away. He’d suspected. But this was proof, laid bare under the unforgiving fluorescent light of the kitchen he’d paid for. His pulse hammered in his ears, a dull, angry rhythm.

He didn’t knock. He pushed her bedroom door open, the foil packets clenched in his white-knuckled fist. Debbie was at her vanity, brushing her hair. She wore tiny pajama shorts and a thin camisole, the outline of her body a stark, womanly contrast to the childhood trinkets lining her shelves.

“What the hell is this, Debbie?” His voice was low, a gravelly rumble of contained fury. He tossed the condoms onto her pink duvet.

She didn’t jump. She didn’t even look surprised. She just set the brush down slowly and turned, her eyes meeting his in the mirror’s reflection. They weren’t the eyes of the little girl he’d taught to ride a bike. They were dark, knowing, and utterly calm.

“They look like condoms, Kurt,” she said, her voice even. “You should be happy. I’m being safe.”

“Safe?” he choked out. “You’re eighteen. You’re a kid. You shouldn’t be…” He trailed off, gesturing vaguely at the bed, at her, at the entire unacceptable situation.

“I’m not a kid.” She turned fully now, rising from the stool. She took a step toward him, and the air in the room shifted, growing thick and charged. “I’m a woman. And I have needs. Or haven’t you noticed?”

He took a step back, his anger momentarily short-circuited by her audacity. “Don’t you talk to me like that.”

“Like what?” Another step. She was close now, close enough for him to smell her shampoo, something sweet like peaches. “Like a grown-up? You’re so angry. All this strict-dad energy.” A sly smile played on her lips. “You know… I’ve been a very bad girl, Kurt. Staying out late. Being with boys I shouldn’t. I probably… ought to be punished.”

The words hung in the air, a challenge, an invitation, a detonation of every single boundary that had ever existed between them. Kurt’s mind went blank, all rational thought incinerated by a sudden, primal heat that flashed through him. Bad girl. The words echoed, twisting something deep inside him.

In one swift, decisive motion, he grabbed her arm, his grip firm. “You’re right,” he growled, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. He sat on the edge of her bed, pulling her with him. He maneuvered her effortlessly, his strength overwhelming her playful resistance, and draped her across his lap. Her stomach pressed against his hard thighs, her round, perfect bottom presented to him, encased in thin cotton.

His hand came down on her backside, not a playful tap, but a sharp, stinging smack that broke the tense silence of the room. She gasped, a sharp intake of breath that was more shock than pain.

“Is this what you wanted?” he murmured, his hand massaging the spot he’d just struck, feeling the heat bloom through the fabric.

“Yes,” she breathed out, her voice already hazy.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and her matching panties and yanked them down to her knees in one rough motion. Her bare skin was pale and flawless in the dim lamp light. He brought his hand down again. Smack. The sound was louder now, sharper. A pink handprint blossomed on her cheek. Smack. Another on the other side. She squirmed against his lap, and a low moan escaped her lips, a sound that was pure, unadulterated pleasure.

His other hand slid between her legs from behind, his fingers finding her effortlessly. She was already soaking wet, her heat startling against his probing fingers. He slid one, then two inside her, the slick, tight warmth of her making his own cock jump painfully against the confines of his jeans. He curled his fingers, finding that spot that made her back arch and a choked cry catch in her throat.

“Quiet,” he ordered, his voice a harsh whisper next to her ear as his fingers worked her. “Your mother is asleep down the hall. You don’t want to wake her, do you, Debbie?”

She shook her head, burying her face in the comforter to stifle her sounds. He could feel her trembling, her hips pushing back against his hand, seeking more pressure, more friction. She’s begging for it without saying a word.

He withdrew his wet fingers, ignoring her whimper of protest. His eyes scanned the room, landing on a pair of sheer black pantyhose draped over her chair. Perfect. He grabbed them, and with a few efficient moves, he had her wrists tied securely to the wrought-iron posts of her headboard. She tested the bonds, a thrill of excitement flashing in her eyes. She was completely at his mercy.

He stood, his gaze raking over her: bound, half-naked, flushed and breathless. He leaned down, his breath ghosting over her inner thigh before his tongue found her core. He licked a long, slow stripe through her slick folds, and her whole body jerked against the restraints. He dove in, feasting on her, his tongue circling her clit before thrusting deep inside her. Her muffled cries were music, her taste an addiction he hadn’t known he craved. He brought her right to the edge, feeling her thighs clamp around his head, her movements becoming frantic, and then he pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate.

“Please,” she finally begged, the word ragged and raw. “Please, Kurt.”

That was all he needed. He unbuttoned his jeans, freeing his aching erection. He was thick and hard, the tip already glistening. He grabbed a foil square from the bed, tore it open with his teeth, and rolled the condom down his length without breaking eye contact with her.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her wetness. He saw the mixture of anticipation and a flicker of genuine awe in her eyes. He leaned forward, his weight pressing her into the mattress, and thrust into her in one smooth, deep stroke.

She cried out, a sound he swallowed by crushing his mouth to hers. She was so tight, so incredibly hot and wet around him. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm at first, each thrust measured and deliberate, stretching her, filling her completely. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper still.

“Is this what your boys give you?” he grunted against her ear, his pace quickening, becoming harder, more primal.

“No,” she moaned, her head thrashing side to side. “Never… like this…”

He fucked her with a possessive intensity, each snap of his hips a punctuation to his dominance. The bedframe knocked rhythmically against the wall, a dangerous metronome to their sin. He could feel her inner muscles beginning to flutter around him, her breath coming in ragged sobs. She was close. He clamped a hand firmly over her mouth, muffling the scream he knew was building within her as her orgasm crashed over her. Her body convulsed beneath him, clenching around his cock in waves of exquisite pleasure that pushed him over his own edge.

With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, final time, his own release erupting, hot and pulsing into the condom. He collapsed on top of her, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison.

After a long moment, he softened and slipped out of her. He untied her wrists, his fingers gently massaging the red marks left by the hose. He disposed of the condom and pulled his jeans up, the reality of what they’d just done beginning to settle over him like a heavy fog.

He looked down at her, at her well-used, beautiful body, her eyes half-lidded and sated. “This…” he started, his voice hoarse. “This never happened. You don’t tell anyone. Do you understand me?”

Debbie stretched like a satisfied cat, a slow, lazy smile spreading across her face. She reached out, her fingers tracing a slow circle on his arm. “I promise,” she whispered, her voice throaty and low. “But Kurt… I really was a bad girl tonight. I’ll probably be bad again tomorrow.”

8 - AN ADVENTURE ON THE MILLIONAIRE’S YACHT

MF / BDSM / Sex Work / Wealthy / Age Gap / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Buttplug / Dildo / PIV Sex

The clatter of plates and the low hum of conversation were the symphony of Amelia’s life. She wiped down the Formica counter, the scent of grease and coffee clinging to her uniform. Another long shift was winding down, another night of counting tips that wouldn’t cover next month’s rent.

That’s when he walked in.

He didn’t fit. His suit was too sharp, his watch too gleaming, his posture too relaxed for a place where everyone was either rushing or exhausted. He took a corner booth, and Amelia, with a tired sigh, grabbed a menu.

“Evening,” she said, her voice a practiced, pleasant mask. “What can I get for you?”

His eyes, a cool, assessing grey, looked up from the menu and held hers. “The club sandwich. And a black coffee, please.” A small, easy smile played on his lips. “Long day?”

The question, so simple, so direct, disarmed her. Customers didn’t usually see the person behind the apron. “The usual,” she shrugged, a non-answer.

He ate slowly, deliberately, while she refilled coffees and cleared tables. Every time she passed his booth, she felt his gaze. It wasn’t leering; it was… curious. On her third pass, he gestured her over.

“I’ll take the check,” he said, then paused. “What’s your name?”

“Amelia.”

“Amelia.” He said her name like it was something valuable. “I’m Scott.” He slid a hundred-dollar bill across the table for a twenty-dollar meal. “Keep the change.”

Her eyes widened. “Sir, I can’t—”

“You can,” he interrupted gently, his voice low. “And I’d like to make you a better offer.” He leaned forward, the wood of the booth creaking. “Five thousand dollars. For your companionship tonight.”

The air left her lungs. Five thousand dollars? It was a number that erased debts, that bought security, that was utterly, terrifyingly real. Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is insane. This is dangerous. But the image of that stack of bills, sitting on her kitchen table, was more potent than any fear.

“Companionship?” she whispered, her throat dry.

“Consensual, exclusive, and very well-compensated,” he said, his grey eyes never wavering. “Nothing you don’t agree to. The money is yours regardless. Think of it as… an adventure.”

She looked at his hands. Clean. Strong. She looked at his car idling outside, a sleek silver beast that cost more than her life. The temptation was a physical pull, a heat in her belly that had nothing to do with the kitchen grill. She nodded, a quick, jerky motion. “Okay.”

The leather seat of his car was like nothing she’d ever felt. It hugged her, silent and supple as he drove toward the waterfront. The city lights blurred past the window, a stream of gold against the night. He didn’t speak, and the quiet wasn’t uncomfortable; it was thick with anticipation, a shared secret humming between them.

They stopped not at a hotel, but at a private dock. Tied there, bobbing gently on the dark water, was a yacht. It was all clean, white lines and gleaming brass. Opulent was the only word for it.

He led her aboard, his hand a warm, guiding pressure on the small of her back. Below deck, he opened a door to a cabin that stole her breath. Plush carpet, a vast bed, and… mirrors. On the walls. On the ceiling. Her own wide-eyed reflection stared back at her from every angle.

And on a velvet-lined board attached to the wall was an array of toys. Leather, silicone, steel. A museum of pleasure.

“Do you like it?” Scott asked, his voice a low murmur near her ear.

She could only nod, her mouth agape.

He turned her to face him, his fingers deft and sure as they began to unbutton her diner uniform. Each button undone was a step further from her old life. The stiff fabric fell away, then her plain bra, her sensible underwear. Soon she was standing naked in the center of the room, her skin pebbling in the cool, air-conditioned air, her image repeated to infinity around her. She watched him watch her, his gaze a tangible caress.

From the board, he selected a pair of leather cuffs. “Arms up, Amelia,” he commanded softly, and she obeyed without thought. He secured her wrists to a ring above the bed, the leather snug but not cruel. The vulnerability was immediate, terrifying, and incredibly arousing.

He selected a slender, black vibrator. He didn’t ask. He simply turned it on, a low hum filling the silence, and brought it to her nipple. The sensation was electric, a sharp, shocking bolt of pleasure that made her back arch off the bed. Oh god. He circled one taut peak, then the other, until she was panting, her hips making small, involuntary circles.

He moved lower, the vibrator tracing a path down her stomach. He parted her folds and pressed the humming device directly against her clit.

A broken moan tore from her throat. Her eyes screwed shut as the intense vibration coursed through her, a relentless, building pressure. She was bucking against it, her restraints the only thing keeping her from flying apart. Just as she felt herself nearing the edge, he pulled it away.

Her eyes flew open in protest, but he was already selecting another toy—a sleek, obsidian buttplug, glistening with lubricant. He held her gaze in the mirror as his fingers slicked her, one pressing gently, insistently into her tight rear entrance. She gasped at the intrusion, so unfamiliar, so naughty. Then the cool, rounded tip of the plug pressed against her. He pushed slowly, relentlessly, stretching her, filling her until it was seated fully inside her. The fullness was immense, a constant, dirty pressure that made every clench of her pussy feel exponentially more intense.

He reached for a large, realistic dildo. He coated it generously with lube, his movements economical, practiced. He positioned himself between her spread legs, the tip of the fake cock pressing against her dripping entrance. With one smooth, powerful thrust, he buried it inside her.

Amelia cried out, her head thrashing on the pillow. He fucked her with it, a steady, deep rhythm, each thrust made more intense by the plug in her ass. She was completely full, completely taken, her pleasure building to a fever pitch. She watched herself in the ceiling mirror—a wild, wanton creature she didn’t recognize, being pleasured by a handsome stranger.

Then he let go of the dildo, leaving it buried inside her. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of his zipper. A moment later, his hands were on her hips, and she felt the hot, blunt head of his real cock replace the silicone tip. He was thicker. So much thicker.

He slid into her with a groan that seemed to come from his very soul. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, adjusting to his glorious girth. He began to move, his thrusts deeper, harder than before. Each one jolted through her, the plug shifting inside her, creating a devastating friction.

“Look at yourself,” he growled, his voice ragged. “Look at how beautifully you take me.”

Her eyes found their reflection. She saw her own face, contorted in ecstasy, saw his powerful body driving into hers, saw his cock disappearing into her wetness over and over. The visual was the final push. The coil in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and endless, her pussy gripping his cock like a vise, milking him, pulling him deeper. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure release.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt. She felt him pulse inside her, a hot, liquid rush filling her as he groaned her name into her neck, his body shuddering against hers.

For a long time, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Slowly, gently, he withdrew. He unclipped her wrists, massaging the feeling back into them. The absence of the restraints felt almost like a loss.

She moved slowly, her body humming and sore in the most delicious way. She gathered her clothes, her diner uniform feeling cheap and alien against her sensitized skin. As she dressed, he wrote something on a slip of paper.

He handed it to her. A check. The amount made her dizzy. “There’s more where that came from,” he said, his voice back to its calm, composed tone, though his eyes still burned with a satisfied heat. “If you’d like to see me again.”

She looked from the check in her hand to the man who had just unraveled her and put her back together again. She thought of the mirrors, the toys, the feeling of his cock inside her. “Okay,” she whispered. “I’ll do it.”

9 - FROM PRISONER TO WEALTHY MAN’S WIFE

MF / Prison / BDSM / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The heavy prison gate clanked shut behind Katie for the final time. The sound, which had once filled her with a cold, metallic dread, now sounded like a starting pistol. She stood on the cracked sidewalk, the morning sun warm on her face, a feeling so ordinary it felt revolutionary. A deep black sedan, sleek and silent as a shark, glided to a stop in front of her. The tinted passenger window descended without a sound.

Luke smiled at her from the driver’s seat. God, he was even more handsome in person. The carefully styled dark hair, the sharp jaw, the eyes that crinkled at the corners with a warmth the video visits could never fully capture.

“Get in,” he said, his voice a smooth, rich baritone that sent a shiver straight down her spine. “We’re going home.”

The drive was a surreal blur of green trees and wide, clean streets. She kept stealing glances at him, at his confident hands on the leather-wrapped steering wheel, at the way his tailored shirt stretched across his shoulders. This is real. This is my life now. The thought was a mantra, a prayer.

The car eventually slowed, turning through wrought-iron gates that swung open automatically, revealing a sprawling estate. The mansion wasn’t just a house; it was a statement. White stone, vast windows, manicured gardens that stretched for what seemed like miles.

He led her inside, his hand resting gently on the small of her back. The interior was all cool marble and modern art, a world of impossible elegance. “Welcome home, Katie,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

He didn’t give her a grand tour. Instead, he led her up a wide, curving staircase and into a master bedroom that was larger than her entire prison pod. A colossal bed, draped in what looked like gray silk, dominated the room.

Luke turned her to face him, his gaze intense, hungry. “I’ve waited so long for this,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “To finally touch you.”

His mouth found hers. It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claiming. A deep, searching kiss that tasted of mint and desire. His tongue slipped in smoothly, tangling with hers as his hands came up to cradle her face. Katie melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck, her body pressing against the hard lines of his. The past, the cold concrete and the constant fear, evaporated in the heat of his mouth on hers.

His fingers made quick work of the simple buttons on her blouse, pushing the fabric from her shoulders. He broke the kiss only to look at her, his eyes dark with want as they traveled over her plain bra, down to the waistband of her jeans.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, and the reverence in his voice made her heart ache.

He undressed her with a slow, deliberate focus that left her trembling. Each new inch of exposed skin was met with a brush of his lips or a stroke of his thumb. The cheap cotton of her bra and panties hit the floor, and she stood before him, completely bare and gloriously free. He shrugged out of his own expensive clothes with an effortless grace until he, too, was naked.

Katie’s breath hitched. He was perfection—all sculpted muscle and tan skin. And there, standing thick and proud between his legs, was his erection. It was big, veined, and utterly mesmerizing. A low throb of pure need pulsed deep within her core.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. Sinking to her knees on the plush carpet, she took him in her hand. He was hot and solid, like velvet-covered steel. She looked up, meeting his heavy-lidded gaze, and then leaned forward, tracing the broad head with her tongue, tasting the clean, salty pre-cum that had already gathered there.

A sharp hiss escaped his lips. ”Fuck, Katie…”

She opened her mouth wider, taking as much of him as she could, her tongue swirling along the sensitive underside. She used one hand to stroke the base while her mouth worked the length, establishing a slow, wet rhythm. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, his hips making tiny, involuntary thrusts. The sounds he made—guttural groans of pleasure—were the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. She lost herself in the act, in the power of making this powerful man unravel.

Just as she felt him tense, nearing his peak, he gently pulled her up. “Not yet,” he rasped, laying her back onto the impossibly soft silk of the bed. He reached into a drawer of the nightstand, pulling out two long, deep crimson silk neckties.

He held her gaze, a question in his eyes. “Do you trust me?”

She nodded, her voice a breathy whisper. “Yes.”

With a devilish smile, he took her right wrist, kissing the inside of it before looping the smooth silk around it and tying it securely to the ornate bedpost. He repeated the process with her left wrist, stretching her arms gently above her head. The sensation was incredible–a heady mix of vulnerability and anticipation. She was completely exposed, completely his.

He knelt between her splayed legs, his eyes feasting on her. He didn’t touch her yet, just watched her, letting the anticipation build until she was squirming. ”Please, Luke…”

He lowered his mouth to her inner thigh, nipping and kissing his way toward her center. When his tongue finally, finally made contact, it was a flat, slow lick from her entrance all the way up to her throbbing clit. Katie cried out, her back arching off the bed.

He was a man possessed. He buried his face in her, his tongue a relentless, clever instrument. He licked, he sucked, he flicked his tongue over her clit in tiny, rapid circles that made her see stars. He slid two fingers inside her, crooking them to find that perfect, spongy spot deep within. He fucked her with his fingers while his mouth worshipped her clit, the dual assault dragging her closer and closer to the edge.

“Don’t stop, oh god, right there, please don’t stop!” she begged, her words dissolving into incoherent moans. The silk ties cut gently into her wrists as she pulled against them, the slight bite of pain only heightening the overwhelming pleasure.

He pulled his mouth away, blowing gently on her wet, sensitized flesh. She whimpered at the loss. “Tell me what you want, Katie.”

“You. I want you inside me. Now.”

With a growl of satisfaction, he positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed the broad head of his cock against her, stretching her, filling her more completely than she’d ever been filled. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something harder, more primal. Each thrust was a promise kept, a claiming. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the luxurious room.

Katie was mindless with pleasure, chanting his name, her climax coiling tight in her belly. He reached between them, his thumb finding her clit again, and that was all it took. Her orgasm exploded through her, a violent, shaking wave that made her scream his name. Her inner muscles clamped down on him, milking his length as her juices gushed around him.

The feeling of her pulsating around him drove him over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release hot and endless inside her. He collapsed on top of her, his breath ragged against her neck.

After a moment, he shifted his weight and tenderly untied the silk ties, kissing each reddened wrist. He gathered her into his arms, pulling the soft duvet over their sweat-slicked bodies. She curled into his side, her head on his chest, listening to the steady, strong beat of his heart.

He kissed her forehead. “I can’t wait to marry you, Katie,” he whispered into her hair.

She just smiled, nuzzling closer. The silk was soft against her skin, his body was warm against hers, and for the first time in a long, long time, every single part of her felt utterly, completely satisfied.

10 - HOUSE-SITTING FOR HER IN-LAWS

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / BDSM / Cheating / Vibrator / Masturbation / Bondage / Rope / Feather Tickler / Buttplug / Dildo / PIV Sex

The silence in her in-laws’ sprawling suburban home was a heavy, oppressive thing. Lois was two days into a week of house-sitting, and the novelty of unlimited cable and a fully stocked fridge had worn off. She’d cleaned everything that wasn’t nailed down, rearranged the pantry by food group, and was now simply… bored.

It was during a restless prowl through the master bedroom, under the guise of checking for dust on the high shelves of the walk-in closet, that she found it. Not a box, exactly, but a handsome leather trunk tucked away behind a row of Mark’s severe-looking suits. The lock was flimsy, more for show than security, and it gave way with a simple click.

Her breath caught. Good lord.

Neatly arranged on a bed of black velvet lay a collection of items she had never, not in a million years, associated with Barbara and Mark. Silken ropes, a black leather blindfold, several vibrators of varying size and apparent intensity, a gleaming silver butt plug, a soft-looking feather tickler, and other, more intimidating implements she couldn’t name. Her face flushed with a heat that was part shock, part voyeuristic thrill. Her prim, perfectly-coiffed mother-in-law… and Mark, the stoic, retired accountant… into this?

Arousal, sharp and sudden, coiled low in her belly. Her husband, their son, was a vanilla, missionary-only kind of man. Safe. Predictable. Dull. The contents of this box were anything but.

Driven by a curiosity that overpowered her guilt, she reached in and selected a vibrator, a sleek purple silicone wand. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she closed the trunk, carried it to the immaculately made bed, and lay down.

She pushed her cotton shorts and panties down to her knees. The hum of the device was obscenely loud in the silent room. She bit her lip, flicking it on. A gentle buzz. She pressed the head against her inner thigh, the vibration a delicious tease. Higher. She guided it to her clit, and a sharp gasp escaped her. Oh god. She arched her back, her free hand fisting the floral duvet cover.

Eyes squeezed shut, she lost herself to the sensation, the building pressure, the secret wrongness of it all. She was so close, so focused on the frantic rhythm of her own hand, that she didn’t hear the front door open downstairs. She didn’t hear the heavy footsteps on the stairs. The first she knew of not being alone was the creak of the bedroom door hinge.

Her eyes flew open.

Mark stood in the doorway, his suit jacket slung over one arm, his keys still in his hand. His expression was one of pure, unadulterated surprise, which quickly melted into something else entirely: amusement.

Lois fumbled, yanking the vibrator away from her feverish skin as if it had burned her, scrambling to pull the duvet over her nakedness. The device, still buzzing angrily, fell onto the mattress between her legs.

“I—I’m so sorry!” she stammered, her face a furnace of humiliation. “I was just—I found—I didn’t think you’d…”

Mark didn’t move. His eyes, dark and keen, travelled from her mortified face, down to the humming toy on the bed, then to the open trunk on the floor. A slow, deep smile spread across his face. It was a smile she’d never seen before—not paternal, not polite. It was hungry. And then her own eyes dropped, and she saw the unmistakable bulge straining against the front of his tailored trousers.

Her apology died in her throat. A different kind of heat flooded her, one of pure, shameless want.

“Looks like you found Barb’s treasure chest,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her almost as effectively as the toy had. He stepped into the room, letting the door click shut behind him. “Having fun with just that little thing?”

She could only nod, her mouth dry.

He moved to the bed, his presence dominating the space. He picked up the vibrator, his fingers brushing her exposed thigh and making her jump. He turned it off. The sudden silence was deafening.

“A mere aperitif,” he murmured, his gaze fixed on her. He reached into the trunk and pulled out a length of soft, red rope. “Do you want a taste of the main course, Lois? Do you want me to show you how these are really meant to be used?”

The question hung in the air, charged and dangerous. It was wrong. It was taboo. It was the most exciting thing she had ever been asked. Her logical mind screamed a protest, but the throbbing between her legs screamed louder. She gave another shaky nod.

“Use your words, sweetheart.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes.”

His smile widened. “Hands above your head.”

She complied without hesitation, exposing herself fully to him. He moved with a confident efficiency that was thrilling. He looped the rope around her left wrist, then the right, tying them securely but not painfully to the ornate wooden posts of the headboard. She was trapped. Exposed. His.

He selected the feather tickler next. “Let’s see how responsive you are.”

He dragged the soft tips over her stomach, her ribs, the sensitive undersides of her arms. It was a maddening, whisper-light touch that made her skin prickle with goosebumps and her hips twitch upward, seeking more substantial contact. She squirmed, a breathy laugh escaping her that quickly turned into a moan.

“Please,” she begged, the word foreign on her tongue.

“Please, what?” he teased, tracing the feather along her inner thigh, so close to where she burned for him.

“More.”

He chuckled, a dark, rich sound. He put the feather down and picked up the silver plug and a small bottle of lubricant. He coated his fingers first, his eyes locking with hers as he pressed one, then two, inside her. The intrusion was cool and slick and stretched her in a way that was utterly new. She gasped, her back arching off the bed.

“So tight,” he growled.

He withdrew his fingers and replaced them with the blunt, cool tip of the plug. He pressed in slowly, relentlessly, until the flared base settled snugly against her. The feeling of being filled, so completely and in such a forbidden way, sent a jolt of pure lightning through her.

Before she could process it, the buzz of a different, more powerful vibrator filled the air. He pressed it against her swollen clit, and her world dissolved into sensation. The vibrations were deeper, more intense, thrumming through her entire body, amplified by the pressure of the plug inside her. She was bucking against his hand, her moans turning into ragged cries, teetering right on the edge.

He pulled the vibrator away. “Not yet.”

She whimpered in frustration, but he was already selecting the largest dildo from the box. He slicked it generously and without ceremony, he pushed it into her. It was a brutal, delicious stretch, filling the emptiness his fingers had left. He fucked her with it, hard and fast, his grip on the toy unwavering. The base of the dildo pressed against the plug with every thrust, creating a dual sensation that was overwhelming, making her see stars.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grunted, his own composure fraying. “Like being stuffed full. My good girl.”

The filthy praise was the final key. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and blinding. She screamed, her body seizing, her vision whiting out as waves of pleasure crashed over her, again and again.

She was still pulsating around the fake intrusion when she heard his zipper. He withdrew the toys, tossed them aside, and positioned himself between her shaking legs. His own cock was thick and veined, and he buried himself inside her wet, convulsing heat in one single, powerful thrust.

There was no more teasing. This was raw, primal fucking. He drove into her, the bed slamming against the wall with each snap of his hips. The ropes bit into her wrists, anchoring her to the storm of his passion. She met his thrusts, her own desires unleashed, completely lost to the taboo, to the power of him.

She felt his rhythm stutter. A guttural groan was torn from his throat, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release deep inside her. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, he pushed himself up and untied her wrists, his fingers gently massaging the red marks left by the rope. The tenderness was almost more shocking than the sex.

He dressed with the same efficient calm, then looked down at her, still splayed and spent on the bed. The hungry man was gone, replaced by the father-in-law she knew, but the knowledge of what they’d done glittered in his eyes.

“This stays between us, Lois,” he said, his voice quiet but firm. “Our little secret.”

She nodded, her voice still a whisper. “Of course.”

He smiled that dangerous smile again. “Good. Barbara has her book club meeting on Sunday nights. Maybe we can do this again?”




11 - FORBIDDEN PASSION AT THE BOOK CLUB

MF / Virgin / Age Gap / Teacher Student / BDSM / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Handcuffs / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The hardcover felt heavy in Elena’s lap, its title embossed in a simple, elegant font that belied the tumultuous content within. The book club’s choice this month was… bold. Across the cozy circle of armchairs, Marcus, the new professor from the college, watched her. His gaze wasn’t intrusive, just… observant. As the discussion swirled around themes of power and surrender, Elena felt her cheeks burn.

“I just think,” she stammered, her voice barely a whisper, “the idea of giving up control… of trusting someone that completely… is fascinating.”

Marcus’s lips curled into a subtle, knowing smile. “Fascination is the birthplace of exploration, Elena.” His voice was a low, resonant hum that vibrated right through her. “The character didn’t just read about it. She experienced it.”

The meeting ended, the others drifting out with chatter about coffee and the next selection. Elena lingered, pretending to study the bookshelf, her heart hammering against her ribs. He was beside her before she even heard him move.

“You said it was fascinating,” Marcus stated, not a question. “Was that just a literary critique?”

She shook her head, unable to meet his eyes. “No. I think… I think I’d like to try the things in the book.”

“Then you should.” His reply was immediate, absolute. He didn’t touch her, but his presence was a physical thing, a warmth that enveloped her. “Curiosity shouldn’t be left unsatisfied. It’s what separates the writers from the readers.”

Her breath hitched. This was insane. He was twice her age, an enigma, a professor. She was a nineteen-year-old virgin who wrote bad poetry in her childhood bedroom. Yet, when he finally extended a hand, not to take hers, but to gesture toward the door, she followed.

His house was a silent testament to a life of the mind, all dark wood and overflowing bookshelves. But he didn’t lead her to the study. He led her to the bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a world of hushed anticipation. A single lamp cast long, dancing shadows across a large, impeccably made bed.

“You told me what you want,” he said, his voice dropping into a register that was all command. No more professor. No more discussion. “Now, show me you mean it. Strip.”

The air vanished from her lungs. This was it. No gentle undressing, no nervous fumbling. This was a threshold. Her fingers, trembling and clumsy, went to the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the floor. Her jeans followed, then her simple cotton bra and panties, until she stood naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool, still air. She felt excruciatingly seen, every inch of her innocence laid bare under his appraising gaze.

A slow, approving nod. “On the bed. On your back.”

She obeyed, the soft comforter yielding beneath her. She looked up at the ceiling, her pulse a frantic drumbeat in her ears. She heard him move around the room, the soft click of a drawer opening. Then his weight dipped the mattress beside her. His scent, sandalwood and old books, washed over her.

He didn’t kiss her. His touch was pure, focused intention. His hands, warm and sure, slid up her inner thighs, coaxing them apart. She gasped. His head dipped between her legs, and his tongue, hot and impossibly soft, found her.

It was not a gentle exploration. It was a claiming. A flat, firm stroke from her entrance to the aching nub of her clit made her back arch off the bed. A low, guttural sound escaped her throat, a sound she didn’t recognize as her own. He licked and sucked, his hands holding her hips down, pinning her to the sensations. He traced intricate, maddening patterns, circling her clit before delving deep, tasting her. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearably tight, a spring wound to its breaking point. She was panting, her fingers twisting in the bedsheets, a willing captive to his mouth.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, he pulled away. Her cry of protest was met with the soft rustle of leather. She opened her eyes to see him holding two padded cuffs. He didn’t ask. He simply took her wrist, his thumb stroking the frantic pulse there, and fastened it to the wrought-iron headboard. He did the same with the other, her arms now stretched above her head, utterly vulnerable. The surrender was terrifying. It was electrifying.

“Eyes on me,” he commanded softly.

She watched, mesmerized, as he retrieved a sleek, black vibrator. He flicked it on, a low, insistent hum filling the room. He brought it to her chest, circling one nipple until it tightened into a hard, sensitive peak, the vibration traveling straight to her core. He repeated the torture on the other, each pass of the device making her writhe against her restraints. She was floating, tethered to reality only by the points of pleasure he dictated.

He trailed the vibrator down her stomach, down through her damp curls, and finally pressed it against her clit.

Her whole body seized. “Please!” The word was a torn, ragged thing. “More, Marcus, please…”

The hum ceased. The silence was deafening. She heard the sharp sound of his zipper. He shed his clothes quickly, and then he was there, kneeling between her legs, his erection proud and thick. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, bending her almost in half, opening her completely. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, a blunt, insistent pressure.

“This is what you wanted,” he murmured, his own breath ragged. “Your first lesson.”

He pushed. A sharp, stunning burst of pain made her gasp, a single, bright tear escaping the corner of her eye. He stilled, letting her body adjust, stretch, accept him. The pain faded, replaced by a profound, stretching fullness. He was so deep. Then he began to move.

Slow, at first. Withdrawing almost completely before sinking back into her wet heat. Each thrust went deeper than the last, each one stoking the fire he’d built with his mouth and his toys. His pace quickened, becoming harder, more urgent. The smack of skin on skin, her muffled cries, his low groans—it was a primal symphony. She was completely possessed, every thrust a punctuation mark in a sentence she’d only ever read about. The coil wound tight again, tighter than before, amplified by the helplessness of her bound wrists, the sheer force of his possession.

She came with a shattered cry, her vision whiting out, her inner muscles clenching around him in wave after wave of devastating pleasure. It was the trigger for his own release. With a final, deep grind, he let out a guttural groan, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, the intimate warmth spreading inside.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. Gently, he lowered her legs, his touch surprisingly tender now. He leaned over her, his lips brushing her forehead as he unbuckled the restraints. The freed blood rushed back into her wrists with a pleasant tingle.

He collapsed beside her, pulling her against his side. Her head found the crook of his shoulder, her body humming, every nerve ending alight and sighing with satisfaction.

“I…” she started, her voice hoarse. “I enjoyed that. I really did.”

Marcus chuckled, a low, rich sound that vibrated through his chest and into hers. “I know.”

Elena traced a lazy circle on his skin. “I’m glad it was you.” She looked up at him, her shyness replaced by a new, burgeoning confidence. “I have a feeling you have a lot more to teach me.”

12 - A WEALTHY FATHER-IN-LAW’S OFFER

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / BDSM / Sex Work / Cheating / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Dildo / PIV Sex

The sleek black SUV pulled to the curb with a whisper-quiet hum, its tinted window sliding down just as Jessica reached the crosswalk. The man behind the wheel wore a suit that cost more than her monthly rent. His smile was cool, calculated.

“Jessica. I’m Frederick. Get in.” His voice was low, a command wrapped in velvet.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Harry’s father. The mysterious, wealthy Frederick. She clutched her worn purse tighter. “I… I shouldn’t.”

“I have information about your husband,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Things you need to know. Get in.”

Curiosity, that hungry beast, won over loyalty. She pulled the heavy door open and slid onto the butter-soft leather seat. The door closed with a solid, expensive thunk, sealing her in.

He didn’t drive far, just to a hotel whose lobby smelled of polished marble and orchids. He led her to a suite, a vast space of floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city. He poured two glasses of amber liquor, handed her one she didn’t want.

“Your husband,” Frederick began, swirling the liquid in his glass, “is a man of poor character. He betrayed me. He fucked my wife. His own stepmother.”

The words hit her like a physical blow. The glass trembled in her hand. “No. Harry wouldn’t…”

“He did. It’s why he turned his back on his inheritance. Not out of some noble principle. Out of shame.” Frederick’s gaze was relentless. “He will cheat on you, Jessica. It’s not a matter of if, but when. He can’t be trusted.”

A cold numbness spread through her. The shabby apartment, the constant budgeting, the dreams she’d packed away—it all flashed before her eyes, now tinted with the ugly hue of betrayal.

“Why are you telling me this?” she whispered.

He set his glass down with a definitive click. “Because I’m making you an offer. Ten thousand dollars. Right now. To cheat on him first.”

Her breath caught. Ten thousand? It was an impossible sum. It was freedom from the grinding worry. It was a taste of the life she’d married into but never got to live. She thought of Harry’s secret, his hypocrisy. A hot, sharp anger pierced the numbness.

“Okay,” she heard herself say, the word barely audible. “Okay.”

“Good girl.” Frederick’s smile was predatory now. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Her fingers, clumsy and cold, fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the plush carpet. Her skirt followed, then her practical, inexpensive underwear until she stood completely bare under his appraising stare. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but a treacherous thrill coiled low in her belly.

He unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. It was thick and rigid, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. “On your knees.”

Jessica sank to the carpet, the weave rough against her skin. She leaned forward, tentatively taking the head of his cock into her mouth. It was smooth and hot, tasting of salt and clean skin. He let out a soft groan, a sound of pure pleasure that emboldened her.

She opened wider, taking more of him, her tongue swirling along the sensitive underside. One of his hands came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding. “That’s it. Just like that.” She lost herself in the rhythm, in the power of making this formidable man moan. Her own arousal was a dull, growing ache between her legs.

He pulled back suddenly, leaving her lips swollen and wet. “On the bed. On your back.”

She complied, lying back on the cool duvet. He produced two sleek leather cuffs from a bedside drawer, buckling one around each of her wrists before securing them to the ornate posts of the bed. The restraint was terrifying. It was electrifying. She was utterly, completely at his mercy.

Frederick retrieved a slender, black vibrator. He clicked it on, a low hum filling the room. He trailed it over her collarbone, down between her breasts, circling one nipple until it pebbled into a hard, aching point. She gasped, arching her back, seeking more pressure. He gave it to her, pinning the buzzing head against her until she cried out.

He moved lower, the vibrator tracing a maddening path down her stomach. It hovered over her mound, the vibrations teasing her curls before finally, finally, making contact with her clit.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed.

“Be patient,” he commanded, moving the toy in slow, torturous circles. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful. She was writhing, her breaths coming in short, sharp pants. She was begging, words she didn’t recognize as her own tumbling from her lips. “Please… more… please…”

He ignored her pleas, setting the vibrator aside. Next, he produced a large, realistic dildo, slicking it with gel from a bottle. He pressed the cold, hard tip against her entrance. She was so wet, so ready, that it slid into her with a single, smooth thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He began to move it, fucking her with the toy in a deep, relentless rhythm that hit a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Just as the first waves of her orgasm began to build, he picked up the vibrator again. He pressed it against her other entrance, the tiny, forbidden one. The pressure was insistent, overwhelming. He pushed.

Jessica shattered.

A raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat as her body convulsed. The dual sensations—the deep filling of the dildo and the intense, buzzing pressure in her ass—tipped her over an edge she didn’t know existed. Her vision whited out, her entire world narrowing to the pulsing, crashing waves of pleasure.

Before she could even come down, Frederick was on her. He freed his cock again, positioned himself, and drove into her in one powerful, claiming stroke. She was so sensitive, so overstimulated, that every movement was agony and ecstasy fused together. He fucked her with a raw, possessive intensity, each thrust a punctuation mark to his dominance.

She came again, her inner muscles clenching around him in a fierce, rhythmic grip that dragged a roar from his chest. He plunged into her one last, deep time, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, he unbuckled the restraints from her wrists. Her arms fell to her sides, heavy and limp.

Frederick stood, composed himself, and walked to his jacket. He returned with a pale blue checkbook. He wrote with a swift, sure hand, tore the check free, and held it out to her.

It was for ten thousand dollars.

“A down payment,” he said, his voice back to that cool, businesslike tone. “You can make considerably more. If you’re interested.”

Jessica took the check. The paper felt flimsy, insignificant compared to the life-altering weight it carried. Guilt, hot and acidic, flooded her throat. She had just betrayed her husband. For money.

But as she lay there, her body still thrumming with the echoes of the most powerful orgasms of her life, the smell of his cologne and her own sex thick in the air, she knew the truth. She looked from the check to the man who held her financial—and now carnal—future in his hands.

“I… don’t know. I don’t think I can…”

“Jessica,” he said, taking her hand. “Remember what I said. He can’t be trusted.”

“Okay,” she finally replied, her mind racing. “I’ll do it.”

13 - A DISCOVERY AT FATHER-IN-LAW’S HUNTING CABIN

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Bondage / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The scent of pine and old wood filled the cabin, a masculine aroma that had once thrilled Mandy. Now, it felt suffocating. Joe, her husband of three years, was already snoring softly in the bed beside her, exhausted from the day’s hunt. But Mandy was wide awake, every nerve ending buzzing with the secret she’d uncovered.

Red’s journal.

She’d found it tucked under a stack of flannel shirts in his dresser, its leather cover worn soft with age. Boredom and a flicker of something else—morbid curiosity, perhaps—had made her open it. The words inside were not the benign musings of a father-in-law. They were a raw, unfiltered torrent of desire. For her.

He wrote about the way I laugh, she thought, the memory making her skin flush. He said it sounds like sunlight. The flattery quickly gave way to something darker, something that made her breath catch. Explicit, kinky fantasies spilled from the pages in a sharp, angular script. Visions of tying her up, of her submission, of his dominance. He described the precise way he wanted to hear her beg, the specific shade of red he wanted to paint on her backside with his palm. She had slammed the book shut, her heart hammering against her ribs, a cocktail of shock and a thrilling, undeniable arousal pooling deep in her belly.

The next day, Joe announced he was going deeper into the woods for a buck he’d been tracking. “Be back by sundown,” he’d said, kissing her forehead before grabbing his rifle.

And just like that, she was alone with Red.

He was sitting at the rough-hewn kitchen table, meticulously cleaning his firearm. The silence stretched, thick and heavy. Mandy stood by the cold fireplace, her arms crossed tightly over her chest.

“Something on your mind, Mandy?” Red asked, his voice a low gravelly rumble without even looking up.

She took a shaky breath. “I was bored yesterday. While you were out.”

“Cabin fever gets to everybody eventually.” He continued his methodical work.

“I found your journal.” The words tumbled out, a quiet admission that seemed to suck all the air from the room.

Red’s hands stilled. Very slowly, he set down the cleaning rod and turned to look at her. His eyes, the same piercing blue as Joe’s but infinitely more weathered, held hers. There was no anger there. No shame. Only a deep, predatory curiosity. “Did you now?”

“I read it,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“And?”

And I haven’t been able to think of anything else. “It… it shocked me.”

“I’d imagine so.” A faint, knowing smile played on his lips. “But shock isn’t the only thing you felt, is it?”

Mandy’s composure shattered. She looked down at the floor, her cheeks burning. He knows. He could see right through her. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible shake of her head.

Red stood up, his movements slow and deliberate. He walked over to her, stopping so close she could smell the faint scent of gun oil and the forest on his shirt. “Look at me, Mandy.” When she did, his gaze was intense, burning with the same fire she’d read about on the page. “I’ve written a lot of fantasies in that book. But a fantasy is just a story. It doesn’t have to be.” He reached out, his calloused fingers gently tracing the line of her jaw. She didn’t pull away. A shiver, one of pure anticipation, raced down her spine. “The question is,” he murmured, his voice dropping even lower, “do you want to make it a reality?”

Her mind screamed a dozen warnings, but her body, thrumming with a want she’d never dared acknowledge, overruled them all. Yes. The word was a silent prayer. “Yes,” she breathed aloud.

The air cracked with a new, terrifying energy. Red’s eyes darkened with lust. “Good girl. Now strip. Let me see what’s been driving me out of my mind.”

Her fingers trembled as she pulled her sweater over her head, then fumbled with the button of her jeans. She let everything fall to the floor until she stood bare before him, the cool cabin air pebbling her skin. His gaze was a physical touch, roving over her curves with a possessiveness that made her knees weak.

“Beautiful,” he growled. He unbuckled his own belt, the sound stark in the quiet room. He pushed his jeans and boxers down, and his cock sprang free, thick and already fully erect, curving up towards his stomach. It was bigger than she’d imagined, veined and heavy-looking. “Your mouth. Now.”

Mandy dropped to her knees on the rough braided rug. The submissive act itself was a thrill. She leaned forward, tentatively running her tongue along the length of him, tasting the musky, clean scent of his skin. He groaned, a deep, approving sound that spurred her on. She took him into her mouth, stretching her lips wide around his girth. She used her tongue, her hand, losing herself in the rhythm, in the way his hips began to move slightly, in the primal sounds of his pleasure.

“That’s it,” he rasped, his hand tangling in her hair. “Just like that.”

Just as she found her pace, he pulled her off. “Up.”

He guided her to the edge of the bed and sat down, pulling her across his lap. Her stomach pressed against the hard muscle of his thigh. This is really happening. The first smack of his palm on her ass was a shock of stinging heat that made her gasp. Then another. And another. Each spank landed on a new spot, the pain quickly melting into a deep, throbbing warmth that spread through her whole body, centering directly between her legs. She was wet, desperately wet, and each strike seemed to send a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. She was panting, her fingers clutching at the quilt.

He stopped, his hand rubbing the warmed skin. “You take a spanking so well, darlin’.”

Before she could process the praise, he was moving. He produced a coil of rough hemp rope from his bedside drawer—had it been waiting for her this whole time?—and with practiced efficiency, he tied each of her wrists to the stout wooden posts of the bed. She was spread open, utterly exposed and completely at his mercy. A thrill of fear and excitement shot through her.

He loomed over her, his eyes drinking in the sight. He lowered his mouth to one breast, sucking a nipple deep, worrying it with his tongue and teeth until she cried out, her back arching off the bed. He gave the same devoted attention to the other, the dual sensations of sharp pleasure and the gentle abrading of the rope on her wrists sending her spinning.

“Please,” she heard herself beg, the word ripped from her. It was exactly what he’d written. “Red, please.”

“Please what?” he teased, his breath hot on her damp skin.

“I need… I need more.”

He chuckled, a dark, sensual sound, and trailed kisses down her stomach. He settled between her legs, his hands hooking under her thighs and pushing them wider. Then his mouth was on her, his tongue finding her clit with unerring accuracy. He licked and sucked with a filthy, dedicated rhythm that had her moaning incoherently, her hips bucking against his face. The orgasm built fast and terrifyingly powerful, a coil tightening deep inside her until it snapped. She came with a broken cry, her body convulsing against the ropes as he drank from her, drawing out every last shuddering wave.

He didn’t give her time to recover. He moved up her body, his weight settling on her. He guided his cock to her slick entrance. “Look at me,” he commanded. Her eyes, glazed with pleasure, found his. He pushed inside her in one long, relentless stroke, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that bordered on painful. So full.

He began to move, setting a hard, deep pace that shook the old bedframe. Each thrust was a claim. Her arms pulled against the ropes, the slight burn a counterpoint to the overwhelming pleasure building inside her again. She was lost in it, in the slap of skin, his guttural grunts in her ear, the sheer animalistic rightness of it. She came a second time, a scream caught in her throat, her inner muscles clenching around him violently. It triggered his own release; with a final, driving thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, his own groan harsh and satisfied as he emptied himself into her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with a tenderness that belied the frenzy of moments before, Red leaned over and deftly untied the ropes from her wrists. The skin was red and chafed. He rubbed life back into her hands.

“Joe will be back soon,” he said, his voice back to its normal rumble, though his eyes still smoldered.

They dressed in a frantic, silent rush. Mandy pulled her sweater on, her mind finally catching up to her body. Guilt, sharp and acidic, flooded her. She had just fucked her father-in-law. And she loved it. As she glanced at Red, who was calmly lacing his boots as if he hadn’t just shattered her world, one devastatingly pleasurable inch at a time, she knew with a terrifying certainty that she wanted more.

14 - SPANKED BY STEPDAD

MF / BDSM / Taboo / Stepdad / Spanking / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Fingering / PIV Sex

Connie’s heart hammered against her ribs as she stood in the doorway of John’s home office. The familiar scent of old books and sandalwood incense did nothing to calm her. He looked up from his reading, his therapist’s gaze shifting instantly from professional to paternal concern.

“Connie? Everything okay?”

The words tumbled out in a frantic, shaky whisper. “I… I keep having these… thoughts. These fantasies. About you.” She squeezed her eyes shut, unable to bear seeing his reaction. “I know it’s wrong. I’m so embarrassed, I think I’m going to be sick.”

She heard the soft creak of his leather chair as he stood. His footsteps were quiet on the rug. When she dared to look, he was closer, his expression not one of horror, but of gentle understanding. “Connie,” he said, his voice a low, steady rumble. “Having fantasies is a natural part of the human psyche. Even confusing ones. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about here.”

He took another step, closing the distance between them. The air grew thick, charged. “In fact,” he continued, his eyes holding hers with an intensity that stole her breath, “sometimes I have fantasies about you, too.”

A shocked, hot thrill shot through her. “You do?”

He nodded slowly. “I do. And if you’re willing… we could explore some of yours. Safely. Together.”

The anxious knot in her stomach unraveled, replaced by a pulsing, insistent heat between her legs. This was really happening. Her mouth felt dry. “I… I want you to spank me,” she blurted out, the fantasy she’d replayed a thousand times in the dark finally given voice. “Like I’ve been a bad girl.”

John’s eyes darkened. A slow, deliberate smile touched his lips. “Okay,” he murmured. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

Her hands trembled as she followed him down the hall. In the muted light of his room, he sat on the edge of the large bed, patting his thigh. “Undress for me, Connie.”

With trembling fingers, she pulled her t-shirt over her head, let her jeans pool at her feet. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before him in just her plain cotton panties, feeling utterly exposed and more alive than she ever had.

“Those too,” he said, his voice leaving no room for debate.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and pushed them down, stepping out of them. Completely bare now, she waited.

“Over my knee. Now.”

The command, delivered in that calm, authoritative tone, made her core clench. She moved on shaky legs, lowering herself across his firm thighs. The position was deeply vulnerable, her backside elevated, her face near the mattress. She felt the rough texture of his chinos against her belly.

His large, warm hand settled on the curve of her ass. Just resting there. The anticipation was its own exquisite torture.

Then, the first smack.

It wasn’t hard, but it was startling. A sharp, stinging heat bloomed on her left cheek. A gasp escaped her.

“You’ve been having these thoughts and keeping them from me,” John said, his voice conversational, almost clinical, as his hand came down again on the other side. “That’s being a very bad girl, Connie.”

Smack. The sting deepened, radiating inward. Smack. Her skin began to warm, to glow. Smack. With each impact, a corresponding jolt of pleasure sparked in her core. She wasn’t just accepting this; her body was arching into it, seeking the next strike. A low moan vibrated in her throat.

“That’s it,” he soothed, rubbing the heated skin. “Let it out. No more secrets.”

After a dozen more spanks, each a little firmer, her ass was throbbing with a delicious, warm ache. He helped her up. Her eyes were glazed, her breath coming in short pants. Without a word, he took two silk neckties from his dresser drawer. The rich, blue silk slithered against her wrists as he tied each one securely to the wrought-iron headboard. She was spread before him, bound, utterly at his mercy. The vulnerability was intoxicating.

He stood at the foot of the bed, just looking at her. His gaze felt like a physical touch, tracing the lines of her body, lingering on the thatch of dark curls between her thighs. She squirmed, the cool air feeling suddenly intimate on her dampening folds.

Then he was on the bed, kneeling between her splayed legs. He leaned down, but not to kiss her. His breath ghosted over her inner thigh. “So pretty,” he murmured, before his tongue dragged a slow, wet line from her knee upward.

She jerked against the ties. “Daddy…”

He ignored her plea, his mouth exploring every inch except where she needed him most. He nipped at her hip bone, licked the sensitive skin of her lower belly. She was trembling, a thin sheen of sweat coating her skin. “Please,” she begged, her voice a broken thing.

“Please what, sweetheart?”

“Touch me. There.”

Finally, his thumb brushed over her clit. A bolt of pure lightning shot through her. Her back arched off the bed. “Yes!”

He began to circle the swollen nub, his touch firm and knowing. At the same time, a single finger pressed at her entrance, sliding through her slickness before pushing slowly, inexorably, inside her.

The feeling was overwhelming. The stretch, the fullness, the friction as he began to pump that finger in and out. He added a second finger, curling them slightly, and she cried out as he found a spot inside her that made her vision whiten at the edges.

His mouth replaced his thumb, his tongue lashing her clit with relentless, rhythmic strokes while his fingers worked her deeply. The dual sensations coiled a tight spring low in her belly. She was babbling, pleading, tugging uselessly at the silk ties. The pressure built, cresting, until it shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a convulsive, mind-blowing wave that left her shuddering and sobbing his name.

Before she could even come down, she heard the sound of his zipper. Her heavy-lidded eyes opened to see him stroking his erection, his gaze locked on hers. He was thick, veined, the head already glistening. He leaned over her, the tip of his cock rubbing through her soaked folds, gliding over her oversensitive clit, making her gasp.

“Ready?” he asked, the word strained.

“Yes. God, yes.”

He positioned himself and pushed. There was a brief, sharp pinch, a burning stretch, and then he was inside, filling her completely. They both froze, panting. He was buried to the hilt. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, adjusting to the incredible, full feeling.

“Okay?” he breathed, his forehead damp with sweat.

She nodded, wordless.

He began to move. Slow, deep rolls of his hips that dragged his length against every nerve ending inside her. The friction was exquisite, the slight soreness from her virginity lost mingling with the burgeoning pleasure. He watched her face, gauging her reactions, his own control visibly fraying.

“Harder,” she implored, surprising herself. “Please, Daddy, fuck me harder.”

A groan tore from his chest. His rhythm changed, becoming urgent, powerful. The bedframe knocked against the wall in a steady, driving tempo. Each thrust punched a moan from her lungs. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her soft cries—it was a symphony of their transgression.

The tight coil built again, faster this time, fed by the sheer dominance of his body over hers, by the taboo of it all. She felt him swell inside her, his thrusts growing ragged.

“I’m gonna… Connie, I’m…”

“Me too,” she choked out.

His release triggered hers. He drove deep and held there, a guttural roar escaping him as he pulsed within her. Her own climax was a blinding, body-seizing explosion that seemed to go on forever, milking him until he collapsed, spent, atop her.

For long minutes, the only sound was their slowing breaths. Eventually, he pushed himself up and with tender, careful hands, untied the silk bonds. He kissed each reddened wrist.

She stretched her freed arms, wincing at the pleasant ache in her muscles, then curled into his side. His fingers traced idle patterns on her shoulder.

“My mom…” she started, the real world intruding like a cold draft.

“She won’t know,” John finished, his voice back to its calm, therapist’s timbre, though it was huskier now. “This is just for us.”

Connie smiled against his chest, the anxiety that had plagued her for months utterly gone, replaced by a sated, throbbing warmth. She trailed a finger down the line of hair on his stomach. “So… when can we do it again?”

15 - DADDY’S FORBIDDEN DESIRES IN PARADISE

MF / BDSM / DDLG / Bondage / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The private jet had been a blur of chilled champagne and clouds. The island was a postcard of turquoise water and white sand. But the hotel suite was something else entirely. It was a cavern of marble and glass, all cool surfaces and silent luxury that made Oriana’s heart thump against her ribs. She stood just inside the door, her single, worn suitcase looking absurd on the pristine floor.

Connor watched her from a sleek sofa, a crystal tumbler in his hand. He was older, his wealth etched into the confident lines of his face and the cut of his tailored shirt. His gaze was appraising, not unkind, but utterly devoid of sentimentality. This is a transaction, she reminded herself, the thought a familiar anchor. A beautiful, terrifying transaction.

“Come here, Oriana.”

His voice was a low command that vibrated through the quiet room. She obeyed, her steps soft on the rug, stopping a few feet before him.

“You understand the nature of our arrangement,” he stated, setting his glass down. It wasn’t a question.

“I do,” she whispered, her voice barely there.

“Good.” He lifted a single sheet of cream-colored paper from the table. “This outlines the specifics. My world operates on clarity. On rules. You will refer to me as Daddy. You are my little girl. You will obey, completely and without question. Your pleasure, your comfort, your very breath while you are with me, is mine to give or withhold. Do you agree to these terms?”

Her eyes scanned the elegant script. It was all there, in stark, unambiguous language. A shiver that was equal parts fear and thrilling anticipation coiled in her belly. This was the price of the escape, of the security, of the man himself. She met his eyes, finding a dark, captivating intensity there.

“I agree,” she said, and the words felt like a key turning in a lock deep inside her.

A slow, approving smile touched his lips. “Then we begin your education. Remove your clothes. All of them. Let me see what is mine.”

The air in the room seemed to thicken. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her simple dress. She let it pool at her feet. Then her plain cotton underwear. She stood before him, completely exposed, the tropical sun streaming through the windows warming her skin. His gaze was a physical touch, sweeping over her—the slight curve of her hips, the tight peaks of her nipples already puckering in the cool air, the dark triangle of hair between her thighs.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. “To the bed. On your back.”

The mattress was impossibly soft, swallowing her as she lay down. He moved with a predator’s grace, producing four wide, padded cuffs from a drawer. He secured her wrists and ankles to the four posts of the massive bed, the restraints firm but not cruel. The vulnerability was instant, total. Her breath hitched.

“This is about trust, little girl,” he said, his voice a soothing rumble close to her ear. “About surrendering control. Can you do that for Daddy?”

She nodded, a frantic little motion. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

A whisper of silk brushed her eyes, then darkness. The blindfold plunged her into a world of sensation. Every sound was magnified—the rustle of his clothes, his steady breathing, the distant cry of a seabird. Her skin became a live wire. Then came a new sensation: cool, smooth metal circling her left nipple, a gentle pressure, then a sudden, sharp pinch that made her gasp. A clamp. Its twin found her right nipple, the bite of it sending a jolt of pure, shocking pleasure-pain straight to her core. She whimpered.

“Sensitive,” he observed, a thumb brushing over one clamped peak, making her arch off the bed. “Perfect.”

Then she heard it. A low, electric buzz. It hovered in the air, coming closer. Her entire body tensed, waiting.

It touched her inner thigh first, a teasing vibration that skittered up her leg. She jumped. A soft chuckle from above her. The vibrator traced idle circles on her stomach, then dipped lower, grazing her pubic bone. She was panting now, her hips making tiny, involuntary seeking motions. The buzz moved away, and a groan of frustration escaped her.

“Please…” she breathed.

“Please what, little girl?”

“Please… touch me.”

“Where?”

Her face burned beneath the silk. “My… my clit. Daddy.”

The vibrator returned, not to her clit, but to press firmly against her swollen outer lips, the vibrations thrumming through her entire pelvis. It was maddening. She bucked against it, a wordless plea.

“You’ll come when I allow it,” he said, his voice firm. “Not a moment before. Your orgasm is my gift to give. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Daddy! Please.”

Finally, the buzzing head found its target. It settled over her clit, the direct contact so intense her vision sparked white behind the blindfold. A broken cry tore from her throat. He held it there, the relentless vibrations building a pressure inside her that was both agony and ecstasy. He began to move it in slow, torturous circles, each rotation winding the coil of pleasure tighter.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” she sobbed, on the very edge.

The vibrator vanished.

The loss was a physical pain. She thrashed against the restraints, a desperate, “No!” bursting from her lips.

“You must learn patience,” he chided. She heard the sound of a zipper, the rustle of fabric. Then the weight of him on the bed, straddling her chest. The head of his cock, thick and velvety smooth, brushed against her lips. “Open.”

She did, without hesitation. He fed his length into her mouth, slowly, until she felt the tip hit the back of her throat. He held it there for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her taste him—salt and musk and pure, masculine power.

“Good girl,” he groaned. Then he began to move.

He set a relentless pace, his hands tangling in her hair, holding her head in place as he fucked into her mouth. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, the rhythm making her gag slightly, tears leaking from beneath her blindfold. The sounds were obscene, wet and desperate, and each one sent a fresh pulse of heat between her own legs. She was nothing but a vessel for his pleasure, and the realization was dizzyingly liberating.

He pulled away with a wet pop, leaving her gasping. She heard him move down the bed, felt his hands on her thighs, pushing them wider. The cool air hit her soaked folds, and then he was there, the blunt, insistent pressure of him pressing against her entrance.

With one hard, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Oriana screamed. It was a shock of fullness, of being stretched and claimed so completely it stole her breath. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He withdrew and plunged again, setting a hard, punishing rhythm that shook the entire bed. The metal clamps on her nipples jangled with every drive, sending bright sparks of sensation through her. The earlier denied orgasm roared back, amplified, consuming.

“Daddy!” she chanted, a helpless mantra. “Oh god, Daddy!”

His thrusts became harder, faster, losing all finesse. She could feel him, every thick inch, rubbing a spot deep inside her that felt like the sun. The coil snapped. Her orgasm detonated, a white-hot wave that clenched around his invading cock with vicious, rhythmic pulses. She screamed again, her body bowing against the restraints, lost in a primal shattering.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he slammed into her one final time, hilting himself as she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling her. He pulsed inside her, his own body shuddering with the force of it.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the gentle clink of the bedposts. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. She felt utterly spent, a boneless heap of sensation.

He gently removed the blindfold. Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his. His gaze was heated, satisfied. He leaned down and carefully, so carefully, removed the clamps from her nipples. The release was its own sharp pleasure. Then he unbuckled the restraints, first her ankles, then her wrists, rubbing the faint marks left behind.

He gathered her into his arms, her sweat-slick body against his. He kissed her forehead.

“You were a very good girl, Oriana,” he whispered, his voice thick with an emotion that made her heart squeeze.

She nestled against him, the ache between her legs a sweet, persistent reminder. The opulent room, the man, the shocking intimacy of it all—it was more than she’d ever dreamed. She had agreed to his rules. And in his arms, feeling the proof of his possession cooling on her inner thighs, she was glad. So desperately glad he had chosen her.

16 - WORSHIPING HER COUSIN’S COCK

MF / Taboo / Cousin / Age Gap / BDSM / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Teasing / PIV Sex

The knock on Dirk’s door was the loudest sound Janet had ever made. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat synced to the twenty years of stolen glances and feverish imaginings that had led her here. The silky fabric of her little black dress felt like a secret against her skin, a bold claim she wasn't entirely sure she could back up.

The door swung open, and there he was. Dirk. Her cousin, fifteen years her senior, all broad shoulders and a gaze that had always made her feel seen in a way no one else ever had. His eyes, the color of a stormy sky, widened almost imperceptibly. They didn’t travel down her body in a lewd sweep; instead, they stalled, right there on the daring neckline of her dress, then flicked back to her face, brimming with a confusion she found utterly thrilling.

“Janet? What are you doing here?”

His voice was deeper than she remembered, a low rumble that vibrated right through her. She offered a smile that she hoped was more confident than she felt. “I was in the neighborhood. Thought I’d finally take you up on that offer of a drink.”

He hesitated for a beat that felt like an eternity before stepping aside. “Sure. Come in.”

His apartment was exactly as she’d pictured it: dark leather, sleek lines, smelling of clean linen and faintly of his cologne. He moved to a minimalist bar, his back to her, the muscles in his shoulders tense under his tight t-shirt. She let her eyes roam freely now, drinking him in. This was it. No more idolizing from afar.

He handed her a glass of amber liquid, his fingers brushing hers. A jolt, electric and hot, shot up her arm. He felt it too; she saw it in the way his jaw tightened.

“Janet,” he began, his tone wary. “That dress… you showing up unannounced… what’s this really about?”

There was no turning back. She took a small step closer, closing the distance between them. The air crackled. “I think you know.”

He let out a short, breathy laugh, lacking any real humor. “Yeah, I think I do. I’m not an idiot. I’ve seen the way you look at me for years. That little crush you’ve always had.”

Crush. The word was so childish, so inadequate for the all-consuming want that had defined her adolescence. It emboldened her. She placed her untouched drink on a side table and looked up at him through her lashes. “It wasn’t just a crush, Dirk.”

His eyes darkened. He reached out, his thumb brushing her lower lip, a touch so shockingly intimate it made her knees weak. “No? Then tell me what it was. Tell me what you really want.”

Her breath hitched. This was the precipice. “You.”

“Be specific, Janet.” His voice dropped to a predatory murmur. “When you lay in your bed at night, thinking thoughts you shouldn’t about your older cousin… what do you fantasize about? Do you dream about sucking my cock?”

The crude, direct question, spoken in that low rasp, unraveled her completely. Heat flooded her cheeks, but she held his gaze. Yes. A thousand times, yes. The admission was a whisper. “Yes.”

He cupped her chin, his grip firm. “Then beg for it.”

The command, so absolute, sent a shiver of pure submission down her spine. This was the power exchange she’d fantasized about but never dared to hope for. Without a second thought, she sank to her knees on the plush rug, the cool air hitting her exposed thighs. She looked up at him, at the impressive bulge already straining against his jeans, and all her idolization, all her desire, focused into a single, desperate plea.

“Please, Dirk,” she whispered, her voice trembling with genuine need. “Please, let me taste you. Let me suck your cock. I need it. I need it so bad.”

A low groan escaped him. “Good girl.”

His hands went to his belt buckle, the clink of metal loud in the silent room. He freed himself, and her breath caught. He was magnificent, thick and heavy and already glistening at the tip. Hers.

She leaned forward, not taking him in her mouth yet, but worshiping him first. She nuzzled the length of him, inhaling his musky, masculine scent. She pressed soft, open-mouthed kisses along his shaft, licking away the bead of moisture that had gathered. She heard his sharp intake of breath above her, felt his hand fist in her hair. It was a devotion, a prayer answered.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice thick. He pulled her to her feet, his kiss sudden and demanding, a claiming. Then he was leading her, half-stumbling, to his bedroom.

It was there, beside the large, unmade bed, that he let go of her and opened the drawer of his nightstand. Her eyes went wide with surprise as he pulled out a set of sleek black leather cuffs.

“Get on the bed. And get naked. Now.”

The order was electric. Her fingers, suddenly clumsy, fumbled with the straps of her dress, peeling the silky fabric down her body until she stood bare before him. She lay back against the cool cotton duvet, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm of anticipation.

He fastened the cuffs around her wrists with a firm, practiced click, strapping them to the ornate posts of his bedframe. She was utterly exposed, completely vulnerable. And she had never been more aroused in her life.

He produced a small, silent vibrator from the same drawer. He didn’t turn it on yet. He just traced the hard, cool plastic over her skin, circling one taut nipple until it pebbled into a desperate peak, then the other. She arched her back, a whimper escaping her lips.

“Please…”

“Please, what?” he teased, trailing the toy down the flat plane of her stomach.

“Please, touch me. There.”

He finally flicked the switch. A low, intense hum filled the air. He circled her clit with the vibrating tip, a slow, torturous orbit that had her hips bucking off the mattress. The sensation was almost too much, a relentless, building pressure that coiled tight deep inside her. She was begging again, words tumbling out—meaningless, desperate pleas for more, for him, for release.

Just as she felt she might shatter from the teasing alone, he withdrew the vibrator. He positioned himself between her spread legs, his own body gloriously bare now. The blunt, hot head of his cock pressed against her slick entrance. He looked down at her, his eyes burning with a possession that made her breath catch.

“Mine,” he stated, a raw, guttural truth.

And then he drove into her in one deep, devastating thrust.

She cried out, her back arching against the restraints as he filled her completely. There was no more gentleness, no more teasing. This was pure, primal claiming. He set a punishing rhythm, each powerful stroke hitting a spot deep within her that sparked white-hot behind her eyelids. The leather cuffs bit into her wrists with every snap of his hips, a delicious pain that anchored her to the delirious pleasure. The room filled with the sound of their bodies meeting, his ragged groans, her higher-pitched cries. She was hurtling toward the edge, her entire world narrowing to the sensation of him pistoning in and out of her, stretching her, owning her.

The coil snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream dying on her lips as her body convulsed around him, milking his length. The intense waves of her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust and a raw shout, he came, pulsing inside her, his own body shuddering with the force of his release.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy, shared breathing. Slowly, sensually, he leaned forward and unbuckled the restraints, his fingers gently massaging her freed wrists. He looked down at her, his expression a mix of awe and stern warning.

He brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead, his voice a low, possessive murmur. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Janet… and this stays between us. You don’t tell a soul.”

17 - A STEPSISTER’S EROTIC DISCOVERY

MF / Taboo / Stepbrother / Age Gap / BDSM / Virgin / Feather Tickler / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Dildo / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“Look at you,” Charles murmured, the words a dark, velvety hum that seemed to vibrate through the very air. “So perfect. So ready.”

Allie’s breath hitched, a sharp, desperate little sound. Her wrists, bound by soft black cuffs, strained against the leather restraints tethered to the bedposts above her head. Her naked body, pale and trembling, was a pristine canvas he had every intention of claiming.

He let the tips of the black feather tickler drift down her side, from the delicate curve of her underarm to the gentle flare of her hip. Her skin pebbled instantly, a wave of goosebumps following the feather’s torturously light path. She squirmed, a low whimper escaping her parted lips.

“Please…” she breathed, the word barely more than an exhalation.

“Please what?” Charles asked, his voice laced with a calm authority that belied the frantic pounding of his own heart. He dragged the feather back up, this time tracing the inner swell of her breast, circling ever closer to a taut, rose-colored nipple.

She arched her back, a silent plea. “I don’t know…”

He smiled. Oh, but you will.

—

It had started less than an hour ago, an unexpected earthquake in his carefully controlled world. The arrival of his father, his bright and chatty stepmom, and her—Allie, his eighteen-year-old stepsister, all long limbs and wide, curious eyes. They’d come for a pre-Christmas visit, filling his quiet apartment with noisy cheer before heading out to brave the holiday crowds, leaving a trail of discarded coats and the scent of his stepmom’s perfume in their wake.

Allie had stayed behind, complaining of a headache. Charles had been retrieving aspirin from his bathroom when he heard the soft thump from his bedroom.

He found her kneeling by his closet, the black lacquer box—the one he kept locked and hidden behind a stack of sweaters—sitting open on the floor before her. An array of polished leather, gleaming metal, and dark silicone lay spilled across the carpet like a pirate’s forbidden treasure. Her fingers were hovering over a pair of silver nipple clamps, her expression a mixture of shock and intense, burning curiosity.

“Allie.” His voice was sharper than he intended, laced with a panic he quickly tried to smother.

She jumped, snatching her hand back as if burned. Her cheeks flushed a deep, pretty crimson. “Charlie! I… I was looking for an extra blanket and I… it fell. I’m so sorry.”

He strode over and knelt, starting to gather the items with a haste that felt clumsy. “It’s fine. Just… don’t touch this stuff. It’s not for you.”

“Why?” she asked, her embarrassment seemingly overridden by her fascination. She pointed. “What’s that one for?” It was a delicate, wicked-looking little flogger.

“You’re too young for this,” he said firmly, the statement feeling hollow even as he said it. She was eighteen. A legal adult. And the way she was looking at the objects, not with fear, but with a raw, open hunger, was sending a jolt straight to his groin.

“I’m not a kid,” she insisted, her voice dropping to a whisper. Her eyes met his, and the charge between them was sudden and undeniable. “Show me.”

The two words hung in the air, a challenge and an invitation. He could see it then, the same restless desire to push boundaries that he recognized in himself. It was wrong. She was his stepsister. His father’s wife’s daughter. A thousand alarms blared in his mind.

But a deeper, darker impulse silenced them all. The part of him that craved control, that thrived on the yielding of another, saw a perfect, untouched opportunity. His gaze traveled over her—the innocence in her face, the woman’s body hinted at beneath her sweater.

His decision was a physical sensation, a tight, hot coil winding in his stomach. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice now a low, intimate rasp.

She nodded, her breath coming quicker. “Yes.”

That was all it took. The dam broke. “Then take your clothes off. All of them. Lie on the bed.”

And she did. Without a word of protest, with a trust that was both terrifying and electrifying, she peeled away her layers until she was bare, lying back on his dark duvet, her skin glowing in the low winter light. He’d gotten the box, his hands steady now, his focus absolute.

—

Now, back in the present moment, he discarded the feather. He picked up the silver clamps, letting them dangle from his fingers. Her eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t flinch. He leaned over her, his shadow falling across her body. With a deft movement, he fastened the first clamp to her nipple. She gasped, a sharp intake of air as the pressure bit into the sensitive flesh. He secured the second one, and a full-body shudder wracked her frame. A thin, high moan escaped her lips—not of pain, but of startled, intense sensation.

He watched her, mesmerized, as the dull ache began to mingle with a throbbing heat, her back arching again, presenting her bound, clamped breasts to him. He reached for the vibrator, a sleek black wand. He didn’t tease. He flicked it on, its low buzz suddenly the loudest thing in the room, and pressed it directly against her clit.

Her reaction was instantaneous and glorious. Her hips jerked off the bed. A choked, guttural cry was torn from her throat. “Ohgod!”

He held it there, firm and unwavering, watching her unravel. Her thighs trembled. Her head tossed side to side on the pillow. The noises she made were raw, unfiltered, a symphony of pleasure-pain that fed the beast inside him. He moved the vibrator in slow, tight circles, and her moans became a continuous, breathy stream.

He set the vibrator aside, its buzz still humming against the sheets. Her eyes were glazed, her lips swollen from where she’d been biting them. He took the wrist restraints next, buckling them securely, the click of the clasps final and authoritative. She tested them once, a weak pull against the straps, and the vulnerability in that small action made his cock twitch painfully against his zipper.

He picked up the vibrator again, but this time, he selected a different attachment—a smooth, life-like dildo. He coated it with lubricant, the sound slick and obscene. “Open your legs wider,” he commanded.

She obeyed, spreading herself for him completely, utterly exposed. He guided the tip to her entrance, watching her face. Her eyes were locked on his, filled with a heady mix of trust, fear, and aching need. He pushed it into her, a slow, inexorable invasion. She cried out, her inner muscles clamping down around the silicone intruder as he worked it in and out, establishing a rhythm that had her gasping, her hips trying to meet his thrusts.

He couldn’t wait any longer. He unzipped his pants, freeing his aching erection. He brought the tip to her lips. “Open.”

She did, and he slid his cock into the wet heat of her mouth. He watched himself disappear between her lips, her eyes watering as he hit the back of her throat. He fucked her mouth with shallow, controlled thrusts, the gagging sounds she made only fueling his desperation. This is wrong, this is so wrong, a voice chanted in the back of his mind. He ignored it, focusing on the exquisite tightness, the absolute submission.

He pulled out, her saliva glistening on his length. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her slick, stretched opening. He was poised to plunge into the heart of her.

“Charlie, wait,” she panted, her voice strained. “It’s… it’s my first time. I’ve never…”

The words should have been a bucket of ice water. They should have broken the spell. But they didn’t. They only made the possessiveness roar louder within him. He would be her first. The thought was a dark, triumphant fire. He saw the hesitation in his own mind, a fleeting image of his father’s face, but it was swept away by a tidal wave of pure, carnal need.

“I know,” he said, his voice gravelly with lust. “Just relax.” And he pushed forward, breaching her virginity with one smooth, firm stroke.

She yelped, a sharp sound of genuine pain, her body stiffening beneath him. He held still, buried deep inside her, feeling the incredible, hot tightness of her virgin pussy grip him like a fist. He gave her a moment, letting the initial shock subside, dropping kisses onto her shoulder, her neck.

Then he began to move. Slowly at first, then harder, deeper, establishing a punishing rhythm that rocked the entire bed. Her cries transformed, the pain melting into something else, something primal and hungry. Her nails dug into her own palms within the restraints. “Yes… oh, fuck, yes…” she moaned, her hips rising to meet his thrusts.

He could feel her climax building, the fluttering tension coiling tighter and tighter inside her. He drove into her, over and over, each slam of his hips punctuated by her ragged gasps. When she came, it was with a shattered scream, her body bowing off the bed, her inner muscles convulsing around his cock in relentless, milking waves. The sensation was too much. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and poured his release into her, his own orgasm a blinding, shattering explosion that seemed to tear a piece of his soul out with it.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Slowly, reality began to seep back in. He leaned over, his hands trembling slightly now, and unbuckled the restraints from her wrists.

She brought her arms down slowly, wincing at the stiffness. She looked up at him, her eyes hazy and sated. A faint, red mark was already blooming on one wrist.

He pulled out of her, the action feeling suddenly profoundly intimate and wrong. He stood, turning away to compose himself, to tuck himself back into his pants. The silence stretched, heavy and loaded.

“No one can ever know about this, Allie,” he said, his back to her, his voice rough. “This was a mistake.”

He heard the sheets rustle as she sat up. When he finally turned to look at her, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, hugging her knees to her chest, but her gaze was not one of regret. It was one of fierce, awakened hunger.

“A mistake?” she said, her voice surprisingly steady. A slow, secretive smile touched her lips. “It didn’t feel like a mistake. I want to do it again.”

18 - FIRST TIME AT THE CRUCIBLE

MF / BDSM / Public / Spanking / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Fingering / Dildo / Sex Swing / PIV Sex

“Please.”

The word was a breathy, desperate thing, torn from her lips. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the leather-padded bar above her head.

A low, smooth chuckle answered her. “Please, what?” The voice was calm, utterly controlled, a stark contrast to the frantic rhythm of her own heart.

“Please, let me… I need to…”

A warm, calloused palm pressed firmly against the small of her back, keeping her bent over the padded bench. “You need to learn patience, little one. You’ll come when I say you can.” His other hand trailed down, a single finger tracing the heated, sensitive curve of her ass, making her jolt. “Not a moment before.”

She whimpered, the sound swallowed by the heavy bass of music pumping from the club outside the private room. Every nerve ending was on fire, screaming for a release that remained just out of reach.

How had she gotten here?

—

Just an hour ago, Deidre had been sitting in her car, engine off, staring at the unassuming black door at the end of the alley. The Crucible. The name alone sent a shiver through her. The online forums whispered about it, a place for people who didn’t just have sex, but experienced it. For people who craved something more, something… structured.

Her stomach was a tight knot of anxiety. What if I don’t fit in? What if I’m not submissive enough? What if it’s just a room full of creeps?

But a deeper, more insistent ache had propelled her out of the car, up to the door, and into the sensory overload of the main chamber. The air was thick with the smell of leather, sweat, and ozone. A woman’s sharp cry of pain-and-pleasure echoed from a St. Andrew’s cross, followed by the crack of a flogger. In a shadowy corner, a couple was entangled in a way Deidre had only seen in the most illicit videos. Her heart wasn’t just racing; it was trying to escape her chest. This was too much. She was out of her depth. She turned to flee.

A hand, gentle but firm, closed around her elbow.

“Leaving so soon?” The voice was the one that now commanded her in this private room. She’d looked up into the most arresting face she’d ever seen—sharp jaw, dark eyes that saw everything, hair the color of dark sand. He wasn’t just handsome; he was authority given human form.

“I… it’s my first time,” she’d stammered, her voice barely a whisper.

“I know,” he said, a hint of a smile playing on his lips. “The look of pure terror is a dead giveaway. I’m Clay.” He’d gestured around them. “It’s a lot to take in. But you’re here for a reason, aren’t you?”

She could only nod.

“Do you want to play?” he’d asked, his tone leaving no room for ambiguity. It was a direct question requiring a direct answer.

A beat of silence. Then, a husky, “Yes.”

He had led her not to a cross or a cage, but to a simple, sturdy wooden bench. “Bend over. Place your hands here.” He’d guided her into position, the leather cool against her abdomen. Her short skirt offered little protection, little modesty. She heard the shift of his body, the intake of breath.

The first smack was a shock. A bright, stinging blossom of pain that made her yelp. Before she could process it, a second landed on the other cheek, harder. A gasp tore from her throat, followed by a surge of wet heat between her legs that was so intense it was dizzying. She’d been spanked before, playfully, but this was different. This was real. This was a test. Each impact was a question, and her body’s roaring, desperate arousal was the answer. The pain didn’t fade; it melted, transmuting into a deep, throbbing need. She had never been more turned on in her life.

“Let’s find some privacy,” Clay had said, his voice a rough caress against her ear.

Now, in the serene quiet of the soundproofed room, he had delivered on that unspoken promise. He’d told her to strip, and she had, her fingers fumbling with buttons and zippers, her skin pebbling in the cool air. Naked, she’d lain back on the bench, and he’d secured her wrists above her head with soft, padded cuffs. The vulnerability was terrifying. And electrifying.

He’d produced a vibrator, a sleek black wand. He didn’t just turn it on and press it to her. He teased. He traced the outline of her inner thighs, the crease of her hips, the damp thatch of curls, making her squirm. When he finally applied the humming device to her clit, it was with a maddening, circular lightness.

“Please,” she begged again, arching her back, trying to force more contact.

“I don’t think you’ve learned your lesson about patience,” he murmured, pulling the vibrator away. Her cry was one of pure frustration. He replaced it with his fingers, sliding two inside her with ease, crooking them to press against a spot that made her see stars. “So wet. So eager. But you can hold on a little longer.”

He withdrew his fingers, and she heard the snap of a lid. A cool, slick gel touched her inner thigh. Then something larger, much larger, pressed against her entrance. A dildo. She felt the stretch, the delicious, burning fullness as he pushed it into her, inch by relentless inch. He fucked her with it in a slow, deep rhythm, a substitute that somehow felt more real than any lover before him. Every thrust was a reminder of his control, of her surrender.

With a soft click, the restraints fell away. Her arms throbbed as she brought them down. Clay helped her up, his hands steadying her shaky limbs, and guided her to a black nylon swing in the corner. He adjusted the straps, his efficiency speaking of immense experience, and helped her settle into the cradle-like seat, her legs spread wide, her entire body open and presented to him.

She heard the rustle of his clothes, the unbuckling of his belt, the slide of a zipper. Then he was there, the blunt, hot head of his cock nudging against her slick, well-prepared opening. He entered her in one smooth, devastating stroke, filling the aching emptiness the toy had created. A deep, guttural moan was torn from both of them.

This was different. This was living, breathing heat. The thrust of his hips, the slap of skin on skin, the way the swing moved with their rhythm, suspending her so he could plunge even deeper. She was completely at the mercy of his pace, his power. Her hands tangled in the nylon straps, holding on as he drove into her, each movement coiling the tension in her core tighter and tighter.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice strained.

Her eyes, which had been squeezed shut, fluttered open. He held her gaze, his dark eyes burning with intensity, as his thumb found her clit and pressed hard, circling in time with his thrusts.

It was the permission she didn’t know she needed. The coil snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed around him, milking his cock, pulling him over the edge with her. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his own release deep inside her, the final, primal claim.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He slowly, carefully, helped her out of the swing, his arms supporting her weight. He guided her to a plush couch, fetching a warm cloth to clean her with a surprising tenderness.

“Did you enjoy your first experience?” he asked, his voice back to that calm, collected tone, though his eyes were still dark with satisfaction.

Deidre’s whole body felt like liquid, her mind blissfully empty. “Yes,” she breathed, the word saturated with truth. “Very much.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “Good. I’d like to train you further. There’s so much more I could show you.”

The thought sent a fresh, thrilling jolt through her spent body. She nodded, a genuine smile touching her own lips. “I’d like that.”

19 - BOUND AND PLEASURED BY THE CONTRACTOR
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“You have no idea how to use any of this, do you?”

Evelyn’s breath hitched. The deep, resonant voice came from directly behind her, right at the threshold of the grand foyer. She whirled around, a flush of embarrassment and something hotter, darker, crawling up her neck.

Tyrone stood there, a heavy toolbox in one hand, his gaze fixed not on her but on the glossy black box spilling its contents onto the marble floor. A coil of red silk rope. A black leather blindfold. A row of velvet-lined paddles. It had arrived just as he’d rung the bell, and in her flustered rush, she’d fumbled it.

His eyes, dark and assessing, finally lifted to meet hers. A slow, knowing smile touched his lips. “A woman like you… you bought the whole beginner’s set. But you don’t know anything about this stuff.”

—

The morning had been another stretch of empty, polished silence. Clyde had left for the office with a peck on the cheek, a manila folder already open in his mind. The house, her gilded cage, echoed. The purchase had been an impulse, a desperate stab at feeling something. When the doorbell chimed, she’d nearly jumped, expecting the parcel. Instead, it was Tyrone, the contractor sent to install the new Calcutta marble whirlpool tub in the master ensuite.

He was younger than she’d expected from the company’s description. Mid-thirties, perhaps. His frame filled the doorway, not with bulk, but with a powerful, coiled strength evident in the way his plain grey t-shirt stretched across his chest and shoulders. His skin was a rich, warm ebony. He’d introduced himself with a firm, calloused handshake that had sent a jolt straight up her arm.

She’d led him upstairs, hyper-aware of his presence behind her. He’d measured, made low, thoughtful noises, his professionalism absolute. Then the doorbell rang again—the delivery. And now this.

—

“I… that’s none of your business,” Evelyn managed, her voice tighter than she wanted.

Tyrone set his toolbox down with a soft thud. He didn’t move closer, but his presence seemed to expand, filling the high-ceilinged space. “Maybe not. But it’s a shame. Good tools, wasted.” He knelt, not to her, but to the scattered items. His large, capable hands picked up the silk rope, testing its give. “This stuff only works if you know how to use it right. This is too loose, it’s pointless. Too tight…” He looked up at her, holding her gaze. “You need someone to show you how it’s done.”

Her heart was a frantic bird against her ribs. You should order him out. Call his supervisor. Protect the bubble of your sterile life.

“And what would you know about it?” The challenge fell from her lips, braver than she felt.

He stood in one fluid motion, the rope dangling from his fingers. “Enough. Enough to see a woman who’s hungry for a real experience. Not a staged one with a husband who goes through the motions.” He took a single step forward. The air between them crackled. “He’s at work, right? Won’t be back for hours.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of opportunity. Every rule, every shred of propriety, screamed at her to stop this. But a deeper, older part of her, a part buried under years of lacquered boredom, thrummed to life. It was the part that had made the purchase in the first place.

Yes.

The word was a silent scream in her head. It must have shown on her face.

Tyrone’s smile deepened. “Master bedroom’s upstairs? Lead the way.”

The walk up the curved staircase was a blur. Her legs felt weak. In the vast, sun-drenched master suite, next to the gaping hole where the old tub had been, he finally took charge.

“Arms out,” he said, his voice dropping to a command that brooked no hesitation.

She obeyed. With swift, practiced movements, he looped the red silk around her wrists, crossing them. The binds were firm, secure, but not painful. A thrilling vulnerability swept through her as he fastened the knot. He wasn’t asking. He was doing.

“Color system,” he said, his breath warm near her ear. “Green for good. Yellow for slow down. Red for stop. You understand?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Good.” He picked up the blindfold. “Now, you don’t get to see.”

The world went dark, soft black velvet sealing her in. Her other senses exploded. She heard the rustle of his clothes. The soft thump of his boots being kicked aside. Then the sound of a zipper.

Her breath quickened.

“Easy,” he murmured. His hands, now bare, settled on her shoulders. They were warm, slightly rough. He turned her, guiding her until the backs of her knees hit the edge of the king-sized bed. “Sit.”

She sat. The mattress dipped beside her. The scent of him—clean sweat, sandalwood soap, and pure, potent male—washed over her. His hands slid down her arms, raising her bound wrists above her head. He didn’t tie her to anything. He just held them there, one of his hands encircling both her wrists, an effortless display of his strength.

“Stay.”

Then his touch left her. She heard a rustle from the box. Something feather-light traced the shell of her ear, then her neck. A gasp escaped her. It was a feather from the set, and he was painting her with it, tracing the collar of her blouse, dipping perilously low at the neckline. Every stroke was agony and ecstasy, a teasing promise. Her nipples hardened to aching points against her silk camisole.

His free hand found one, palming her through the fabric, his thumb circling the peak. She arched into the touch, a small moan breaking free.

“Quiet,” he ordered, but his voice was thick.

The feather trailed down, over her belly, making her muscles quiver. He unbuttoned her linen trousers, the sound loud in the quiet room. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her trousers and panties and pulled them down in one slow, deliberate motion. The cool air hit her exposed skin, followed a second later by the soft, maddening stroke of the feather along her inner thigh.

He played her like an instrument. The feather. The blunt press of his thumb against her clit, through her curls, then gone. The hot, open-mouthed kiss he planted on her knee. The anticipation was a physical ache, coiling deep in her belly.

When his mouth finally found her core, she cried out.

His tongue was flat and broad, laving her in one long, slow stroke that had her hips bucking off the bed. He didn’t hold her down. He didn’t need to. His arm across her hips was an immovable bar. He feasted on her, his technique utterly foreign to her experience—unhurried, devoted, consuming. He licked and sucked, finding a rhythm that had her straining against her bonds, begging syllables falling from her lips.

“Please… oh god, please…”

He pulled back, leaving her throbbing and empty. “Please what?”

“Don’t stop.”

He gave a low, dark chuckle. “I’m just getting started.”

He released her wrists. “On your hands and knees.”

Blindfolded, she scrambled to obey. The bedspread was cool under her palms. She heard him moving behind her, another item from the box. A smooth, silicone tip pressed against her, not where she was wet and wanting, but there. A lubricated dildo. He pushed it into her back passage slowly, the shocking, full sensation making her cry out. It wasn’t pain, but a breathtaking stretch, an invasion that completed her vulnerability.

Before she could adjust, the low buzz of a vibrator hummed to life. He pressed it against her clit. The dual sensations—the deep, steady fullness behind and the frantic, electric stimulation in front—shattered her. Her orgasm ripped through her with violent, silent intensity, her body bowing as waves of pleasure convulsed through her.

He let her ride it, the vibrator held mercilessly in place until she was whimpering, oversensitive. Then he removed both toys.

She heard the tear of a foil packet. The sound of him rolling on protection. Then his hands were on her hips, gripping hard, and the blunt, immense head of him pressed against her slick entrance.

He was enormous. The stretch was breathtaking, a delicious burn as he filled her inch by devastating inch. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He seated himself fully, a groan tearing from his own throat, and began to move.

This was nothing like Clyde. This was primal, a piston-like rhythm that drove her forward with each thrust. The bed rocked. Skin slapped against skin. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity that erased every thought, every worry, every memory of her old life. He pulled her back onto him, his pace relentless.

“This,” he grunted, his voice strained, “this is what you wanted. Isn’t it?”

“Yes!” she sobbed, the word torn from her.

He switched positions, flipping her onto her back, her blindfolded eyes staring up at nothing. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, driving even deeper. She could feel the powerful flex of his abdomen with every plunge. The obscene, wet sounds of their joining filled the room. He leaned down, his mouth near her ear.

“You’re gonna think of this,” he growled, his thrusts becoming ragged, “every time he touches you. You’re gonna feel me.”

It pushed her over another edge, a second, sharper climax that clenched around him. With a final, deep grind, he followed, his release a hot pulse inside her as he buried his face in her neck with a stifled roar.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He carefully withdrew, the loss making her feel hollow. He removed her blindfold.

The afternoon light was shocking. He stood beside the bed, gloriously naked, a figure of sculpted muscle and damp, gleaming skin. He was watching her, his expression unreadable.

Evelyn’s mind, clearing from the haze, landed on one crystalline, undeniable truth. It hadn’t been the ropes, the toys, the idea of submission. It had been him. His strength, his command, the raw, unfiltered masculinity of him. The forbidden thrill of his skin against hers.

As if reading her thoughts, he began to dress, his movements slow and satisfied. He zipped his jeans, picked up his shirt.

“Tub will be finished Monday,” he said, his voice back to a normal, conversational tone, though his eyes still burned into her. “Your husband will be at work then, too.”

He paused at the bedroom door, looking back at her, still naked and marked on the rumpled bed.

20 - ASHLEY’S ESCAPE

MF / Interracial / BBC / Romantic / Sex Work / Wealthy / BDSM / Fingering / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The cool night air bit through Ashley’s thin blouse as she ran. Each block was a blur of neon and shadow, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. She’d just escaped from Zayne, her pimp. His voice was a poison in her mind. It’s dangerous out there. Those Blacks and Hispanics, they’ll rob you and rape you. You’re lucky you have me. But staying with him, being sold like a piece of furniture, was the real danger. She had nothing. No money. No plan. Just the desperate need to be anywhere else.

A low purr cut through the city’s hum. A sleek, black car—a Bentley, though she didn’t know the model—glided to the curb beside her. The passenger window descended silently. The man inside had skin like polished obsidian, his shoulders straining the fabric of a tailored suit. His gaze was calm, assessing. He didn’t leer. He just… watched.

Ashley froze. Every fear Zayne had planted screamed at her to run.

“You look lost,” the man said, his voice a deep, smooth baritone. “And cold. Need a ride somewhere safe?”

Her throat tightened. This was it. The predator Zayne warned her about. But the predator she knew was back in the hotel room, counting the cash from her last “date.” The man in the car hadn’t moved. He just waited.

With a sob she didn’t realize she was holding, Ashley yanked the door open and slid inside, the scent of leather and sandalwood enveloping her.

He didn’t touch her. He didn’t speak. He just drove, letting her ragged breaths fill the space until the story tumbled out in broken pieces—Zayne, the lies, the prostitution, the hate she’d been force-fed. The man, who introduced himself as Octavius, listened without judgment. When she finished, hollow and spent, he simply said, “You’re safe now.”

His mansion was a monument of glass and stone, silent and vast. He led her not to a guest room, but to a bathroom of veined marble, larger than any apartment she’d ever been in. A shower big enough for six steamed invitingly.

“Get in,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument, yet it wasn’t cruel. It was… certain. “Wash the city off. Wash him off.”

She obeyed, shedding her clothes, stepping under the scalding spray. She flinched when the glass door opened, but he stepped in, fully clothed in his slacks and shirt, the fabric plastering to his formidable frame. He took the loofah from her trembling hands.

“Turn around.”

His command was soft, but absolute. She turned, presenting her back to him. She expected roughness, ownership. What she got was a meticulous, almost reverent cleansing. The soft sponge glided over her shoulders, down the dip of her spine. It was clinical at first. Then it wasn’t.

He knelt behind her, the water cascading over them both. His hand, slick with jasmine-scented soap, slipped between her thighs from behind. She gasped, her hands flying to the wet tile wall for support.

“Be still,” he murmured, his breath hot on her shoulder.

His fingers parted her folds, stroking with a firm, knowing pressure. The sponge was forgotten. It was just his hand, working the soap into her most intimate flesh, circling her clit with a thumb that knew exactly what it was doing. Shame warred with a shocking, electric pleasure. This was wrong. Zayne said it was wrong. But her body arched back into his touch, a soft moan stolen by the rush of the water. The hatred she’d carried melted under the steam and his skilled fingers, replaced by a liquid heat that pooled low in her belly.

He rinsed her clean, helped her from the shower, and wrapped her in a towel so plush it felt like a cloud. Without a word, he led her to his bedroom, a cavernous space dominated by a massive bed.

He stopped her at the foot of it. His dark eyes held hers as he unbuttoned his soaked slacks. He freed himself, and Ashley’s breath hitched. He was thick, long, and beautifully, intimidatingly erect. The sight should have terrified her. Instead, a fresh wave of heat bloomed between her own legs.

“You’ve been taught to hate what you see,” he stated, his voice dropping to a rumble. “Now, you will learn to worship it. On your knees.”

Her mind went blank. This was submission, but it was also a choice. A choice for pleasure, for safety, for a new truth. She sank to the soft rug, the towel falling away. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of her mouth to the velvety head was a revelation. Salt and skin and pure, potent male. She kissed along the thick shaft, her tongue tracing a prominent vein. She took him into her mouth, slowly, letting her jaw stretch to accommodate his girth. Her hands came up to cradle his heavy balls, and a groan vibrated from his chest.

“Good girl,” he praised, his fingers tangling in her damp blonde hair. “Take it deeper.”

She did, hollowing her cheeks, finding a rhythm that made his thighs tense. The power was intoxicating. For a long time, she didn’t have a choice. Now, she was choosing this.

But Octavius was just beginning. He pulled her up, laid her back on the cool silken sheets. From a bedside drawer, he produced two cuffs of buttery soft leather. He didn’t ask. His eyes posed the question, and her answer was the slight, eager lift of her wrists. He secured them to the ornate posts, the restraint sending a shiver of thrilling vulnerability through her.

He started at her mouth, kissing her deeply, sharing the taste of herself on his tongue. Then his mouth blazed a trail down her body. He sucked one nipple into the hot cavern of his mouth, then the other, his tongue flicking, teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out and strain against the cuffs. He moved lower, his big hands spreading her thighs wide.

When his mouth found her core, she nearly came undone immediately. His tongue was relentless, lapping at her folds, circling her clit, then plunging deep inside her. It was a feast, and he was a starving man. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room, mingling with her broken moans and the soft creak of the leather restraints. Her hips bucked off the bed, seeking more, and he held her down, pinning her with one heavy arm across her stomach as he devoured her. The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a white-hot burst of sensation that left her shuddering and gasping.

Before the last tremor faded, he was moving over her, aligning his body with hers. The broad head of his cock pressed against her slick, swollen entrance. He looked down at her, his expression fierce.

“Watch,” he commanded.

She looked down, watching as he began to push forward. The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She felt herself opening, yielding, accommodating him in a way she never had before. He filled her completely, a deep, claiming fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He paused, letting her adjust, letting her feel every inch.

Then he moved.

His thrusts were long, deep, and punishingly deliberate. Each one dragged against a spot inside her that sparked fresh pleasure. His muscles corded with the effort, a sheen of sweat making his dark skin gleam in the low light. She was utterly helpless, bound and spread for him, and the freedom in that surrender was dizzying. She met his thrusts as best she could, the slapping of skin on skin a primal rhythm. Another orgasm built, tighter, higher this time, coiling at the base of her spine.

“Cum for me again,” he growled, his pace quickening, becoming harder, more urgent.

She shattered. Her inner muscles clenched around him in violent, fluttering waves, milking his length. The intensity of it blurred her vision. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his own release filling her. He held there, his body trembling against hers, his forehead pressed to her shoulder.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with a tenderness that contrasted the ferocity of their joining, he released her wrists. He brushed his lips over the faint marks on her skin.

“That,” he said, his voice rough with satisfaction, “was just the first lesson, Ashley.”

21 - A HUMILIATING PROCEDURE

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Fingering / Speculum / Bondage / Restraints / Dildo / Fisting

“Tell me exactly where you feel it, Zara.”

The voice was calm, professional, but it sent a shiver straight to her core. Her own voice was a breathy, humiliated whisper. “There… a little to the left.”

Dr. Martin’s gloved finger, cool from the lubricant, pressed deeper inside her. It was a clinical touch, meant to probe, to diagnose. But the slight, lingering pain from her healed fracture was now entirely secondary to the other sensation blooming in its wake. A low, insistent thrum of pleasure.

She’d fractured her pelvis a few months ago in a car accident. Since then, there’d been persistent, deep ache, a constant reminder of the crash. Finally, she’d made a doctor’s appointment, hoping to treat the problem. But now, as she lay on the cold exam table, spread wide and exposed, she realized that Dr. Martin wasn’t going to just prescribe her a few pills and send her on her way. He’d insisted that a thorough examination of her pelvic region was necessary.

Zara squeezed her eyes shut, the stark white of the examination room ceiling blurring above her. This is insane, she thought. He’s your doctor. He’s just doing his job. But her body, traitorous and awake in a way it hadn’t been in months, was telling a different story. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

“Ah, sensitive?” Dr. Martin murmured, his tone still detached. He withdrew his finger. “I need a better look. The speculum might feel cold.”

She heard the metallic click, the sound unnaturally loud in the quiet room. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she lay exposed on the table, her feet secured in the cold steel stirrups, her naked body covered only by the thin paper gown she’d been given.

This appointment was supposed to be routine. It was turning out to be anything but. Dr. James Martin had been recommended as the best. In his late forties, with distinguished silver streaks at his temples and an air of unwavering competence, he’d put her at ease immediately. Until now.

The cold speculum touched her outer lips and she flinched. “Just try to relax,” he soothed, his voice a low hum. He worked with quiet efficiency, the instrument gradually opening her. The sensation was strange, a dull pressure, a feeling of being stretched. And then… his fingers, adjusting the device, brushed against her clit.

It was an accident. It had to be. A fleeting, glancing touch. But a bolt of pure, undiluted lightning shot through her. A sharp gasp escaped her lips before she could stop it. Her back arched slightly off the table.

“My apologies,” he said, his voice still perfectly even. But when she dared to open her eyes, she saw his gaze was fixed between her legs, his expression intensely focused. He wasn’t looking at an injury. He was looking at her.

“I see some significant scar tissue, Zara,” he stated, his voice taking on a new, gravelly note. “It’s likely the source of your pain. And… other sensations. It needs to be broken down. I have a specialized therapy for this. It’s… intensive. It requires the patient to remain perfectly still.”

Before she could process his words, he was moving. From a drawer beside the table, he produced four leather cuffs, padded and soft-looking. Her breath hitched. “W-what are those for?”

“Your safety, and the efficacy of the treatment,” he explained, his movements swift and assured. He didn’t ask. He simply took her wrist, his grip firm but not painful, and secured it to a bracket on the side of the exam table. The leather was surprisingly warm against her skin. He did the same with her other wrist, then moved down to her ankles, releasing them from the stirrups only to secure them with the cuffs, pulling her legs wider apart before re-securing them to the metal supports. She was utterly bound, spread open for him.

A cocktail of panic and dizzying arousal flooded her system. This was wrong. This was so wrong. But the part of her that had been jolted awake by his accidental touch was throbbing with a desperate, hungry curiosity.

He turned away again and her eyes widened. In his hand was not another medical tool. It was a large, veined dildo, made of a sleek, dark silicone. It was bigger than anything she’d ever considered. This isn’t therapy, her mind screamed.

“This is the instrument,” he said, as if reading her thoughts. “It’s designed to apply targeted pressure to break up the adhesions. It might be uncomfortable at first. You need to trust me.”

She wanted to say no. She wanted to demand he release her. But the words died in her throat. Her pulse was pounding everywhere—in her wrists, her ankles, between her legs. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

He coated the silicone shaft with a generous amount of clear lubricant. The sound of it was obscene. He positioned himself between her legs, his presence overwhelming. “Breathe, Zara.”

The blunt, broad head pressed against her entrance. She was tight, clenched with anxiety and anticipation. He pushed, and a sharp sting of pain made her gasp. But he didn’t stop. He applied steady, unrelenting pressure, and with a soft, yielding sensation, the head popped inside. Her eyes flew open. He was in.

“There,” he murmured. “Now, the therapy begins.”

He started to move it, a slow, shallow glide in and out. The initial pain was already fading, replaced by a shocking, overwhelming feeling of fullness. Each thrust went deeper, stretching her, burning slightly in the most exquisite way. Her breath came in ragged pants. She tried to stifle them, but it was useless. The slick, rhythmic sound of the dildo moving in her wetness filled the room.

It feels good. Oh god, it feels so good.

He watched her, his eyes dark, his own breathing slightly heavier. He saw her losing control, and he kept his pace, steady and deep. Her hips strained against the restraints, trying to meet his thrusts, wanting more. She was close to something, teetering on a terrifying edge.

And then he stopped. He pulled the dildo out completely, leaving her empty and aching.

“The scar tissue is breaking up nicely,” he said, his voice husky. “But I need to be thorough.”

He discarded the toy. Then his gloved fingers were on her, slick with her own arousal. One finger slid into her with ease. Then a second. A third. She was so wet, so open from the dildo, they slipped in without resistance. The stretch was incredible. He scissored his fingers, stretching her wider.

“Please,” she whimpered, not knowing what she was asking for.

A fourth finger joined the others. Her body accepted it, a deep, burning fullness that was quickly transforming into pure pleasure. He worked his hand, gently twisting, pressing against inner walls that had never been touched like this. She was mindless, a creature of sensation.

Then, with a final, decisive push, his entire hand, clenched into a firm fist, pressed into her.

The feeling was beyond anything. It was a complete, utter fullness, a stretch that bordered on pain but was unequivocally, devastatingly pleasure. She was stretched to her absolute limit around his wrist. He held it there, letting her body adjust to the overwhelming invasion.

“The therapy requires deep mobilization,” he breathed, his composure finally cracking. He began to move his hand, a slow, gentle pistoning motion that rubbed every single nerve ending inside her.

It was too much. It was everything. The coiling tension in her belly snapped. A raw, guttural cry was torn from her throat as her orgasm detonated. It was a seismic event, shaking her from the inside out. Her vision whited out. Her body convulsed around his wrist, her juices flooding out, soaking the paper sheet beneath her with a hot rush.

He slowly, carefully, withdrew his hand. She lay utterly spent, trembling, the aftershocks still wracking her frame. Her wrists and ankles were released, the leather cuffs falling away. The cool air felt shocking on her feverish skin.

Dr. Martin was composed again, washing his hands at the sink as if nothing had happened. He turned, his professional mask back in place, though his eyes still held a dark heat.

“You’ll need several more sessions, Zara,” he said, his voice smooth. “To complete the therapy. The scar tissue is quite extensive.”

Humiliation burned her cheeks, but it was a weak flame compared to the roaring fire he’d lit in her belly. She pulled the paper gown around herself, her hands shaking.

She should report him. She should run and never look back.

But all she could think about was the devastating emptiness he’d left behind. And the secret, shameful thrill that shot through her at the thought of her next appointment. She managed a shaky nod, unable to meet his eyes.

“When…” her voice was hoarse. “When should I schedule it?”

22 - A MILITARY MAN’S FORBIDDEN PLEASURE

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / BDSM / Kissing / Spanking / Bondage / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“Tell me I’m a bad girl.”

The words hung in the chilled air of the study, a direct and brazen challenge. Mya’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing in the sudden silence. She watched Reginald’s eyes, those cool, analytical pools of steel, darken with a fire she had only ever dreamed of igniting.

He didn’t move, a statue carved from discipline and decorum. His voice, when it came, was a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated deep within her. “You have no idea how bad you are.”

It was all the permission she needed. Mya closed the distance between them in the opulent, book-lined room, the scent of old leather and fine whiskey clinging to him. She reached up, her fingers trembling as she traced the sharp line of his jaw. He caught her wrist, his grip firm, unyielding. Not painful, but final. He was in control now. He had always been in control; she was just finally brave enough to ask him to show it.

—

It had started hours ago, across the hall in the glittering expanse of the main ballroom. Crystal chandeliers showered light on the assembled elite, all gathered to honor Reginald’s decorated military career and subsequent business triumphs. Mya had selected her weapon for the evening with care: a gown of emerald silk that was the very definition of elegant sin. It was backless, plunging deep between her shoulder blades, a daring reveal that made her feel both exposed and powerful.

Her husband, Leo, Reginald’s son, had been distracted all night, his phone a permanent appendage to his hand. “It’s the Singapore deal, baby. It’s falling apart. I have to go,” he’d muttered, barely glancing at her before pressing an absent-minded kiss to her cheek. “Dad will see you home.”

And just like that, he was gone, leaving her alone in a sea of strangers, her eyes constantly drifting to the man of the hour. Reginald commanded the room not with boisterous laughter, but with a quiet, potent authority. He was a man who calculated every move, and tonight, Mya wanted to be his ultimate conquest.

As the last guests trickled out, fueled by champagne and well-wishes, she found herself standing before the heavy mahogany door of his private study. She knocked once, softly.

He opened it, still impeccably dressed in his tuxedo, though he’d loosened his bow tie. “Mya. Is everything alright? Where’s Leo?”

“Work,” she said, her voice barely a whisper. She stepped inside, letting the door click shut behind her. “He said you’d see me home.”

“Of course.” His gaze was polite, questioning.

She took a breath, her courage threatening to fail. Then she turned, presenting him with the naked expanse of her back. “Could you… help me with the clasp? I think it’s stuck.” The lie was flimsy, transparent. The clasp was perfectly fine.

A beat of silence. Then, the warmth of his hands. His fingers, surprisingly calloused for a businessman, brushed against her skin as he found the clasp. He didn’t fumble. He knew exactly how it worked. With a deft click, the gown loosened. She held it to her chest, turning back to face him, her heart in her throat.

And that’s when she said it. “Tell me I’m a bad girl.”

—

Now, in the present, his grip on her wrist tightened almost imperceptibly. The analytical gleam in his eye was gone, replaced by pure, unadulterated hunger. He pulled her to him, his other hand tangling in her hair, and his mouth crashed down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claim. A searing, possessive invasion that tasted of whiskey and raw need. Mya melted against him, a soft moan escaping her throat as she kissed him back with a desperation that shocked her. This was what she wanted. Him. All of him.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “That gown,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire, “has been a distraction all night.” With deliberate slowness, he let the silk slip from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet in a shimmering heap, leaving her standing in only her heels and a sheer pair of black pantyhose.

He knelt before her, his hands sliding up her calves, over her thighs. His touch was electrifying, methodical. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of the hose and peeled them down, his knuckles grazing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. He worked them down her legs, his movements slow and deliberate, until she could step out of them. He held the flimsy garment in his hands, a dark smile playing on his lips.

Now you’re mine, his eyes seemed to say.

He rose and guided her towards his large, leather-wingback chair. He sat, pulling her across his lap in one swift, powerful motion. The cool leather was a shock against her feverish skin. Her bare bottom was exposed, vulnerable.

“You came into my home,” he said, his voice a low, dangerous whisper. “You paraded yourself in front of me. You tempted me.” His hand came down on her ass with a sharp, stinging crack. A gasp tore from her lips, followed immediately by a surge of pure heat. Again. He spanked her again, the sound echoing in the quiet room. “You are a very, very bad girl.”

Each smack was a jolt of pain that instantly melted into pleasure, radiating through her core, making her clench around nothing. She was wet, aching, completely at his mercy.

He helped her up, his eyes blazing. He led her to the large, four-poster bed against the wall. With the same strategic efficiency he doubtless used on the battlefield, he used her own pantyhose to tie her wrists to the bedposts. The silk stretched taut, holding her in place. She was utterly exposed, completely vulnerable to his gaze, his touch.

He stood at the foot of the bed, just looking at her, devouring her with his eyes. “Perfect,” he breathed.

Then he lowered his mouth to her breast, drawing a taut nipple inside. His tongue swirled around it, flicking and sucking until she was writhing against her restraints, mewling sounds escaping her lips. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same devastating attention, his teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out.

He kissed a trail down her stomach, his stubble a delicious abrasion. He settled between her legs, his hands spreading her wide. And then his tongue was on her, a flat, firm stroke from bottom to top that made her back arch off the bed.

Oh god.

He was relentless. He explored her with a soldier’s precision, learning every fold, every secret spot that made her gasp. He circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, teasing, before sucking it gently into his mouth. Mya was lost, a whimpering, begging mess. “Please… Reginald… more.”

He gave her more. He drove his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, his nose pressed against her throbbing clit. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap. She was so close, teetering on the edge.

Abruptly, he stopped. He stood, and her eyes fluttered open to watch him. He undid his trousers, freeing his erection. He was thick, veined, and utterly magnificent. He sheathed himself with a condom he produced from his wallet, his eyes never leaving hers.

He climbed onto the bed, his weight a welcome anchor. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her wetness. “Look at me,” he commanded.

She did.

He thrust into her in one deep, smooth, unforgiving motion, filling her completely. A choked cry was torn from her throat. He was so deep, stretching her exquisitely. He began to move, setting a punishing rhythm, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. The bedframe knocked against the wall in a steady, frantic beat.

She was unraveling, the pleasure too intense, too all-consuming. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, gripping him tightly as her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed under his.

The sight of her climax undid him. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, final time, his own release crashing over him. She felt the pulse of him through the latex, the raw power of his finish.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, tenderly, he untied her wrists, rubbing feeling back into them. He rolled off her, disposing of the condom before gathering her against his side. His heart thundered against her ear.

His voice was soft, but laced with steel. “Leo can never know.”

Mya traced the firm lines of his chest. “He won’t.” A pause. “When can we do it again?”

23 - LOST AND FOUND
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The city’s evening rush had faded into a confusing labyrinth of unfamiliar streetlights and shadows. Charlene’s phone had died an hour ago, and the paper map she’d foolishly relied on was now a crumpled, useless thing in her damp palm. A cold knot of anxiety tightened in her stomach as she turned down another dead-end street, the imposing glass and steel buildings feeling less like architecture and more like a cage. She was utterly, completely lost.

The low, purring growl of a luxury sedan rolling to a stop beside her made her jump. The window slid down silently, revealing a man whose handsome features were softened by a look of genuine concern. “You look like you’re fighting a losing battle with the city grid,” he said, his voice a warm, smooth baritone.

“I… I am,” Charlene admitted, her own voice sounding small and fragile. “My phone died and I can’t find my bus stop.”

“I’m Rob. Let me give you a ride. It’s not safe for you to be out here alone like this.” He gestured to the pristine leather interior of his car. It was an offer of sanctuary.

Hesitation warred with desperate relief. He seemed nice. He looked successful, safe. After a final, nervous glance down the darkening street, she nodded. “Thank you. I’m Charlene.”

The car was as quiet on the inside as it had seemed from the outside, enveloping her in a world of soft leather and subtle, expensive cologne. Rob was a confident driver, his hands relaxed on the wheel as he navigated the streets with an effortless grace she envied.

“So, Charlene,” he said, glancing at her with a smile that made her stomach flutter. “New in town?”

“Is it that obvious?”

“Let’s just say the look of sheer panic is usually reserved for tourists and recent transplants.” He laughed, a rich, inviting sound. “What brings you here?”

They talked for the twenty-minute drive, the conversation easy and flirty. He was charming, asking questions about her life, complimenting her laugh. By the time he pulled up in front of her modest apartment building, the knot in her stomach had been replaced by a different, warmer tension.

“I have a better idea,” he said, his voice dropping to a more intimate pitch. He placed a hand over hers on the center console. His skin was warm. “Come back to my place. I’ll make you a proper drink. No pressure. You can leave whenever you want.”

It was madness. She knew it was madness. But the thrill of it, the sheer unexpected adventure of this night, was intoxicating. This wasn’t something the old Charlene would do. The old Charlene would have mumbled a thank you and scurried inside. The new Charlene, the one who had moved to this city to start over, heard herself say, “Okay. Yes.”

His house wasn’t a house; it was a modern mansion, all sharp angles and glowing glass, perched on a hill with stunning views of the city lights. Her awe must have been plain on her face because Rob just smiled, a knowing, possessive little quirk of his lips as he led her inside.

The interior was all minimalist art and deep, comfortable-looking furniture. And then, another woman glided into the room. She was stunning, with long dark hair and an elegant black dress that clung to her curves. Charlene froze, confused.

“Charlene, this is my wife, Lana,” Rob said, his hand resting comfortably on the small of Charlene’s back.

“Wife?” The word slipped out, laced with surprise and a sudden, sharp insecurity.

Lana’s smile was warm and disarmingly kind. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Charlene. Rob has good taste.” She stepped closer, her perfume something exotic and floral. “We have a proposition for you. An invitation, really.”

Rob’s voice was a low hum next to her ear. “We’d like you to join us. Both of us. Tonight.”

A threesome. The word echoed in her mind, shocking her system. “I’ve… I’ve never… anything like that…” she stammered, her face flushing hot.

Lana reached out and took Charlene’s hand. Her touch was cool and sure. “We’ll take such good care of you. Just let yourself feel. That’s all you have to do.”

The decision was made not in her mind, but deep in her core, a throbbing, curious ache that overpowered her nerves. She gave a slow, shaky nod.

They led her to a sprawling bedroom, dominated by a huge bed. Lana didn’t hesitate. She cupped Charlene’s face and brought their lips together in a soft, exploring kiss. It was nothing like kissing a man. It was softer, more intuitive. Lana’s tongue tasted of wine and mint, and Charlene melted into it, a soft moan escaping her as Lana’s hands began to unbutton her blouse.

“So beautiful,” Lana whispered against her mouth, letting the blouse fall to the floor. Her fingers made quick work of Charlene’s bra, and then her cool hands were on Charlene’s breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they were tight, aching peaks.

“Turn around, darling,” Lana instructed gently. “Bend over the bed for us.”

Heart hammering against her ribs, Charlene obeyed, pressing her palms into the soft duvet and presenting herself. She heard Rob move behind her.

The first spank landed on her bare ass without warning. A sharp, stinging crack that made her yelp, the sound swallowed by the luxurious room. The pain was immediate, a hot bloom that quickly dissolved into a deep, radiating warmth. Another one followed, on the other cheek, and she pushed back against his hand, a wanton motion she didn’t know she was capable of.

Then Lana’s hand replaced his, delivering a series of lighter, teasing smacks that had Charlene gasping and writhing. “You like that, don’t you?” Lana purred. “You like the heat.”

Before Charlene could form an answer, Rob was guiding her onto her back on the bed. He produced soft leather cuffs from a drawer, and with a look that asked for permission—a look to which she frantically nodded—he secured each of her wrists to the ornate posts of the bedhead. The helplessness was a drug.

Lana knelt between her spread legs, her eyes dark with desire. “Now, let me taste you.” She lowered her mouth to Charlene’s pussy, and her tongue was a flat, hot stroke against her soaked folds.

Charlene’s head threw back against the pillows, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. It was too much. Lana’s tongue was an artist, flicking and circling her clit with a precision that made her thighs tremble. Just as the pleasure began to crest, Rob was there, his mouth closing over one taut nipple, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other.

She was being consumed from both ends, pleasure arcing through her like lightning. She pulled against the restraints, the leather straining, the resistance only heightening the sensations. The room filled with the wet, hungry sounds of Lana feasting on her and her own ragged, pleading moans.

“I want to feel your mouth on me,” Lana murmured, climbing up her body. She straddled Charlene’s face, lowering her dripping pussy onto her mouth. The scent was musky and primal. Tentatively, Charlene stuck out her tongue, tracing Lana’s slit. Lana groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pleasure, and ground herself down. “Yes, just like that. Lick my clit. Make me come.”

Charlene obeyed, losing herself in the taste and the sound of Lana’s pleasure. She heard the sound of a zipper, then felt the weight of Rob settling between her legs. The broad, blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with a single, powerful thrust, he filled her completely.

She screamed, the sound muffled by Lana’s pussy. He was huge, stretching her, the friction utterly overwhelming as he began to piston into her. Lana’s hips began to buck against Charlene’s mouth, her moans becoming higher, more desperate. Charlene felt the orgasm ripple through Lana, a series of violent tremors against her tongue.

That was the final trigger. The combined sensations—Lana’s climax, Rob’s relentless pounding, the delicious captivity of her wrists—shattered her. Her own orgasm exploded, a white-hot wave that seized her entire body, milking Rob’s cock as he drove into her.

With a guttural groan, Rob slammed into her one last time, and she felt the hot, pulsing release of his own climax filling her. For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths.

Rob gently uncuffed her wrists, kissing the faint marks they’d left. He looked down at her, his expression a mix of affection and raw satisfaction. “So? Did you enjoy your first experience, Charlene?”

She was boneless, every nerve ending still singing. She could only manage a breathy, honest reply. “That was… incredible.”

Lana curled up beside her, tracing patterns on her stomach. “We’d like to see you again.”

“I’d like that,” Charlene replied, her heart racing.

24 - A FAMILY INITIATION
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The grand marble staircase seemed to descend forever, a river of polished stone flowing down into shadow. Ariel’s delicate heels clicked a nervous rhythm beside Roger’s confident strides, while June’s silent presence behind her felt both guiding and inescapable. The vibrant music from the ballroom above faded, replaced by the heavy, expectant silence of the manor’s private depths.

“We so appreciate you indulging us, my dear,” Roger said, his voice a smooth, low murmur that echoed in the hushed corridor. “Some traditions are simply… important to the family.”

Ariel nodded, her throat tight. Desperate to be accepted, to prove she was worthy of their world, of Mack. She clutched her mask, its feathers now feeling silly, a costume for a party that was clearly just a prelude.

June produced a heavy, old-fashioned key and unlocked a seemingly ancient oak door. It swung open without a sound, revealing a room that made Ariel’s breath catch. It wasn’t a wine cellar or a study.

Soft, ambient light glowed from sconces on stone walls, illuminating a space of stark contrasts: lavish red velvet drapes against cold, iron chains; a plush rug on a hard, stone floor. In the center stood a sturdy, leather-padded bench. A rack of various implements, some sleek and polished, others ominously dense, hung neatly on one wall. A dungeon.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “What is this?”

“Your initiation, Ariel,” Roger stated calmly, closing the door with a definitive thud. The lock clicked. “To be one of us, you must prove yourself worthy.”

Initiation. The word echoed in her mind, cold and hot at once. She looked at June, seeking reassurance, a sign this was some bizarre joke.

June stepped forward, a gentle smile playing on her lips. She took Ariel’s hand. Her touch was warm, steadying. “I was so nervous my first time,” she confessed, her voice intimate. “But it was the most liberating experience of my life. It is a gift, Ariel. A welcome. It means we want you. All of you.”

The words, coupled with June’s earnest gaze, soothed the sharpest edge of her panic. This was a test. A strange, terrifying test, but one she had to pass. For Mack. For her future.

“Okay,” Ariel whispered, the word tasting of both fear and thrilling submission.

“Excellent.” Roger’s approval was a tangible warmth in the cool air. “Now, the gown. It’s beautiful, but it’s a barrier. Remove it.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the delicate clasp at the back of her neck. The silk whispered as it slid down her body, pooling at her feet in a shimmering heap. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps on her arms and making her nipples peak tightly against the lace of her bra. She stood before them in only her heels and delicate ivory lingerie, feeling utterly exposed yet vibrantly alive.

“Everything,” Roger commanded, his voice dropping an octave, thick with an authority that sent a shiver straight to her core.

She obeyed, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushing them down, then reaching behind to unclasp her bra. They joined the dress on the floor. She was naked, save for the stiletto heels. Her skin hummed with a mixture of vulnerability and raw anticipation.

“Bend over the bench,” Roger instructed. “Arch your back. Present yourself.”

Ariel moved on unsteady legs, the cold leather a shock against her belly and thighs. She grasped the opposite side of the bench, her knuckles white. She heard the soft rustle of movement behind her, then the unmistakable sound of a strap being selected.

The first strike of the flogger was a line of pure, startling fire across her shoulders. She gasped, the pain sharp and clean. The second landed lower, on the swell of her ass, and a moan escaped her lips this time, the sting blossoming into a deep, throbbing heat that spread through her entire lower body. Pain and pleasure, inextricably linked. June took a turn with a different implement, something softer, perhaps suede, that landed with a heavy thud that resonated deep in her muscles, making her cry out and push her hips back against the sensation, craving more.

They worked in a silent, practiced rhythm, alternating strokes until her skin was flushed and singing, her mind floating in a hazy space where there was only sensation. Her soft yelps had transformed into continuous, breathy moans.

The whipping ceased. Strong, gentle hands guided her to lie flat on her back on the bench. Roger buckled a soft leather cuff around her right wrist, then her left, securing them to rings above her head. She was stretched out, completely open to them.

June’s face appeared above hers, her eyes dark with intent. “You’re doing so well, darling.” Her fingers, cool and skilled, found Ariel’s nipples, pinching and rolling them until they were aching pebbles. Then came a sharp click, and a sudden, piercing pressure as a silver clamp fastened onto each one. The initial bite of pain quickly morphed into a persistent, sweet ache that pulsed in time with her heartbeat.

Then June’s hand slid down her stomach, through her damp curls, and parted her folds. Oh god. Two of June’s fingers slipped inside her, and Ariel arched off the bench with a choked cry. She was so wet, her body responding shamelessly to the mix of pain and dominance. June’s fingers curled, finding a rhythm, pressing against that exquisite spot inside her while her thumb made slow, firm circles on her clit.

Ariel’s world narrowed to that building pressure, the expert touch pushing her higher and higher. Then she felt Roger at her head. His fingers tangled in her hair, not roughly, but with absolute ownership, tilting her head back. The broad, velvety head of his cock pressed against her lips.

“Open,” he murmured.

She did, and he filled her mouth, a salty, musky taste exploding on her tongue. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that made her gag slightly before she relaxed her throat, taking him in. The dual sensations were overwhelming: June’s fingers pumping inside her, Roger’s cock thrusting into her mouth, the clamps sending jolts of sensation with every movement. Her moans vibrated around him.

Roger withdrew from her mouth, his breathing ragged. He moved between her splayed legs, his hands gripping her hips. The thick head of his cock pressed against her thoroughly soaked entrance, and then he was pushing inside, filling her completely in one long, stretching, glorious thrust.

The weight on her face was unexpected, the scent of feminine arousal now overwhelming as June straddled her, lowering her wet, heated core onto Ariel’s mouth. Instinct took over. Ariel’s tongue lashed out, tracing June’s folds, seeking her clit, drinking the essence of her. June’s answering cry was guttural, her hips grinding down against Ariel’s face as Roger watched, his own thrusts becoming harder, faster.

June came with a sharp, shuddering cry, her release flooding Ariel’s senses. The taste, the smell, the feel of it pushed Ariel herself to the very brink.

Ariel screamed into June’s thigh, the sensation of being so utterly full tipping her over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, a tidal wave of pleasure that clenched around Roger’s cock, milking him as he drove into her, each thrust pushing her higher. She felt him swell inside her, his rhythm becoming erratic, and then with a deep, guttural groan, he poured himself into her, his heat spreading through her core as his own release pulsed in time with her fading contractions.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Slowly, June dismounted. Gently, so gently, Roger unbuckled the restraints from her wrists, his fingers rubbing feeling back into them. The clamps were carefully removed, the rush of blood a new, sharp pleasure.

“You did perfectly, Ariel,” Roger said, his voice warm with genuine approval. He helped her sit up, her body trembling with aftershocks. “Welcome to the family.”

They dressed in a comfortable silence that felt more intimate than anything Ariel had ever known. She slipped her gown back on, the silk now feeling like a second skin, a badge of honor. When she turned, both Roger and June were smiling at her, a look of shared, profound knowledge in their eyes.

She climbed the stairs, her legs shaky but sure. The music and laughter of the ballroom washed over her, a world away. She spotted Mack across the room, laughing with a guest. He turned, his eyes finding hers instantly. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face, a smile that held secrets and promises. He excused himself and walked toward her.

“There you are,” he said, his voice a low caress. He took her hand, his thumb stroking her palm. His eyes searched hers, full of dark amusement and something like pride. “So… did you enjoy your little tour? Did my parents make you feel welcome?”

25 - AN AROUSING EXPERIMENT
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The flyer was taped to the lamppost, its edges fluttering in the breeze. One thousand dollars. The number seemed to glow, pulling Anna in like a moth to a flame. For a broke college student drowning in textbook fees and ramen noodles, it was a lifeline. She didn’t bother reading the finer print; her fingers, numb from the cold, snatched the tab with the phone number. The money was all that mattered.

The local hospital the next day was all sterile white and hushed tones. A nurse directed her to a private wing, to an office with a nameplate: Dr. Elias Moore. He stood when she entered, a man in his late forties with sharp, intelligent eyes and an unnervingly calm demeanor. He gestured for her to sit.

“Thank you for your interest, Anna. The study is quite straightforward. We’re mapping the female physiological response to various stimuli.” His voice was a smooth, clinical baritone.

Anna’s stomach fluttered with a sudden, sharp anxiety. “Stimuli?”

“Sexual stimuli,” he clarified, his gaze steady, watching her. “We monitor heart rate, neural activity, and, of course, physical reactions. It’s all very scientific. And completely confidential.”

Her face flushed hot. A thousand dollars. The number echoed in her mind, drowning out the alarm bells. She needed that check. “I… I understand.”

“Excellent.” He rose, his movements efficient. “The examination room is just through here.”

The room was cold, all gleaming steel and white tile, dominated by a padded table with stirrups. It smelled of antiseptic and something else, something metallic. Her heart began to hammer against her ribs.

“Please remove all your clothing and lie back on the table,” Dr. Moore instructed, his back to her as he prepared instruments on a tray.

Her hands trembled as she undressed, folding her jeans and sweater into a neat, pathetic pile on a chair. The vinyl was shockingly cold against her bare skin. She lay back, the ceiling lights blinding.

He turned, holding soft leather cuffs. “For stability. To ensure clear readings.” His explanation was delivered with such medical detachment that she merely nodded, her throat too tight to speak. He secured her wrists above her head, then her ankles to the stirrups, spreading her legs open, exposing her completely to the cool, impersonal air. A shiver of pure vulnerability wracked her body.

Next, he picked up two small, metallic clamps connected by thin wires to a monitor. “Sensory input nodes,” he stated. Before she could process the words, he attached them to her nipples. There was a sharp, biting pinch that made her gasp, followed immediately by a low, insistent thrum of pleasure that radiated deep into her chest. Oh god. Her back arched slightly off the table, a traitorous moan catching in her throat. The mix of pain and building pleasure was utterly confusing, and already she could feel a familiar heat beginning to pool between her legs.

He watched the monitors, a faint smile touching his lips. “Reactivity is high. Good.”

His gloved hand then went to her inner thigh, and she flinched. “Just relax, Anna. Let the body respond.” His touch was clinical, yet impossibly skilled. Two fingers parted her folds, and his thumb found her clit. He began to rub slow, perfect circles. The embarrassment was immediate and intense—she was being studied, probed, her most intimate reactions charted on a screen—but her body betrayed her utterly. A low, helpless moan escaped her lips as the pleasure built, a tight coil winding deep in her core. She tried to clamp her thighs together, but the restraints held her fast, open and willing.

“Very good,” he murmured, his eyes on her face, watching every flicker of expression.

He withdrew his hand, and the loss was acute. From his tray, he produced a sleek black silicone plug, beaded with a clear lubricant. “This will measure internal pelvic floor contractions.” He didn’t ask. He simply pressed the cool tip against her tightest entrance. She held her breath, every muscle tense. With a firm, steady pressure, he worked it into her. The initial stretch was a shock, a full, invasive pressure. Then he clicked a remote.

A gentle vibration started, a deep, internal hum that made her gasp. He turned a dial. The vibration intensified, becoming a relentless, thrilling buzz that seemed to resonate in her very bones. It was all she could do not to buck against it.

“Now, for the primary actuator.” He held up a realistic, medium-sized dildo, already glistening with lube. He guided it to her entrance, which was now slick and aching with need. He pushed it into her in one smooth, unbroken motion. It felt so good. The solid fullness, combined with the relentless vibration in her ass, was overwhelming. He began to move it, a steady, rhythmic fucking that made the metal table creak softly. Her hips rose to meet each thrust, her earlier hesitations burned away by a raw, consuming need. She was moaning freely now, lost in the sensation.

He stopped. Withdrew the toy. Her body cried out at the emptiness.

“Phase two,” he said, selecting another dildo from the tray. This one was significantly larger, thicker, its veined surface intimidating. Anna’s eyes went wide.

“Wait. No. That’s… that’s too big. I can’t,” she breathed, pulling against the restraints.

“It’s a necessary part of the protocol, Anna. To test capacity and peak response. The data requires it.” His voice was calm, unwavering. “Do you wish to terminate the study? The compensation would be forfeit.”

The money. The thought was a splash of cold water. She looked from his impassive face to the intimidating instrument, her body throbbing with unmet need. A war waged inside her—fear against desire, shame against greed. The vibration in her ass never ceased, a constant reminder of the pleasure he could give.

She took a shaky breath. A thousand dollars. “Okay,” she whispered, the word barely audible. “Okay. Do it.”

He coated the massive toy in a generous amount of slick, cool lube. The tip pressed against her stretched, sensitive opening. He pushed slowly, relentlessly. The stretch was immense, a burning, exquisite pressure that forced a broken cry from her lips. She felt impossibly full, stretched to her absolute limit. Just as she thought she couldn’t take it, he slid it all the way in, burying the entire length inside her.

Then, his thumb found the remote. He turned the dial all the way up.

The buttplug erupted into a frantic, violent buzz that blurred her vision. At the same time, he began to piston the huge dildo in and out of her dripping pussy, each thrust a masterpiece of friction and deep, punishing fullness. The dual sensations short-circuited her brain. There was no more thought, no more fear, no more hospital room—there was only the brutal, incredible rhythm and the tidal wave of pleasure building inside her. Her entire world narrowed to where their bodies—his hands, his tools—connected with hers.

She came with a sound she didn’t recognize as her own, a raw, guttural scream as her orgasm ripped through her. Her back arched violently against the restraints, her juices gushing onto the table beneath her in a hot rush. Her vision whited out, her body convulsing around the instruments still working her through the seemingly endless climax.

When she finally came down, shuddering and spent, Dr. Moore gently withdrew both toys. The sudden emptiness was profound. He unbuckled the restraints, the soft leather falling away. Her limbs felt like lead.

He helped her sit up, her body trembling. He handed her a check. Her eyes, still blurry, focused on the amount. One thousand dollars. She clutched it like a holy talisman.

She dressed in a daze, her body humming with the echoes of the experience. As she reached for the door, Dr. Moore’s voice stopped her.

“You were an excellent subject, Anna. We’ll be conducting further studies. The compensation… increases with the complexity of the data we require.”

Anna hesitated, her hand on the cold doorknob. The check in her pocket felt heavy. Her body, sore and profoundly satisfied, felt heavier still. She knew she should be horrified. She should run and never look back.

But all she could think about was the relentless vibration, the feeling of being utterly filled, and the promise of more money. So much more.

She looked back at him, her voice barely a whisper. “How… how much more?”

26 - A WIFE’S KINKY DISCOVERY
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The borrowed laptop hummed, a quiet counterpoint to the sudden, still silence that had wrapped around Annie. She’d only meant to check the weather, a quick glance before heading to the grocery store. But the browser had been left open, and a single, curious click on the history tab had unfurled a list of sites that made her breath catch.

BoundBliss.com. SubmissiveDesires.net.

Her husband’s browser history was a map of a world she never knew existed. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic, surprised rhythm. James? Her James, who folded his socks neatly and always remembered to take the recycling out? He was looking at… this?

A flicker of something warm and unexpected uncoiled low in her belly, cutting through the shock. Intrigue. She clicked on a link, her pulse thrumming as a video loaded. The images were stark, powerful, a dance of control and surrender that was utterly foreign and yet, somehow, compelling.

She didn’t hear him come in. The creak of the floorboard behind her was her only warning. She slammed the laptop shut, heat flooding her cheeks as she spun around in the chair.

James stood in the doorway, his easy smile fading as he took in her panicked expression, the guilty angle of the computer screen. “Annie? Everything okay?”

“I… I was just checking the weather forecast,” she stammered, the lie weak and transparent.

His eyes flicked to the laptop, then back to her. He knew. The air grew thick, charged with a tension they’d never shared before. “Annie.”

“Why, James?” The question tumbled out, sharp and breathless. “Why were you looking at that?”

He didn’t insult her by pretending not to understand. He ran a hand through his hair, a rare gesture of agitation. He looked… vulnerable. “I don’t know. Curiosity, I guess. It’s just… a fantasy.”

The admission hung between them. The intrigue in her belly flared hotter, bolder. “What kind of fantasy?”

He hesitated, his gaze searching her face. “It doesn’t matter. It’s not… it’s not for us.”

“Why not?” she pressed, standing up, closing the distance between them. A newfound determination solidified within her. “What if I want it to be?”

He shook his head, a soft, dismissive sound catching in his throat. “Annie, you’re… you’re so sweet. So gentle. You couldn’t handle that. You wouldn’t like it.”

The dismissal, the doubt in his voice, ignited something primal in her. He thinks I’m weak. He thinks I’ll break. The need to prove him wrong, to show him she could be everything he desired, became an urgent, physical ache. “You don’t know that,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Try me.”

His eyes darkened, the vulnerability shifting into something else entirely—something focused and intense. The dynamic between them pivoted in an instant. He was no longer her hesitant husband; he was a man evaluating a new, startling possibility. He reached out, his fingers not taking her hand, but circling her wrist. The touch was firm. Possessive.

“Okay,” he said, the single word a low command. “Come with me.”

He led her to their bedroom, the familiar space suddenly feeling like uncharted territory. He released her wrist and stood before her, his expression unreadable.

“Get on your knees.”

A shiver, equal parts trepidation and raw excitement, raced down her spine. This is it. She lowered herself to the carpet, the soft wool rough against her skin. She kept her eyes on his, a silent acceptance of this new role.

He undid his jeans, the sound of the zipper loud in the quiet room. He freed his cock, already half-hard, and gripped himself at the base. He was fully erect in moments, thick and demanding.

“Worship it,” he commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

Annie leaned forward, her heart hammering. She pressed her lips to the tip, tasting the clean, salty pre-cum that had already gathered there. A soft sigh escaped her, part surprise, part reverence. She licked a slow, tentative stripe from base to tip, her tongue exploring his velvety skin, the prominent vein running along the shaft.

Encouraged by his sharp intake of breath, she took him into her mouth, sinking down until she felt the head nudge the back of her throat. Her world narrowed to this: the weight of him on her tongue, the musky scent of his skin, the faint, rhythmic tensing of his thighs. She bobbed her head, establishing a rhythm, one hand coming up to cradle his balls, gently rolling them.

Just as she found her pace, lost in the act of pleasuring him, he stilled her with a hand on her head.

“Stop.”

She pulled off, looking up at him, her lips swollen, her breath coming in soft pants.

“On the bed. On your hands and knees.”

She scrambled onto the mattress, assuming the position, her ass presented to him. The vulnerability was dizzying. She heard him step closer, felt the shift in the air. Then, his hand connected with her ass cheek in a sharp, stinging crack.

The pain was instant, a bright, shocking flare across her nerve endings. A surprised yelp tore from her throat. But a millisecond behind it came a wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure, so intense it made her gasp. The heat from the spank spread through her, pooling directly between her legs, making her wetness seep onto her thighs.

He did it again, on the other side. Crack. This time, her cry was louder, mingled with a broken moan. She pushed her ass back toward him, a wordless plea for more.

She heard him open the drawer of his nightstand. A rustle of silk. He took her wrists, one at a time, and looped his expensive neckties around them, tying them securely to the sturdy bedposts. She was bound, exposed, completely at his mercy. A thrill of absolute helplessness shot through her.

The low, electric buzz of the vibrator filled the room before she felt it. He traced the humming tool along the seam of her ass, down to her soaked folds. He circled her clit once, twice—a teasing, maddening promise—before pressing it firmly against the hypersensitive nub.

Annie cried out, her back arching as much as the ties would allow. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. Too much. Not enough. “James… please.”

“Please what?” His voice was calm, controlled, a stark contrast to her desperate writhing.

“Please, let me cum,” she begged, the words torn from her. “Please, I need to cum.”

He removed the vibrator. The sudden absence of sensation was its own torture. She whimpered, straining against her bonds.

Then he was on the bed behind her, his weight pressing her down into the mattress. He guided himself to her entrance, and with one powerful, unhesitating thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. She screamed, a raw sound of pure ecstasy as he began to fuck her, hard and deep, each piston-like drive hitting a spot within her that made her see stars.

He wrapped a hand in her hair, fisting it tightly, and pulled her head back. “Look at me.”

Tears of pleasure streamed from the corners of her eyes as she forced them open, meeting his fierce, dominant gaze in the dim light.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, her lips parting obediently.

He leaned down, his face hovering over hers. He worked his throat and then spit, a warm, wet globule landing directly on her tongue.

The command was absolute. “Swallow it.”

Without a moment’s hesitation, she obeyed, her throat working around the intimate offering. The act of utter submission, of consuming this part of him, shattered the last of her control. Her orgasm crashed over her, a cataclysmic wave that ripped an endless, sobbing scream from her lungs. Her inner muscles clamped down around his cock, milking him violently as she convulsed beneath him.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural groan, he pulled out of her, his hot release spurting across her stomach and breasts in thick, possessive stripes.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Slowly, tenderly now, he untied the silken bonds from her wrists. He rubbed the red marks left behind, his touch gentle.

He looked down at her, at the evidence of his pleasure painted across her skin, at her blissful, spent expression. A slow smile spread across his face, one of awe and newfound respect.

“I was wrong about you,” he murmured, his voice rough with emotion. “So completely wrong.”

Annie grinned, her heart racing with pride. “Yeah, you were,” she replied. She couldn’t wait to see what James had in store for her next.

27 - THE DOMINANT DOCTOR’S ORDERS

MF / Medical / Romantic / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Feather Tickler / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The scent of antiseptic and effort was a ghost Anna couldn’t shake, even weeks after her final session. But tonight, it was replaced by the rich, warm aroma of sandalwood and old books. Jonah’s house was exactly as she’d imagined: ordered, elegant, and quietly powerful.

He led her not into a living room, but to a door at the end of a hushed hallway. “This is where I unwind after a long day,” he said, his voice a low vibration that went straight to her core. The click of the lock behind them was the most definitive sound she’d ever heard.

The room was a revelation. Soft, indirect lighting glowed against dark walls. A large, sturdy bed dominated the space, its posts strong and unyielding. A cabinet with a polished glass front hinted at intriguing contents. This was no doctor’s office. This was a sanctuary.

—

When Anna had arrived at Dr. Jonah Hale’s rehabilitation center, she was a mess. She was drastically underweight, her ankles were in constant pain, and her ballet career was in shambles. Jonah had gently guided her back to health. He’d also helped her uncover a desire she didn’t even know she had—a desire to be controlled. She’d spent so much of her life trying to be perfect, but when Jonah took charge, she just had to follow his orders.

When Anna was finally released from Jonah’s care, the real submission could begin. He’d called her, asking her to come over. Her heart raced. She wasn’t sure what she was getting into, but she wanted to find out.

—

He turned to her, his professional compassion replaced by an intensity that made her breath hitch. The doctor who had meticulously cured her tendonitis was gone. In his place was a dominant man. The one she’d secretly fantasized about for months.

“Strip.”

The command was absolute, devoid of the gentle suggestions he’d used as her therapist. It was the voice she’d been craving, the one that promised to obliterate every lingering shred of stress, every decision, every ounce of control she was so tired of carrying.

Her fingers, usually so precise and strong, trembled as they went to the buttons of her blouse. She let the silk whisper down her arms. Her slacks pooled at her feet. With a final, shaky breath, she hooked her thumbs into the lace of her panties and pushed them down, stepping out of the last barrier between herself and him. The air was cool on her heated skin. She stood before him, completely bare, her heart hammering against her ribs. Vulnerable. Exposed. His.

His dark eyes scanned her, a slow, appraising look that felt more intimate than any touch. “Beautiful,” he murmured, the word a reward that made her flush with pride.

He unbuckled his own belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss. He pushed his trousers and boxers down just enough to free his erection. He was big, thick and heavy, and the sight of him, so ready for her, sent a jolt of pure, liquid need straight to her sex. Her mouth watered.

She didn’t need a second command. Anna sank to her knees on the plush rug, the action feeling more natural than any plié she’d ever executed. She looked up at him, her submission an offering.

“Good girl,” he breathed.

She leaned forward, her lips parting. She took the broad head into her mouth, tasting the clean, masculine salt of him. She swirled her tongue around the crown, eliciting a low groan from above. The sound fueled her. She took him deeper, her jaw stretching, her hands coming to rest on his powerful thighs for balance. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the weight of him on her tongue, in the controlled way his fingers threaded through her hair, not forcing, just guiding. This. This was what she needed. To serve. To please.

After a few blissful minutes, he gently pulled her to her feet. His gaze was dark, possessive. He turned her and guided her toward the bed, his hand a firm pressure on the small of her back. “Bend over. Hold onto the posts.”

Anna complied, bending at the waist, the cool duvet soft against her stomach. Her fingers wrapped around the sturdy wooden bedposts. She knew what was coming. Anticipation coiled tight within her.

The first smack landed on her right cheek, a sharp, stinging crack that made her gasp. It was followed instantly by another on the left. The pain was bright and clean, a shock to her system that burned away everything else. Each spank built on the last, heating her skin, making her clench and moan. She wasn’t a ballerina here. She was just sensation. Just his.

The spanking ceased, leaving a throbbing, delicious heat in its wake. She heard him move to the cabinet. The sound of metal clicking. He returned, and cool leather cuffs were secured around her wrists, buckled firmly to the bedposts. She was bound, completely at his mercy. A soft, helpless sound escaped her lips.

Then she felt his fingers on her nipples, pinching and rolling the already taut peaks. A sharp, different sensation followed—the click of clamps settling into place. The initial pinch of pressure quickly bloomed into a deep, persistent ache that throbbed in time with her heartbeat. Every slight movement sent a new wave of sensation straight to her core, which was now dripping with arousal.

She heard a soft rustle. Then, the barest, most maddening touch—the tip of a feather—traced a path down the valley of her spine. It was agony. It was ecstasy. It was not enough. It glided over the heated skin of her ass, danced along the back of her thighs, never staying anywhere long enough.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice strained.

The feather tickled the sensitive spot behind her knee. She jerked. “Please, what?”

“More. Jonah, please. I need more.”

The feather disappeared. A low buzz filled the quiet room, a sound that promised exactly what she’d begged for. The vibrator touched her clit and her whole body arched against the restraints.

“Oh, god!” It was a ruthless, perfect pressure, circling the swollen nub with a skill that had her seeing stars within seconds. She was babbling, a string of pleases and yeses and his name, a prayer and a curse. The dual sensations—the deep ache in her nipples and the relentless buzz on her clit—drove her to the very edge. She was a live wire, seconds from snapping.

Just as she was about to shatter, the vibrator vanished.

The loss was a physical pain. She whimpered, straining against the cuffs. She felt his weight dip the bed behind her, his hands spreading her thighs wider. The blunt, slick head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He was going to take her like this. Helpless. Open. Needy.

He didn’t thrust. He filled her. One long, slow, inexorable push that stretched her perfectly, that made her cry out at the absolute fullness. He seated himself to the hilt and paused, letting her feel every inch of him.

Then he moved.

His rhythm was punishing, each thrust a hard, deep piston that drove her up the bed. The bedposts creaked. The clamps tugged with every drive forward, a sharp counterpoint to the overwhelming pleasure of his cock. He gripped her hips, his fingers surely leaving bruises, and fucked her with a single-minded intensity that shattered the last of her control. The coil in her belly wound impossibly tight and then shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that clenched around him, milking his own release.

With a guttural groan, he plunged deep, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum filling her. He held himself there, his body shuddering against hers.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Slowly, gently, he reached up and unbuckled the restraints from her wrists. He carefully unclipped the clamps, the rush of blood back to her nipples a sharp, sweet pain. His hands, so capable, so knowing, soothed the marks on her wrists with gentle strokes.

He helped her turn over and gather her into his arms, holding her against his chest. He brushed the hair from her damp forehead.

“I’m glad you’re no longer my patient, Anna,” he said, his voice once again that quiet, compassionate rumble, but now layered with a new, profound intimacy. “I’d very much like to keep seeing you. Like this.”

Anna nestled into the solid warmth of his body, a contentment she’d never known seeping into her bones. “Yes,” she breathed, her voice hoarse. A slow smile touched her lips as she looked up at him. “I can’t wait to see where this leads.”

28 - A BILLIONAIRE AT THE COFFEE SHOP

MF / BDSM / Wealthy / Flogging / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The espresso machine hissed like a tired serpent, but its noise was drowned out by the chime of the door. Aimee looked up, a practiced customer-service smile already on her lips, but it faltered for a heartbeat.

He was gorgeous. Not in a boy-next-door way, but in a way that spoke of old money and quiet confidence. A tailored charcoal suit that probably cost more than her car. Dark hair swept back from a strong brow. His eyes, a cool, assessing gray, scanned the nearly empty café and landed on her. The smile he offered was a small, private thing, meant only for her.

“What can I get for you?” she asked, her voice thankfully steady.

“Something strong. Black. And your name,” he said, his voice a low, smooth baritone that vibrated right through the counter.

“Aimee. And the coffee’s coming right up.”

He watched her every move as she prepared his drink, his gaze a palpable weight on her back. She felt it tracing the line of her spine, the sway of her hips under her simple apron. It should have felt intrusive. It didn’t. It felt… electric.

She handed him the cup. His fingers brushed against hers, and a jolt, sharp and hot, shot up her arm.

“I’m Jackson,” he said, holding her gaze. He didn’t let go of the cup. Or her hand. “I have a feeling today is about to get much more interesting.” He produced a crisp, black business card from an inside pocket and slid it across the counter. Just a name and a number. “Call me when your shift ends.”

He left without another word, taking his coffee and the oxygen in the room with him.

For the next three hours, the card burned a hole in her apron pocket. It’s insane. He’s a stranger. But when her shift ended, her fingers trembled as she pulled out her phone.

He answered on the first ring. “I’ll be outside in a few minutes.”

A sleek, black sedan pulled up to the curb. Jackson held the door open for her. The interior was all silent, cooled leather and the faint, expensive scent of his cologne. He didn’t ask; he just drove, navigating the city streets until they gave way to winding, tree-lined roads and high gates that swung open at their approach.

The mansion was less a house and more a monument to wealth. Aimee’s breath caught in her throat as he led her through a foyer with a ceiling that seemed to reach the sky. In the cavernous living room, he poured two glasses of amber whiskey, his movements economical and sure.

He didn’t sit. He just looked at her, that same intense, calculating look from the coffee shop. “Five thousand dollars,” he said, his voice cutting through the comfortable silence.

Aimee almost choked on her drink. “I’m sorry?”

“Five thousand dollars. To go upstairs with me. To let me do anything I want to you.” He said it like he was discussing the weather. A simple transaction.

Heat flooded her cheeks. Humiliation. “I’m not… that’s not what I am. I’m not a prostitute.”

“I didn’t say you were,” he replied calmly, sipping his whiskey. “I’m offering you an experience. And compensating you for your time. There’s a difference. The question is, do you want it?” His eyes dropped to the hand clutching her glass, noting the tremor. “Part of you does. I can see it.”

He was right. Beneath the shock, a treacherous, dark curiosity was uncoiling deep within her. Five thousand dollars. It was months of slinging overpriced lattes. And him… the sheer power of him.

Her voice was a whisper. “Okay.”

He led her to a room that was nothing like the rest of the house. It was all dark wood and low light. A massive bed dominated the space. And on the walls… things. Leather restraints. An array of floggers and paddles. A table gleaming with silicone and steel.

“Strip.”

The command was absolute. Her fingers, clumsy with a dizzying mix of fear and want, fumbled with her buttons. The cheap uniform fell to the plush carpet until she stood before him, completely bare, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

Jackson’s gaze was a physical caress, and a violation. He walked a slow circle around her, saying nothing. Then he selected a flogger from the wall, its tails long and soft. He ran the leather through his fingers, his eyes locked on hers.

“Bend over the bed. Grasp the covers.”

She obeyed, the cool duvet soft under her palms. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She heard the soft whish of the flogger cutting through the air a second before it landed.

Thwack.

A line of fire blossomed across her ass. She yelped, the sound sharp in the quiet room. The pain was instantaneous, bright and shocking. But a split-second later, it melted, transforming into a deep, radiating heat that pooled directly between her legs. Oh god.

Thwack. Another strike, lower this time, right across her sensitized thighs. She gasped, her knuckles turning white on the duvet. Pain. Pleasure. Pain. Heat. It was impossible to separate the sensations. Each impact sent a fresh, wet pulse of desire through her core.

He stopped. She heard him move to the head of the bed. Cold, supple leather circled her right wrist, then her left, pulled taut and buckled to the bedposts. She was trapped, bent over and exposed, completely at his mercy. A fresh thrill of terror and excitement shot through her.

The low, electric buzz was her only warning. He traced the vibrating head of a wand over the punished flesh of her ass, a tingling, teasing promise, before pressing it firmly against her clit.

Aimee cried out, her back arching as much as the restraints would allow. It was too much. The aftershocks of the flogging, the relentless vibration on her most sensitive spot—it was an overload. Pleasure, sharp and almost painful in its intensity, built at a terrifying rate.

“Please…” she begged, not even knowing what she was asking for.

“Please, what?” His voice was right by her ear, calm, mocking.

“I… I need…”

The vibrator disappeared. She whimpered at the loss. Then she heard the sound of a cap unsnapping, the wet sound of lubricant. She felt his fingers, slick and cool, sliding into her, stretching her. Preparing her.

Then something else. Something bigger. Much bigger. The broad, silicone head of a dildo pressed against her entrance. It’s too big. The thought was a fleeting panic before he pushed.

She groaned, a deep, guttural sound as he filled her, stretching her wider than she’d ever been stretched. The fullness was immense, overwhelming. He began to move it, a slow, deliberate rhythm that rubbed against every sensitive spot inside her.

Then the vibrator returned, not to her clit, but to the other place. A slick, insistent pressure at her back door. Her eyes flew wide. “Wait—“

The word was lost in a strangled moan as he pushed the vibrator into her ass just as he thrust the dildo deep into her pussy.

The dual penetration was a sensory cataclysm. She was utterly filled, stretched, and vibrated into a state of pure sensation. There was no room for thought, only feeling. The pleasure built to a frantic peak, a screaming pressure in her core. Her body seized, her cries echoing off the walls as an orgasm shattered through her, wave after devastating wave of absolute ecstasy wrung from her helpless, bound body.

As the last tremors subsided, he unbuckled the restraints. Her arms fell, numb and heavy. He turned her over, his hands firm on her hips, positioning her on her hands and knees. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the tear of a foil packet, then the hot, heavy weight of him pressing against her.

His cock, thick and real, slid into her wet, well-used pussy with one smooth, powerful thrust. So deep. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into the tender, flogged skin, and began to fuck her with a raw, primal intensity. There were no more toys, no more games. Just the slick, pounding rhythm of his body claiming hers. Each drive of his hips sent a fresh jolt of pleasure-pain through her, and she met him thrust for thrust, a desperate, wanton animal.

She felt her second orgasm rising, coiling tight, and then it broke over her with a force that made her see stars. She screamed, her body clamping down around him milking his own release. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum filling her.

He pulled out. The silence that followed was broken only by their ragged breathing. He tossed her clothes onto the bed beside her. “There’s more where that came from. A lot more. If you choose to submit.”

Aimee lay on the expensive sheets, her body humming, her mind blissfully empty. The money was one thing. But this feeling… this was something she’d never known she needed. She looked at the stack of hundred-dollar bills he placed on the nightstand. Then she looked at him.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word barely audible.

A slow, triumphant smile spread across his face. From a drawer, he produced a collar, simple black leather with a small, discreet silver ring. He fastened it around her neck. It was cool, and snug. A symbol. A claim.

The sedan ride back to her apartment was silent. The collar felt heavier with every block.

As he pulled up to her shabby building, he finally spoke. “I’ll be in touch.”

She got out, her legs still unsteady. She watched the taillights disappear into the night, her fingers resting on the leather around her throat.

29 - A DAUGHTER-IN-LAW’S UNEXPECTED VISIT

MFF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Group Sex / BDSM / Cheating / Bondage / Flogging / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The casserole dish, a simple blue stoneware thing, was the last item on her list. Danielle had baked a lasagna in it for Rick and Nicole last week, and now, driving home from work on a whim, she decided to retrieve it. They wouldn’t mind; her in-laws were always telling her to stop by anytime.

She pulled into the familiar driveway, noting the quiet serenity of the house. No cars in the drive besides Nicole’s sedan. She knocked on the front door, the sound echoing hollowly in the late afternoon stillness. No answer. She knocked again, louder. Strange. She tried the knob. It turned easily in her hand. Unlocked.

“Hello? Nicole? Rick?” she called out, her voice feeling too loud for the quiet entrance hall. “Just picking up my dish!”

Silence. Then, a sound. A distant, muffled noise from upstairs. Not a cry for help, exactly, but a… a moan. Followed by a sharp, staccato yelp that was unmistakably a sound of pain. Her heart leapt into her throat. Was someone hurt? Alarm, cold and immediate, propelled her feet forward. She took the stairs two at a time, her pulse drumming in her ears.

The master bedroom door was slightly ajar. Another, clearer moan seeped out, this one layered with a breathy, feminine keen. Without another thought, driven by a surge of protective panic, Danielle pushed the door open.

The scene froze, a lurid tableau. On the large four-poster bed, Nicole was on her back, her hands tied with crimson silk to the bedposts. Her skin was flushed, and a few faint, pink lines crossed her stomach and breasts. Next to her, standing tall and completely nude, was Rick. He held a small, leather flogger in his hand. His expression wasn’t one of anger, but of intense, focused concentration.

Danielle’s brain short-circuited. Her mouth fell open. “I— oh my God— I’m so sorry— the door was—” she stammered, her face burning with a humiliation so profound it felt like a physical force. She turned to flee.

“Danielle.” Rick’s voice was calm, steady, not a trace of embarrassment. It stopped her in her tracks. “Wait.”

She turned back, unable to meet his eyes, her gaze instead falling on Nicole, who was looking at her not with shame, but with a dark, glittering curiosity.

“We were… hoping you might join us,” Rick said, his tone as casual as if he were offering her a cup of tea.

Her first instinct was a vehement, horrified no. But it died in her throat. Because underneath the shock and the embarrassment, another feeling was uncoiling, hot and insistent. Intrigue. A thrilling, terrifying curiosity. She saw the way Nicole’s body was thrumming with energy, not fear. She saw the possessive, adoring way Rick looked at his wife. Her own heart was pounding, but not just from panic. What would it feel like?

Her voice was a whisper. “Okay.”

A slow smile spread across Rick’s face. “Good. Clothes off. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling, went to the buttons of her blouse. Each undone button felt like a step across a threshold. The soft fabric of her shirt whispered to the floor, followed by her slacks and underwear. She stood naked in the middle of the room, the air cool on her skin, a stark contrast to the heat blooming within her.

Rick stepped closer, the flogger discarded. He was fully erect, his cock thick and demanding. He didn’t touch her, just stood there, letting her look. “On your knees.”

Danielle sank to the plush carpet, the world narrowing to the space between his legs. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of him against her mouth was like a spark. She took him in, the salt-and-skin taste of him flooding her senses. She used her tongue, flattening it against the underside of his shaft as she moved her head, her hand cupping his sac, feeling the tight, heavy weight. A low groan rumbled in his chest.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Nicole watching, her breathing quick and shallow, a small, approving smile on her lips. This is for her, too, Danielle realized, and the thought made her take him deeper, until her throat relaxed and she could feel him hitting the back of it.

“Enough,” Rick grunted, his voice thick. He gently pulled her head back. “Now, taste her.”

He guided her to the bed where Nicole was still bound. “Make her come.”

Danielle climbed onto the bed, her face inches from Nicole’s glistening core. The scent was musky and sweet. She hesitated for only a second before her tongue darted out, finding the hard, swollen nub of Nicole’s clit.

Nicole jerked against her restraints, a sharp, guttural cry escaping her. “Yes.”

Danielle licked and sucked, mimicking what she herself loved, her movements growing more confident as Nicole’s moans escalated into a continuous, pleading chant. She could feel the tension building in Nicole’s thighs, the way her whole body tightened. Then, with a shattered cry, Nicole came, her hips bucking, her release gushing against Danielle’s chin and mouth. Danielle didn’t pull away; she drank her in, the act feeling shockingly natural, necessary.

Rick untied Nicole’s wrists with practiced ease, rubbing the circulation back into them. He turned to Danielle, the crimson silk ropes in his hands. “Your turn.”

A fresh wave of nervous excitement washed over her. She lay back on the warm sheets where Nicole had been, offering her wrists. The silk was smooth but unyielding as Rick tied her to the bedposts, the sensation of being utterly helpless sending a thrill of pure adrenaline through her.

Nicole, now free, crawled up the bed beside her. “Such a good girl,” she purred, before lowering her head and taking one of Danielle’s nipples into her mouth. Her tongue was expert, circling, flicking, sucking until the sensation was almost painful in its intensity. At the same time, Rick parted Danielle’s legs. She felt the cool, hard plastic of a vibrator nuzzle against her clit before it buzzed to life.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The wet, pulling heat on her breast and the insistent, electric vibration on her most sensitive spot made her back arch off the bed. “Oh God… please… more…” she begged, the words torn from her. They were a team, Rick and Nicole, playing her body like a finely tuned instrument, ratcheting the pleasure up until she was teetering on the edge of orgasm.

Then, Rick removed the vibrator. She felt the blunt, heavy pressure of him at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed inside, filling her in one long, slow, devastating stroke. It was a fullness she’d never known. He began to move, a deep, rhythmic pounding that shook the bed.

At the same time, Nicole straddled her face, lowering her wet, still-quivering pussy onto Danielle’s mouth. The command was clear. Danielle’s tongue went to work again, lapping at Nicole’s folds as Nicole ground against her. The room was filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, of ragged breathing, and of her own muffled moans as she was fucked from both ends.

The pleasure became a crashing wave, rising from where Rick was plunged deep inside her, merging with the taste of Nicole on her tongue. Her body seized, her cries stifled by Nicole’s body as her orgasm exploded through her, violent and all-consuming. As she convulsed around him, she felt Rick’s own release, a hot, pulsing flood that seemed to go on forever.

Slowly, the world drifted back. Rick pulled out, untied her wrists. The silence was heavy, broken only by their collective panting. Danielle got dressed with shaky hands, the fabric feeling alien on her sensitized skin. She couldn’t look at them.

As she reached the bedroom door, Nicole’s voice, soft but firm, stopped her. “Danielle.”

She turned. Rick stood behind Nicole, his arm around her waist. Both of them looked utterly satiated, and completely serious.

“We’d like you to join us again,” Rick said.

Danielle hesitated at the door, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and a dark, hungry anticipation she could no longer deny. She knew she should say no, should walk away and pretend this never happened. But the phantom sensations on her skin, the memory of that utter loss of control, screamed a different answer.

She finally met their gaze. “Yes.”

30 - MOTHER-IN-LAW’S SEXY PHOTOS

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Cheating / BDSM / Femdom / Handjob / Blowjob / Bondage / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The thin motel room walls did little to muffle the sound of traffic from the interstate, a constant, droning hum that matched the vibration of Jason’s shame. He sat on the edge of the bed, the floral-printed spread scratching at his legs, and held his head in his hands. The scent of stale cigarettes and cheap disinfectant clung to the air. Monica’s furious, betrayed scream still echoed in his skull. ‘You sick pervert! My own mother!’ He’d tried to explain, to apologize, but the nude photos of his mother-in-law she’d found tucked in his accounting ledger were undeniable.

A sharp rap on the door jolted him upright. His heart hammered against his ribs. Monica? Had she come to yell some more? To finally serve the papers? He wasn't ready. He dragged himself to the door and peered through the fisheye lens.

His blood ran cold. It wasn't Monica.

Standing in the flickering fluorescence of the motel’s outdoor walkway was Sandra. His mother-in-law. Her arms were crossed, her expression unreadable. This is it, he thought, a fresh wave of humiliation washing over him. She’s here to tell me what a disgusting piece of shit I am. He considered not answering, pretending he wasn't there. But it was too late. She’d seen the light under the door. With a trembling hand, he turned the lock and opened it.

“Sandra,” he breathed, his voice raspy. “I… I don’t know what to say. I am so sorry. It was a stupid, idiotic mistake. I—”

She stepped inside without invitation, her eyes scanning the dismal room before landing back on him. She closed the door softly behind her, the click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud. He braced for the onslaught, for the righteous maternal anger he deserved.

It never came.

A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips. “Hello, Jason.” She took another step closer, her perfume, something expensive and floral, cutting through the room’s stale odor. “Monica called me. She was very upset.”

“I know. I’m so sorry,” he repeated, the words feeling useless and hollow.

“She told me what she found.” Sandra’s gaze was intense, direct, holding his. The anger he expected was absent, replaced by a curious, probing intensity. “Those old pictures of me from her dad’s lake house. The ones from the boathouse.” She paused, letting the memory of those stolen, sun-drenched images—Sandra, topless on the dock, her young body tanned and breathtaking—hang in the air between them. “Did you like them, Jason?”

The question was so blunt, so utterly unexpected, that all his rehearsed apologies died in his throat. He could only stare, his mouth slightly agape. This wasn’t the script. This was all wrong. But under her piercing gaze, the truth was the only thing left. “Yes,” he whispered, the admission feeling like both a confession and a sin. “I did. God, I’m so sorry for taking them. I had no right.”

She closed the final distance between them, her hand coming up to rest lightly on his chest. He could feel the warmth of her palm through his thin t-shirt. “Don’t be sorry,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a low, intimate register that coiled in his gut. Her other hand drifted down, her fingers finding the zipper of his jeans. He flinched, a jolt of pure electricity shooting up his spine.

“Sandra, wait… what are you—” he stammered, his mind screaming in protest even as his body responded traitorously.

“Shhh,” she soothed, her eyes locked on his as her fingers deftly pulled the zipper down. The metallic sound was obscenely loud. “You’re already in trouble, Jason. Your marriage is ashes. What do you have left to lose?”

His hesitation crumbled. She was right. He had nothing. And in the ruins of his life, this terrifying, electrifying offer was the only thing that felt real. He stood frozen, a statue of guilt and burgeoning desire, as she reached into his open fly. Her cool, sure fingers wrapped around him through his cotton boxers, and he gasped, his eyes fluttering closed at the sudden, shocking contact.

“That’s it,” she purred, feeling him harden instantly in her grasp. She tugged his pants and boxers down to his thighs in one smooth motion, freeing his aching cock into the cool motel air. “Let’s see what my daughter was neglecting.”

Without another word, she sank to her knees before him. Jason’s head fell back, a helpless groan escaping his lips as he looked down and saw her, his elegant, sophisticated mother-in-law, on her knees for him. She didn’t tease. She took the full length of him into her mouth in one fluid, expert motion.

Oh god. His hands flew to her shoulders, gripping them for balance as the world tilted. Her mouth was hot, wet, perfect. She hollowed her cheeks, applying a sublime pressure as she began to move, her head bobbing with a rhythm that felt innate. He could feel the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat, and instead of pulling away, she relaxed, taking him deeper, deeper, until his entire length was sheathed in the incredible, constricting heat of her throat. She was deepthroating him like a professional, a low, guttural hum of pleasure vibrating through him, making his knees buckle.

Just when he thought he might embarrass himself immediately, she pulled off with a wet, pop. She looked up at him, her lips glistening, her eyes dark with a hunger that mirrored his own. “Now,” she commanded, her voice husky, “get on the bed.”

He obeyed, scrambling backward onto the scratchy spread, his erection jutting upward, painfully hard. Sandra followed him, a predator claiming her territory. She wasn't hurried. She began to undress, her movements slow, deliberate, a deliberate show just for him. The silk blouse, the tailored slacks, the lace bra—each article was removed and dropped to the floor with a casual flick of her wrist. And then she stood there, gloriously naked. The photos hadn’t lied, but they hadn’t done her justice. Her body was that of a woman who took care of herself—toned, curvaceous, her skin surprisingly smooth. She was magnificent.

“All of you,” she said, gesturing for him to remove his shirt.

He tore it off, his heart thundering. This was really happening. Sandra walked to the chair where he’d draped his suit jacket. She plucked the two silk neckties from where they hung. A sly smile played on her lips as she returned to the bed.

“Hands on the posts,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for debate. A thrill of fear and absolute arousal shot through him. He placed his wrists against the cool, polished wood of the headboard’s posts. She leaned over him, her breasts brushing his chest, and deftly looped a tie around each wrist, pulling them tight, securing him. The restraint was shocking, terrifying, and the most erotic sensation he had ever experienced. He was utterly at her mercy.

She didn’t leave him waiting. She swung a leg over his chest, straddling his face, positioning herself above him. The intimate scent of her, musky and clean, filled his senses. “You wanted to see,” she breathed, looking down the length of their bodies at his trapped, straining form. “Now taste.”

She lowered herself onto his mouth. He needed no further encouragement. His tongue plunged into her, exploring her folds, finding her already wet and swollen. He licked and sucked with a desperate hunger, the taste of her—sweet, salty, uniquely her—exploding on his tongue. He felt her thighs clench around his head as a shuddering moan ripped from her throat. “Yes, Jason… right there. Don’t stop.”

He was a man possessed, feasting on her, driven by her moans and the rocking of her hips against his face. Her pleasure was his entire universe. He felt her climax approach, her body tensing, her cries becoming sharper, more frantic. She ground against him once, twice, and then came with a raw, guttural scream, her thighs pressing tightly against his ears, muffling the world.

She collapsed forward for a moment, her hands braced on his chest, breathing heavily. Then, with a newfound urgency, she moved. She slid down his body, her wetness painting a trail on his skin. She positioned herself over his throbbing cock, still glistening from her own release. She reached down, guiding him to her entrance. She looked him directly in the eyes, a conqueror’s look. “This is what you really wanted, isn’t it?”

And then she sank down, taking him inside her in one smooth, devastating stroke.

The feeling was astronomical. She was so tight, so impossibly hot and wet. She began to move, rising and falling on him with a powerful, grinding rhythm. Each time she came down, he felt her muscles clench around him, milking him, pulling him deeper. Her head was thrown back, her perfect breasts bouncing with each movement. She was lost in it, a frenzy of need and decades of pent-up energy. She rode him harder, faster, her nails digging into his chest. The old bedframe slammed against the wall in a steady, rhythmic beat, matching the pounding of his heart.

“Jason! Jason!" she screamed, her voice cracking as her second orgasm seized her.

The violent, pulsating clutch of her around his cock was the final trigger. With a guttural roar he didn’t recognize as his own, he exploded inside her, his own release a blinding, white-hot surge that seemed to drain his very soul. He spasmed uncontrollably, his body jerking against the ties that bound him.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged, syncopated breathing. Slowly, sensation returned to his limbs. Sandra, her skin sheened with a fine sweat, leaned forward and with surprising tenderness, untied the neckties. The blood rushing back to his freed wrists was a pins-and-needles reminder of his captivity.

They dressed in a heavy, surreal silence. Jason’s mind, numb with spent passion, began to wake up. The guilt crashed down on him, a cold, sickening wave. Monica. He had just obliterated any minuscule chance of reconciliation. He had wanted to fix his marriage, and instead, he’d fucked her mother in a seedy motel.

Sandra smoothed down her slacks, looking as composed as if she’d just left a board meeting. She picked up her purse and walked to the door. She turned, her hand on the knob, and looked back at him, her expression unreadable.

“This doesn’t have to be a one-time mistake, Jason,” she said, her voice calm, matter-of-fact. “I’ve been… lonely. We could keep each other company.”

He stared at her, the offer hanging in the air, thick and dangerous. It was madness. It was perversion. It was the hottest thing he had ever experienced. He thought of going back to an empty apartment, to a life of solitude and regret. He thought of her mouth, her body, the way she had taken control of his shattered world and for a few minutes, made it make sense.

He hesitated, the word ‘no’ forming on his lips. But it wasn’t the word that came out.


31 - AN UNEXPECTED ENCOUNTER

MF / BDSM / First Time / Flogging / Bondage / Restraints / Buttplug / Facial / Dildo

An excerpt from On Her Knees: Jessica’s Training by Brandi Moore:

“Do you trust me?” Cole’s voice was low, his breath hot against Jessica’s ear as she bent over the leather bench, her hands gripping the edges tightly.

She nodded, her heart pounding, her body trembling with both fear and anticipation. This wasn’t what she’d expected, but somehow, it felt right.

Cole’s hand trailed down her spine, sending shivers through her. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice dripping with authority. He stepped back, and she heard the unmistakable whoosh of the flogger cutting through the air before it made contact with her skin.

Jessica gasped, a sharp cry escaping her lips as the pain radiated through her, only to be quickly replaced by a strange, tingling pleasure.

She had never felt anything like this before—the sting of the leather against her flesh, the way it made her skin come alive, every nerve ending screaming for more. Cole struck her again, and again, each blow sending waves of sensation crashing over her. Jessica’s body was on fire, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she surrendered to the experience.

—

It had started off so innocently. Jessica had been standing at the bus stop, leaning against the shelter, scrolling through her phone when he approached her.

“Hi there,” the man said, his voice smooth, confident.

Jessica looked up, startled. He was tall, with dark hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to see straight through her.

“I’m Cole,” he introduced himself with a charming smile.

“Jessica,” she replied automatically, though she wasn’t sure why she’d given him her name. He had that effect on people—a magnetic pull that made you want to open up to him.

“Jessica,” he repeated, rolling the name around on his tongue like it was something special. “You’re too beautiful to be waiting for a bus. Let me give you a ride.”

She hesitated, glancing at the approaching bus. It was packed, as usual, and the thought of squeezing onto it was less than appealing. But still… she didn’t know this man.

“I’m on my way to work,” she said cautiously.

Cole chuckled, leaning in closer. “You could make so much more money than whatever you’re doing now,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Let me show you.”

There was something about him—his confidence, his intensity—that made it impossible for her to say no. Before she knew it, she was getting into his car, her heart racing with a mix of excitement and nerves.

He drove them to a mansion on the outskirts of town, a sprawling estate that looked like it belonged in a movie. Jessica’s jaw dropped as they pulled up to the gates, which swung open to reveal a driveway lined with palm trees.

Inside, Cole led her to his study, where he opened a safe and pulled out a stack of cash. “One thousand dollars,” he said, handing it to her. “Just for meeting me.”

Jessica’s eyes widened as she took the money, her mind racing. Who was this guy?

Then, Cole led her to another room—a room that made her stomach flip with both fear and curiosity. The walls were adorned with all sorts of BDSM gear: whips, chains, restraints.

“Relax,” Cole said, sensing her unease. “Trust me, you’re going to enjoy this.”

—

Now, Jessica was bent over the bench, her body exposed and vulnerable as Cole continued to flog her. Each strike sent a jolt of pleasure through her, building to a crescendo that she couldn’t ignore. Her moans filled the room, mingling with the sound of leather hitting skin.

When Cole finally stopped, Jessica was breathless, her body trembling with need. She felt him move behind her, heard the sound of restraints being unbuckled. Her wrists were pulled behind her back and secured to the bench, leaving her completely at his mercy.

Cole stepped away for a moment, and Jessica heard him rummaging through some supplies. When he returned, she felt something cold and slippery press against her asshole. She gasped as he pushed a buttplug inside her, the stretch sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her body.

“You’re doing so well,” Cole murmured, his voice thick with lust. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, stroking it slowly as he stood over her.

Jessica craned her neck to look at him, her blue eyes wide with anticipation.

Cole groaned as he came, his hot cum splattering across her face. Jessica closed her eyes, savoring the feeling of his release marking her as his.

But Cole wasn’t done yet. He reached for a large dildo, one that made Jessica’s eyes widen in both fear and excitement. It was bigger than anything she’d ever taken before.

Cole lubed it up and pressed it against her entrance. Jessica moaned as he pushed it inside her, the stretch almost too much to bear—but also incredibly satisfying. He fucked her with it, hard and fast, until she was screaming with pleasure.

Jessica came undone, her body convulsing as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her. She had never felt anything like this before—it was as if Cole had unlocked something deep inside her, something she hadn’t even known existed.

When he finally unbuckled the restraints, Jessica collapsed onto the bench, her body spent and trembling. Cole leaned down, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asked, his voice soft but laced with something darker.

Jessica nodded, unable to form words.

“Good,” Cole said, a slow smile spreading across his face.

Jessica couldn’t believe what had just happened. One moment, she’d been on her way to work, and now, she was submitting to a man she’d just met. But she knew one thing—she wanted more.

32 - A WEALTHY NEW CUSTOMER

MF / BDSM / Whipping / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Teasing / Dildo / Blowjob

An excerpt from On Her Knees: Chandra’s Salvation by Brandi Moore:

The knock on the door was sharp and impatient, jolting Chandra awake. She blinked groggily, her dark hair tangled around her face as she sat up in the small, dimly lit room.

The voice that followed was harsh, commanding. Scar. “Get up, Chandra. You’ve got a date. Don’t make me wait.”

She rubbed her eyes, the ache in her limbs from the previous night still lingering. But there was no time for rest. Not when Scar was in one of his moods. She swung her legs over the edge of the bed, the cold floor biting into her bare feet, and hurried to the closet. Don’t disappoint him. His words echoed in her mind like a threat.

She pulled out a sleek black dress, something tight and revealing, and slipped it on. The material clung to her curves, accentuating every line of her body. She did her makeup quickly—dark eyeliner, red lipstick—her green eyes staring back at her in the mirror with a mix of resignation and determination.

When she stepped out, Scar was leaning against the car, his arms crossed. He gave her a once-over, his lips curling into a smirk. “Good. Let’s go.”

The drive was silent, the tension thick in the air. Chandra stared out the window, watching the city blur by as they entered a wealthier part of town. The houses grew larger, the streets cleaner. Finally, they pulled up to a sprawling mansion, its grandeur almost intimidating.

Scar parked the car and leaned over, his voice low. “Don’t fuck this up. He’s loaded. You’ll make us both rich.”

Chandra nodded, stepping out of the car and smoothing her dress. She walked up the path to the front door, her heels clicking against the pavement. She knocked, and moments later, it opened.

Standing there was Jasper. Tall, handsome, with a confident air about him. His eyes roamed over her, and he smiled. “You must be Chandra. Come in.”

The interior of the mansion was just as impressive as the outside. Jasper led her to a comfortable sitting room, where he poured them both a drink. They talked—about nothing in particular—while Chandra tried to gauge him. He was charming, but there was something beneath the surface. Something darker.

Eventually, he handed her a stack of cash. A thousand dollars. Her eyes widened slightly, but she kept her composure. Scar was right. She pocketed the money and gave Jasper a smile.

“So,” he said, leaning back in his chair, “I should warn you. I’m into… certain things. Kinks. Are you okay with that?”

Chandra nodded. “I can handle it.”

Jasper’s smile widened, and he stood, extending a hand. “Follow me.”

He led her down a set of stairs to the basement. When he flicked on the lights, Chandra’s breath caught in her throat. The room was a fully equipped BDSM dungeon—whips, chains, restraints, and other toys she couldn’t even name.

Jasper turned to her, his gaze intense. “Strip.”

She obeyed without hesitation, slipping out of the dress and letting it pool at her feet. Jasper circled her, his eyes tracing every inch of her naked body. He picked up a whip, flexing it in his hands. “Bend over the bench.”

Chandra moved to the wooden bench, lowering herself over it. Her heart pounded in her chest, but she forced herself to stay calm. The first crack of the whip made her gasp, the sting sharp and immediate. But she didn’t cry out. She’d endured worse.

Jasper chuckled behind her. “Impressive.” He grabbed her wrists, binding them to the bench with leather cuffs that bit into her skin just enough to send a thrill through her. Next came the clamps—cold metal pinching her nipples hard enough to make her squirm.

He stepped back, admiring his work before picking up a vibrator. He flicked it on, the buzzing loud in the quiet room, and pressed it against her clit. Chandra’s breath hitched as pleasure shot through her, but Jasper didn’t let up. He teased her mercilessly, moving the vibrator in slow circles until she was trembling with need.

“Please,” she begged, her voice barely above a whisper. “Let me cum.”

“Patience,” Jasper said, pulling the vibrator away.

He moved to a table and picked up a dildo—larger than anything Chandra had ever taken. Her eyes widened as he coated it in lube and positioned it at her entrance. When he pushed inside, she cried out, the stretch overwhelming but electric.

He fucked her with it slowly at first, then faster, each thrust driving deep into her core. Chandra’s moans filled the room as pleasure built within her, coiling tighter and tighter until she finally shattered, her body convulsing as she came hard around the dildo.

Jasper released the restraints, his hands firm as he guided her to her knees in front of him. He unzipped his pants, his cock already hard and ready. Chandra looked up at him through hooded eyes before taking him into her mouth, sucking him with a skill born of experience. It didn’t take long for him to groan, his hands gripping her hair as he came down her throat.

When he pulled away, he looked down at her with an approving smile. “You did great,” he said, zipping up his pants. “I’ll definitely want to see you again.”

Chandra nodded, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and standing on shaky legs. She knew Scar would be pleased. As she called him to pick her up, she couldn’t help but wonder what Jasper had in store for their next meeting.

33 - DEFENDED AT THE DEPARTMENT STORE

MF / Wealthy / Romantic / Boss Employee / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Handjob / Vibrator / Teasing / PIV Sex

Shanna felt the heat rise to her cheeks as her boss, Ms. Hollis, loomed over her, her voice sharp and cutting. “Do you even know how to dress a mannequin? This is a high-end store, not a bargain bin!”

Shanna’s hands trembled as she tried to adjust the scarf on the mannequin, but it slipped from her fingers and pooled on the floor. Ms. Hollis scoffed, her disapproval radiating like a storm cloud.

Just as Shanna was about to stammer an apology, a deep, commanding voice interrupted. “Is there a problem here?” The man who spoke was tall, his broad shoulders clad in a perfectly tailored suit. His dark hair was streaked with silver, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto Ms. Hollis with an intensity that made her falter.

“M-Mr. Blackwell,” Ms. Hollis stammered, her tone instantly shifting from venomous to sycophantic. “I was just ensuring our standards are upheld.”

“By berating an employee on the sales floor?” Brock Blackwell’s voice was calm but carried an edge that made Ms. Hollis shrink. “I’ll handle this from here.”

Without waiting for a response, Ms. Hollis scurried away, leaving Shanna standing awkwardly in front of the mannequin.

Brock turned to Shanna, his expression softening. “You’re too beautiful to be working here,” he said, his voice low and smooth. Shanna’s breath hitched as his gaze swept over her, lingering on her lips. “Why don’t you let me take you somewhere more… fitting for someone like you?”

Shanna’s heart raced. She had heard of Brock Blackwell, the billionaire owner of the department store chain, but she never imagined she’d meet him, let alone have him speak to her like this. “I… I wouldn’t know what to say,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Brock smiled, a slow, confident curve of his lips. “Say yes.”

—

That evening, Brock’s driver picked Shanna up from the store in a sleek black car that smelled of leather and luxury. The drive to Brock’s mansion was a blur of lights and anticipation. When they arrived, Shanna was awestruck by the grandeur of the place—a sprawling estate with towering gates and perfectly manicured gardens.

Brock greeted her at the door, his presence as commanding as ever. “Welcome,” he said, his voice warm. Shanna stepped inside, her heels clicking against the marble floor. The interior was a masterpiece of modern design, with floor-to-ceiling windows and art pieces that likely cost more than she’d ever earn in her lifetime.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” Brock said as he led her into the living room.

“Y-you were?” Shanna asked, caught off guard.

A bottle of champagne was already chilled and waiting. He poured her a glass, the bubbles fizzing as he handed it to her. “You’re a rare find, Shanna. I’d like to make you an offer. Be my girlfriend. Let me take care of you.”

Shanna’s mind spun. This was the kind of offer she’d only ever heard about in movies or gossip magazines. She sipped the champagne, the crispness of it grounding her. “And what would that entail?” she asked, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and nerves.

“Everything,” Brock said simply, his hand brushing against hers. “All I ask is your loyalty… and your company.”

Shanna nodded, her decision made. “Yes.”

—

They finished their drinks, the tension between them building with each passing moment. Brock took her hand and led her upstairs to the master bedroom. The room was vast, with a king-sized bed and a view of the city skyline. He turned to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Let me see you,” he murmured, his hands sliding to the buttons of her blouse.

Shanna’s breath quickened as he undressed her, his movements slow and deliberate. Her blouse fell to the floor, followed by her skirt and lingerie, until she stood before him, completely exposed.

Brock’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve. “Perfect,” he whispered, his voice thick with admiration.

He unzipped his slacks, his erection straining against the fabric of his boxers. Shanna’s eyes widened as he freed himself, his cock thick and heavy, the head glistening with precum.

“Touch me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Shanna obeyed, her hand wrapping around his shaft. It was warm and velvety in her grip, and she stroked him slowly, marveling at the way he shuddered under her touch.

Brock reached into a drawer and pulled out a set of silk scarves. He tied Shanna’s wrists to the bedposts, the material soft against her skin but unyielding. “Trust me,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

He retrieved a vibrator from the same drawer, the sleek device humming to life as he pressed it against her clit. Shanna gasped, her back arching as the vibrations sent jolts of pleasure through her. “Please,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against the sensation.

Brock chuckled, low and dark. “Not yet.” He continued to tease her, alternating between the vibrator and his fingers, each touch driving her closer to the edge.

Her moans filled the room, each one louder and more desperate than the last. When he finally replaced the vibrator with his tongue, Shanna thought she might explode. He licked and sucked at her clit, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking her sensitive inner walls. She cried out his name, her thighs trembling as he brought her to the edge of orgasm and held her there, teetering on the brink.

“Fuck me,” she begged, her voice raw with need. “Please, Brock, I need you.”

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. With one slow, deliberate thrust, he sank into her, stretching her completely. Shanna’s nails dug into her palms as he filled her, the sensation overwhelming.

Brock set a relentless pace, his hips slamming into hers with a force that made the bed shake. Each thrust drove him deeper, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. Shanna’s moans turned into screams of pleasure as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around him.

Brock groaned, his own release hitting him hard. He buried himself deep inside her, his cum flooding her as he rode out his climax. When he finally pulled out, his cum leaked from her, a stark reminder of what they’d just shared.

He untied the scarves, his hands gentle as he freed her wrists. Shanna lay there, her body humming with satisfaction, her mind still reeling from the intensity of it all. Brock kissed her softly, his lips lingering on hers.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, his voice possessive yet tender.

Shanna nodded, a smile tugging at her lips. She had no doubts about her decision. Life with Brock Blackwell was going to be anything but ordinary.

34 - KINKY NIGHT WITH A BILLIONAIRE

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Fingering / Teasing / Ball Gag / Buttplug / Dildo

Kiara wiped down the counter for the third time that evening, her mind wandering to the monotonous routine of her shifts. The restaurant was quiet, the kind of quiet that made the hum of the refrigerator seem deafening. She glanced at the clock—another hour to go. Just as she was about to slip into her usual daydream, the door chimed, and in walked a man who immediately caught her attention.

He was tall, with broad shoulders that filled out his tailored suit impeccably. His dark hair was styled perfectly, and his sharp jawline was softened only slightly by the hint of a five o’clock shadow. But it was his eyes that truly captivated her—deep, intense, and focused directly on her as he approached the counter.

“Good evening,” he said, his voice smooth and confident. “I’ll take a table for one, please.”

Kiara felt her cheeks warm as she led him to a table by the window. She handed him the menu, her fingers brushing against his for the briefest of moments. When she looked up, he was smiling at her, a smile that made her stomach flip.

“Thank you,” he said, his gaze lingering just a beat too long. “I’m Tom, by the way.”

“Kiara,” she replied, her voice sounding a little breathless even to her own ears.

Tom ordered a glass of wine and a steak, and throughout his meal, he kept finding reasons to catch her attention. A question about the menu, a request for more bread, a compliment on the food that felt more like a compliment on her. By the time he was done, Kiara found herself lingering at his table longer than she should have, drawn to the easy charm he exuded.

When the bill came, Tom handed her his credit card, and as she returned it, he slipped a crisp hundred-dollar bill into her hand along with his business card. “Call me,” he said with a wink. “I’d love to see more of you.”

Kiara stared at the card, her heart racing. She had never met a man like Tom before—someone so bold, so direct, and so... inviting. She tucked the card into her apron pocket, and for the rest of her shift, she couldn’t stop thinking about it.

That night, after she had showered and changed into a pair of cozy pajamas, Kiara found herself staring at the card again. She traced the embossed letters of his name with her finger, hesitating. Should I call him? she wondered. What’s the worst that could happen?

Before she could talk herself out of it, she picked up her phone and dialed the number. It rang twice before he answered.

“I was hoping you’d call,” Tom said, his voice low and warm. Kiara felt a shiver run down her spine. “Are you free tonight?”

She hesitated for only a moment before saying yes. Tom gave her the address to his home, and twenty minutes later, she was standing outside the gates of a mansion that looked like it belonged in a magazine. The gates opened silently, and she walked up the long driveway, her heels clicking against the pavement.

When she reached the front door, Tom was already there, leaning against the frame with a glass of wine in his hand. “You’re even more beautiful than I remembered,” he said, stepping aside to let her in.

Kiara stepped inside and immediately felt overwhelmed by the opulence. The ceilings were high, the floors were marble, and the walls were adorned with art that looked like it cost more than her yearly salary. She followed Tom into the living room, where he handed her a glass of wine.

“Cheers,” he said, clinking his glass against hers. They sipped in silence for a moment before Tom set his glass down and turned to her. “I have a confession to make. I didn’t just invite you here for conversation.”

Kiara raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “Oh? What did you have in mind?”

Tom stepped closer, his hand brushing against her arm. “I’m into something a little... different. Something kinky. But only if you’re interested.”

Kiara felt her heart race, but there was no fear, only excitement. She had never done anything like this before, but the way he was looking at her made her want to say yes. “I’m interested,” she said softly.

Tom smiled and took her hand. He led her down a hallway and into an elevator that took them to the basement. When the doors opened, Kiara gasped. The room was dimly lit, with red walls and black leather furniture. There were whips, chains, and other equipment that she couldn’t even name. It was like something out of a movie.

“Welcome to my dungeon,” Tom said, his voice low and seductive. “Strip for me.”

Kiara hesitated for only a moment before she began to undress, her hands trembling slightly as she pulled off her clothes. When she was completely naked, Tom stepped closer, his eyes roaming over her body. “You’re stunning,” he murmured before taking her hand and leading her to a leather bench in the center of the room.

He helped her lie down and then began to bind her wrists and ankles with leather restraints. Kiara felt a mix of nervousness and excitement as the leather tightened around her, holding her in place. Tom ran his fingers lightly down her body, his touch making her shiver.

“Relax,” he whispered as he leaned down and kissed her softly.

His hands trailed down her body, stopping to tease her breasts before moving lower. When he reached her pussy, he ran his fingers lightly over her clit, making her gasp.

“You’re so wet,” he said with a smirk before slipping a finger inside her.

Kiara moaned, her hips arching towards his hand. He continued to tease her, his fingers moving in and out of her at a slow, maddening pace. She could feel herself getting closer to the edge, but just as she was about to cum, he pulled his hand away.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice firm. Kiara whimpered, her body throbbing with need.

Tom reached for a vibrator and turned it on, the buzzing sound making her clench with anticipation. He ran it over her body, teasing her nipples, her thighs, and finally her clit. Kiara moaned, her body trembling as the vibrations sent waves of pleasure through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice shaky. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” Tom said again, his tone leaving no room for argument.

He reached for a ball gag and gently inserted it into her mouth, silencing her. Kiara’s eyes widened as he moved behind her, and she felt something cold and slick press against her ass. She tensed as he began to push the vibrating buttplug into her, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. Once it was fully inside, he turned it on, the vibrations making her moan around the gag.

Tom stepped in front of her again, holding a large dildo. He ran it teasingly over her pussy, making her whimper, before slowly pushing it inside her. Kiara’s back arched as he stretched her, the sensation overwhelming.

He began to move the dildo in and out of her at a steady pace, the vibrations from the buttplug adding to the intense pleasure rippling through her body. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling with need.

Just as she felt like she couldn’t take it anymore, Tom leaned down and whispered, “Cum for me.”

Kiara’s body erupted in pleasure, her moans muffled by the ball gag as she came harder than she ever had before. Tom continued to fuck her with the dildo until the waves of her orgasm subsided, leaving her breathless and exhausted.

When he finally released the restraints and removed the gag and the toys, Kiara felt like her body was made of jelly. She caught her breath, her mind still reeling from the intense experience.

“That was... amazing,” she said, her voice shaky.

Tom smiled and helped her sit up. “You were incredible,” he said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “I’ll call you soon.”

Kiara nodded, her heart still racing. As she got dressed, she couldn’t help but wonder what other surprises Tom had in store for her. She left his mansion, her body still tingling from his touch, and she knew she would be counting down the days until she heard from him again.

35 - A SPECIAL REQUEST

MF / Sex Work / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Dildo / PIV Sex

The phone buzzed on the nightstand, its screen lighting up with an unknown number. Gayle hesitated for a moment, her heart pounding in her chest. She’d been waiting for this call since she started working for the escort service, but now that it was here, the reality of it all felt overwhelming.

She took a deep breath, her fingers trembling slightly as she answered. “Hello?” Her voice was soft, almost tentative.

“Gayle?” The man’s voice on the other end was smooth, confident. “This is Harry. I’d like to book your services for tonight.”

Her stomach fluttered. “Of course. What time?”

“Now,” he said, his tone leaving no room for negotiation. “I’ll text you the address.”

The line went dead, and a moment later, her phone chimed with the details. Gayle stared at the screen, her mind racing. She’d never done this before, but the money was too good to pass up.

She slipped into a tight black dress, the fabric clinging to her curves, and applied a fresh coat of red lipstick. Her reflection in the mirror looked confident, but inside, she was a bundle of nerves.

The address led her to a sprawling mansion on the outskirts of the city. The gates opened automatically as she approached, and she drove up the long, winding driveway. The house was stunning, all glass and steel, with a modern elegance that took her breath away. She parked her car and walked to the front door, her heels sinking into the plush grass.

Harry answered the door almost immediately. He was older than she expected, maybe in his late forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and piercing blue eyes. He was dressed in a tailored suit, the fabric hugging his broad shoulders. He looked her up and down, a small smile playing on his lips.

“Gayle,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “You’re even more beautiful in person.”

She felt a shiver run down her spine. “Thank you.”

He stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter. The interior of the house was just as luxurious as the exterior, with high ceilings, sleek furniture, and artwork that looked like it belonged in a museum. Harry led her through the living room and down a hallway, stopping at a set of double doors.

“This is my bedroom,” he said, opening the doors with a flourish.

The room was massive, with a king-sized bed in the center and floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city skyline. The bed was covered in black silk sheets, and there was a small table next to it with a stack of cash and a few items she couldn’t quite make out.

Harry walked over to the table and picked up the stack of bills. “Here’s your payment,” he said, handing her the money. “One thousand dollars, as agreed.”

Gayle took the cash, her fingers brushing against his. The amount was more than she’d ever held in her hands at once, and it made her feel a strange mix of excitement and unease.

“Now,” Harry said, his voice taking on a more serious tone. “I have some special requests.”

He reached for the items on the table, and Gayle’s eyes widened as she saw what they were: leather restraints, a vibrator, and a large dildo. Her stomach twisted, but she forced herself to stay calm.

“I’m not sure…” she began, but Harry cut her off.

“I’ll make it worth your while,” he said, pulling out another stack of cash and placing it on the table. “Another thousand.”

Gayle hesitated, but the money was too tempting. She nodded, her heart racing.

“Good,” Harry said, his smile widening. “Strip.”

She swallowed hard and began to undress, her hands trembling as she unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. She stood before him in nothing but her lingerie, feeling exposed and vulnerable.

“All of it,” Harry said, his eyes darkening.

Gayle took a deep breath and removed her bra and panties, standing completely naked in front of him. His gaze raked over her body, and she felt a flush of heat spread through her.

“Lie down on the bed,” he instructed.

She did as she was told, the silk sheets cool against her skin. Harry picked up the leather restraints and approached her, his movements slow and deliberate. He took her wrists and secured them to the bedposts, the leather tight but not uncomfortable.

“Comfortable?” he asked, his voice low.

She nodded, her heart pounding in her chest.

Harry picked up the vibrator and turned it on, the low hum filling the room. He knelt between her legs, his eyes locked on hers as he brought the vibrator to her pussy. The sensation was immediate, a jolt of pleasure that made her gasp. He moved the vibrator in slow circles, teasing her, driving her wild.

“Please,” she whispered, her hips arching off the bed.

“Not yet,” Harry said, his voice firm.

He continued to tease her, the vibrator moving in torturously slow circles. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the need to cum becoming almost unbearable.

“Harry, please,” she begged, her voice trembling.

“Not yet,” he repeated, his eyes dark with desire.

Finally, he set the vibrator aside and picked up the dildo. It was large, much larger than anything she’d ever used before. He coated it with lube and positioned it at her entrance, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Ready?” he asked.

She nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

He pushed the dildo inside her, the stretch making her moan. He moved it slowly at first, letting her adjust to the size, then began to thrust it in and out, each movement sending waves of pleasure through her body.

“You’re so wet,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Gayle could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, the pressure inside her building to a fever pitch. She was so close, so close…

Harry pulled the dildo out and unzipped his pants, freeing his cock. It was thick and hard, and he positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locked on hers.

“Ready?” he asked again.

She nodded, her body trembling with anticipation.

He pushed inside her, the sensation overwhelming. He began to thrust, his movements hard and fast, each one driving her closer to the edge.

“Harry, I’m going to…” she gasped, her body trembling.

“Cum for me,” he growled, his voice low and commanding.

The words were all it took. She came hard, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. Harry continued to thrust, his own orgasm building. With a low groan, he came inside her, his body shuddering with the force of it.

He stayed inside her for a moment, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps, then pulled out and released the restraints. Gayle lay on the bed, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

Harry sat on the edge of the bed, his eyes soft now. “Will I see you again?” he asked.

She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “Yes.”

He smiled back, his hand brushing against her cheek. “Good.”

As Gayle left Harry’s house, she felt exhilarated. She was having fun and making money. She couldn’t wait to see Harry again.

36 - 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.”

37 - BROTHERS IN DOMINATION

MMF / BDSM / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Group Sex / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / PIV Sex

Vivienne sat alone at the bar, her fingers tracing the rim of her half-empty gin and tonic. The noise of the crowded room buzzed around her, a cacophony of laughter and overlapping conversations that made her feel even more isolated. She’d come here hoping to meet someone—anyone—who might make her feel like she belonged, even for a night. But the longer she sat there, the more she regretted her decision.

A man slid onto the stool beside her, his presence sudden but not unwelcome. He was older than the usual crowd, his dark hair streaked with silver at the temples, and his sharp blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

“You look like you’re waiting for something,” he said, his voice smooth and low, almost a purr. “Or someone.”

Vivienne hesitated, unsure how to respond. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention. “Just… trying to get out of my head,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

The man smiled, leaning in closer. “I’m Mark. And I think I can help with that.”

Her cheeks flushed at the way his gaze lingered on her lips. She wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the loneliness, but something about him made her feel suddenly alive. “Vivienne,” she said, offering her name like a peace offering.

Mark reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. “Vivienne,” he repeated, as if testing the sound of it.

Then, without warning, he kissed her. His lips were warm and insistent, and she found herself leaning into it, her hands gripping the edge of the bar for balance.

When he pulled away, she was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. Before she could say anything, another man appeared at Mark’s side. He was younger, with the same sharp features and cocky grin, but there was something rougher about him, something wilder.

“This is my brother, Joey,” Mark said, his arm slung casually over Joey’s shoulder. “We’re a package deal.”

Joey smirked, his eyes raking over Vivienne with an appraising look that made her shiver. “Nice to meet you, Vivienne,” he said, his voice deeper than Mark’s, with a hint of playful menace.

She wasn’t sure what to say. This wasn’t what she’d expected when she’d walked into the bar, but there was something undeniably thrilling about the way they both looked at her, like she was the center of their world.

“Why don’t you come back to our place?” Mark suggested, his hand resting lightly on her thigh. “We can get to know each other better.”

Vivienne hesitated, her mind racing. She knew she should say no, should walk away and go back to her apartment, but the thought of spending the night alone was unbearable. “Okay,” she said, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

Mark’s smile widened, and Joey let out a low, approving laugh. “Let’s go,” Joey said, taking her hand and pulling her off the stool.

The walk to their apartment was a blur, the cool night air doing little to clear her head. Mark kept his arm around her waist, his touch possessive but not unpleasant, while Joey walked slightly ahead, his hands shoved in his pockets.

When they reached the apartment, Vivienne was struck by how modern it was—all sleek lines and minimal decor. But it was the bedroom that caught her attention. The walls were painted a deep, sultry red, and in the corner of the room was a collection of BDSM equipment: restraints, a flogger, a vibrator.

Her breath hitched at the sight. “I… I don’t know about this,” she said, taking a step back.

Joey was behind her in an instant, his hands resting on her shoulders. “Relax,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “We’ll take care of you. You’ll enjoy it, I promise.”

Mark stepped in front of her, his hands cupping her face. “You’re safe with us,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “But if you want to leave, now’s the time.”

She looked into his eyes, searching for any hint of deception, but all she saw was raw desire. And she realized, with a jolt of mingled fear and excitement, that she wanted this. She wanted them.

“I’ll stay,” she whispered.

Mark’s smile was triumphant as he leaned in to kiss her, his tongue slipping into her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. Joey’s hands moved down to her waist, pulling her closer to him, and she could feel the hard line of his erection pressing against her back.

Joey’s fingers worked quickly, undoing the buttons of her blouse and sliding it off her shoulders. Her bra followed, and then her skirt, until she stood before them completely naked, her skin tingling under their gaze.

Mark stepped back, his eyes raking over her body with an intensity that made her flush. “On your knees,” he said, his voice commanding.

She hesitated for only a moment before sinking to the floor, her hands resting on her thighs. Both men undid their pants, their cocks springing free, and her mouth watered at the sight.

Joey stepped forward first, his cock inches from her face. “Open,” he said, his voice husky.

She obeyed, her lips parting as he slid his cock into her mouth. She moaned around him, the taste and weight of him filling her senses.

Mark watched with a satisfied smirk, his hand moving to stroke himself as she sucked Joey off. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

When Joey pulled out, Mark took his place, his cock sliding into her mouth with practiced ease. She moaned around him, her tongue swirling around the head as he thrust deeper.

They took turns, each one pulling out just as she started to get used to the rhythm, and she found herself craving more. Her pussy was wet, throbbing with need, and she could barely think straight.

“On the bed,” Mark ordered, his voice sharp.

She obeyed, climbing onto the bed and lying down. Mark grabbed a pair of restraints, binding her wrists to the bedposts with a firmness that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

He grabbed the vibrator, turning it on and holding it just above her pussy. She whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed as he teased her, the vibrations just barely brushing against her clit.

Joey leaned over her, his hands cupping her breasts as he teased her nipples with his tongue. She cried out, her body writhing as pleasure coursed through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “I need to cum.”

“Not yet,” Mark said, his tone firm. He moved the vibrator closer, the vibrations becoming more intense, but still not enough to push her over the edge.

She whimpered, her body taut with tension, and then Mark was on top of her, his cock sliding into her pussy with a single, deep thrust. She cried out, her body arching as he started to fuck her, his hips slamming into hers with a force that took her breath away.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock. Mark groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

Before she could catch her breath, Joey was on top of her, his cock even bigger than Mark’s. She gasped as he pushed into her, the stretch sending a fresh wave of pleasure through her.

He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, and she came again, her body trembling with the intensity of it. Joey groaned, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum, mixing with Mark’s already leaking out of her.

When he pulled out, Mark released the restraints, his fingers brushing against her reddened wrists. “Did you enjoy it?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

Joey smirked, leaning down to kiss her. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.”

38 - ARRESTED BY AN UNDERCOVER COP

MF / First Person / Police / BDSM / Bondage / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal / Dildo / Buttplug

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control By Brandi Moore:

The lights of Las Vegas blurred around me as I strutted through the casino floor, my heels clicking against the polished marble. The air smelled like money, desperation, and a faint hint of stale whiskey. This city never sleeps, I thought, and neither do I.

Not tonight, anyway. Laura had really done it this time—gambled away a chunk of our earnings, leaving us scrambling to make up the difference. We were in Vegas for work, not play, but try telling that to Laura when she’s got a cocktail in one hand and a poker chip in the other.

I adjusted the strap of my little black dress, feeling the weight of my fake ID tucked safely in my clutch. My tan skin glowed under the chandelier lighting, my long dark hair cascading down my back like a silken curtain. My hazel eyes scanned the room, searching for someone who looked like they could afford me. That’s when I saw him.

Charlie.

He was sitting at the bar, nursing a glass of something amber-colored. His suit was tailored, crisp, expensive—definitely not off-the-rack. He had this aura about him, like he owned the place without even trying. When his gaze landed on me, it wasn’t the usual leer or the hungry stare I was used to. No, his eyes were sharp, calculating, like he was sizing me up for something more than just a night of fun.

I approached him with my signature smile, the one that said, I’m worth every penny. “Hi,” I purred, sliding onto the stool next to him. “You look like you could use some company.”

He raised an eyebrow, amused. “Depends on the company.”

“I’m Brandi,” I said, extending a manicured hand. “And I promise, I’m the best kind of company.”

He shook my hand, his grip firm, almost too firm. “Charlie. Nice to meet you, Brandi.”

We made small talk for a while, though I could tell his mind was elsewhere. There was something off about him, something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. But business was business, and I needed the cash. When he suggested we take things up to his room, I didn’t hesitate. Why would I? This was what I did.

The elevator ride was quiet, the tension between us palpable. I kept stealing glances at him, trying to figure out what made him tick. But Charlie was an enigma, his expression unreadable. When we reached his suite, he ushered me inside, closing the door behind us with a soft click.

That’s when everything changed.

Before I could even turn around, he had me pinned against the wall, his body pressed against mine. I gasped, my heart racing, but not from fear. No, there was something thrilling about the way he handled me, like he already knew exactly how far he could push me.

“Brandi Moore,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “You’ve been a busy girl, haven’t you?”

My stomach dropped. How does he know my name? I started to protest, but he cut me off, pulling out a badge and flashing it in front of my face.

Undercover cop.

Shit.

“You’re under arrest,” he said, his tone cold, clinical. “Solicitation, prostitution—take your pick. You’re going to jail.”

Panic surged through me. Laura and I had worked so hard to build our escort service, to be independent of Sam. And now, we were going to lose everything. Laura had gambled away our money, so we couldn’t afford my bond. I could be stuck in the dilapidated county jail for weeks. Vince, my celebrity sugar daddy, was halfway across the world, filming some movie in Paris. There was no way he could bail me out, not in time.

Charlie must have seen the fear in my eyes because his expression softened, just slightly. “There is… another option,” he said slowly, releasing me and taking a step back.

I straightened my dress, trying to regain some semblance of composure. “What kind of option?”

He walked over to the bed, where a large black duffel bag sat unzipped. Inside was a collection of items that made my pulse quicken—ropes, clamps, a vibrator, a buttplug, and a dildo that looked… intimidating, to say the least.

“One night,” he said, his voice calm but firm. “You submit to me, let me do whatever I want, and I let you walk out of here a free woman. No charges, no record. Just you and me.”

My mind raced. Was he serious? Here was my chance to avoid an arrest. If I refused, I’d be going to jail. But if I agreed, I wasn’t sure what awaited me. It couldn’t be worse than spending the night behind bars. Right?

“Fine,” I said, my voice trembling. “One night.”

Charlie’s lips curved into a smirk, and for the first time, I saw a flicker of something darker in his eyes. Something that made my breath hitch.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction.

He wasted no time. Before I knew it, he had my wrists bound to the bedposts with silk ropes, the material rough enough to remind me of my predicament but soft enough not to leave marks. My ankles followed suit, leaving me spread-eagled and completely at his mercy.

The first touch of the clamps on my nipples sent a jolt of pain through me, but it was quickly replaced by a strange, tingling warmth. God, why does that feel so good? I bit my lip to stifle a moan, but Charlie wasn’t having it.

“Let me hear you,” he commanded, his voice firm yet gentle. “Don’t hold back.”

As the vibrator buzzed against my clit, I couldn’t help but cry out, squirming against the restraints. Every nerve in my body was on fire, every sensation amplified tenfold. I wanted to cum, needed to cum, but Charlie pulled the vibrator away just as I was teetering on the edge.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice laced with authority. “Patience is a virtue.”

I groaned, frustration mixing with arousal in a heady cocktail. “Please,” I begged, my voice barely above a whisper.

He ignored my plea, instead reaching for the buttplug. I tensed as he lubed it up, the cool gel sending shivers down my spine. When he pressed it against my asshole, I winced, the initial stretch painful but not unbearable. Slowly, inch by inch, he worked it inside me until it was fully seated, the base pressing snugly against my skin.

Then came his fingers, slipping easily into my wet pussy. He curled them just right, hitting that sweet spot that made my toes curl. I was so close, so fucking close, but again, he stopped before I could tip over the edge.

“You’re not ready yet,” he said, his breath hot against my ear. “But don’t worry, I’ll get you there.”

He removed the buttplug, picking up the massive dildo. My eyes widened as I realized what he intended to do. “I-I can’t,” I stammered, panic rising in my chest.

“You can,” he said firmly, his hands steady as he applied more lube. “And you will. Think of it as… anal training.”

The first push was excruciating, the stretch almost too much to bear. But Charlie was patient, working the toy into me slowly, giving my body time to adjust. As the pain began to subside, an unexpected wave of pleasure washed over me. It felt… good. Really good.

When the vibrator returned to my clit, I shattered. My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, my juices soaking the sheets beneath me. The dildo still buried deep in my ass, I writhed against the restraints, desperately chasing that sweet release.

Finally, Charlie released me, the ropes falling away as I collapsed onto the bed, spent and trembling. He helped me get dressed, his touch surprisingly tender after everything we’d just done.

“You’re free to go,” he said, handing me my clutch. “Remember our deal.” He gave me a business card. “Call me, if you’re ever back in town.”

I nodded, too exhausted to speak. As I walked toward the door, my legs still shaky, I couldn’t help but glance back at him. For a brief moment, our eyes met, and I saw something in his gaze—something that made my stomach twist in a way I couldn’t explain.

I stepped into the hallway, the heavy hotel door clicking shut behind me. I knew I was lucky to avoid getting arrested, and there was something about Charlie that turned me on more than I cared to admit.

39 - A MEMORABLE VACATION

MF / BDSM / Blindfold / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The neon sign outside flickered lazily, casting a faint pink hue across the cracked asphalt of the motel parking lot. Vacancy, it read, though the V was burned out, leaving an ominous acancy glowing in the night.

DeeDee sighed as she hopped out of the car, her sneakers crunching on the gravel. This wasn’t exactly the glamorous getaway she’d been imagining, but it was all they could afford.

“Cheap and cheerful,” Josh said with a grin, slinging their duffel bag over his shoulder. He winked at her, his messy brown hair falling into his eyes. “Come on, Dee. It’ll be an adventure.”

She rolled her eyes but couldn’t help smiling. Adventure wasn’t the word she’d use for this place. The motel looked like it had seen better days—peeling paint, a sagging roof, and a faint smell of mildew that hit her the moment Josh opened the door to their room. But it was clean enough, and the bed looked surprisingly comfortable.

“See? Cozy,” Josh said, tossing the bag onto the floor. He flopped onto the bed, arms spread wide, and grinned at her. “It’s got character.”

DeeDee laughed, shaking her head. “Yeah, character. Like the kind of character that makes you check for bedbugs.” She started unpacking their things, hanging her clothes in the closet. That’s when she saw it—a small black duffel bag tucked in the corner. It wasn’t theirs.

“Josh,” she called, pulling it out. “What’s this?”

He sat up, curiosity sparking in his eyes. “Dunno. Open it.”

She unzipped the bag, and her eyes widened. Inside was an assortment of BDSM toys—leather cuffs, a blindfold, a feather tickler, a small vibrator, and even a leather paddle. All of them unopened, still in their packaging.

Josh let out a low whistle. “Well, that’s… unexpected.”

They both burst into laughter, the absurdity of the situation hitting them at once. “Who leaves this stuff in a motel closet?” DeeDee said, holding up the paddle.

“Someone with a very interesting sense of humor,” Josh replied, his eyes gleaming. He stood and walked over to her, taking the paddle from her hands. “Or maybe it’s fate.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Fate? Really?”

He shrugged, a mischievous smile playing on his lips. “Why not? We’re here, it’s here… maybe it’s a sign.” He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “We could… try them out.”

DeeDee felt a shiver run down her spine. “I don’t know,” she replied. “We don’t even know where this stuff came from.”

“Well, it’s ours now,” Josh smiled, picking up a large dildo.

There was a spark in his voice, a hint of something daring she hadn’t heard before. DeeDee bit her lip, considering it. They’d never done anything like this before, but the idea was… intriguing.

“Alright,” she said, her voice soft but steady. “Let’s try it.”

Josh’s grin widened. He stepped back, his gaze never leaving hers. “Get naked.”

Her heart skipped a beat, but she didn’t hesitate. Slowly, she stripped off her clothes, letting them fall to the floor until she stood before him, completely exposed. The air felt cool on her skin, but the anticipation made her feel warm all over.

Josh picked up the blindfold, holding it up with a playful smirk. “Ready?”

She nodded, her breath quickening as he stepped behind her. The soft fabric of the blindfold covered her eyes, plunging her into darkness. His hands moved to her shoulders, his touch gentle but firm.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, his lips brushing against her ear. His voice was low, commanding, sending a jolt of arousal through her. “And I’m going to make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

DeeDee had never seen Josh be so… dominant before. It was as if the bag of sex toys had given him a new confidence. And DeeDee liked it. Her pulse raced as he guided her to the bed, helping her lie face down across his knees. The position was unfamiliar, vulnerable, but the weight of his hand on her back steadied her.

“Trust me,” he said, his voice soft but firm.

She did. Completely.

The first strike of the paddle came without warning—a sharp thwack that made her gasp. The sting was immediate, but it wasn’t painful. Instead, it sent a wave of heat radiating through her body.

“Good girl,” Josh murmured, rubbing the spot with his hand. “You’re taking it so well.”

Another strike, this one a little harder. DeeDee whimpered, her body arching slightly as the sensation intensified. She could feel herself getting wetter with each hit, her body responding in ways she hadn’t expected.

Josh kept up a steady rhythm, alternating between strikes and soothing touches. His words whispered into her ear were more arousing than anything physical—dirty, filthy things that made her squirm with need.

Finally, he stopped, setting the paddle aside. “You’re doing so good, Dee,” he said, helping her to her feet. “Now it’s time for the next part.”

He guided her to the bed, laying her down and securing her wrists to the headboard with the leather cuffs. The restraints were snug but not uncomfortable, and the feeling of being bound only heightened her arousal.

Josh picked up the feather tickler, running it lightly along her skin. The sensation was maddening—soft, teasing, just enough to make her shiver but not enough to satisfy. He started at her neck, tracing the feather down her chest, her stomach, her thighs, eliciting gasps and giggles from her as it fluttered over her most sensitive areas.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Helpless. Vulnerable. All mine.”

The feather moved higher, grazing her nipples with just enough pressure to make her moan. Josh watched her reactions closely, his own arousal evident as he continued to tease her.

Finally, he set the feather aside and picked up the vibrator. He turned it on, the low hum filling the room as he brought it to her chest. The vibrations against her nipples were intense, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. DeeDee arched her back, her breath coming in short gasps as he alternated between her nipples, drawing out her moans with each pass.

Josh moved the vibrator lower, tracing it down her stomach until it reached her clit. The moment it touched her, she cried out, her body jerking against the restraints. The vibrations were overwhelming, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. He kept the vibrator pressed against her, watching as her orgasm built, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

“Come for me, Dee,” he said, his voice a low growl.

And she did. Her body convulsed as the orgasm tore through her, her cries echoing in the room. Josh held the vibrator in place until she couldn’t take it anymore, then turned it off, leaving her panting and trembling.

He untied her wrists and removed the blindfold, his eyes dark with desire as he looked down at her. “You’re even more gorgeous when you come,” he said, his voice rough.

DeeDee reached for him, her body still humming with pleasure. “Josh…”

He didn’t need any more encouragement. He stripped off his pants, his cock hard and ready. She climbed on top of him, straddling his hips and guiding him inside her. The feeling of him filling her was incredible, and she moved with a newfound urgency, her body still sensitive from her earlier orgasm.

Josh grabbed her hips, helping her find a rhythm as she rode him. The sensation was intense, the pleasure building quickly. DeeDee leaned forward, her hands braced against his chest as she moved faster, chasing that second orgasm.

“Fuck, Dee,” Josh groaned, his grip tightening on her hips. “You feel so good.”

She could feel her own climax approaching, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Her body shuddered as she came again, her cries mingling with Josh’s as he came inside her, his own release triggering yet another wave of pleasure for her.

They collapsed onto the bed, breathless and spent. DeeDee lay against his chest, her body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

Josh chuckled softly, stroking her hair. “So… we’re definitely taking those toys home, right?”

She laughed, raising her head. “Of course, we are.”

40 - LOVE IN LATEX

MF / BDSM / Latex / PIV Sex / Bondage / Vibrator / Dildo

The moment Nisha stepped into the apartment’s walk-in closet, she felt a shiver of curiosity. It wasn’t the scent of mothballs or the faint dust clinging to the shelves that caught her attention—it was the faint glint of something sleek and black tucked away in the corner.

Her fingertips brushed against the material, and she froze. Latex. The word whispered through her mind like a secret, and her heart skipped a beat. She’d always loved the way it looked, the way it clung to the body like a second skin. But this… this was something else entirely.

“What’s that?” Jaxon’s voice broke her reverie, and she turned to see him leaning in the doorway, arms crossed, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. He nodded toward the suit she held in her hands.

“I think it’s a latex suit,” Nisha said, her voice tinged with wonder.

She unfolded it, her eyes widening at the cut-outs in the crotch area and the hood with its small, round holes for eyes and mouth. The material was pristine, untouched, as if it had been waiting for her. She ran her fingers over the smooth surface, feeling the way it yielded slightly under her touch.

Jaxon let out a low whistle. “That’s… something else. You should try it on.” His tone was teasing, but there was a flicker of something hotter in his eyes.

Nisha laughed, shaking her head. “Yeah, right. Like I’m going to put this on.”

“Why not?” Jaxon stepped closer, his voice dropping to a playful rumble. “It’s just us. No one would know. Besides, it’s kind of…” He paused, his grin widening. “Kinky.”

She rolled her eyes, but the idea lingered in her mind like a spark waiting to catch. She folded the suit carefully and placed it back on the shelf, but she couldn’t shake the feeling of curiosity it had stirred.

—

Weeks later, the suit was all but forgotten—until one evening when Nisha found herself pressed against the wall of their bedroom, Jaxon’s lips trailing fire down her neck. His hands were everywhere, setting her skin ablaze with every touch. When he pulled back to look at her, his eyes were dark with desire, and his voice was low, commanding.

“Why don’t you put on that latex suit?” he said, his breath warm against her ear.

Nisha blinked, her heart racing. “Right now?”

“Yes, baby. Now.” His lips curved into a smirk, but there was no teasing in his expression now—just raw, unfiltered want.

She hesitated, her mind racing. The idea was suddenly overwhelming, but the way he was looking at her… it sent a thrill through her body. “Okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly.

Jaxon stepped back, letting her go, and she moved toward the closet on shaky legs. Her hands trembled as she pulled out the suit, the material cool and smooth in her grasp. She glanced over her shoulder at Jaxon, who was watching her with hungry eyes, and something inside her shifted. This is crazy, she thought, but she couldn’t deny the rush of excitement coursing through her.

She stepped into the suit, pulling it up her legs, and the moment it touched her skin, she felt it—the tight, almost suffocating embrace of the latex, the way it clung to her curves like a lover’s hands. She shivered, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she pulled it up over her hips, then her torso. The cut-outs framed her sex in a way that made her feel exposed and powerful at the same time. Finally, she reached for the hood, pulling it over her head. The world narrowed to the small holes for her eyes and mouth, and she felt… different. Like she’d stepped into another version of herself.

When she turned to face Jaxon, his eyes widened, and a slow, appreciative smile spread across his face. “Fuck,” he murmured, stepping toward her. His hands reached for her, sliding over the slick surface of the suit, and she felt a jolt of heat between her legs. “You look… incredible.”

Nisha’s heart pounded in her chest as he guided her toward the bed. The latex squeaked faintly against her skin with every movement, a sound that only heightened the sense of anticipation building inside her. When she climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, she felt a rush of vulnerability and excitement, the latex amplifying every sensation.

Jaxon’s hand came down on her ass in a sharp crack, and she gasped, the sting mingling with the heat pooling between her legs. He did it again, and again, each spank sending a jolt of electricity through her body. She could hear the sound of his belt unbuckling, his pants sliding down, and then he was behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance. He slid into her in one smooth thrust, and she moaned, the sensation overwhelming.

He grabbed her hips, pulling her back against him with every thrust, and Nisha felt like she was being consumed by the heat, the tightness of the latex amplifying every movement. She could hear the sound of their bodies meeting, the slick slide of the latex against her skin, and it was like nothing she’d ever experienced before. She came hard, her body trembling as Jaxon continued to fuck her, his rhythm unrelenting.

When he finally came, his groan echoed through the room, and he buried his face in the back of her neck, his breath hot against her skin through the hood. For a moment, they stayed like that, both of them panting, before Jaxon pulled back, a wicked gleam in his eyes.

“We’re not done yet,” he said, his voice low and rough.

Nisha’s eyes widened as he reached for his neckties, looping them around her wrists and tying them to the bedposts. The latex felt even tighter now, restricting her movement in a way that made her feel deliciously helpless. He grabbed a vibrator from the nightstand, flicking it on, and when he pressed it against her clit, she let out a sharp cry.

“Please,” she begged, her voice shaking. “Let me cum.”

But Jaxon just shook his head, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Not yet.” He kept the vibrator moving in slow, teasing circles.

Nisha writhed against the bonds, the latex amplifying every sensation until she felt like she was going to explode.

Finally, he reached for something else—a large dildo—and Nisha’s breath hitched as he pressed it against her entrance. He pushed it into her slowly, so slowly, and she felt herself stretching to take it. When it was fully inside her, she let out a moan, the fullness overwhelming. He began to thrust it in and out, and she came again, her body shaking with the force of it.

Jaxon untied her wrists, his hands gentle now, and Nisha pulled off the suit, feeling like she’d stepped out of a dream. She looked at him, her heart still racing, and she knew—this was just the beginning.

“I need more,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation. “More latex, more… everything.”

Jaxon’s eyes darkened, and he leaned in close, his lips brushing against her ear. “Then let’s see how far we can take this.”

41 - MILTON’S DOMINANCE

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Threesome / Bondage / Whipping / Butt Plug / Vibrator / Blow Job / PIV Sex / Anal

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 4: Conquering the Game By Brandi Moore:

I was sprawled on the plush couch in my penthouse, one leg dangling over the edge, sipping an apple martini. Laura was across from me, her blonde hair catching the sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. We’d built this empire together, our escort service, and it had turned us into the queens of this city. But tonight, something was off. I could feel it in my bones.

“Danielle’s out,” I said, swirling the olive in my glass. My voice was calm, but the tension in the room thickened instantly.

Laura froze, her glass halfway to her lips. “Out? As in… out of jail?”

I nodded, my hazel eyes meeting hers. “Yeah. Out. Free. Walking around like she didn’t steal from us, like she didn’t betray us.” The bitterness in my voice was sharp, cutting through the air.

Danielle—former friend, former employee, and now permanent enemy—had crossed us one too many times. We’d made sure she paid for it, with Donte’s help. But now she was back, and I wasn’t naive enough to think she’d let bygones be bygones.

I described my encounter with Milton to Laura—a kinky competition where he invited Danielle and I to compete against each other to see who could make him cum first. Of course, I walked away with the twenty grand.

I was surprised Danielle had remained so professional during our encounter with Milton, but I was convinced it was an act. She was planning something. And, I’m sure that losing Milton’s freaky sex game made her even more vengeful.

Laura leaned forward, her green eyes narrowing. “What’s the plan, Brandi? You know she’s coming for us.”

Before I could answer, my phone buzzed on the glass coffee table. I glanced at the screen and felt a jolt of excitement. Milton. The name alone made my heart race. Our last encounter had been intense. What would he want this time? I picked up the phone, my voice smooth as silk. “Milton. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Brandi,” his deep voice purred through the speaker. “I’ve got another proposition for you. Something… exciting. You in?”

I exchanged a glance with Laura. I didn’t even need to ask her; she was already nodding, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “I’m listening,” I said.

“Meet me at the Regal Crescent in an hour. Oh, and bring a friend. Someone who can keep up.” The line went dead before I could respond.

I set the phone down, my pulse quickening. “Looks like we’ve got a date.”

—

The Regal Crescent was the kind of place where money screamed louder than words. Marble floors, chandeliers that looked like they belonged in Versailles, and a staff so polished they probably didn’t even sweat. Laura and I strutted through the lobby like we owned the place, our heels clicking in unison. We took the elevator to the top floor, the anticipation building with every passing second.

When the doors slid open, we were greeted by the sight of Milton himself, leaning against the doorway of the suite. He looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine—tall, impeccably dressed, with eyes that seemed to see everything. His smile was crooked, dangerous, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“Ladies,” he said, stepping aside to let us in. “Welcome to my playground.”

The suite was luxurious, but it wasn’t the decor that caught my attention. It was the BDSM equipment scattered around the room. Leather benches, restraints, whips, and toys that made my stomach twist in a mix of nerves and excitement. I glanced at Laura, her eyes wide, but there was a spark there too. We both knew Milton was worth it—both the cash and the experience.

Milton shut the door behind us, his gaze sweeping over us like he was assessing a pair of racehorses. “Strip,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind.

I hesitated for only a second before reaching for the zipper on my dress. The fabric pooled at my feet, revealing the black lingerie I’d chosen for the occasion. Laura followed suit, her movements confident, her red hair cascading over her bare shoulders. Milton’s eyes darkened with appreciation, but there was no warmth there. This was business, and we all knew it.

“On the bench,” he said, gesturing to the leather piece of furniture in the center of the room. “Side by side.”

We obeyed, our bodies pressed together as Milton secured us with restraints. The leather was cool against my skin, the smell of it heady and intoxicating. My heart was pounding now, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and strangely exhilarated.

Milton picked up a whip, the sound of it cutting through the air making me flinch. The first strike landed on my thigh, the pain sharp and immediate. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but the sting was followed by a rush of heat that made me squirm. He moved to Laura next, her gasp echoing in the room as the whip connected with her skin.

The next part came quickly. I felt the cool touch of lubricant, then the pressure as Milton slid a butt plug into me. I gasped, the sensation both strange and intoxicating. He teased my clit with a small vibrator, the buzz building until I was panting, begging for release. But he stopped, leaving me aching and frustrated, before turning his attention to Laura.

He took a large dildo, the sight of it making my stomach clench. Laura moaned as he thrust it into her, her body arching against the restraints. But just as she seemed on the edge, he stopped, leaving her as unsatisfied as I was.

When Milton finally released the restraints, I was trembling, my body humming with need. He unzipped his pants, and I didn’t hesitate. I dropped to my knees, taking him into my mouth, the taste of him making my head swim. Laura joined me, our lips and tongues working in tandem as we took turns pleasing him.

Then it was time for the main event. Laura and I bent over the bench, our bodies side by side. I heard Laura’s moans as Milton entered her from behind, her pleasure spilling out in a cascade of gasps and cries. When it was my turn, I braced myself, knowing what he wanted.

He removed the butt plug, the sensation making me shiver. I felt the coolness of the lube, then the pressure as he pushed into me. It was intense, overwhelming, and I had to bite down on my lip to keep from screaming. He moved with a precision that left me breathless, his thrusts building until I felt him release inside me.

When it was over, Milton handed us each an envelope filled with cash—ten grand apiece. Laura and I showered together, the hot water washing away the sweat and the remnants of the night. We dressed in silence, our hearts pounding with excitement.

As we walked out of the hotel, the city lights sparkling around us, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.

“What’s next?” Laura asked, her voice low.

I didn’t have an answer. Not yet. But I knew one thing for sure—Milton and his wealth would be very beneficial to us. He was a good person to have on our side, but I was experienced enough to know that crossing someone like him could be very dangerous. We’d have to be careful.

42 - 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.

43 - TRUSTING HER MAN

MF / BDSM / Blowjob / Bondage / Rope / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Dildo

Bree had always been the kind of woman who wanted to make her man happy. From the moment she met Donnie, she knew he was the one. His confidence, his charm, the way he looked at her like she was the only woman in the room—it all swept her off her feet. She loved him with a fierceness that surprised even herself. So, when he suggested they try something new in the bedroom, she didn’t hesitate—at least not outwardly.

“BDSM?” she had asked, her voice steady but her heart racing. She’d heard the term before, of course, but it had always seemed like something other people did. People in movies, or in books, or on the internet. Not her. Not Donnie. Not them.

“Just trust me,” Donnie had said, his voice low and smooth, the kind of tone that made her knees weak. “I’ll take care of you.”

And she did trust him. Completely. So, when they found themselves in the bedroom later that evening, Bree’s nerves were tingling with a mix of excitement and apprehension. Donnie stood in front of her, his hands on her shoulders, his eyes dark with something she couldn’t quite name.

“Strip,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind.

Bree hesitated for a moment, her hands trembling slightly as she reached for the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the floor. Her bra came next, followed by her jeans and panties. She stood there, completely naked, her skin prickling under his gaze.

Donnie didn’t say anything, just watched her with that same intense expression. Then, he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, stepping out of them. His cock was already hard, jutting out from his body, and Bree’s breath hitched at the sight of it.

“On your knees,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Bree obeyed, lowering herself to the floor without a word. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her mind racing with a thousand thoughts. She wasn’t sure what to expect, but when Donnie stepped closer, his cock inches from her face, she knew what was coming.

“Open your mouth,” he said, and she did, her lips parting obediently.

He didn’t ease into it. There was no gentle introduction, no slow build. He pushed himself into her mouth, his cock sliding deep until it hit the back of her throat. Bree gagged, her eyes watering as she struggled to adjust.

“Relax,” Donnie murmured, his hands gripping her hair. “Take it.”

She tried, she really did. She focused on breathing through her nose, on relaxing her throat, but he was too big, too much. Still, she didn’t pull away. She wanted to please him, wanted to make him happy. So, she stayed there, her mouth stretched wide around him, her body trembling with the effort.

Donnie didn’t hold back. He fucked her face with abandon, his hips thrusting forward again and again. Bree gagged with each movement, her body jerking as she struggled to keep up. It was overwhelming, almost too much, but there was something exciting about it too. Something that made her heart race and her body ache with need.

When he finally pulled away, Bree gasped for air, her lips swollen and wet. Donnie didn’t give her a moment to recover. He grabbed her by the arms and pulled her to her feet, guiding her toward the bed.

“Lie down,” he said, his voice steady and commanding.

Bree did as she was told, her body sinking into the mattress. Donnie grabbed the rope he’d set aside earlier, and before Bree could even process what was happening, he was tying her wrists to the bedposts.

She tugged at the restraints experimentally, testing their strength. They held firm, and a shiver ran through her body. She was completely at his mercy, and the thought sent a thrill through her.

Donnie didn’t rush. He took his time, his hands roaming over her body, exploring every inch of her skin. He started with her nipples, his touch so light it was almost teasing. Bree’s breath hitched as he brushed his fingers over them, the sensation almost too much to bear.

Then, he reached for the nipple clamps.

Bree’s eyes widened as he fastened them in place, the pressure sharp and intense. She gasped, her body arching off the bed as the pain mingled with pleasure. It was unlike anything she’d ever felt before, and she found herself wanting more.

Donnie didn’t disappoint. He grabbed the Hitachi vibrator next, the hum of the motor filling the room. He pressed it to her clit without warning, and Bree let out a strangled cry as the vibrations sent shockwaves through her body.

She was close, so close, and she could feel the tension building inside her, threatening to burst. But just as she was about to tip over the edge, Donnie pulled the vibrator away.

“No!” she cried out, her body trembling with need.

“Beg for it,” Donnie said, his voice low and commanding.

Bree didn’t hesitate. “Please,” she gasped, her voice shaking. “Please, Donnie, I need it. I need to cum.”

He watched her for a moment, his eyes dark with desire, before he finally gave in. But he didn’t use the vibrator this time. Instead, he reached for the dildo.

Bree’s eyes widened as she saw it. It was big, much bigger than anything she’d ever used before. She opened her mouth to protest, but Donnie didn’t give her the chance.

He pressed the tip of it against her entrance, and Bree gasped as he pushed it inside. It stretched her wide, the sensation almost unbearable, but as he started to move it in and out, the pain gave way to pleasure.

Bree’s body arched off the bed as he fucked her with the dildo, her cries filling the room. She came hard, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Just as she was starting to come down from her high, Donnie was on top of her, his cock sliding into her with ease. He didn’t hold back, his thrusts hard and fast, driving her toward another climax.

This time, when she came, he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.

When it was over, Donnie untied her wrists, his hands gentle now. Bree’s body was still trembling, her mind reeling from everything that had just happened.

It was the best sex of her life.

As she lay there, her body still tingling, Bree realized something: she loved submitting to Donnie. The way he had taken control, the way he had pushed her to her limits—it had awakened something inside her.

Donnie reached over to the nightstand and grabbed the collar. He placed it around her neck, his hands gentle but firm.

“You’re mine now,” he said, his voice low and possessive.

Bree shivered, her heart racing. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I’m yours.”

And she knew, without a doubt, that she would do it all again.

44 - A SHY LIBRARIAN’S AWAKENING

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Feather / Sensation Play / Dildo / Double Penetration / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Facial

The library was quiet, as it always was on a Tuesday afternoon. Misty sat behind the circulation desk, her fingers delicately tracing the spine of a newly returned novel. She loved the stillness, the way the air seemed to hold its breath, waiting for someone to break the silence. And then, it happened. The soft creak of footsteps echoed through the room, growing louder as they approached her desk.

She looked up, and there he was—Jake. Tall, with dark, tousled hair and eyes that seemed to pierce right through her. He moved with a confidence that made her heart skip a beat. Handsome didn’t begin to cover it. He leaned casually against the desk, a sly smile playing on his lips.

“Hey,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “I’m looking for a book, but I’m not sure where to find it. Maybe you can help me?”

Misty felt a warmth spread across her cheeks. “Of course,” she replied, her voice steady despite the sudden flutter in her chest. “What are you looking for?”

He hesitated for a moment, his eyes locking with hers. “It’s… a bit unconventional,” he admitted, his tone dropping to just above a whisper. “The book is called BDSM for Beginners.”

Misty’s breath caught in her throat. She could feel the heat rising to her face, and she quickly glanced around to make sure no one else was nearby. “Oh,” she managed to say, her voice barely audible. “I see.”

Jake’s smile widened, as if he enjoyed watching her squirm. “Yeah, I can’t seem to find it. Think you can help me?”

She nodded, though her hands trembled slightly as she stood up. “Follow me,” she said, leading him through the maze of bookshelves. Her mind raced, trying to remember where they kept the more… specialized sections. Finally, they reached a secluded corner of the library, and Misty pointed to a row of books. “Here,” she said softly. “This is what you’re looking for.”

Jake stepped closer, his body just inches from hers. He reached for the book, his fingers brushing against her hand as he did so. “Thanks,” he said, his voice now a husky murmur. “You’re really good at this.”

Misty swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the intensity of his gaze, and it made her knees weak. “It’s… it’s my job,” she stammered.

He chuckled softly, leaning in a little closer. “You know,” he began, his voice low and teasing, “I can show you some of the things that are in this book. If you’re interested, of course.”

Her eyes widened, and she felt a rush of both excitement and fear. Was he serious? She had always been intrigued by the idea of BDSM, but she had never dared to explore it. Now, here was this man, this gorgeous man, offering to introduce her to a world she had only read about in fiction.

“I…” she started, unsure of what to say. Her mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, but one thing was clear—she was intrigued.

Jake took her hand, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. “Think about it,” he said, his voice soft but commanding. “I’ll be here tomorrow. If you’re curious, meet me after work.”

And with that, he walked away, leaving Misty standing there, her heart racing and her mind spinning. She couldn’t stop thinking about him, about what he had said. What if? The question lingered in her mind, and by the next day, she knew she had to find out.

After her shift, she found Jake waiting for her outside the library. He smiled when he saw her, and without a word, he took her hand and led her to his car. The drive to his house was quiet, but the tension between them was palpable. When they arrived, he guided her inside, and they made their way to the bedroom.

As soon as she stepped through the door, Misty’s eyes widened. The room was filled with BDSM gear—ropes, cuffs, blindfolds, and all sorts of toys. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she felt a mix of excitement and nervousness.

Jake turned to her, his eyes dark with desire. “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked, his voice gentle but firm.

Misty took a deep breath, then nodded. “I’m sure.”

He smiled, then slowly began to undress her, his hands moving with a deliberate slowness that made her skin tingle. He kissed her neck, her shoulders, her chest, each touch sending a wave of pleasure through her body. “Let me take control,” he whispered, his breath warm against her ear.

She lay down on the bed, her heart racing as he bound her wrists to the bedposts with soft, silk scarves. The feeling of being restrained was foreign, but it only heightened her arousal. He blindfolded her, and suddenly, her other senses were magnified. She could feel the cool air against her skin, the gentle touch of the feather tickler as it teased her body.

He moved down her body, his lips finding her nipples, suckling and nibbling until she was writhing beneath him. Then came the vibrator, its buzzing sensation sending shockwaves through her as he used it on her nipples, then moved it lower, to her clit. She moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as the pleasure built inside her.

And then, she felt it—a big dildo pressing against her pussy, slowly pushing inside her. She gasped, her body arching as he began to fuck her with it. She had never felt so full, so sensitive. Moments later, she felt another dildo at her ass, and she tensed for a moment before relaxing, allowing it to enter her.

Jake worked both dildos in perfect rhythm, driving her closer and closer to the edge. She could feel her orgasm building, a pressure that was almost too much to bear. And then, with a cry, she came, her juices gushing onto the bed as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

He removed the blindfold and untied her, his eyes dark with desire. He stood before her, his cock hard and throbbing. “Worship it,” he commanded, his voice low and husky.

Misty knelt before him, her hands trembling as she took his cock into her mouth. She sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip as she tasted his skin. “Beg for it,” he growled, his fingers tangling in her hair.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Please, cum on my face.”

He groaned, his grip tightening as he pulled her head back. “Open your mouth,” he ordered, and she obeyed, her eyes wide as he came, his hot seed spilling onto her face. She felt a thrill of excitement, a sense of euphoria that she had never experienced before.

As she knelt there, her face coated with his cum, she knew one thing for certain—she wanted more.

45 - SAM MEETS LAURA

MFF / BDSM / First Person / Best Friends / Bondage / Dildo / Cunnilingus / Blow Job / Facial / PIV Sex / Voyeurism / Exhibitionism

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started By Brandi Moore:

“You should’ve asked permission, Brandi,” Sam growled, his voice low and commanding, as his hand gripped the back of my neck, forcing me to look up at him.

My heart raced, my body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. His eyes were dark, intense, and I could feel the weight of his dominance pressing down on me. He wasn’t just watching—he was in control.

I glanced over at Laura, who was lying on the leather bench, her body glistening with sweat, her nipples hard and erect. She was panting, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Her legs were spread wide, her pussy still quivering from the orgasm I had just given her with the dildo. The sight of her like this, so vulnerable and exposed, sent a shiver down my spine.

Sam’s hand tightened around my neck, pulling me back to the present moment. “Do you understand?” he demanded, his voice sharp and unyielding.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. My throat felt dry, my mouth parched, but I knew better than to ask for water right now. I had messed up, and I needed to own up to it.

“Good,” he said, releasing his grip on my neck. He took a step back, crossing his arms over his chest as he stared down at me. “Now, clean yourself up.”

—

I was sitting in my bedroom, scrolling through my social media feed, when my phone rang. When I saw Sam’s name, my heart started racing. Our last encounter had been quite intense. I answered, my voice cautious. “Hello?”

“Brandi?” Sam asked. His voice was deep, confident, and immediately sent a thrill through me. “I was hoping to see you again.”

“That would be great,” I replied, sitting up straighter.

I’d been working as an escort for a few months now, but there was something different about Sam. Something that made my stomach tighten with anticipation. Our last session had left me shaken, yet wanting more.

“I want you to bring a friend, this time,” Sam requested. “Someone pretty and submissive.”

I knew just who to call. When I’d told Laura about my encounter with Sam, she seemed pretty curious. And when she saw the money I made, she was excited. So, I knew she’d be down for an adventure.

But when I brought up the idea to Laura, she hesitated. She had seen the marks Sam left on my ass from our last encounter—big red welts that still stung whenever I sat down—and she wasn’t sure if she was ready to subject herself to that kind of treatment.

“Are you sure about this, Brandi?” she asked, her voice filled with uncertainty. “I mean, what if it’s too much? What if I can’t handle it?”

“You can,” I assured her, placing a hand on her arm. “I’ll be there with you every step of the way. And think about the money we could make.”

In the end, the promise of financial reward was enough to sway her. So, I found myself standing in Sam’s basement once again, this time with Laura.

—

“Strip,” Sam commanded, his voice firm and authoritative.

Laura and I exchanged a glance before complying, our hands trembling slightly as we removed our clothes. The air was cool against my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs. I could feel Sam’s gaze on us, taking in every inch of our bodies, and the intensity of his stare made my heart race.

“Laura, get on the bench,” Sam ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Laura hesitated for a moment before climbing onto the leather bench, her movements slow and uncertain. Her pale skin contrasted sharply with the dark leather, and her chest rose and fell rapidly as she tried to calm her nerves.

Sam handed me a large, black dildo, its surface smooth and cold against my palm. “Fuck her,” he said simply.

My mouth went dry as I stepped behind Laura, my heart pounding in my chest. I positioned the dildo at her entrance, pausing for a moment to look up at Sam. He was watching us intently, one hand wrapped around his thick, erect cock as he stroked himself slowly.

Taking a deep breath, I pressed the dildo into Laura, sliding it into her with careful precision. Her body tensed momentarily before relaxing, accommodating the intrusion. With each thrust, I could feel her walls clenching around the dildo, her juices coating the shaft as I worked it deeper inside her.

Sam moved closer, his hand still pumping his cock as he watched us with hungry eyes. As I continued to fuck Laura, he began jerking faster, his breaths becoming heavier and more labored.

Unable to resist, I leaned down and started licking Laura’s pussy, my tongue moving in lazy circles around her clit. Her moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath me as she approached her climax.

“Brandi!” Sam barked, his voice slicing through the heated atmosphere like a whip.

I froze, my breath hitching as I looked up at him, his expression stern and unrelenting.

“You should’ve asked permission,” he repeated, his tone icy, dangerous.

My cheeks burned, a mixture of arousal and humiliation coursing through me as I swallowed my pride. “Please, sir… may I taste her?”

His smirk was slow, deliberate, as he gave a curt nod. “Finish what you started.”

As I returned to Laura, savoring her sweet nectar, I felt Sam looming closer. His fingers tangled in my hair, yanking my head back as his cock throbbed inches from my face.

“Open,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my lips parting as he aimed his swollen tip toward my open mouth. Just as Laura’s orgasm erupted around my tongue, Sam unleashed his own release, hot ropes of cum splattering across my face.

It dripped down my cheeks, pooled on my lips, and clung to my lashes. My vision blurred, but I managed to hold steady, my own body trembling with restrained need.

Sam tilted my chin up, smearing his seed across my skin with his thumb. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction.

Wiping his hand clean on my shoulder, he stepped back, glancing toward Laura. “Both of you—follow me.”

Still reeling, I helped Laura off the bench, her legs shaky from her climax. We trailed after Sam, moving toward a luxurious bathroom illuminated by soft, ambient lighting.

“Get cleaned up,” he instructed, gesturing toward the marble shower. “Then we’ll discuss your next task.”

I stepped forward, my bare feet silent on the cool floor, and followed him into the bathroom. It was massive, all marble and glass, with a shower big enough for three people. Laura trailed behind me, her fingers brushing against my arm as if to remind me she was there.

Sam turned the water on, steam rising almost instantly, fogging up the mirrors. He glanced at us, his gaze steady, calculating. “Laura, you first,” he said, nodding toward the shower.

She didn’t hesitate, stepping under the spray. I watched her for a moment, the way the water cascaded down her body, how she tilted her head back, letting it soak her blonde hair. She looked beautiful, relaxed, and completely at ease—something I couldn’t quite manage yet, not with Sam’s eyes on me.

When she was done, Sam gestured for me to take her place. I stepped in, the water hot against my skin, washing away the sweat and tension of the night. But before I could fully relax, I felt him behind me, his hands on my shoulders, sliding down to my back. His touch was firm, deliberate, as he began to wash me. Soapy bubbles slid over my skin, his fingers tracing every curve, every dip. My breath quickened, my heart pounding in my chest.

His hands moved lower, and I braced myself against the wall, my palms flat on the cool tiles. When he pressed himself against me, I could feel the hardness of him, the heat radiating off his body. He didn’t say a word, but his intentions were clear. One hand gripped my hip, pulling me back against him, while the other tangled in my long dark hair, forcing my head to tilt to the side.

“Look at her,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear.

I did. Through the fogged-up glass, I could see Laura standing outside the shower, watching us with a hunger in her eyes that mirrored my own. There was something about being seen, being exposed like this, that made my pulse race. Her gaze lingered on me, on the way Sam’s body moved against mine, and I couldn’t look away.

He entered me then, thrusting hard and deep, making me gasp. My nails scraped against the tiles as he set a relentless pace, each movement driving me closer to the edge. The sound of the water hitting the floor mixed with the slap of skin against skin, filling the room with a rhythm that matched the pounding in my chest. I could see Laura biting her lip, her hands drifting to her own body as she watched us, and the sight of her touching herself pushed me even further.

I came with a cry, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Sam didn’t stop, though. He kept going, his grip on me tightening as he chased his own release. When he finally came, spilling inside me, I felt the warmth of it, the possessive claim of it, and it made my knees buckle. He held me up, his arms strong and steady, until I could finally stand on my own.

We dressed in silence, the air heavy with the aftermath of what had just happened. Sam handed Laura and me each a stack of cash—five thousand dollars. I stared at it for a moment, disbelief warring with satisfaction. I was making more money than I’d ever dreamed of. But before I could say anything, Sam stepped closer to me, his eyes locking on mine.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a collar, black leather with a small silver tag. Without a word, he fastened it around my neck. It fit snugly, the weight of it unfamiliar but not uncomfortable.

“You’re mine now,” he said, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. What did this mean? Was I ready for this? But when I looked at him, at the power and confidence radiating from him, I knew the answer.

Laura took my hand, her fingers lacing through mine as we left the mansion. The night air was cool against my skin, but I barely noticed. My thoughts were consumed by what had just happened, by the collar around my neck, by the promise—or maybe the threat—of what was to come.

“You okay?” Laura asked, her voice soft but filled with curiosity.

I nodded, though I wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

She smiled, squeezing my hand. “We’re really lucky to have met Sam. He’s gonna change our lives.”

Lucky. That was one way to put it. As we walked to the car, I couldn’t help but wonder what Sam had planned for us next. And despite the uncertainty, I couldn’t deny the thrill of anticipation that coursed through me.

46 - A DATE WITH NICK

MF / Romantic / First Person / BDSM / Porn / Bondage / Vibrator / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge: Part 1: A Boyfriend’s Betrayal By Brandi Moore:

The wine glass felt cool in my hand, condensation prickling against my fingertips as I stared out the floor-to-ceiling window of my hotel suite. The city lights below blurred into a kaleidoscope of colors, but my mind was elsewhere—stuck in the haze of betrayal, anger, and the strange, unexpected thrill of revenge. Brett. Kaleigh. The two people I thought I could trust most in the world. And now, here I was, sipping Chardonnay in a $500-a-night suite, trying to piece together what the hell I was supposed to do next.

My phone buzzed on the marble counter, jolting me out of my thoughts. I glanced at the screen. Nick. My lips curved into a small smile. Of all the people to call, of all the people to understand, it was him. Kaleigh’s now-ex-boyfriend. The man who’d become my partner in crime—or, more accurately, my partner in revenge. I swiped to answer.

“Hey,” I said, my voice tinged with a casual warmth I didn’t expect to feel.

“Hey yourself,” Nick replied, his tone low and smooth. “How’s the high life treating you?”

I laughed, tilting my head back as I swirled the wine in my glass. “You know me—I’m not one to sit around and wallow. Turns out, getting revenge is a hell of a distraction.”

“Speaking of distractions,” he said, and I could hear the grin in his voice, “I was thinking… maybe we could make this revenge thing official. You know, go on an actual date. My treat.”

I paused, my heart skipping a beat. A date? With Nick? It wasn’t the craziest idea. After all, we’d already crossed that line once—or twice—when the wound of Brett and Kaleigh’s affair was still fresh. But this felt different. This felt… intentional.

“Alright,” I said finally, surprising myself with how easy the word slipped out. “But you’re buying the drinks.”

“Deal,” he replied, and I could almost see the smirk on his face. “I’ll pick you up at seven.”

—

The evening air was warm, the kind of summer night that made you want to stay out until dawn. Nick was waiting outside the hotel in a sleek black car, looking every bit the part of the charming bad boy he was. His dark hair was tousled, his white shirt rolled up at the sleeves, and the way his eyes lit up when he saw me made my stomach swirl with nerves and excitement.

“You look incredible,” he said as I slid into the passenger seat. His gaze lingered on my denim skirt and the snug tank top I’d chosen, and I felt a flush of heat creep up my neck.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” I teased, though I couldn’t help but notice the way his presence filled the car. It was magnetic, almost overwhelming, and as we drove to the bar, I found myself stealing glances at him, wondering where this night would lead.

The bar was packed, the air thick with the scent of sweat and spilled whiskey. Nick ordered us drinks—a bourbon for him, a cosmopolitan for me—and we found a corner booth where the music was loud enough to drown out the noise in my head.

“So,” he said, leaning in close, “how’d Brett take it? You know, the video.”

I smirked, taking a sip of my drink. “Oh, he was pissed. Called me screaming, said I’d ruined everything. But honestly? Seeing him that angry was worth it.”

Nick chuckled, shaking his head. “Kaleigh was the same. She’s furious at both of us. But hey, fuck her, right? She made her bed.”

“Literally,” I muttered, and we both laughed, the tension between us melting away.

We talked for hours, about everything and nothing. My fan page—how it was thriving, how empowering it felt to take control of my body and my life. His job, his plans, the way he’d been feeling since the breakup. And then, somehow, we ended up on the dance floor, the bass thumping in time with my heartbeat.

He pulled me close, his hands resting on my hips as we moved together. The music was loud, the crowd was wild, but in that moment, it felt like it was just the two of us. His lips brushed against my ear, his breath warm as he murmured, “You’re incredible, you know that?”

I didn’t have time to respond before his lips were on mine, soft and insistent, and I kissed him back, my hands tangling in his hair. It was electric, intoxicating, and when he pulled away, I was breathless.

—

Back at the hotel, the air between us was thick with anticipation. I fumbled with the keycard, my hands trembling slightly as I opened the door to my suite. Nick followed me inside, his eyes scanning the luxurious room with a low whistle.

“Damn, Danica. You’ve been living the dream.”

“It’s temporary,” I said, though I couldn’t help but smile. “But it’s nice. You know, until I figure out what’s next.”

He stepped closer, his gaze locking with mine. “You wanna film another video? You know, for your fans.”

I raised an eyebrow, though I couldn’t suppress the grin spreading across my face. “What did you have in mind?”

“How about we try some bondage?” he asked with a wicked smile.

—

The camera was set up, the angle perfect as I stood at the foot of the bed, my hands trembling with a mix of nerves and excitement. Nick’s hands were steady as he looped the rope around my wrists, the rough texture sending a delicious shiver through me. He tied me to the bedposts, my arms stretched above my head, and then moved to my ankles, securing them with the same careful precision.

“Comfortable?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

I nodded, though my pulse was racing. “As comfortable as I can be when I’m completely at your mercy.”

He grinned, his eyes dark with desire as he reached for the vibrator on the nightstand. He turned it on, the low hum sending a jolt of anticipation through me, and then he pressed it against my inner thigh, slowly dragging it upward.

I gasped, my hips arching involuntarily as the vibrator neared my core. “Nick—”

“Shh,” he murmured, his free hand brushing against my cheek. “Let me take care of you.”

And then he pressed the vibrator against me, the sensation so intense it made my breath catch in my throat. I moaned, my head falling back against the pillows as he moved the toy in slow, deliberate circles, teasing me until I was on the edge of climax.

But just as I was about to tip over, he pulled away, leaving me gasping and desperate. “Nick, please—”

“Patience,” he said, his voice a low growl as he unbuttoned his pants. “I’m not done with you yet.”

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling over me, his cock hard and ready as he straddled my face. I opened my mouth, my tongue flicking out to taste him, and then he pushed himself inside, the heat of him filling me.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, and I gagged around him, the sensation overwhelming. My wrists tugged against the ropes, my body arching as he fucked my face with a ferocity that left me breathless.

When he finally pulled away, I was panting, my lips swollen and wet. He moved down my body, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself at my entrance. “You ready?”

I nodded, my voice a hoarse whisper. “Please.”

And then he slid inside me, the stretch of him making me gasp. He began to move, his thrusts deep and unrelenting, and I moaned, the sound echoing through the room as he pounded into me.

It didn’t take long for the pleasure to build, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until I couldn’t take it anymore. I came with a cry, my body shuddering as the waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Nick followed soon after, his hips stuttering as he spilled himself inside me.

—

When it was over, he untied me, his hands gentle as he freed me from the ropes. I grabbed the camera, reviewing the footage with a satisfied smile. “This is going to break the internet.”

Nick laughed, pulling me into his arms. “Anything for you, Danica.”

But as he left that night, the warmth of his body still lingering on my skin, I couldn’t shake the feeling of uncertainty that settled in my chest. I was attracted to him—more than attracted—but after everything with Brett, trust didn’t come easy.

47 - A NEW KIND OF PLEASURE

MF / BDSM / First Person / Spanking / Bondage / Dildo / Vibrator / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started By Brandi Moore:

“You’re going to take it, Brandi,” Sam growled, his voice low and commanding as he tightened the leather cuffs around my wrists. The bench beneath me was cold, but my skin burned with anticipation—or maybe fear. I wasn’t sure which one yet.

I clenched my teeth as he reached for the dildo on the table next to us, its size making my stomach flip. This was not how I thought today would go. But then again, when did anything in my life go according to plan?

—

It had started innocently enough. Laura and I were out shopping, laughing as we tried on designer clothes that I could now afford thanks to Professor Mitchell’s generosity. My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I pulled it out to see Sam flashing across the screen. My heart skipped a beat.

“Who is it?” Laura asked, her eyes narrowing as she caught the look on my face.

“It’s Sam,” I said, trying to keep my voice casual. “The guy from Professor Mitchell’s… uh, gathering.”

Laura raised an eyebrow. “The rich one? The one who couldn’t take his eyes off you?”

I nodded, hesitating before answering the call. “Hey, Sam.”

“Brandi,” his smooth voice came through the line, sending a shiver down my spine. “I’ve been thinking about you. How would you like to come over to my place? I promise it’ll be worth your while.”

I glanced at Laura, who was pretending not to listen but failing miserably. “Uh… what exactly are you offering?”

He chuckled, a deep, rich sound that made my knees weak. “Let’s just say I’m willing to pay for your company. Two thousand dollars, upfront. And if you enjoy yourself, there’s more where that came from.”

Two thousand dollars. That was more than I made in a month stripping. I could almost hear my tuition bills screaming at me to say yes. But still, I hesitated. Having sex with my professor for money was one thing, but Sam was practically a stranger. “I don’t know, Sam. What exactly are we talking about here?”

“Trust me, Brandi,” he said, his tone softening just enough to make me feel a little less nervous. “I’ll take care of you. You’ll be safe. And if you want to leave at any point, you can. No questions asked.”

I chewed my lip, glancing at Laura again. She shrugged, giving me a small nod of encouragement. “Alright,” I finally said. “I’ll come over. Text me the address.”

When I hung up, Laura immediately grabbed my arm. “Brandi, are you sure about this? You barely know this guy.”

Laura was usually carefree, while I worried about everything. If she was concerned, maybe it was a bad idea. But I couldn’t pass up the cash.

“I know he’s rich,” I said with a smirk, though inside I was trembling. “And I need the money. Don’t worry, I’ll text you as soon as I’m done.”

She looked skeptical but didn’t argue further. We said our goodbyes, and I called an Uber to take me to Sam’s sprawling mansion on the outskirts of town.

—

The moment I stepped inside, I was struck by the sheer opulence of the place. Marble floors, high ceilings, expensive art—it screamed wealth. Sam greeted me at the door, looking even more handsome than I remembered. His dark complexion was flawless, his black hair perfectly styled, and those obsidian eyes seemed to see right through me.

“Welcome, Brandi,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “Come on, let’s head downstairs.”

I followed him, my heart pounding in my chest as we descended into the basement. When he flipped on the lights, I froze. It wasn’t a typical basement. It was a BDSM dungeon, complete with whips, chains, and all sorts of equipment I couldn’t even name.

My jaw dropped. “What is this?”

Sam turned to me, a sly smile playing on his lips. “This is where I come to play. And I’d like you to join me.”

I felt a mix of panic and arousal swirling in my gut. “I… I don’t know anything about this kind of stuff.”

“That’s okay,” he said, stepping closer. “I’ll guide you. Just trust me, Brandi. You’ll enjoy it.”

I hesitated, but the memory of that two thousand dollars flashed in my mind. “Alright,” I said softly. “But if I want to stop, you’ll let me?”

“Of course,” he said, cupping my chin gently. “Your safeword is ‘red.’ Got it?”

I nodded, swallowing hard.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice sending a thrill through me. “Now, strip for me.”

My hands trembled as I removed my clothes, feeling exposed and vulnerable under his intense gaze. When I stood completely naked, he walked around me, his fingers trailing lightly over my skin.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, before suddenly landing a sharp spank on my ass.

I yelped, more from surprise than pain.

He chuckled. “Get on the bench.”

I obeyed, lying down on the cold surface. He hit me again, this time harder. My ass stung where he’d slapped me, leaving a big red hand print. Before I had time to think, his meaty hand came down again, the sound echoing through the room. The pain mingled with pleasure, arousal even. I didn’t know how to respond.

“You’re doing great, babe,” he reassured me as he landed another blow.

I felt a growing warmth between my legs, and a confusion wrapped around my mind. Was I enjoying this? I’d agreed to do it, because Sam was paying me. I never thought I’d like it.

Sam quickly secured my wrists and ankles to the bench with leather cuffs. My heart raced as he grabbed the dildo, lubing it up with slow, deliberate movements.

“Ready?” he asked, his obsidian eyes locking onto mine.

I nodded, unable to speak.

He pushed the dildo into me slowly, stretching me in ways I hadn’t expected. I gasped, my back arching as he began to fuck me with it. It was overwhelming, but god, it felt good.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he slid a bullet vibrator into my ass, turning it on low. The dual sensations sent me spiraling, my body writhing against the restraints. Just as I was about to cum, Sam pulled out the dildo. I whimpered in protest, but I knew it was useless.

Sam pulled out his thick cock. “Just relax, Brandi,” he purred, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself between my legs. In one swift motion, he thrust into me, filling me completely. The vibrator continued to buzz inside my ass, driving me wild.

The combination of the vibrator, and his cock was too much. I came hard, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Sam groaned, his pace quickening until he spilled inside me, his warm cum coating my walls.

For a moment, we both just lay there, breathing heavily. Then Sam released me from the restraints, helping me sit up. “How do you feel?” he asked, his voice gentle now.

I blinked, trying to process everything. “I… I think I liked it.”

He smiled, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “Good. Because I’d like to do this again. You make an excellent submissive, Brandi.”

I flushed, unsure of how to respond. After I got dressed, Sam handed me an envelope filled with cash. It looked like at least five grand, and judging by Sam’s mansion, he had enough money to afford many more sessions.

“Thank you for trusting me,” Sam said. “I’ll be in touch.”

As I left his house, my mind was racing. Did I really just do that? But more importantly… When was he going to call me again?

I pulled out my phone to text Laura, my fingers trembling slightly. "I’m safe," I typed. "But you’re not going to believe what just happened."

As I hit send, I couldn’t help but smile. Maybe this was the start of something… interesting.

48 - PAINTED PASSION

MF / BDSM / Messy / Sensation Play / Teasing / Light Touch / Public / Bondage / Rope / PIV Sex

The studio smelled of oil paint and turpentine, a heady mix that made Tiana’s heart race as she stepped inside. The air was thick with creativity and something else—something she couldn’t quite place but felt in the pit of her stomach.

She’d been to countless photo shoots, but this was different. This was art. And Abe, the artist who’d hired her, was unlike anyone she’d ever worked with before.

He stood by the easel, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, revealing forearms dusted with fine dark hair. His paint-stained hands moved with a practiced grace as he squeezed a tube of crimson onto his palette. When he looked up, his eyes met hers, and Tiana felt a jolt of electricity. They were deep brown, almost black, and held a quiet intensity that made her breath catch.

“You must be Tiana,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like the first sip of a fine whiskey. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

She smiled, trying to keep her composure. “I hope I don’t disappoint.”

He chuckled, the sound warm and inviting. “Judging by your portfolio, I doubt that’s possible.” He gestured to the couch draped in white fabric. “Shall we begin?”

Tiana nodded, her heart pounding as she slipped off her robe. The cool air kissed her skin, and she felt a shiver run down her spine. She lay down on the couch, positioning herself as he’d instructed earlier. The soft fabric beneath her was a stark contrast to the hardness of the surface, and she tried to relax as Abe picked up his brush.

He stepped closer, his eyes roaming over her body with an intensity that made her feel exposed in a way she’d never experienced before. “Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. Then he dipped the brush into the paint and brought it to her skin.

The first touch was light, almost tentative, the bristles gliding over her collarbone. Tiana held her breath, her body tensing slightly at the sensation. She was shocked by his boldness, but she was even more turned on.

“Relax,” Abe said softly, his voice a soothing balm. “This is about trust. Let go.”

She exhaled slowly, her muscles unwinding as she allowed herself to surrender to the moment. The brush moved lower, tracing the curve of her breast before circling her nipple. God, it was intimate in a way she hadn’t expected. The cool paint against her warm skin sent a thrill through her, and she felt a heat building low in her abdomen.

Abe’s gaze flicked up to hers, and she saw the hunger in his eyes. It matched her own. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Do you feel it too?”

She nodded, unable to form words as the brush dipped into her navel, the sensation both ticklish and electrifying.

He paused, setting the brush aside, and reached for something on the table. When he turned back, there was a devilish grin on his face. “Are you ready for something more?”

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

He stepped closer, his body hovering over hers. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the promise of what was to come. His hands, still slick with paint, slid up her thighs, leaving streaks of color in their wake. The brush was forgotten now, replaced by the artist’s touch.

Abe’s fingers found her nipples, rolling them between his thumb and forefinger until she gasped. “You’re a masterpiece,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “And I’m just getting started.”

He moved lower, his mouth replacing his hands as he kissed his way down her stomach. Tiana arched into him, her hands tangling in his hair as he nipped at her skin. The paint, now smeared between them, felt like a part of the experience, something raw and primal.

When he finally reached the apex of her thighs, she was trembling with anticipation. But instead of continuing, Abe pulled back, his eyes locking with hers. “Do you trust me?”

Her answer was immediate. “Yes.”

He smiled, then reached for a length of silk rope on the table. “Good,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Tiana’s heart raced as he tied her wrists behind her back, the knots snug but not painful. Abe guided her to the edge of the couch, positioning her on all fours. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also exhilarated. The anticipation was unbearable. Then she felt him behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his hands gripping her hips.

She nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Yes.”

He pushed into her slowly, inch by torturous inch, until he was fully sheathed. Tiana moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move. His hands, still covered in paint, roamed her body, leaving streaks of color wherever they touched. The friction of his thrusts, the feel of his skin against hers, the smell of paint and sweat—it all combined into a symphony of sensation that pushed her closer to the edge.

“Fuck, you’re incredible,” Abe groaned, his pace quickening. “You’re my muse, Tiana. My masterpiece.”

She could feel herself spiraling, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Her body convulsed as she came, her cries echoing through the studio. Abe followed soon after, his own release painting her skin with a final stroke.

For a moment, they stayed like that, panting and entwined. Then Abe chuckled, his fingers tracing the patterns he’d created on her skin. “Looks like I’ll need to add a shower scene to my plans.”

Tiana laughed, her body still tingling with the aftermath of their encounter. “You’re insatiable.”

“When it comes to you? Absolutely.” He leaned in, his lips brushing hers in a soft kiss. “You’re inspiring, Tiana. I’d like you to model for me again.”

She smiled, a flush of pride and pleasure warming her cheeks. “I’d like that.”

As they made their way to the shower, Tiana couldn’t help but wonder where this would lead. But for now, she was content to let the paint—and the passion—wash away, knowing this was just the beginning.

49 - 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.”

50 - A DOCTOR’S KINKY DESIRES

MF / BDSM / Kissing / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Feather Tickler / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“Tell me what you want, Laney.”

His voice was a low command, vibrating through the dimly lit bedroom, a stark contrast to the sterile, fluorescent halls they’d left behind hours ago. Laney’s wrists were secured to the ornate bedposts with soft, supple leather, a thrilling vulnerability coursing through her.

“You,” she breathed, her voice husky with a need she’d barely recognized in herself until this moment. “I just want you, Dr. Norton.”

“Mick,” he corrected gently, his knuckles brushing down her side, making her shiver. “When we’re like this, you call me Mick.”

—

It had started with a crashing trolley and a crashing heart.

Three weeks earlier, the code blue alarm had sliced through the pediatric ward’s usual hum. Laney, a newly minted nurse with a fierce dedication she hid behind a quiet demeanor, was the first to respond. An eight-year-old boy, post-operative, was seizing. The attending, a brilliant but perpetually rushed surgeon, was barking orders, but his focus was scattered.

It was Laney who noticed the tell-tale mottling on the boy’s chest, the subtle sign of a severe allergic reaction the post-op meds had missed. Her voice, though laced with adrenaline, was clear and firm as she pointed it out to Dr. Mick Norton, who had just arrived, his presence immediately calming the chaos.

His sharp, assessing eyes flicked from the boy to her, and in that split second, he trusted her instinct. They worked in synchronized, urgent harmony, administering the correct antidote, their hands brushing, their focus absolute. When the boy’s vitals finally stabilized, the tension in the room evaporated.

Later, he’d found her at the nurses’ station, her hands still trembling slightly. “Laney, right?” he’d said, his voice now devoid of its commanding edge, replaced with a warm, appreciative tone. “That was exceptional work. Most people panic. You saw.”

Her crush, a secret she’d nurtured since her first day, bloomed into something fiercer, something hopeful. He began seeking her out, offering to show her advanced techniques, discussing complex cases. He was mentoring her, and she was soaring under his attention. He was handsome, yes, with those intense blue eyes and dark hair that always looked slightly tousled, but it was his mind, his competence, that utterly captivated her.

Then, this afternoon, he’d leaned against the doorframe of the supply closet. “A thank you dinner,” he’d stated, not asked. “For saving my patient. My place. Eight o’clock.”

Dinner had been a blur of exquisite wine, low laughter, and the magnetic pull of his gaze. He’d listened to her, truly listened, and the professional boundary between them dissolved with every shared glance. When he finally confessed his attraction, his voice a low, intimate murmur across the table, it felt inevitable. When he kissed her, it was possessive and sweet all at once, a claiming that made her knees weak.

He led her not to a couch, but to his bedroom. The decor was masculine, elegant, but her eyes were immediately drawn to the wardrobe, its door slightly ajar. Inside, instead of sweaters, she saw sleek black leather, gleaming metal clasps, and strange, beautiful implements.

She must have gasped, because he was behind her in an instant, his hands on her shoulders, his lips near her ear. “Do I frighten you, Laney?”

“No,” she’d whispered, and the truth of it shocked her. It didn’t frighten her. It called to her. “I’m… curious.”

“I’ve been looking for a submissive,” he explained, his voice soft but unwavering. “A strong, intelligent woman who chooses to surrender her control. Someone who trusts me completely. I think that woman is you.”

The desire to please him, to be everything he saw in her, was overwhelming. “Yes,” was all she could manage.

“Then show me. Get naked for me.”

Her fingers, though trembling, were steady enough to unbutton her blouse, to slide her skirt down her hips. She stood before him, bathed in the soft light, completely exposed. His eyes darkened with raw hunger as he took her in, and the approval in his gaze was a more potent drug than any wine.

He undressed with a practiced ease that was incredibly erotic, and her breath hitched. He was perfectly built, lean and powerful, and his erection was thick and imposing. A silent command passed between them, and she sank to her knees before him, her heart hammering against her ribs.

She took him into her mouth, tasting the clean, male scent of him. She explored his length with her tongue, her movements hesitant at first, then growing bolder as his low groans of encouragement filled the room. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, and the feeling of his control, of his pleasure radiating through her, was intoxicating.

When he gently pulled her to her feet and led her to the bed, she went willingly. The restraints were cool against her skin, the leather supple but unyielding as he buckled them securely around her wrists and ankles, spreading her open for him. The blindfold plunged her into darkness, amplifying every other sense a thousandfold.

The first touch was a whisper—a feather tickler gliding up her inner thigh. She jerked against the restraints, a gasp escaping her lips. The sensation was maddening, a teasing, light torture that made her skin sing. He traced the sensitive skin of her stomach, the undersides of her breasts, the hollow of her throat. She was writhing, her breath coming in shallow pants, her entire world reduced to the anticipation of his next touch.

“Please,” she begged, the word torn from her. “Mick, please…”

“Please what, Laney?” His voice was close now, a warm breath against her ear.

“More. I need more.”

The feather vanished. The warm, wet heat of his mouth closed over one taut nipple, and she cried out. His tongue laved and suckled, sending jolts of pure electricity straight to her core. He worshipped her breasts until she was mindless with need, then began a slow, torturous descent down her body.

When his tongue finally found her center, she sobbed. He didn’t just taste her; he devoured her. His tongue was an instrument of exquisite torment, circling her clit, plunging inside her, reducing her to a begging, pleading creature of raw sensation. The build was relentless, a coil of pleasure tightening deep within her, threatening to snap.

Just as she teetered on the very edge, he stopped. The blindfold was removed. She blinked up at him, her vision blurry. His face was above hers, his expression a mix of fierce possession and tender awe.

“I want to watch you come apart for me,” he murmured, positioning himself between her splayed thighs.

He gripped her hips and in one smooth, powerful thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. A guttural moan was ripped from both of them. He began to move, a deep, relentless rhythm that stole the air from her lungs. Each thrust went deeper than the last, hitting a spot within her that made her see stars. The restraints held her fast, allowing her to take all of him, every glorious, punishing inch. She was utterly possessed, mastered, and she had never felt more free.

Her climax crashed over her without warning, a seismic wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own release. He drove into her one last, deep time, his own groan a raw sound of satisfaction as he emptied himself inside her with a shudder.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with tender care, he unbuckled the restraints, massaging her wrists where the leather had kissed her skin.

“You,” he said, brushing a damp curl from her forehead, “were perfect.”

He settled beside her, pulling her close. “I’d like to keep seeing you. Like this.”

Laney nestled into the crook of his arm, her body humming with a deep, satiated glow. “Yes,” she whispered.
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