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1 - STEPMOM’S LINGERIE

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering / Rimming

“Is it as soft as you imagined?”

Layla’s head snapped up, the delicate black lace she’d been cradling like a secret falling from her hands onto the laundry basket. Tabitha stood in the doorway, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. The rush of heat to Layla’s face was immediate, a scorching wave of embarrassment.

She had to understand how they got here, back to this moment where her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird.

It had started with the mundane chore of laundry. Her dad was away on a business trip, the house quiet and still. Layla, a sophomore home for the summer, was gathering her own things when she saw it. A spill of ink-black fabric against the white of the washing machine lid. Not the sensible cotton panties she associated with her stepmother, but a confection of lace and silk. A bra so sheer it was almost translucent, with delicate scalloped edges. A matching thong, a mere whisper of fabric.

She’d picked it up, the material cool and impossibly smooth against her fingertips. She’d never imagined Tabitha, who was always so put-together in crisp blouses and tailored slacks, owning something like this. The contrast was dizzying. Intriguing.

She was holding the thong up to the light, admiring the intricate pattern, when the voice came from behind her.

Now, caught, Layla could only stammer. “It’s… it’s beautiful.”

Tabitha stepped into the small room, the door clicking softly shut behind her. The sound felt final. “I’m glad you think so.” She moved closer, her perfume—something warm and spicy, not her usual floral scent—filling the space between them. “You looked so captivated by it.”

Layla’s mouth was dry. “I was just surprised.”

“A good surprise, I hope.” Tabitha’s gaze was direct, appraising. She reached out and took the thong from Layla’s limp hand, her fingers brushing Layla’s palm. A jolt went through her. “Do you want to try it on?”

The question hung in the humid laundry-room air. It was absurd. Forbidden. Layla was twenty, old enough to know this was a line she shouldn’t cross. But the thrill of it, the sheer naughtiness, was a live wire in her veins. She’d spent the last few years feeling like a guest in this house, watching her dad and his new wife with a quiet, lonely curiosity. This was an invitation into a hidden world.

“Yes,” she heard herself whisper.

Tabitha’s smile widened. “Turn around.”

Layla obeyed, facing the humming dryer. She felt Tabitha’s hands at the hem of her t-shirt, lifting it over her head. The cool air raised goosebumps on her skin. Next, her jeans were unbuttoned, the zipper rasping down. Tabitha knelt to help her step out of them, her hands warm on Layla’s ankles. Then, those same hands hooked into the waistband of Layla’s plain cotton panties and drew them down.

Layla stood there, naked from the waist down, shivering.

“Arms up,” Tabitha murmured.

The bra came next. Tabitha’s knuckles grazed her spine as she fastened the clasp. The lace cups settled over Layla’s breasts, a perfect, shocking fit. The material was a subtle pressure, a delicate cage. Then the thong. Tabitha guided her feet into the leg holes and drew the tiny garment up, the lace nestling against her, the thin string settling in the cleft of her rear. It was an exposure, a feeling of being both dressed and utterly naked.

Tabitha turned her around to face the full-length mirror on the back of the door. Layla barely recognized the girl staring back. The black lace made her skin look porcelain, her curves more pronounced. Her nipples, already pebbled tight from nerves and cool air, were visibly outlined through the sheer fabric.

“See?” Tabitha’s voice was a husky breath by her ear. Her hands settled on Layla’s bare hips, her thumbs stroking the crests. “You look incredibly sexy.”

Before Layla could process the compliment, Tabitha turned her head and kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle exploration. It was deep and hungry from the start, Tabitha’s tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting of mint and coffee. Layla gasped into the kiss, her hands flying up to clutch at Tabitha’s shoulders. The older woman’s hands roamed, sliding from her hips up her sides, tracing the lace edges of the bra before cupping her breasts through the fabric. Her thumbs found Layla’s nipples, rubbing tight circles that made Layla arch her back with a sharp cry.

Tabitha broke the kiss, her lips trailing down Layla’s neck. “Up,” she commanded, patting the top of the running dryer.

In a daze, Layla hoisted herself onto the appliance. The metal was warm, and the steady, rhythmic vibration immediately thrummed through her, settling right between her legs. It was an outrageous, accidental stimulation. She leaned back on her hands, legs dangling.

Tabitha stood between her knees. With deliberate slowness, she reached behind Layla and unfastened the bra, peeling the lace away. Layla’s breasts spilled free, and Tabitha didn’t hesitate. She bent her head and took one tight peak into her mouth, sucking hard while her fingers pinched and rolled the other.

The dual sensation—the hot, wet pull on her nipple and the deep, pervasive vibration from the machine—drove a moan from Layla’s throat. Her head fell back. Tabitha switched breasts, lavishing the same attention, her free hand sliding up Layla’s inner thigh.

Then that hand found the front of the thong. A single finger pressed against the damp lace, right over her clit. Layla jerked, a shockwave of pleasure tearing through her.

“So wet already,” Tabitha murmured against her skin. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of the thong and pulled it down, just enough. Layla lifted her hips to help, the scrap of lace now bunched around her thighs. She was completely exposed, open to the humid air and Tabitha’s gaze.

Tabitha didn’t make her wait. She dropped to her knees on the laundry room floor, her hands spreading Layla’s thighs wider. And then her mouth was there.

The first flat stroke of Tabitha’s tongue from her opening all the way up to her clit was so electric, so perfectly placed, that Layla cried out, her fingers tangling in Tabitha’s perfectly styled hair. Tabitha ate her like a woman starved, with deep, languid licks that explored every fold, followed by sharp, focused flicks on her clit. The vibration of the dryer beneath her amplified everything, each pulse of the machine syncing with the pulses of pleasure Tabitha was drawing from her.

“Oh god, Tabitha…” Layla chanted, her hips beginning to rock of their own accord, meeting that wicked tongue.

After a few minutes of this exquisite torture, Tabitha pulled back, her chin glistening. “Get down. Turn around. Bend over the dryer.”

The commands were guttural. Layla, mindless with need, scrambled off the machine. She turned, placed her palms flat on the warm metal, and bent forward, presenting herself. The position was lewd, submissive. She heard Tabitha’s soft, approving sigh.

Then Tabitha was behind her again, her hands spreading Layla’s cheeks. The cool air hit her most intimate places before being replaced by the scalding heat of Tabitha’s mouth. She went back to work, licking and sucking, but now a finger joined in, sliding into Layla’s soaked pussy with ease, curling inside her.

It was too much. The vibration. The finger pumping in a steady, delicious rhythm. The tongue lapping at her core. Layla was a taut wire, strung tighter and tighter.

And then Tabitha did something new. Her wet tongue left Layla’s pussy and traced a slow, deliberate path lower, over her perineum, and then pressed firmly against the tight, forbidden ring of her ass.

Layla screamed.

The touch was a lightning strike to her system. Tabitha’s tongue pressed and circled there, while her finger continued its relentless thrusting inside her. The combination, the taboo of it, shattered the last of Layla’s control. Her orgasm exploded out of her, a convulsive, mind-blowing wave that made her knees buckle and her juices gush out over Tabitha’s hand. She saw white behind her eyelids, her cries muffled against the steel of the dryer as she rode the violent, exquisite crest.

Slowly, the world swam back into focus. The vibration of the dryer was just a hum again. Tabitha was standing, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, a look of deep satisfaction on her face. She helped the trembling Layla stand upright.

She leaned in, her lips brushing Layla’s ear. “This stays between us. You don’t tell your dad. Ever.”

Breathless, her body still singing, Layla could only nod, a fervent, desperate promise. “I won’t. I swear.”

Tabitha kissed her, slow and deep, letting Layla taste herself. As she pulled away, she whispered, “I hope we can do it again soon.”

2 - THE WOMAN BEHIND THE MASK

FF / Taboo / Cousin / BDSM / Bondage / Flogging / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / Dildo

“Oh, god, please…”

Trudie’s plea, muffled by the padded leather bench, was a raw, unfiltered sound. Her fingers scrabbled against the smooth, cool surface, desperate for purchase. A shudder racked her body, a delicious mix of pain and pleasure blooming hot across the pale skin of her back and ass.

Zara’s laugh was a low, velvety sound from somewhere behind her. “Please? Please what, my curious kitten? You must be specific.”

—

It started with an email.

The message arrived on a Tuesday evening, subject line blank, the sender address a cryptic string of letters and numbers. Trudie, bored and scrolling through a week’s worth of junk, almost deleted it. But the single line of text held her: Your curiosity is noted. Your submission is desired. 2211 West End Warehouse, Friday, 10 PM. Knock three times. Women only. Discretion assured.

Her first thought was her ex, Carla. Carla had always been the adventurous one, the one who’d hinted at darker, unexplored corners of desire. But Carla was in Portland now, and this felt… bigger. Intrigue fizzed in her stomach, a nervous, thrilling energy that chased away the lingering monotony of her week. Who? And more importantly, why not?

Friday night found her standing before a nondescript industrial door downtown, heart hammering against her ribs. She knocked. One. Two. Three.

The door opened a crack, revealing a woman in a stunning, feathered masquerade mask. She wordlessly gestured Trudie inside.

The warehouse was a cavern of shadow and sensation. The air was warm, thick with the scent of leather, clean sweat, and a faint, floral incense. Soft, rhythmic music pulsed through the space. And everywhere, women. Nude save for an astonishing array of masks—glittering, metallic, animalistic, ornate. They moved in a silent ballet of power: one woman bound to a St. Andrew’s cross, her back bearing faint, pink stripes from a flogger; another knelt gracefully, head bowed before a seated, masked figure who idly stroked her hair. A soft moan echoed from a curtained alcove. Trudie’s breath caught. She had never seen anything like it. A thrilling, terrifying heat pooled low in her belly.

“You are new.”

The voice was like smoked honey, right beside her ear. Trudie turned to face a tall, regal woman. Her mask was silver, sculpted to resemble a hawk, leaving only a strong jaw and a pair of keen, dark eyes visible. Her body was a masterpiece of mature curves, powerful and graceful.

“I… yes,” Trudie managed.

“I am Zara. The dungeon master here. Your invitation was personally reviewed.” Zara’s gaze swept over Trudie, assessing, approving. “You have the look of someone with questions buzzing beneath the skin. Come.”

She led Trudie away from the main floor, through a heavy velvet curtain, into a smaller, private room. It was softly lit, dominated by a large, padded bench. Tools hung neatly on the wall: floggers, paddles, coils of soft-looking rope.

“Strip,” Zara commanded, her tone leaving no room for debate.

Hands trembling, Trudie complied. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She felt terrifyingly exposed, yet a strange pride swelled in her as Zara’s eyes tracked her movements.

“Good.” Zara held out a mask. It was beautiful—delicate black lace and silver filigree shaped into a cat’s face, with subtle points for ears. “This is you tonight. The curious cat. Put it on.”

The mask settled over Trudie’s eyes, the world narrowing to what she could see through the lace. It changed something in her, granting a layer of anonymity, of permission.

“Over the bench. Hands at the top.”

Trudie moved, the leather cool against her belly and breasts. She heard Zara behind her, the whisper of something being lifted from the wall.

Zara did not make her wait long.

The first strike of the flogger was a surprise. Not sharp, but a heavy, thudding impact across her shoulders that stole her breath. A second followed on the swell of her ass, a sting that melted instantly into a deep, radiating heat.

“Ah!” Trudie yelped, her body jolting.

The next few strikes came in a rhythm, thud-thud-thwack, painting her skin with sensation. The pain was bright and clear, but it was the after that fascinated her—the way each hit seemed to melt the tension from her muscles, the way her nerves sang, hyper-aware. A low moan escaped her lips. She was wet, she realized with a shock, her moisture slick against her inner thighs.

“You take it well,” Zara murmured, her free hand smoothing over the warmed skin. The touch was electric.

Trudie heard the clink of metal. Soft, padded cuffs were fastened around her wrists, then clipped to a ring above the bench. She was secured, arms stretched gently overhead, her back arched, presenting herself completely.

Then, silence. The agony of anticipation. Trudie could hear her own heartbeat, feel the pulse between her legs. She shifted, a tiny, involuntary movement of need.

The buzz was sudden and insistent, pressed against the very heart of her—the swollen, aching nub of her clit. She cried out, back bowing off the bench.

“Please,” she gasped into the leather.

“Please?” Zara teased, the vibrator tracing maddening circles without settling.

“Please… don’t stop. Please make me come.” The words were torn from her, shameless.

“Good girl.”

The vibrator settled into a relentless, focused rhythm. Pleasure, sharp and bright, shot up her spine. Her hips began to move of their own accord, chasing the sensation. She was panting, begging with little broken sounds. The orgasm built, a tight, coiling pressure in her core.

And then it was gone. The vibrator disappeared. Trudie whined, a desperate, animal sound.

She felt Zara’s hands on her hips, holding her steady. Then, a hot, wet stroke from her entrance all the way up to her clit. Zara’s tongue. It was expert, languid, savoring. Trudie sobbed with relief. The mouth worked her, licking, sucking, flicking, until she was trembling on the edge again.

“Now,” Zara breathed against her.

Something larger, blunt, and cool nudged at her entrance. A dildo, slick with lube. It pressed in, a slow, inexorable stretch that burned so perfectly. Zara fucked her with it, deep, hard strokes that hit a spot inside her that made her see stars. The rhythm was punishing, perfect. The vibrator returned, buzzing on her clit in time with the thrusts.

Sensation detonated. Trudie’s world shattered into white light and pulsing, endless waves of pleasure. Her climax tore through her, wracking her bound body, milking the toy inside her. She screamed, the sound raw and unhinged.

As the tremors began to subside, Zara leaned over her, one hand braced on the bench for support. The hard, deep thrusts slowed to a gentle, withdrawing motion. The shift in angle caused Zara’s hawk mask to slip, tilting down over one eye.

In the humid, charged quiet, as Trudie’s vision cleared, she saw not just the strong jaw, but the familiar curve of a cheek, a small, childhood scar near the hairline she’d known forever.

“Elaine?” The name was a breath, disbelieving.

Zara—Elaine—froze. Her hands, which had been so commanding, suddenly trembled as she fumbled with the mask, pulling it off completely. Her face, flushed and beautiful, was unmistakably her cousin’s.

“Trudie… I…” Elaine’s voice, the dungeon master’s smoky confidence utterly gone, was just a scared woman’s.

Shock held Trudie silent for a moment, her mind reeling. The pleasure still echoed in her veins, tangled now with disbelief. “What are you… how…?”

Elaine moved quickly, her fingers deft but shaking as she unclipped the restraints from the bench. The soft cuffs remained on Trudie’s wrists, a lingering token of what had just happened. “I run this place,” Elaine whispered, her eyes wide and pleading. “It’s… it’s my life. A part of me no one knows. Please. The family… my parents… they can’t ever know.”

Trudie pushed herself up to a sitting position, her body humming, the leather of the bench sticking slightly to her heated skin. She looked at her cousin—the poised, respectable Elaine who organized family reunions and worked in finance—and saw the passionate, dominant Zara layered over her. The attraction, always a vague, unexamined tension during holiday gatherings, now had a name, a flavor.

A slow smile touched Trudie’s lips. She reached out, her cuffed hand brushing Elaine’s bare arm. “Your secret is safe with me,” she said, her voice still husky from her cries. She leaned closer, her cat mask still in place, her gaze locked with her cousin’s. “In fact… I’m already looking forward to my next session.”

3 - STEPSISTER’S STEAMY VIDEOS

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Porn / Dildo / Masturbation / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

“You’re what?”

Brittany stood in the doorway of her stepsister’s bedroom, the phone in her hand feeling like a live wire. The glow from Jessica’s laptop screen illuminated her smirk.

“Selling content,” Jessica said, not looking up from her monitor. “Don’t look so shocked. It’s just pictures and videos. Good money, too.”

Brittany’s mouth opened and closed. The shock was like a cold splash, quickly followed by a low, unwelcome curl of heat in her belly. She’s twenty. So am I. And she’s doing… that.

“And you just post it? For anyone to see?”

“For anyone who pays,” Jessica corrected, finally turning. She leaned back in her chair, the casual sprawl of her limbs an unspoken challenge. “It’s a business, Brit. My body, my rules. It’s empowering.”

Empowering. The word bounced around Brittany’s skull, clashing with the strict, conservative background their blended family projected. The hypocrisy of it made her dizzy. She crossed her arms over her chest. “What if Mom or Dad find out?”

Jessica’s smirk widened. “They won’t. Unless you tell them.” She paused, letting the implication hang. “Besides… I could use some help.”

“Help?”

“Filming. I need a new angle. Literally. Tripod stuff is boring. I need someone to hold the camera, get close-ups.” Her eyes, a clear, mischievous blue, locked onto Brittany’s. “You’re a film major, aren’t you? Think of it as… practice.”

It was a ludicrous, dangerous idea. But the heat in Brittany’s stomach pulsed, and a traitorous thought whispered: What would it be like to see? Not just a stranger’s video, but to be there, to see the sweat, the tremors, the raw reality of it. Her own curiosity felt like a betrayal of her own principles.

“Just… just one video?” Brittany heard herself say, her voice thin.

Jessica’s smile turned victorious. “Just one. I promise.”

That was how Brittany found herself perched on the edge of Jessica’s bed, her heart hammering against her ribs, the camera app open. Jessica stood in the center of the room, wearing a simple black chemise.

Jessica’s performance began slowly. A hand sliding up her own thigh, the hem of the chemise inching higher. Her eyes were locked on the camera’s lens, and it felt like they were locked on Brittany’s soul. A small, secret smile played on her lips as she turned. The fabric slipped from one shoulder, then the other. It pooled at her feet, revealing her naked back, the swell of her ass, the dip of her waist.

Brittany’s throat went dry. She’d seen Jessica in bikinis, in towels, but this was different. This was a performance. And it was devastatingly effective. Jessica turned back, completely bare now. Her breasts were full, her nipples already tight, dark peaks against her pale skin. She ran her hands over them, her fingers pinching and rolling, her head tilting back with a soft sigh that the microphone picked up perfectly.

God, she’s beautiful, Brittany thought, and the heat between her own legs became a distinct, aching throb. But she’s your stepsister. It’s wrong. She shifted on the bed, the friction of her jeans a sudden, unbearable torment.

Jessica retrieved a toy from her nightstand—a sleek, purple silicone dildo. She made a show of squeezing lubricant onto it, the clear gel dripping slowly. She never broke eye contact with the camera as she knelt on the rug.

“Watch,” Jessica murmured, her voice a low, smoky promise.

Brittany watched. For a moment, she forgot she was filming. Jessica parted her legs, the neat, blonde triangle of her pubic hair glistening. She brought the tip of the toy to her entrance, circling it, teasing herself. A sharp, needy gasp escaped her lips. Then, with a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she took the head inside.

Brittany’s breath hitched. She could see the stretch, the way Jessica’s body yielded. Jessica pushed deeper, a long, moaning exhale accompanying the movement. She began to fuck herself with it, establishing a rhythm that was hypnotic. Her free hand wandered between her own legs, her fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, urgent circles. The wet, slick sounds filled the quiet room, mingling with her sharp, panting breaths.

The ache inside Brittany was a living thing now, pulsing in time with Jessica’s thrusts. A sheen of sweat coated her own skin. This wasn’t just watching. This was sharing. The intimacy of it, the raw exposure, stripped away every pretense. She wasn’t just a spectator; she was a participant, complicit in this pleasure.

Brittany set the phone down on the nightstand. Her hands, she realized, were trembling.

“What are you doing?” Jessica asked, her rhythm faltering, the toy still buried inside her.

“Joining you,” Brittany said, her own voice unfamiliar to her ears. It was husky, thick with desire. The decision was absolute, bypassing all thought. She stood, her fingers fumbling with the button of her jeans. She pushed them down, along with her panties, kicking them aside. Her sweater and bra followed, landing in a heap.

Jessica’s eyes widened, then darkened with pure, predatory hunger. She pulled the toy free with a slick pop. “Get over here,” she commanded, her voice guttural.

Brittany moved to the rug, her body humming with anticipation. The first touch was electric—Jessica’s hands on her bare hips, pulling her down. Their mouths met, not in a tentative kiss, but in a clash of lips and tongue, hot and desperate. Brittany tasted mint and something darker, more primal. Her hands tangled in Jessica’s hair, pulling her closer.

The world narrowed to sensation. The smooth skin under her palms. The soft crush of breasts against her own. Jessica’s clever mouth trailing down her neck, sucking a mark over her collarbone that made Brittany cry out.

“You’re so wet,” Jessica breathed against her skin, her hand sliding between Brittany’s legs.

Brittany gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily at the first touch. Jessica’s fingers were slick, parting her folds, exploring her with an intimate knowledge that felt both shocking and inevitable. Then Jessica reached for the discarded toy, still glistening with her own arousal.

“Watch this,” Jessica whispered again, but this time it was just for Brittany.

Brittany looked down, watching as Jessica guided the tip of the dildo to her entrance. The sensation of being filled, slowly, by something controlled by her stepsister’s hand, was mind-shattering. Jessica pushed it deep, then began to move it, in and out, a steady, devastating rhythm. With her other hand, she pressed her thumb hard against Brittany’s clit.

Pleasure, sharp and brilliant, lanced through Brittany. Her back arched, a broken moan tearing from her throat. “Jess… fuck.”

“I know,” Jessica purred, her own breathing ragged. She leaned down, capturing Brittany’s nipple in her mouth, sucking and laving it with her tongue.

The dual assault was too much, and yet not enough. Brittany thrashed beneath her, chasing the sensation. “I want to taste you,” she begged, the words foreign and utterly right.

Jessica’s eyes flashed. “Yes.”

They shifted in a tangle of limbs, moving to the center of the larger bed. They settled into a sixty-nine position, the act feeling both instinctive and profoundly transgressive. Brittany’s world was suddenly filled with the musky, clean scent of Jessica’s arousal. She didn’t hesitate. She opened her mouth and licked a long, slow stripe through her stepsister’s wet folds.

Above her, Jessica cried out, her own mouth finding Brittany with equal fervor. The sensation of Jessica’s tongue—firm, probing, then fluttering lightly over her clit—made Brittany see stars. She moaned against Jessica’s core, the vibration earning her another sharp gasp and a buck of Jessica’s hips.

Brittany lost herself in the rhythm, in the give and take. She sucked and licked, exploring the textures, drunk on the taste and the sounds Jessica made. Her own pleasure was a rising tide, coiling tighter and tighter with each skillful flick of Jessica’s tongue. The dual sensations—giving and receiving—pushed her towards the edge with terrifying speed.

She felt Jessica’s thighs begin to tremble around her ears. The muffled cries against her own sex grew more frantic. Brittany doubled her efforts, focusing her mouth on Jessica’s clit, sucking it gently as her fingers slid inside her.

That was it. Jessica’s whole body went rigid. A ragged, screaming sob tore through the room as she came, her hips grinding hard against Brittany’s face. The convulsions of her orgasm triggered Brittany’s own. The coil snapped. White-hot pleasure detonated at her core, radiating out in wave after relentless wave. She cried out, her own release muffled against Jessica’s skin as she rode the shocks, Jessica’s tongue still working her through it, drawing out every last spasm until she was limp, shuddering, and utterly spent.

They collapsed side by side, breathing in ragged unison, sweat cooling on their skin. The only sound was the faint hum of the phone’s camera, still dutifully recording from the nightstand.

Later, wrapped in a shared robe, they huddled over the phone screen, watching the playback.

Jessica’s face was flushed with a different kind of excitement now. She fast-forwarded through the beginning, then let it play at the moment Brittany joined her. The sight of their naked bodies entwining, the desperate kiss, made Brittany’s cheeks burn and her stomach flutter all over again.

“Oh my god,” Jessica breathed, her eyes glued to the screen. “The lighting, the angles… the chemistry. This is it. This is the best one yet.” She squeezed Brittany’s thigh. “People are going to lose their minds for this.”

Brittany watched the screen, watching herself come apart under Jessica’s touch. The arousal was back, simmering low. This wasn’t shame. It was a thrill.

“So,” Brittany said, her voice still a little rough. “When do we film the next one?”

4 - THE PHOTOGRAPHER’S FORBIDDEN LESSON

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / BDSM / Age Gap / Spanking / Bondage / Vibrator / Dildo

The afternoon light was fading by the time Vanessa and Marie returned to the apartment, the air between them buzzing with a new, unspoken energy. Vanessa had felt it all day—the brush of Marie’s arm as they passed the camera, the way her young stepsister’s eyes lingered on her lips when she spoke. She’d been fighting it, telling herself it was wrong, that Marie was just a kid.

But Marie was eighteen, and the curious, knowing glint in her eye was anything but childish.

“Let me show you my portfolio,” Vanessa said, her voice a little too bright as she pulled a thick, leather-bound album from the shelf. “Some of my best commercial work.”

They sat side by side on the plush sofa, thighs touching. Vanessa turned the pages, pointing out lighting techniques and composition. Marie listened, nodding, her questions sharp and intelligent. Then, they reached the middle of the album.

Vanessa turned the page.

And there they were.

A series of stark, beautiful, explicitly BDSM photographs. A woman bound in intricate shibari, her body arched in elegant surrender. Another, blindfolded, her mouth parted around a silent cry as a handprint bloomed on her thigh.

Vanessa’s face flooded with heat. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She slammed the album shut with a thwack that echoed in the quiet room.

“Vanessa?” Marie’s voice was soft, inquisitive. “What… what were those?”

“Nothing,” Vanessa rasped, clutching the album to her chest. “A… a side project. You’re too young for that stuff.”

But Marie leaned closer, her scent—vanilla and youth—washing over Vanessa. “They were incredible. The lighting… the emotion. You take those?”

The confession tumbled out. “Yes. It’s… a niche. Artistic erotica. BDSM.” She stood up, trying to put distance between them. “It’s not for you, Marie. Forget you saw them.”

Marie stood too, following her. Her curiosity was a palpable force. “Why not? It’s just photography, right? Just a different subject.” Her questions came faster, a peppering of innocent inquiry that felt anything but innocent. “Do you just take the pictures? Or do you… direct?”

Vanessa felt a pulse of heat between her own thighs. “I direct. Very closely.”

“Have you ever… been in them?”

“Marie, stop.”

“I’m just curious!” Marie insisted, a flush on her own cheeks now. She stepped closer, erasing the distance Vanessa had tried to create. “What’s it feel like? For the model?”

Vanessa’s control, so carefully maintained all day, began to fray. The attraction she’d been denying roared to the surface, hot and demanding. “It’s about trust,” she heard herself say, her voice dropping to a husky register. “And surrender. And feeling everything, everything, so intensely it’s almost painful.”

Marie’s breath hitched. Her eyes were wide, dark pools of fascination. “Show me.”

“No.”

“Please, Vanessa. I want to understand. For my art.”

“No.”

“I won’t tell anyone. Ever.” Marie’s hand came up, her fingers brushing Vanessa’s wrist. The touch was electric. “I trust you.”

Those three words were the key. They unlocked the last of Vanessa’s resistance. A dark, thrilling possessiveness swept through her. Mine, a voice hissed in her mind. I’ll show her. I’ll be her first everything.

“Okay,” Vanessa breathed, the word a surrender of its own. “But we do this my way. You listen. You do exactly as I say.”

A shiver of pure anticipation raced through Marie. She nodded, mute.

Vanessa took her hand, leading her not to the studio, but to her own bedroom. The space was intimate, dominated by a large bed. “Undress,” Vanessa commanded, her professional photographer’s tone layering over something far more primal.

With trembling fingers, Marie obeyed, shedding her clothes until she stood naked, her skin glowing in the low light. She was perfection—slender, with small, pert breasts and a thatch of dark curls between her thighs.

Vanessa watched, her mouth dry, before she began to undress herself, stopping at her black lace bra and panties. The power dynamic was already shifting, solidifying. She pointed to the bed. “Bend over. Across my lap.”

Marie moved without hesitation, her body laid bare over Vanessa’s thighs. The heat of her skin seeped through the lace of Vanessa’s panties. Vanessa brought her hand down in a sharp, crisp crack against Marie’s pale backside.

Marie gasped.

“You’ve been a very bad girl,” Vanessa murmured, delivering another smack, then another, watching the skin pinken beautifully. “So curious. Asking so many naughty questions.” Each spank was measured, rhythmic, building a heat that was more than just sting. Marie’s breaths became little moans, her hips beginning to shift subtly against Vanessa’s thigh. “You wanted to see the real work? This is part of it. The ache. The submission.”

When Marie’s cheeks were a warm, glowing red, Vanessa stopped. She produced a set of deep red silk cords from her nightstand. “Wrists,” she instructed, guiding Marie onto her back on the bed. With practiced, efficient knots, she secured Marie’s arms above her head to the bedposts. Marie tested the bonds, a flicker of vulnerability in her eyes before it was swallowed by pure, dark excitement.

Vanessa trailed a fingernail down Marie’s torso, over her quivering stomach, and through her damp curls. She parted her folds, exposing the slick, pink flesh beneath. Marie whimpered.

“Shhh,” Vanessa soothed, but it was a command. She picked up a sleek, black vibrator from the drawer. She switched it on. The low, insistent hum filled the room. She brought it to Marie’s clit, but didn’t touch her. Just held it close, letting the vibrations tease the air. “You have to ask for it.”

“Please,” Marie begged, her back arching off the bed.

“Please, what?”

“Please… touch me.”

Vanessa applied the vibrator, a direct, relentless pressure on Marie’s swollen clit. Marie cried out, her body bucking against the silk restraints. Vanessa watched, mesmerized, as Marie’s pleasure mounted, her moans becoming a continuous, desperate melody. But just as Marie’s breaths hitched towards a peak, Vanessa pulled the vibrator away.

Marie’s cry was one of pure frustration. “No… please, don’t stop!”

“I decide when you come,” Vanessa said, her own core throbbing in time with Marie’s desperate pants. She reached for the other toy—a substantial, realistic dildo, thicker than anything Marie had likely ever seen. Marie’s eyes went wide, but there was no fear, only hungry anticipation.

Vanessa coated the length with slick, pouring it generously, watching it gleam. She positioned the broad tip against Marie’s entrance, which was already fluttering, wet and inviting. “This will stretch you,” Vanessa said, pushing forward slowly, inexorably. “You’ll feel every inch.”

The initial resistance gave way with a soft, wet sound. Marie gasped, her mouth falling open as the thick silicone filled her, stretching her virgin-tight passage with a delicious, burning fullness. Vanessa began to move, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, harder. The sound of flesh meeting flesh, of wetness, filled the air. Marie was chanting now, a broken stream of “yes” and “more” and “Vanessa.”

Vanessa angled the toy, finding a rhythm that made Marie scream. She leaned down, her mouth finding Marie’s breast, sucking a nipple to a hard peak as she fucked her with the dildo. The dual sensations drove Marie wild. Her thighs trembled. Her bound hands fisted in the silk cords.

“I’m… I’m going to…” Marie stammered.

“Come,” Vanessa ordered, driving the dildo deep and holding it there.

Marie’s orgasm ripped through her with a force that made her entire body seize. A gush of warm fluid soaked the toy and Vanessa’s hand. Her cry was long and raw and beautiful. Vanessa watched, captivated, as the waves of pleasure crashed over her stepsister’s bound form.

Only when the last tremor subsided did Vanessa withdraw the toy. She didn’t hesitate. She lowered her head between Marie’s splayed thighs and licked, slowly, deliberately, lapping up the tangy-sweet evidence of her climax. Marie whimpered, oversensitive but pliant, her hips making tiny, involuntary circles.

Finally, sated for the moment, Vanessa crawled up the bed. She untied the silk cords, her fingers gentle on Marie’s wrists. She rubbed the faint marks, her eyes searching Marie’s blissful, dazed face. “Did you enjoy it?” Vanessa asked, her voice rough.

Marie blinked slowly, a slow, secret smile spreading across her kiss-swollen lips. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “So much.” She reached up, her freed hand touching Vanessa’s cheek. “Our secret?”

“Our secret,” Vanessa confirmed, the promise hanging between them, heavy with the scent of sex and possibility.

5 - STEPMOM’S SECRET DESIRES

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Kissing / Dildo / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

The bass was a physical thing, a thrum that moved through the floorboards and up Lauren’s spine. The Velvet Tunnel. The name was whispered in certain circles, a password to a world she’d only fantasized about. A club for women, by women, no male gaze to be found. She’d spent an hour picking her outfit—a simple black silk camisole and tight jeans—and now she stood at the edge of the dance floor, her heart hammering against her ribs. Just look. Just connect.

Her scan of the room stopped dead.

Near the far end of the polished mahogany bar, bathed in the soft, crimson glow of a pendant light, was a silhouette she knew. The elegant slope of a shoulder. The familiar way a hand tucked a strand of honey-blonde hair behind an ear. Karlie.

Her stepmother.

The world tilted. Lauren’s mouth went dry. She watched, frozen, as Karlie laughed at something the bartender said, the sound lost in the music but the gesture unmistakably relaxed, at home. This wasn’t a mistake. Karlie belonged here.

A wild, reckless curiosity overrode the shock. Lauren weaved through the crowd, her pulse a frantic drum in her ears. She slid onto the empty stool beside Karlie.

“Fancy seeing you here,” Lauren said, her voice surprisingly steady.

Karlie turned. Her smile—warm and open—shattered into a mosaic of pure, unadulterated panic. The wine glass in her hand trembled. “Lauren. Oh, my god.”

“What are you doing here, Karlie?” Lauren asked, leaning in so her words wouldn’t be stolen by the music.

“I… I could ask you the same.” Karlie’s eyes darted, looking for an escape that didn’t exist. She leaned closer, her perfume—something expensive and floral—washing over Lauren. “Please. You can’t tell your father. Please.”

Lauren studied her. The fear was real, but beneath it, in the dilated pupils, the quickened breath, was something else. A raw, vulnerable truth. This was Karlie’s secret. Her real self.

“I won’t tell,” Lauren heard herself say. The promise felt heavy, significant.

The relief that flooded Karlie’s face was immediate. Her shoulders dropped. “Thank you.” She signaled the bartender for another drink, then one for Lauren. “Stay. Have a drink with me. Let’s… talk.”

They drank in tense silence for a minute, the world around them a blur of movement and sound. Then Karlie turned on her stool, her knee brushing Lauren’s. The contact was electric.

“I have to say it,” Karlie whispered, her voice husky. “Now that you’re here. Now that I know. I’ve always… noticed you. Since you moved back home after college. The way you’d laugh, the way you’d argue about politics with your dad… I was attracted to you. I just didn’t know how… or if I even could…”

The confession hung between them, thick and dangerous. Lauren’s own secret, her own desires, rose to meet it. She knew it was wrong. A line that scorched the earth behind it. But the heat from Karlie’s leg, the desperate hope in her eyes, the taboo of it all, was a drug more potent than any alcohol.

“I feel it too,” Lauren breathed.

That was all it took.

Karlie’s hand came up, fingers trembling as they cupped Lauren’s cheek. Their lips met. It wasn’t a gentle exploration. It was a collision—hungry, deep, and wet. Karlie’s tongue slid against hers, tasting of pinot grigio and mint. Lauren moaned into the kiss, her hands gripping Karlie’s waist, pulling her closer until their stools knocked together.

“Not here,” Karlie panted against her mouth. She took Lauren’s hand, her grip firm. “Come with me.”

She led her through a discreet door beside the bar, down a quiet hallway lined with other doors. Karlie used a keycard on one, and it opened to reveal a small, opulent room. Plush velvet drapes, a large bed with black satin sheets, and on a side table, an array of gleaming sex toys under a soft lamp.

The door clicked shut, sealing them in a silent, private world. Karlie pushed Lauren against it, capturing her mouth again. This kiss was fiercer. Possessive. Lauren’s hands scrambled at the hem of Karlie’s blouse, pulling it free from her trousers, seeking skin. Karlie beat her to it. Her fingers made quick work of the buttons on Lauren’s jeans, yanking them and her panties down in one rough, urgent motion. The cool air of the room hit Lauren’s thighs, followed by the scorching heat of Karlie’s hands.

“God, you’re beautiful,” Karlie murmured, kneeling as she helped Lauren step out of the clothing puddled at her feet. She didn’t pause. She leaned forward, her breath hot on Lauren’s inner thigh, and then her mouth was there.

Lauren’s head thumped back against the door. Karlie’s tongue was a flat, relentless press against her clit, followed by slow, agonizingly perfect laps that mapped every fold. “Karlie…”

Karlie hummed in response, the vibration shooting straight to Lauren’s core. She hooked Lauren’s leg over her shoulder, opening her wider, and dove in deeper. Her tongue plunged inside, then retreated to circle her clit again. The rhythm was maddening, expert. Lauren tangled her hands in that perfect blonde hair, holding on as the first tremors began deep in her belly.

But Karlie pulled back, leaving Lauren gasping and empty. She stood, her eyes dark with need, and turned to the table. Her hand closed around a thick, realistic dildo, a deep purple silicone. She poured clear lubricant over it, never breaking eye contact.

“On the bed,” Karlie commanded, her voice rough.

Lauren stumbled to the satin sheets, the material cool and slippery beneath her bare skin. Karlie followed, kneeling between her spread legs. She guided the smooth, broad tip of the toy through Lauren’s slickness, pressing against her entrance.

“Look at me,” Karlie said.

Lauren did. Karlie pushed.

The stretch was immediate, exquisite. Lauren cried out, her back arching off the bed as the thick silicone filled her, inch by deliberate inch. Karlie watched her face, her own lips parted. She began to move, slow, deep thrusts that hit a spot inside Lauren that made her see white behind her eyelids.

“Yes… like that…” Lauren moaned, her hips meeting each thrust.

Karlie’s free hand found Lauren’s clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles in time with her thrusts. The dual sensation was too much. Lauren felt the coil inside her wind tighter, tighter. “I’m gonna… Karlie, I’m…”

“Come for me,” Karlie growled, her own breath coming in ragged pants.

The orgasm tore through Lauren, a violent, stunning wave that clenched around the invading toy. She screamed, her body bowing off the bed as pleasure electrocuted every nerve. Karlie worked her through it, gentling her movements until Lauren collapsed, spent and trembling.

Only then did Karlie undress. She peeled off her blouse, her trousers, her lace bra. Her body was a revelation—toned, soft in all the right places, her nipples taut and pink. She was breathtaking.

“My turn,” Lauren whispered, newfound boldness flooding her veins.

She urged Karlie onto her back and straddled her face, lowering herself onto that waiting mouth while she bent to taste Karlie in return. Sixty-nine. The position was intimate, demanding. Lauren’s tongue found Karlie’s clit, already hard and eager. She lapped at it, mimicking the rhythm Karlie had used on her. Beneath her, Karlie groaned, her hands gripping Lauren’s hips, pulling her down harder onto her mouth.

Karlie feasted on her like a woman starved. Her tongue was relentless, probing, sucking. Lauren moaned, the vibrations traveling through Karlie’s body and back into her own mouth. The room filled with the sounds of wetness and desperate, muffled cries. Lauren focused on the bud under her tongue, flicking it fast, then sucking it gently, listening to Karlie’s escalating whimpers for guidance.

It was Karlie who broke first. Her thighs clamped around Lauren’s head, her back arched, and a raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat as she climaxed. The taste of her, musky and sweet, flooded Lauren’s mouth. The sensation of Karlie shaking beneath her, combined with the expert tongue still working between her own legs, sent Lauren spiraling over the edge a second time. This orgasm was deeper, a rolling, endless convulsion that left her weak and dripping.

They lay tangled, slick with sweat and each other, the only sound their slowing breaths. The real world, with all its consequences, hovered just outside the door.

Slowly, silently, they untangled and dressed. The air was thick with unspeakable things.

“This never happened,” Karlie said, buttoning her blouse with unsteady fingers, not looking at her.

“It never happened,” Lauren echoed, the lie already bitter and thrilling on her tongue. The guilt was a cold stone in her gut. But beneath it, warming her from the inside out, was a desperate, shameful desire. She wanted to do it again.

6 - SNOOPING IN MOTHER-IN-LAW’S CLOSET

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / BDSM / Age Gap / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Dildo

The house was too quiet. Liana stood in the guest room, the silence a palpable weight after Arnold and his father’s boisterous departure for their golf day. Father-son bonding. She’d been left with a perfunctory peck on the cheek and a pile of her mother-in-law’s silent, seething judgment.

Carmen had already made two pointed comments about the state of Liana’s sweater and the appropriateness of her nail polish. Too casual. Too dark. The criticism was a familiar, acidic drip. Needing to do something, Liana decided to tidy the already-immaculate room. She opened the closet to hang a stray jacket.

A plain, unmarked cardboard box sat on the high shelf. Curiosity, that old betrayer, prickled her fingers. She pulled it down. It was lighter than it looked. She lifted the lid.

Her breath hitched.

Not old photo albums. Not holiday decorations.

Neatly arranged on a bed of black velvet lay a collection of objects that made her face flush and her stomach tighten. A sleek, black leather paddle. Coils of supple rope. Shining steel clamps with rubber tips. A thick, veined silicone dildo. A wand vibrator. Leather cuffs with sturdy buckles.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

The voice, cold and sharp as a blade, sliced through the room. Liana jumped, the box lid falling from her trembling hands. Carmen stood in the doorway, her arms crossed, her expression a thundercloud of outrage.

“I—I was just tidying,” Liana stammered, her heart hammering against her ribs. “I found this…”

“Snooping.” Carmen stepped into the room, closing the door behind her with a soft, definitive click. The sound echoed in Liana’s soul. “I should have known. No respect for privacy. No boundaries. You’ve never been good enough for him, and this just proves it. A nosy little mouse.”

Humiliation burned Liana’s cheeks. But beneath it, coiling low in her belly, was something else. A treacherous, liquid heat. She couldn’t tear her eyes from the box.

“You need to be taught a lesson,” Carmen stated, her voice dropping to a dangerous purr. She moved with a predator’s grace, reaching into the box. Her hand emerged gripping the smooth, dark paddle. She slapped it lightly against her own palm. Thwack.

The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Liana’s mouth went dry.

“I… you can’t…” The protest died in her throat, weak and unconvincing.

“I can,” Carmen said, her eyes locking onto Liana’s. “And you’re going to take it. Aren’t you?”

Liana couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. A war raged inside her—mortification, fear, and that undeniable, rising pulse of want. She gave the faintest, almost imperceptible nod.

“Over the bed. Now.”

The command brooked no argument. Legs like water, Liana shuffled to the edge of the queen-sized bed. She bent over, presenting the denim-covered curve of her backside, her face buried in the floral duvet. The position was one of utter submission. Her heart thundered in her ears.

She heard Carmen move closer. Felt the air shift. Then—CRACK!

The first strike landed, a bolt of pure, shocking fire across both cheeks. A yelp tore from Liana’s throat, half-pain, half-surprise. The sting was immediate and intense, a bright bloom of sensation that radiated deep into her core.

CRACK!

Another, lower this time. Her body jerked forward. The pain was sharp, cleansing, burning away the tension of years of judgment. And with each blow, the heat between her legs grew, a needy, throbbing counterpoint to the assault on her rear.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Carmen found a rhythm. Liana’s yelps softened into gasps, then into low, shuddering moans. Her hips began to move of their own volition, pushing back slightly to meet the paddle, seeking the next delicious, punishing impact. Tears pricked her eyes, but they weren’t from sorrow.

Suddenly, the paddling stopped. Liana whimpered at the loss. Cool hands grasped the waistband of her jeans and panties, yanking them down to her knees in one rough motion. The air kissed her fevered, welted skin. She was completely exposed.

“So responsive,” Carmen murmured, a note of clinical approval in her voice. Her hand, cool and dry, smoothed over the heated flesh. Liana shuddered violently. “You like this, don’t you? Being put in your place.”

Before Liana could form a lie, Carmen was back at the box. The sound of buckles clinking. Strong, butter-soft leather cuffs were secured around her wrists and ankles with efficient, practiced motions. Then came the tug, the inexorable pull as her limbs were drawn to the four posts of the bed. The restraints tightened. She was spread-eagled, utterly open, utterly vulnerable. The vulnerability should have been terrifying. It was electrifying.

“Now for the real lesson,” Carmen said.

Liana heard the low buzz before she felt it. The wand vibrator. Carmen didn’t press it to her core immediately. She traced it along the inside of Liana’s trembling thighs, up over the sensitized, burning skin of her ass, a taunting, maddening tease. Liana’s hips bucked, seeking friction, seeking anything.

“Please,” she whimpered into the bedspread. It was the first real word she’d managed.

“Please what?” Carmen’s voice was right beside her ear.

“Please… touch me.”

The buzzing head of the wand finally made contact, not on her clit, but on her swollen, dripping outer lips. It was a low, thrumming vibration that made her cry out. Carmen moved it in slow, torturous circles, spreading her wetness, building the pressure until Liana was panting, her back arched, her restraints straining.

“There,” Carmen whispered, and finally, finally, the powerful vibrations centered directly on Liana’s clit.

The sensation was blinding. An immediate, violent surge of pleasure tore through her. Her world narrowed to that one buzzing point of contact. She was babbling, begging, her words a nonsensical stream of “yes” and “more” and “don’t stop.” Carmen didn’t. She held the wand steady, a cruel and perfect maestro, watching Liana unravel.

Just as Liana felt the first terrifying tremors of an approaching climax, the vibrator vanished.

The sob that wrenched from her throat was pure anguish. “No! Please, I was so close!”

“Patience,” Carmen chided. “The lesson isn’t over.”

The thick, silicone dildo was cold at first, a shocking contrast to her overheated flesh. Carmen pressed the blunt head against her entrance, using Liana’s own slickness as lubrication. Then, with no further warning, she pushed in.

Liana screamed. It was a deep, stretching, filling invasion. She was so tight, so desperate. Carmen didn’t gentle her thrusts. She fucked her with the toy in hard, punishing strokes, each one jolting Liana’s body, making the bed frame creak in protest.

The overstimulation was incredible. The lingering ache of the spanking, the emptiness now brutally filled, the memory of the vibrator on her clit—it all coalesced into a storm of sensation. Carmen reached around with her free hand, her fingers finding Liana’s throbbing clit, rubbing firm, rapid circles.

It was too much. It was everything.

The orgasm detonated without warning. It ripped through her in a cataclysmic wave, a white-hot burst of pure, screaming release. Her body bowed against the restraints, every muscle locking tight as pulses of ecstasy wracked her. A gush of wetness soaked the bed beneath her. She was aware of nothing but the crashing, endless pleasure and the rough, relentless thrusts of the dildo that prolonged it into near-unbearable bliss.

Slowly, the world swam back. Her body went limp, boneless against the sodden duvet. The sensations faded to a deep, satiated hum.

She heard the soft thud of the toy being dropped on the carpet. Then, the unbuckling of the restraints. The blood rushed back into her wrists and ankles with a prickling sensation. Cool hands pulled her jeans and panties back up over her tender flesh.

“Get dressed,” Carmen said, her voice perfectly composed, as if she’d just discussed the weather. “They’ll be back in an hour.”

Liana pushed herself up on shaky arms. She couldn’t look at her mother-in-law. She focused on buttoning her jeans, her fingers clumsy.

As Carmen gathered her toys back into the box, she paused. “This stays between us. For everyone’s sake.”

Liana nodded, mute. She heard the closet door shut, the click of the bedroom door opening and closing. She was alone.

Her body felt used, marked, and utterly, profoundly alive. The ghost of the paddle’s kiss still warmed her skin. The memory of the fullness, the vibration, the final shattering release, played on a loop in her mind.

Shame tried to surface. It was drowned out by a single, powerful, undeniable truth—she wanted more.

7 - FORBIDDEN LUST IN THE DARKNESS

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Butch Femme / Cheating / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Scissoring / Cunnilingus

The power outage plunged the house into a thick, disorienting silence. Deidre stood frozen in the dark living room, clutching a crying toddler to her chest while the other whimpered at her leg. Panic, a familiar visitor these days, began its crawl up her throat.

Since Allen’s deployment overseas, Deidre’s life had become a marathon of solitude and spilled milk. And just when she thought it couldn’t get any worse, the city was plunged into complete darkness.

Suddenly, Maya’s calm, firm voice cut through the chaos.

“Alright, everybody stay calm. I got this.”

Her sister-in-law moved with an easy, commanding grace. A flashlight beam swept across the room. In minutes, Maya had both kids bundled into their bedroom with a battery-powered lantern, a story promised, and the kind of no-nonsense comfort that left them sniffling but calm. Deidre watched, useless, her heart hammering for a reason she couldn’t name. When Maya returned, she began lighting the thick, vanilla-scented candles she’d insisted on buying weeks ago, her strong hands shielding the match flame.

The flickering light carved Maya’s face into planes of shadow and gold. Her short, dark hair. The set of her jaw. The confident roll of her shoulders under her worn flannel shirt. Deidre’s mouth went dry. She’d felt the pull since Maya first showed up with a toolbox and a determined look, but now, in this primal, candle-lit quiet, it was a physical ache.

“They’re down,” Maya said, turning. Her eyes, dark and sharp, found Deidre’s in the gloom. “You okay?”

“I… yes. Thank you.” Deidre’s voice was a whisper. She hugged herself, feeling exposed. “The roads must be terrible. And it’s so dark.”

“I’ll manage. It’s just a few miles.”

“No!” The word burst out, too loud. Deidre flinched. “I mean… please. Stay. The lights… the trees could be down. It’s not safe.” The excuses felt flimsy even to her own ears, paper shields against the heat building low in her belly.

Maya didn’t move for a long moment. She just looked at her, the candlelight dancing in her eyes. Then she took a slow step forward. Then another. She stopped a foot away, the scent of her—clean cotton, cedar, and a faint hint of motor oil—filling Deidre’s senses.

“Deidre,” Maya said, her voice a low rumble that vibrated in the space between them. “The roads are fine. We both know why you want me to stay.”

Deidre’s face flushed with a searing heat. Shame, desire, and a wild, thrilling fear tangled inside her. She opened her mouth to deny it, to retreat into the role of the grateful, lonely sister-in-law, but no sound came out. She just stared, her breath coming in short, visible puffs in the cool air.

Maya closed the final distance. One calloused hand came up, cupping Deidre’s cheek. Her thumb brushed over Deidre’s bottom lip. “It’s okay,” she murmured, and then her mouth was on Deidre’s.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claiming. Firm, insistent, hot. Maya’s lips parted and Deidre gasped, the sound swallowed as Maya’s tongue swept into her mouth. It tasted like mint and certainty. Deidre’s knees buckled. Her hands flew up, clutching at Maya’s shoulders, feeling the hard muscle beneath the flannel. A low moan escaped her, a sound of pure surrender she’d never heard herself make before.

Maya broke the kiss, her own breathing ragged. “Bedroom,” she commanded, and it wasn’t a question.

In the candlelit sanctuary of the master bedroom, Allen’s absence was a ghost in the corners. Maya ignored it. She turned Deidre to face her and began undoing the buttons of her blouse with a slow, deliberate focus that made Deidre tremble. Each button pop felt like a release. The fabric parted. Cool air hit Deidre’s skin, followed by the scorching trail of Maya’s gaze as she let the blouse fall.

Her bra went next, the clasp yielding to Maya’s practiced fingers. Deidre stood half-naked, shivering, her nipples hardening into tight peaks. Maya’s eyes darkened. “Beautiful,” she breathed, before leaning down to take one taut bud into her mouth. The hot, wet suction ripped a cry from Deidre’s throat. Her fingers twisted in Maya’s hair as Maya laved and nipped, switching to the other breast with the same devastating attention.

Then Maya straightened and, holding Deidre’s stunned gaze, stripped off her own clothes. The flannel. The white tank. The worn jeans. Underneath was a body of taut, defined muscle. Sculpted shoulders, firm biceps, a flat stomach with the faint ridges of abs. And lower, a thatch of dark curls between powerful thighs. Deidre stared, her mind empty of everything but raw, pulsing want.

Maya guided her onto the bed, following her down, covering her body with a weight that was solid and delicious. Skin met skin, a shock of heat and texture. Maya’s thigh slid between Deidre’s legs, applying a perfect, grinding pressure right against her aching core. Deidre arched, a broken plea on her lips.

They kissed again, deep and messy, as their bodies found a rhythm. Hips rocking, grinding, their centers aligned. The rough friction of Maya’s curls against her own swollen folds made Deidre see stars. She could feel the slick heat of her own arousal, and Maya’s, mingling as they moved. It was wet, and primal, and so much more intense than anything she’d known.

“I need to taste you,” Maya growled against her neck. She slid down Deidre’s body, her hands spreading Deidre’s thighs wide, holding her open to the candlelight and her hungry gaze.

The first flat stroke of Maya’s tongue up her soaked slit made Deidre jolt, her back bowing off the bed. “Oh god!”

Maya didn’t tease. She feasted. Her tongue was relentless, circling Deidre’s clit with firm, perfect pressure before diving deep inside her. The sounds were obscene, wet and sucking, and Deidre drowned in them. One of Maya’s fingers, then two, slid into her, curling upward, finding a spot that made white light flash behind Deidre’s eyelids. Her hips bucked, out of her control. The coil in her abdomen wound tighter, tighter, supercharged by the sight of Maya’s head between her legs, by the skilled, devouring mouth working her over.

“Maya, I’m—I’m gonna—” The warning was a ragged sob.

Maya answered by sucking her clit hard between her lips, her fingers pumping steadily.

The orgasm detonated. It crashed through Deidre in violent, helpless waves, tearing a raw scream from her lungs. She shook, her legs clamping around Maya’s head as pleasure electrocuted every nerve ending. Maya rode it out, gentling her tongue until Deidre collapsed, boneless and gasping.

Before she could recover, Maya was moving up her body, her own skin sheened with sweat. She kissed Deidre, letting her taste her own essence on Maya’s lips. Then, with a look of fierce desire, Maya straddled her chest, one strong thigh on either side of Deidre’s head.

“Your turn,” she panted, guiding Deidre’s face upward. “Don’t think. Just taste.”

And Deidre did. She let Maya lower herself onto her mouth. The scent was musky, intoxicating. The folds were slick and swollen. Tentatively, Deidre flicked her tongue, mimicking what she’d received. Maya moaned, a deep, guttural sound, and ground herself down. Encouraged, Deidre dove in, licking and sucking, finding the hard little nub and circling it as Maya’s hips began to piston. The taste was tangy, complex, powerful. It was the taste of Maya’s want, and it fueled her own. She slid a hand up Maya’s taut stomach to cup a breast, rolling a nipple as she ate her out with a growing, desperate hunger.

Maya’s fingers fisted in her hair. “Right there… fuck, Deidre, right there!” Her body went rigid, trembling, as a hoarse cry ripped from her throat. Deidre felt the rhythmic clenching against her tongue, the flood of new wetness, and she drank it all in, a primal satisfaction surging through her.

When Maya finally crumpled beside her, they were both slick and breathless. The candles guttered. In the sudden, intimate quiet, the world rushed back in.

Deidre turned her head on the pillow. Maya’s profile was sharp against the dying light. Her husband’s sister. Allen, thousands of miles away, in a warzone. The guilt was instantaneous, a cold, sick wave that washed over the afterglow, chilling her sweat-slicked skin. Her stomach twisted.

“This was a mistake,” she whispered, the words like shards of glass in her throat.

Maya turned to look at her, eyes unreadable in the dark. “It didn’t feel like one.”

8 - A LINGERIE PHOTOSHOOT WITH HER BROTHER’S WIFE

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Scissoring / Cunnilingus / Vibrator

“Ariana, please. Touch me.”

The whispered plea hung in the silent bedroom. Ariana’s hand, which had been resting on Sadie’s hip to adjust the line of her lingerie, froze. The camera, forgotten, dangled from its strap against her thigh. She could feel the heat of Sadie’s skin through the sheer lace, a warmth that seemed to pulse directly into her palm.

This was wrong.

But god, it felt electric.

—

It started with a text, two days ago.

Hey, can I ask you a weird favor?

Ariana had stared at her sister-in-law’s message, curiosity piqued. Sadie wasn’t one for weird favors.

The coffee shop meeting was awkward from the start. Sadie, usually so composed, fidgeted with her cup. “So. Valentine’s Day. I want to get Charlie something… special. A gift only a wife could give.”

“Okay…” Ariana prompted, sipping her latte.

“I want you to take pictures of me. Like… boudoir photos. In lingerie.” Sadie rushed the words out, her cheeks flushing. “I’d be too mortified to go to some stranger’s studio. But with you… I feel safe. You’re family.”

Ariana had nearly choked. “Sadie. Charlie is my brother.”

“I know! Which is why it’s perfect. You know him, you know what he’d like. And I trust you.” Sadie’s eyes were wide, pleading. “Please?”

The logic was bizarre, a twisted knot of family intimacy. Ariana had argued, but Sadie was insistent. And, if she was honest with herself, a treacherous little part of her was… intrigued. Sadie was beautiful. Objectively. Artistically. Taking photos of her could be a compelling project.

So, she’d reluctantly agreed.

—

Now, standing in Charlie and Sadie’s bedroom with her professional bag at her feet, the reality of the situation was a tight coil in her stomach. Charlie was at work. The house was quiet.

Sadie emerged from the ensuite in a cascade of black lace and silk. The set was devastating—a bralette that cupped her full breasts, matching panties that disappeared into the curve of her hips, held up by delicate straps. A sheer robe did nothing to conceal.

“Is this… okay?” Sadie asked, her voice small.

Ariana’s throat went dry. “It’s more than okay. He’s going to lose his mind.” She busied herself with her camera, adjusting settings she didn’t need to adjust. “Let’s start on the bed.”

The initial shots were stiff. Ariana directed, her voice taking on the detached, professional tone she used for corporate headshots. “Turn your shoulders toward the window. Good. Tilt your chin down, but look up at me through your lashes.”

Slowly, Sadie relaxed into the role. She became the fantasy. A sultry smile played on her lips. She arched her back, letting her hair spill over the white duvet. The click of the shutter was the only sound, a rapid-fire heartbeat in the room.

And with every click, Ariana felt a shift. It was no longer just about capturing an image for her brother. It was about the subtle shadow between Sadie’s breasts, the way the lace strained. It was the smooth expanse of her thigh, the tempting dip of her navel. Ariana’s own breathing shallowed. A low, persistent ache began to thrum between her legs, a traitorous pulse she tried to ignore.

“What about… without these?” Sadie’s voice was husky, breaking Ariana’s concentration. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of the panties.

Ariana’s camera lowered. “Nudes?”

“For the finale. The most… personal gift.” Sadie didn’t wait for permission. She unhooked the bralette, letting it fall away. Then, in one fluid motion, she slid the panties down her legs and kicked them aside. She lay back on the bed, completely exposed, one arm draped over her head. “Like this?”

Ariana couldn’t speak. She could only lift the camera, her hands trembling slightly. The viewfinder framed perfection. But it wasn’t enough. She needed to shape it.

“Your hip needs to be higher,” Ariana heard herself say. She put the camera down on the nightstand and approached the bed. Her fingers, when they touched Sadie’s skin, were shockingly cool against the heat they found. She pressed lightly on Sadie’s hip, lifting it. The movement accentuated the swell of Sadie’s ass, the vulnerable, smooth skin of her inner thigh.

A jolt went through Ariana at the contact. Sadie’s breath hitched.

Ariana’s hand moved, seemingly of its own accord, to brush a strand of hair from Sadie’s forehead. Her fingertips trailed down Sadie’s cheek, over the line of her jaw, coming to rest on the frantic pulse at the base of her throat. She could feel it hammering against her touch.

The camera was forgotten.

Sadie’s eyes, dark and heavy-lidded, locked onto hers. “You felt it, too,” she breathed. It wasn’t a question.

Ariana’s denial died before it reached her lips. She just nodded, a barely perceptible movement.

That was all the permission Sadie needed. She surged up, closing the distance between them, and captured Ariana’s mouth with her own.

The kiss was a shock of wet heat and desperation. Sadie’s lips were soft, insistent. Her tongue swept in, tasting of mint and desire. Ariana groaned into the kiss, her professional resolve vaporizing. Her hands came up to tangle in Sadie’s hair, pulling her closer.

Sadie’s fingers made quick work of Ariana’s buttons, pushing the flannel shirt off her shoulders. Her tank top followed. When Sadie’s mouth left hers to latch onto a nipple through the cotton of Ariana’s bra, Ariana cried out. The hot, sucking pressure was immediate and devastating. Sadie pulled the cup down, taking the bare, tight peak into her mouth, her tongue swirling.

“God, Sadie…” Ariana gasped, her head falling back.

They fell onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, shedding the rest of their clothes. Skin met skin, a slide of feverish heat. Sadie rolled on top, straddling Ariana’s thighs. She pressed down, and the sweet, aching friction of their bodies meeting—Sadie’s wetness slick against Ariana’s own—made them both moan in unison.

Sadie rocked, a slow, grinding rhythm that built a delicious pressure. But she wanted more. She kissed her way down Ariana’s body—over her quivering stomach, through the coarse curls—and then her mouth was there.

The first touch of Sadie’s tongue was a lightning strike. Ariana’s back arched off the bed. Sadie laved her slowly, thoroughly, then focused on the tight, throbbing bud of her clit. Ariana’s hips jerked off the mattress. “Yes… right there, don’t stop…”

Sadie didn’t. Her tongue worked magic, but one of her hands snaked out, fumbling in the nightstand drawer. She pulled out a sleek, purple vibrator, clicking it on. The low buzz filled the room. Sadie didn’t break her rhythm with her mouth as she brought the humming tip to Ariana’s entrance, then pressed it inside.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. The insistent, velvety stroke of Sadie’s tongue, the deep, rhythmic fullness of the toy. Ariana could feel the climax coiling in her belly, tight and urgent. Her thighs trembled around Sadie’s head.

“I’m gonna… Sadie, I’m gonna—”

The orgasm shattered her. It was a wave of pure, blinding pleasure that ripped a raw, loud cry from her throat. Her body convulsed, hips bucking against Sadie’s relentless mouth as pulses of ecstasy rolled through her core. Wetness gushed, and Sadie drank it all in, moaning against her.

As the last tremors subsided, Sadie crawled back up her body, her lips glistening. She kissed Ariana, deep and slow, letting her taste herself. Then, she pressed the vibrator into Ariana’s hand, her eyes blown black with need.

“My turn,” she whispered, guiding Ariana’s hand down.

Ariana, still buzzing from her own release, took the slick toy. She pushed Sadie onto her back and knelt between her legs. She watched as she circled the vibrator around Sadie’s clit, then slid it inside her, mimicking the pace Sadie had used. Sadie’s moans were music. Ariana leaned down, capturing a nipple in her mouth, sucking hard as she worked the toy.

Sadie’s climax was a beautiful, shuddering thing. Her body bowed, her cries sharp and short. Ariana felt the frantic clenching around the vibrator, saw the flush spread across Sadie’s chest. She kept the pressure steady until Sadie went limp, spent.

They collapsed together, sticky and breathless, limbs intertwined on the ruined duvet. The guilt came then, cold and immediate, seeping into the spaces where the heat had been.

What had they done?

Ariana stared at the ceiling, her brother’s face flashing in her mind. But beneath the guilt, deeper and more insistent, was the memory of Sadie’s taste, the sound of her cries, the feel of her coming apart. A treacherous, hungry need coiled low in her belly again, already wanting more.

9 - FROM ONLINE FANTASIES TO FORBIDDEN SUBMISSION

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / BDSM / Age Gap / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Feather Tickler / Vibrator / Strap-on

The knock on the motel door felt like a hammer blow to Bethany’s chest. The air was thick with the smell of stale cigarettes and industrial cleaner. This was it. The plunge. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs as the door swung inward.

And the world tilted on its axis.

Cheyenne.

Her ex-husband’s mother stood there, frozen, one hand on the doorknob. The woman Bethany had known for eight years—the woman who served sweet tea on a sun-drenched porch, who remembered birthdays with tasteful cards—was gone. In her place was a stranger clad in head-to-toe black leather. The catsuit clung to every curve, zipped low, and her eyes, usually warm with a maternal glint, were wide with pure, unadulterated horror.

“Bethany?” The name was a strangled whisper.

Bethany’s mouth went dry. The online persona, the confident, commanding ‘Ready2Play57’, dissolved into the painfully familiar lines of Cheyenne’s face. A hysterical laugh bubbled in her throat but died instantly. “Oh, my god. Cheyenne?”

Cheyenne’s composure shattered. The dominant facade crumbled into a mask of panic. “Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. She took a half-step back, a gesture so vulnerable it was startling. “You can’t… you can’t tell anyone. Anyone. My life… it would be ruined.” Her eyes pleaded, searching Bethany’s face for mercy.

The initial shock began to recede, burned away by a sudden, fierce heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment. Bethany looked at Cheyenne—really looked. The sleek leather, the confident set of her shoulders now bowed with anxiety, the faint lines of age that only made her more striking. A memory surfaced, unbidden: a family pool party years ago, the way Bethany had quickly glanced away from Cheyenne in her one-piece, a confusing flutter in her stomach she’d blamed on the sun.

“Your secret is safe,” Bethany heard herself say, her voice surprisingly steady. The promise was automatic, absolute. Then, she took a breath, the humid motel air filling her lungs. “But… I still want to come in.”

Cheyenne blinked. “What?”

“I said I want to come in.” Bethany took a step forward, crossing the threshold. The door clicked shut behind her, sealing them in the dim, seedy room. “All those messages… the fantasies I shared with Ready2Play57… they were real. And part of me always knew they were for you. I just didn’t let myself see it.”

A war played out on Cheyenne’s face—shame, fear, then a dawning, predatory curiosity. The ‘Ready2Play57’ posture slowly returned, her spine straightening. The fear in her eyes was replaced by a sharp, assessing gleam. She was silent for a long moment, just staring at Bethany. Then, a single, clipped command.

“Strip. Everything off. Now.”

The words, coming from her, were a lightning strike. Bethany’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, her movements clumsy with adrenaline. The soft cotton, her sensible slacks, her plain underwear—all of it pooled on the stained carpet until she stood naked, shivering slightly in the air-conditioned chill. Her skin prickled under Cheyenne’s intense scrutiny.

Cheyenne circled her, the leather of her suit creaking softly. “You came here to be disciplined. To explore.” A black paddle appeared in her hand from a bag on the dresser. “Bend over the foot of the bed. Present yourself.”

Bethany obeyed, leaning over the faded floral bedspread, the coarse fabric scratching her nipples. Her heart hammered. She heard the swish of air a second before the first crack of impact.

Thwack.

A bright, hot bloom of pain spread across her left cheek. She gasped, fingers clawing at the bedspread.

Thwack.

The right side this time. The sting was exquisite, a sharp, clarifying fire that burned away every last thought of her divorce, her confusion, her old life. It left only sensation. And Cheyenne.

“Count them,” Cheyenne ordered, her voice low and controlled.

“One,” Bethany breathed.

Thwack. “Two.”

Thwack. “Three.”

By the fifth stroke, Bethany’s skin was singing, a deep, throbbing heat that settled between her legs. She was achingly wet.

The paddle was discarded. Bethany heard the rattle of leather and metal. Strong hands guided her onto her back on the bed. Before she could process it, soft cuffs were fastened around her wrists, the attached straps drawn tight and secured to the bedposts above her head. She was pinned, exposed, completely vulnerable. A thrilling helplessness flooded her.

Cheyenne stood at the foot of the bed, holding a long, white feather. She dragged the very tip of it, slowly, up the sole of Bethany’s foot.

Bethany jerked, a giggle-tears mix bursting from her. The sensation was maddening, a ticklish torture that danced along her nerves.

The feather trailed up her calf, over her knee, along the quivering inside of her thigh. It swirled, achingly light, just beside her soaking cleft. Bethany arched her back, a whimper escaping her lips. “Please…”

“Please what?” Cheyenne murmured, the feather tracing nonsensical patterns on her inner thighs.

“Please… touch me. There.”

The feather disappeared. A low, electric buzz filled the room. The cool, smooth silicone of the vibrator touched her inner thigh first, then began a slow, agonizing ascent. It circled her folds, coated itself in her wetness, but avoided the one spot screaming for attention.

“Beg for it,” Cheyenne said, her own breath becoming shallow.

“Please, Cheyenne. Please, I need it on my clit. Please.”

The flat head of the vibrator pressed firmly against her swollen bud.

Bethany cried out, her back bowing off the bed. The vibration was relentless, a perfect, high-pitched hum that sent shockwaves through her core. Cheyenne worked it in slow, tight circles, the pressure unyielding. Bethany thrashed against her restraints, waves of pleasure building so fast and so high she felt dizzy. “I’m… I’m gonna…”

“Not yet,” Cheyenne commanded, pulling the vibrator away.

The sudden absence was a physical agony. Bethany sobbed, empty and desperate.

She watched, chest heaving, as Cheyenne turned to the bag. She pulled out a harness, and a thick, veined silicone dildo. She fastened it around her leather-clad hips with efficient, practiced motions. The sight of it, of Cheyenne being so deliberately, confidently equipped, made Bethany clench around nothing.

Cheyenne climbed onto the bed, kneeling between Bethany’s splayed thighs. She leaned forward, the leather of her suit cool against Bethany’s feverish skin. She took Bethany’s face in her hands, forcing her to look into her eyes. “This is what you wanted. To be filled. To be used.”

Bethany could only nod, her throat tight.

Cheyenne positioned the blunt, slick head at her entrance. She didn’t push. She waited, letting Bethany feel the immense, impossible pressure. Then, with a single, powerful thrust of her hips, she sheathed herself fully inside.

Bethany screamed. It was a deep, stretching, claiming fullness that stole the air from her lungs. Cheyenne began to move, setting a brutal, punishing rhythm. Each inward stroke rubbed the harness base perfectly against Bethany’s clit. The restraints held her firm, allowing Cheyenne to fuck her with absolute abandon. The slapping of skin against leather, their mingled gasps, the creak of the cheap bedsprings—it was a savage symphony.

Bethany’s world narrowed to the feeling of being split open, to the sight of Cheyenne’s focused, fierce expression above her. The pleasure coiled, tighter and tighter, a spring wound to its breaking point. Cheyenne reached down, her thumb finding Bethany’s clit again, rubbing in frantic circles in time with her thrusts.

It shattered her. The orgasm ripped through her with violent, convulsive waves, her inner muscles clamping rhythmically around the intruding length. A raw, guttural cry was torn from her throat as her vision whited out. She pulsed around Cheyenne, milking the strap-on as she rode the relentless waves.

Only as the tremors began to subside did Cheyenne’s movements slow, then still. She was breathing heavily, a sheen of sweat on her brow. She held herself deep inside Bethany for a long moment, letting her ride the final aftershocks. Then, with a slow, deliberate pull, she withdrew.

Bethany went limp, boneless against the sheets. Her wrists ached dully in the cuffs. Cheyenne moved to the head of the bed, her fingers deftly unbuckling the restraints. The blood flowed back into Bethany’s hands with a prickling warmth.

Cheyenne sat on the edge of the bed, looking down at her. The leather suit was still impeccably in place, but her expression was soft, almost unsure. “I… would like to do this again,” she said quietly, her voice her own again, not the dominatrix’s, not the mother-in-law’s. Just Cheyenne’s.

Bethany pushed herself up on shaky elbows, her body humming, her mind blissfully quiet for the first time in years. She met Cheyenne’s gaze and gave a slow, sated smile. “So… next Friday?”

10 - A TABOO ANNIVERSARY GIFT

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine / Scissoring

The third glass of wine didn’t taste like anything anymore. Monica just tipped it back, the last of the Cabernet a dark stain on her tongue, bitter as the text glowing on her phone screen.

Flight delayed. Stuck in Chicago. Won’t be home until tomorrow. So sorry, baby.

She’d bought the lingerie a month ago. Silk and lace, a scandalous black number that cost more than her first car. It was folded in tissue paper in the top drawer, waiting. Now, it just felt like a joke. The empty living room echoed with the silence of ruined plans.

A choked sob escaped her. She buried her face in her hands, the crystal wine glass clinking dangerously against the granite countertop.

“Monica?”

The voice was soft, hesitant. Monica flinched, hastily wiping at her cheeks. Candy stood in the archway to the kitchen, her brow furrowed with concern. At twenty-two, Jack’s daughter was all long limbs and gentle grace, her presence a quiet comfort in the house.

“Hey,” Monica tried, her voice thick. “Didn’t hear you come in.”

“I heard you… Dad texted me.” Candy moved closer, her steps silent on the tile. She smelled like jasmine shampoo and fresh air. “I’m really sorry.”

“It’s fine,” Monica lied, reaching for the bottle. It was empty. “Anniversaries are stupid anyway.”

Candy’s hand covered hers on the counter, warm and solid. “They’re not. You were looking forward to it.” Her thumb stroked the back of Monica’s wrist, a small, intimate gesture that sent a shiver up her arm. “You don’t have to be alone tonight.”

Monica looked up, her vision blurred with wine and tears. Candy’s eyes were so much like Jack’s, but softer, darker with an understanding that felt dangerous. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying the night doesn’t have to be ruined.” Candy’s voice dropped to a murmur. “You went to all this trouble. You should… feel special.”

The air in the kitchen grew heavy, charged. Monica’s heart hammered against her ribs. This was wrong. So profoundly, irrevocably wrong. But the loneliness was a physical ache, a hollow space the wine had only widened. And Candy was looking at her not like a stepdaughter, but like a woman.

Before her brain could scream a veto, her body acted. She leaned in, her lips finding Candy’s.

It was a soft press, a question. Candy didn’t pull away. She sighed into it, her mouth opening slightly, welcoming. The taste of her was sweet, clean. Different. The wrongness of it was a distant siren, drowned out by the roaring need in Monica’s veins.

Candy broke the kiss, her breath coming in short puffs against Monica’s lips. Her eyes were wide, dark pools of desire. “Go put it on,” she whispered, her voice husky. “Put on the lingerie. Let me see you.”

Yes. The word was a silent scream in Monica’s head. She didn’t speak. She just turned and walked to the master bedroom on unsteady legs, Candy a silent shadow behind her.

In the soft light of the bedroom, her hands trembled as she shed her clothes. The silk slithered over her skin like a second consciousness, cool and wicked. She fastened the delicate clasps, adjusted the straps. When she turned, Candy was leaning against the doorframe, her gaze a physical caress that traveled from Monica’s flushed face, down the plunge of the bra, over the curve of her hips hugged by the French-cut panties.

“God, Monica,” Candy breathed. “You’re… stunning.”

Monica watched, mesmerized, as Candy pulled her own sweater over her head, then shimmied out of her jeans. She wore simple cotton underwear, which she peeled off with a deliberate slowness that made Monica’s mouth go dry. Candy’s body was young, toned, her breasts pert with tight, pink nipples. A dusting of freckles scattered across her chest.

Then Candy was on her, hands framing Monica’s face, kissing her with a hunger that stole her breath. They stumbled toward the bed, a tangle of limbs and heated skin. Candy’s mouth was everywhere—on her lips, her jaw, the frantic pulse in her throat. She laid Monica back against the pillows and knelt over her, her eyes devouring the sight of the black lace against Monica’s pale skin.

“So fucking hot,” Candy murmured, her fingers tracing the lace edge of the bra. With a deft flick, she undid the front clasp. The silk fell away, and Monica’s breasts spilled free. Candy didn’t hesitate. She dipped her head and took a taut nipple into her mouth.

Monica cried out, her back arching off the bed. Oh, God. Candy’s tongue was a firm, wet circle, then a gentle suckle, then a sharp nip that made Monica gasp. She lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until Monica was writhing, her fingers tangled in Candy’s hair.

“Please,” Monica heard herself beg, but she didn’t know for what.

Candy knew. She kissed a blazing trail down Monica’s quivering stomach, over the lace of her panties. She hooked her fingers in the sides and pulled them down Monica’s legs, tossing them aside. Then she settled between Monica’s thighs, her breath a warm gust against Monica’s soaked core.

The first touch of Candy’s tongue was a lightning bolt. Monica’s hips jerked off the bed. “Candy!”

Candy hummed against her, the vibration shooting straight to Monica’s clit. She was relentless, her tongue flat and broad, then pointed and probing. She licked deep into Monica’s folds, tasting her, drinking her in. Monica’s world narrowed to the exquisite friction, the wet, sucking sounds, the coil of pleasure tightening so fiercely she thought she might break.

“I need to taste you, too,” Monica panted, pushing weakly at Candy’s shoulder.

Candy understood. She moved with a fluid grace, swinging her body around until they were locked in a sixty-nine. The scent of Candy’s arousal, musky and sweet, filled Monica’s senses. She didn’t think. She just opened her mouth and licked a long, slow stripe through Candy’s slick folds.

Candy moaned, the sound vibrating against Monica’s clit, and it was a feedback loop of pure sensation. Monica explored with her tongue, finding Candy’s swollen clit and circling it, mimicking the rhythm Candy was using on her. The room filled with their ragged breaths, wet sounds, and broken moans. Monica’s thighs trembled around Candy’s head.

It was too much, yet not enough. Monica pulled away, gasping. She pushed Candy onto her back and straddled her, their wet centers aligning. She rocked her hips, grinding her clit against Candy’s. The direct, slippery friction was mind-numbing. Candy’s hands gripped Monica’s hips, urging her on.

“Like this,” Candy gasped, shifting them. She hooked one of her legs over Monica’s, their bodies scissoring together, their most intimate parts pressed tight in a hot, slick slide.

Monica looked down, watching the glide of their bodies, the mix of their juices shining in the low light. It was the most depraved, beautiful thing she’d ever seen. She moved faster, chasing the peak that was shimmering just out of reach.

Candy’s cries grew higher, tighter. “I’m gonna… Monica, I’m…”

That was all it took. Monica’s orgasm detonated, a white-hot wave that crashed through her, tearing a raw, broken scream from her throat. Beneath her, Candy convulsed, her own climax hitting seconds later, her body bowing off the mattress as she sobbed Monica’s name.

For a long time, there was only the sound of their heaving breaths. Monica collapsed beside Candy, their sweat-slick skin sticking together. The guilt arrived like a cold tide, chilling her from the inside out.

In the dark, Monica whispered, “This can’t… this can’t happen again, Candy.”

Candy turned her head on the pillow. Her eyes, still dark with spent passion, held Monica’s. She didn’t argue. She just reached out and traced the line of Monica’s jaw, her touch saying everything her silence did not.

11 - A LOST JOURNAL, A SECRET DESIRE

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Kissing / Fingering / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

The front door slammed. A backpack hit the floor with a thud. Caity called out a greeting, but only frantic rustling from down the hall answered her.

She found Amanda in their shared room, a whirlwind of panic. Drawers hung open, textbooks were piled on the floor, and the closet was a disaster zone. Amanda was on her knees, desperately feeling under her bed.

“What’s wrong?” Caity asked, leaning against the doorframe.

Amanda flinched, her head whipping around. Her cheeks were flushed. “Nothing. Just… lost something.”

“Obviously. What is it? I’ll help.”

“No!” The word was too sharp. Amanda softened her tone, but her eyes darted everywhere. “It’s fine. Just… my journal. I can’t find it.”

“Your little black book of secrets?” Caity teased, trying to lighten the mood. “I’ll help you look.”

“I said no, Caity!” Amanda snapped, turning back to her task. “Just… leave me alone, okay?”

The vehemence was strange. Unsettling. With a shrug, Caity retreated to the living room, the sounds of Amanda’s frantic search following her. She flopped onto the couch, grabbing the remote. As she shifted to get comfortable, her elbow pressed into the cushion and she felt it—a hard, rectangular object tucked deep in the crease.

She pulled it out. Amanda’s journal.

Caity knew it was wrong. A violation. But Amanda’s bizarre, secretive panic was a magnet. Something juicy is in here, the thought whispered, a guilty thrill shooting down her spine. She cracked it open.

The early entries were mundane. Class notes, grocery lists. Then, a few pages in, the tone shifted.

I can’t stop thinking about her. It’s wrong. I know it’s wrong. But when she walks into a room, my skin prickles. When she laughs, I feel it in my chest.

Caity’s breath hitched. She turned the page.

It’s the way her hair falls when she’s studying. The curve of her smile. I dreamt last night that she kissed me. It felt so real. I woke up aching, my hand between my legs, thinking of her name. Caity.

The world tilted. The air vanished from the room. Caity. Her own name, written in Amanda’s looping script, a secret confession that burned through the paper. She read faster, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. Descriptions of stolen glances, of fantasies in the shower, of a desperate, forbidden crush that mirrored the confusing heat Caity had sometimes felt but always shoved away.

The bedroom door creaked.

Caity looked up, the journal frozen in her hands. Amanda stood in the hallway, her face a mask of pure, unadulterated horror. All the color drained from her cheeks, her eyes wide with terror.

“You… you read it,” Amanda whispered, the sound strangled.

Caity stood, the journal falling to the couch. “Amanda…”

“Oh god.” Amanda took a stumbling step back, tears welling. “Please, just… forget it. It’s nothing. I’m sick, I’m—”

“Stop.” Caity closed the distance between them in two quick strides. She cupped Amanda’s face, her thumbs brushing away the tears that spilled over. “Look at me. It’s okay.”

“It’s not,” Amanda sobbed, but she didn’t pull away. Her body trembled.

“It is. Because I feel it, too.” The admission was a release, a truth she hadn’t even fully admitted to herself until this second. “I feel exactly the same way.”

Amanda’s breath caught. Her tear-filled eyes searched Caity’s, looking for the lie, finding only raw, reflected desire. A beat of silence, charged and electric, hung between them.

Then Amanda surged forward.

Their lips met, not with tentative exploration, but with a hungry, years-suppressed need. It was clumsy and perfect. Amanda’s mouth was soft, insistent. Caity’s hands slid into Amanda’s hair, pulling her closer, a moan vibrating in her own throat. The taste of salt from Amanda’s tears mixed with the heat of her.

Amanda’s hands, which had been clenched at her sides, came up to frame Caity’s face, then slid down her neck, over her shoulders. One hand slipped under Caity’s thin t-shirt, splaying against the bare skin of her back, pulling their bodies flush. The other hand drifted lower, fingers hooking into the waistband of Caity’s cotton shorts.

Caity gasped into the kiss as Amanda’s fingers dipped beneath the fabric, past the elastic of her panties. The touch was direct, seeking. Amanda’s fingertips found her, already slick with arousal, and circled her clit with a pressure that made Caity’s knees buckle.

“God, you’re wet,” Amanda breathed against her lips, her voice thick with awe and desire. “For me.”

“Yes,” Caity panted, her head falling back. “Only for you.”

Amanda kissed her jaw, her neck, as her fingers began to move in earnest. A slow, torturous rhythm that built a fire low in Caity’s belly. She fumbled with the hem of Caity’s shirt, pulling it up and over her head, breaking the kiss only for a second. Her mouth found a nipple through the lace of Caity’s bra, sucking gently, then harder as Caity cried out.

They stumbled toward the couch. Amanda pushed the journal to the floor, a forgotten relic. She unbuttoned Caity’s shorts, tugging them and her panties down in one rough, urgent motion. Caity stepped out of them, naked now except for her bra, which Amanda unhooked with practiced ease.

Amanda guided her down onto the cushions, her eyes dark and worshipful as she drank in the sight of Caity spread before her. “You’re so beautiful,” she murmured, her voice reverent.

Then she knelt on the floor, her hands sliding up Caity’s inner thighs, pushing them apart. She didn’t hesitate. She lowered her mouth and her tongue found Caity’s center in one long, flat, devastating stroke.

Caity arched off the couch, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. The sensation was everything—hot, wet, impossibly intimate. Amanda’s tongue was relentless, licking and probing, learning her folds, finding the spots that made Caity’s hips jerk. She focused on Caity’s clit, circling it, flicking it, sucking it gently between her lips.

“Amanda… oh, fuck, right there…” Caity babbled, her fingers tangling in Amanda’s hair, not guiding, just holding on. The coil of pleasure tightened with every lap of Amanda’s tongue, every soft hum of her pleasure. Caity could feel her own climax gathering, a tidal wave building at the base of her spine.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, Amanda pulled back, breathing heavily. She stood, her own desire blazing in her eyes. In a few quick movements, she pulled her own shirt over her head, unsnapped her jeans, and shimmied out of them. She stood before Caity, gloriously naked. Her skin was flushed, her breasts full, a thatch of dark curls at the junction of her thighs.

“I need to taste you, too,” Caity said, her voice husky.

A slow, hungry smile spread across Amanda’s face. She climbed onto the couch, swinging a leg over Caity’s body, positioning herself in a sixty-nine. The new angle was dizzying. Caity’s world narrowed to the scent and sight of Amanda’s pussy hovering above her mouth. She didn’t wait. She gripped Amanda’s hips and pulled her down, her tongue delving into her.

Amanda gasped above her, then moaned, her body shuddering. She immediately returned the favor, her mouth finding Caity again with renewed fervor.

The room filled with the wet, hungry sounds of their mutual pleasure, their moans muffled against each other’s flesh. Caity licked and sucked, driven by Amanda’s taste, by the way her thighs trembled. She felt Amanda’s tongue plunge inside her, and she cried out, the vibration against Amanda’s clit making her buck.

The dual sensations were too much. Caity felt her orgasm detonate, a white-hot burst that ripped through her, making her back arch and her toes curl. She screamed into Amanda, her body convulsing. Her climax triggered Amanda’s. A moment later, Amanda’s cries joined hers, a harmony of release as she ground herself against Caity’s mouth, riding out her own powerful waves.

For a long moment, they lay entangled, breathing in ragged sync, the taste of each other on their lips. Slowly, Amanda slid off, collapsing beside Caity on the narrow couch, their slick skin sticking together.

The reality of the clock on the wall pierced the haze. Their parents would be home soon.

Without a word, they moved, a frantic, silent dance of gathering scattered clothes. Jeans, t-shirts, underwear. They dressed quickly, avoiding each other’s eyes until they were decent.

Amanda reached for Caity’s hand, lacing their fingers together. Her expression was vulnerable, hopeful, terrified.

“Be my girlfriend?” she asked, the words soft but clear in the quiet room.

Caity’s mind spun. The complications were a tangled web—their parents, their home, the world. But looking at Amanda, her lips still swollen from their kisses, her eyes full of a love that had finally been spoken, the answer was the only truth left.

“Yes,” Caity said, squeezing her hand. “We’ll figure it out.”

12 - STEPSISTER’S SECRET DATING APP PROFILE

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Strap-on

The house was quiet, the only sound the low hum of the refrigerator and the distant tick of the hall clock. Nia stood in the doorway of Diane’s bedroom, her heart hammering against her ribs. The soft blue light from Diane’s laptop screen washed over her stepsister’s face, highlighting the delicate line of her jaw, the nervous bite of her lower lip.

“Diane,” Nia said, her voice barely a whisper.

Diane jumped, slamming the laptop shut. “Nia! God, you scared me. What are you doing?”

“We need to talk. About the app. About… ‘Luna.’”

Diane’s face, pale in the dim light, went utterly still. Then it crumpled. “Oh, my God. It’s you.”

Nia stepped into the room, closing the door softly behind her. “It’s me.”

“You catfished me?” Diane’s voice was thick with hurt, rising in pitch. “All those… those things we talked about? That was just some sick joke?”

“No!” Nia crossed the room in two strides, kneeling beside Diane’s chair. “It was never a joke. Look at me. Please.”

Reluctantly, Diane met her eyes. Nia saw the shimmer of tears there, and her chest ached. “I tried to talk to you. For months. You were so… closed off. I thought you hated me. Then I saw your profile and I… I just wanted to know you. The real you. I’m so sorry. It was stupid and selfish and I’ll leave you alone forever if you want.”

Silence stretched, taut and fragile. Diane looked away, wiping at her cheek with the back of her hand. “The way you described how you’d touch me,” she murmured. “No one’s ever talked to me like that. It felt real.”

“It was real. Every word.” Nia dared to reach out, her fingertips brushing the back of Diane’s hand. “It was all me.”

Diane turned her hand, their fingers threading together. A shaky breath escaped her. “I like you, too, Nia.”

The words were a spark in dry tinder.

Nia leaned up, her other hand coming to cradle Diane’s face. She gave her time, a slow approach, letting Diane feel the warmth of her breath before their lips finally met. It wasn’t the tentative, shy kiss Nia expected. Diane’s mouth opened for her with a soft sigh, her hands flying up to tangle in Nia’s short, dark hair. The kiss deepened, hungry and wet, tasting of salt and mint and sudden, desperate need.

Nia stood, pulling Diane up with her. She kissed her way along Diane’s jaw, down the column of her throat, feeling the frantic pulse beneath her lips. Her hands went to the hem of Diane’s soft cotton sleep shirt. “Can I?”

Diane’s answer was to pull the shirt over her head herself, letting it fall to the floor. She stood there in just her plain cotton panties, her breasts small and perfect, her nipples already hard and peaked in the cool air. Nia’s breath hitched. So beautiful.

“Lie down,” Nia whispered, her voice rough.

Diane obeyed, settling back on the bed. Nia followed, covering her body with her own, kissing her again as her hands began to explore. She cupped a breast, her thumb stroking over the tight peak until Diane gasped into her mouth. Nia dipped her head, taking the nipple between her lips, swirling her tongue around it, then sucking gently. Diane arched off the bed, a sharp cry escaping her.

Nia worshiped her with her mouth, moving to the other breast, then down across the quivering plane of her stomach. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of Diane’s panties. Diane lifted her hips, letting Nia slide them down and off. And then she was bare, open to Nia’s gaze. Nia knelt between her legs, just looking for a moment, drinking in the sight of Diane’s glistening folds.

“Please,” Diane whimpered, her legs falling open wider in silent invitation.

Nia didn’t need to be asked twice. She lowered her head, her tongue finding Diane’s clit in one long, slow, flat stroke. Diane cried out, her hands fisting in the comforter. Nia set a rhythm, licking and sucking, her world narrowing to the taste of Diane, the sounds she made, the way her hips began to move in helpless little circles. She slid two fingers inside, and Diane’s inner muscles clenched around them, hot and slick. Nia curled her fingers, searching, and found the rough patch inside that made Diane sob.

“Yes… there… God, Nia, right there!”

Nia fucked her with her fingers, her mouth never leaving Diane’s clit. She could feel the tension coiling in Diane’s body, could hear her breaths coming in sharp, broken gasps. She added a third finger, stretching her, and that was all it took. Diane’s back bowed, a raw, shattered scream tearing from her throat as she came, her release gushing over Nia’s hand.

Nia gentled her, licking her through the aftershocks until Diane pushed weakly at her shoulder. “Stop… too much.”

Nia crawled up her body, kissing her deeply, letting Diane taste herself. “I need to be inside you,” Nia murmured against her lips. “All the way.”

She reached for the nightstand drawer, pulling out the harness and the thick, veined silicone dildo she kept there. Diane watched, her eyes dark and heavy-lidded, as Nia stepped into the harness and secured it tightly around her hips.

Nia climbed back onto the bed, positioning herself between Diane’s thighs. She took the dildo in her hand, rubbing the broad head through Diane’s wetness, coating it. Then she pressed forward.

The initial breach made Diane gasp, her eyes flying open. “Oh… it’s… so big.”

“You can take it,” Nia soothed, leaning down to kiss her. “Just relax for me. Let me in.”

She pushed again, another inch, then another, until she was fully sheathed inside her. They both groaned at the sensation of being so completely joined. Nia held still, letting Diane adjust, feeling the incredible, tight heat surrounding her. Then she began to move.

Slow, deep strokes at first, each one pulling a soft moan from Diane’s lips. Nia braced herself on her arms, her gaze locked on Diane’s face, watching every flicker of pleasure.

“Harder,” Diane pleaded, her nails digging into Nia’s shoulders.

Nia obeyed, her hips snapping forward with more force, driving the dildo deep. The bed began to creak in a steady rhythm. The sound was filthy, wonderful. Diane’s moans grew louder, less controlled. “Yes! Like that! Don’t stop!”

They shifted. Nia pulled out, turning Diane onto her hands and knees. She entered her again from behind, one hand gripping Diane’s hip, the other tangling in her hair. This angle was deeper, more primal. Nia fucked her in earnest now, each thrust a claiming, the slap of skin against skin echoing in the room.

“You’re gonna make me come again,” Diane cried out, her voice breaking.

“Do it,” Nia commanded, her own pleasure building from the sight, the sounds, the feel of it. “Come on my strap.”

That was all it took. Diane’s whole body seized, a choked scream ripped from her as her pussy clenched and fluttered around the silicone in a powerful, pulsing wave. The rhythmic milking sensation pushed Nia over her own edge. She rode Diane through her climax, her own hips stuttering as a wave of intense, non-physical pleasure crashed over her.

When Diane collapsed forward, spent, Nia carefully pulled out and unfastened the harness, letting it drop to the floor. She was slick with sweat, trembling. She laid down beside Diane, pulling her close.

Diane turned into her, her mouth finding Nia’s neck, kissing her way down. Her hand slid between Nia’s legs, finding her soaked and swollen. “My turn,” she whispered, her voice husky.

She pushed Nia onto her back and settled between her thighs. Diane’s tongue was less practiced than Nia’s, but her enthusiasm more than made up for it. She licked and sucked, exploring, her fingers joining in, stroking and circling until Nia was bucking beneath her. The pressure built, higher and tighter than before, a coil about to snap.

“I’m… Diane, I’m going to…”

The orgasm hit her like a lightning strike, blinding and electric. Her back arched off the bed as a flood of release gushed from her, and Diane drank it all down, moaning against her.

They lay tangled together afterward, skin cooling, hearts slowing. Nia traced idle patterns on Diane’s shoulder. “Be my girlfriend,” she said, the words out before she could second-guess them.

Diane tensed. “Our parents…”

“We’ll figure it out. When the time is right.” Nia propped herself up on an elbow, looking down at her. “I wanna be with you, Diane. I don’t care what anyone else thinks.”

Diane searched her face for a long moment. Then a slow, real smile spread across her lips. She reached up, pulling Nia down for a soft, lingering kiss. “Okay,” she breathed against her mouth. “Yes.”

13 - FIRST TIME WITH STEPMOM

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Dildo

The bedroom door was ajar, a sliver of warm lamplight spilling into the hallway. Janna’s heart hammered against her ribs. She was twenty-two, a college senior who’d somehow navigated the social minefield of campus without ever once getting close to the epicenter. She felt foolish, naïve, a late bloomer wilting on the vine.

Alicia, her stepmom, was sitting up in bed, reading glasses perched on her nose, a tablet in her hands. At thirty-eight, she had a serene confidence that Janna envied. She looked up, a smile touching her lips. “Hey, honey. Everything okay?”

The question was too much. Janna’s carefully rehearsed speech dissolved. “I don’t know what I’m doing,” she blurted out, the words tumbling free. “With… guys. With… anyone. I’ve never… you know. I’m worried I’ll be terrible at it.”

Alicia set the tablet aside, her expression softening into one of genuine warmth. “Oh, sweetie. Your body knows what to do when the time is right. It’s more instinct than instruction manual.”

Janna hugged herself, stepping fully into the room. The confession that followed was a whisper. “I think… I’m also curious. About women.”

The air in the room shifted, growing thicker, charged. Alicia didn’t look shocked. She simply nodded, a thoughtful look in her hazel eyes. “Curiosity is natural,” she said, her voice a low, smooth murmur. “It’s okay to want to explore that. To feel… comfortable in your own skin first.” She paused, her gaze steady on Janna’s. “We could… practice. If you wanted. Just to take the mystery away. No pressure.”

Practice. The word hung between them, laden with promise. Janna’s mouth went dry. She gave a single, shaky nod. “Okay.”

Alicia patted the space on the bed beside her. Janna sat, the mattress dipping under her weight. For a long moment, they just looked at each other. Then Alicia reached out, her fingertips brushing a strand of hair from Janna’s cheek. The touch was electric. Janna leaned in, and their lips met.

It was tentative at first, a soft press. Then Alicia’s mouth opened, just a fraction, and Janna mimicked her, the kiss deepening into something slow and searching. Janna’s hands found Alicia’s shoulders, the silk of her robe cool under her palms. Alicia’s tongue swept against her own, and a low sound escaped Janna’s throat. The kiss became hungry, messy with sudden need. Janna pulled back, breathless, her lips tingling.

“I think…” Janna gasped, her body humming. “I think the time is right.”

Alicia’s eyes darkened. “Let me see you.”

Her hands went to the hem of Janna’s sleep shirt, lifting it up and over her head. The cool air pebbled Janna’s skin. Alicia’s gaze traveled over her bare breasts, her small, pink nipples already drawn into tight buds. “You’re beautiful,” Alicia breathed, and then her mouth was on one, hot and wet.

Janna cried out, her back arching off the bed. The sensation was unreal—a direct line of pleasure from her nipple to the molten ache between her legs. Alicia sucked, her tongue flicking, teeth grazing with just enough pressure to make Janna whimper. She moved to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, her hands sliding down to cup Janna’s ass, squeezing.

“Please,” Janna begged, not even sure what she was asking for.

Alicia understood. She kissed a blazing trail down Janna’s stomach, her fingers hooking into the waistband of Janna’s cotton shorts and panties, pulling them down her legs in one smooth motion. Janna was exposed, utterly. She trembled, but Alicia’s hands on her inner thighs were firm, spreading her open.

The first touch of Alicia’s tongue was a revelation. A slow, flat lick from her opening all the way up to her clit. Janna jolted, a strangled gasp tearing from her. Alicia did it again, and again, until Janna was panting, her hips lifting off the mattress in a silent plea for more. Then Alicia focused, her mouth closing over Janna’s clit, sucking gently as her tongue began to circle.

Oh god. Pleasure, white-hot and shocking, detonated in Janna’s core. Her hands fisted in the sheets. Alicia’s tongue was relentless, lapping, probing, devouring. She slid two fingers inside, curling them, and Janna saw stars. The dual sensation—the insistent pressure inside and the exquisite torture outside—was too much. A tension coiled tight in her belly, threatening to snap.

“Alicia… wait… I want to see you,” Janna managed to say.

Alicia lifted her head, her chin glistening. Without a word, she stood and shrugged out of her robe. She was naked, her body a lush landscape of curves. Janna sat up, her own desire making her bold. She pushed Alicia back onto the bed and mirrored her position, settling between her stepmother’s thighs.

The scent of Alicia’s arousal was musky and intoxicating. Janna leaned in, her tongue finding the same swollen, sensitive flesh that had brought her such ecstasy. She mimicked what Alicia had done, licking broad strokes, then focusing on the hard little nub. Alicia’s hands flew to her head, fingers tangling in her hair. “Yes… just like that… a little softer… oh, yes.”

Janna obeyed, losing herself in the taste, the sounds, the way Alicia’s body bucked and trembled beneath her. She felt powerful. She felt skilled. She licked and sucked until Alicia’s breaths became ragged cries, until her thighs clamped around Janna’s head, and her whole body went rigid. A guttural moan ripped from Alicia’s throat as she came, her hips jerking against Janna’s mouth.

As Alicia shuddered through the aftershocks, she reached for the nightstand drawer, pulling out a sleek, violet silicone dildo. “Let me show you how to use this,” she whispered, her voice husky.

She guided Janna onto her back, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on Janna’s lips. Then she positioned the tip of the toy at Janna’s slick entrance. “Relax,” Alicia murmured. “Just feel.”

She pushed in, slowly, an inch at a time. The stretch was intense, foreign, but the burning pleasure of being filled was overwhelming. Janna moaned, her head thrashing against the pillow. When it was fully seated, Alicia began to move. Slow, deep pulls that dragged against every sensitive nerve inside her. Janna’s eyes rolled back.

“Faster,” she pleaded.

Alicia obliged, her arm moving with a new rhythm, driving the toy in and out with firm, sure strokes. Each thrust rubbed against a spot deep inside that made Janna’s toes curl. The pressure built again, higher, tighter than before. Her world narrowed to the pounding rhythm between her legs, to Alicia’s focused eyes watching her come apart.

“I’m… I’m gonna…”

“Let go,” Alicia commanded, her thrusts becoming harder, deeper. “Cum for me.”

The coil snapped. A tidal wave of sensation crashed through Janna, wracking her body with violent tremors. Her vision whited out as her climax tore through her, a raw, screaming release. She felt her own juices gush, hot and wet, as the toy continued to piston into her, prolonging the ecstasy until she was sobbing from the sheer intensity of it.

Finally, Alicia stilled, gently withdrawing the toy. They collapsed together on the sweat-damp sheets, limbs tangled, breathing ragged in the quiet room. Janna nestled into the curve of Alicia’s arm, the afterglow warm and heavy in her veins.

After a long silence, Alicia spoke, her fingers tracing idle patterns on Janna’s arm. “Your dad can never know.”

“Never,” Janna agreed, the word a solemn vow in the dark.

14 - FROM LINGERIE HAUL TO TABOO LUST

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Kissing / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

“You look… amazing.”

Vivian’s voice was a breathy whisper, her phone still propped on its tripod, its red recording light now dark. The air in the bedroom, thick with the scent of expensive lingerie and cheap body spray, seemed to crackle.

Dina stood frozen in the center of the plush rug, the silken straps of a crimson chemise biting softly into her shoulders. She could still feel the ghost of the poses—the arch of her back, the slow turn, the way Vivian had coached her to let her fingers trail over her own hips. A flush, hot and unfamiliar, bloomed across her chest. She’d done it. She’d actually done it.

—

It started with a rash.

Vivian was the golden child of the digital age, a creature of ring lights and curated perfection. Dina, by contrast, lived in the margins—the shy, bookish stepsister who preferred the anonymity of a library stack to the glare of a lens. They had shared a roof for three years since their parents’ wedding, but they had never shared a secret—until now.

"It’s a disaster, Dina. Total career suicide," Vivian hissed, pacing their shared bedroom. She gestured to the angry, red heat blooming across her porcelain skin—a reaction to a new laundry detergent that couldn't have come at a worse time. "The sponsor expects the lingerie haul video tonight. If I don't upload, they pull the contract."

Dina looked up from her textbook, her heart skipping. "Viv, I'm sorry, but what am I supposed to do?"

“You're my height. You're my build,” Vivian said, her eyes narrowing as she truly looked at Dina for the first time in months. "The camera stays from the neck down. I’ll do the voiceover later. No one will ever know it’s you. They’ll just see… perfection."

The “no” was on the tip of Dina’s tongue, but Vivian was already closing the distance. She reached out, her fingers tracing the collar of Dina’s oversized sweater. "Please, Dina. Just this once. No one will even know it’s you."

The “begging” didn't happen with words so much as with proximity. Vivian’s perfume—something expensive and floral—filled Dina’s senses. Reluctantly, Dina allowed herself to be led toward the vanity.

The transformation was a slow, agonizingly intimate process. Vivian had to help her into the first set: a sheer, emerald-green lace number that felt like nothing against Dina’s skin. As Vivian adjusted the straps, her cool fingers lingered against Dina’s shoulders, smoothing the fabric over curves that had stayed hidden for years.

"You've been hiding all this," Vivian whispered, her voice dropping an octave as she adjusted the lace over Dina’s chest. The air in the room grew heavy. Dina’s breath hitched. In the mirror, she didn't see a bookworm; she saw a woman who looked exactly like the fantasies Vivian sold to the world.

As the camera started rolling, the “nightmare” faded into something else. Under the glare of the ring light, Vivian directed her every movement. “Arch your back, Dina... tilt your hips... look at the lens like you own it.” The shy stepsister began to vanish.

When they finally finished the shoot, Dina had to admit, she’d enjoyed it. She was out of her comfort zone, and it felt liberating.

—

“The sponsor will never know,” Vivian continued, stepping closer. The silk robe she wore over her own clothes was loose, but Dina could see the rash creeping up her neck. “You saved my ass, Dina. Seriously.”

“Thanks,” Dina replied, still shocked that she’d actually done it. “Can I change now?”

“In a minute.” Vivian’s hand came up, cool fingertips tilting Dina’s chin up. Her glamorous stepsister’s gaze was intense, searching. “I mean it. You looked… sexy. I didn’t know you had that in you.”

The word hung between them. Sexy. It was a word for Vivian, with her thousands of followers and curated life. Not for Dina, with her textbooks and quiet corners in the library. But under Vivian’s stare, something shifted. The nervous flutter in Dina’s stomach warmed, melted, pooled lower.

“I just… copied what you told me.”

“It wasn’t the instructions.” Vivian’s thumb brushed Dina’s lower lip. “It was the way you moved at the end. Like you finally felt it.”

Dina’s breath hitched. Vivian was so close. Her perfume, something musky and floral, wrapped around them. Before Dina could process the intention, Vivian leaned in.

The first kiss was a question. Soft. Just a press of lips. Dina’s mind screamed, a jumble of stepsister and wrong. But her body… her body sighed into it. A warmth spread from the point of contact, liquid and urgent. Her lips parted on a soft gasp.

Vivian answered with a low hum of approval, her mouth becoming more insistent. Her hands came up to frame Dina’s face, her touch possessive. The kiss deepened, tongues meeting in a slow, exploratory slide. The taste of Vivian’s mint lip balm and something uniquely her filled Dina’s senses. One of Vivian’s hands slid down, over the pulse hammering in Dina’s throat, over the silk-covered swell of her breast. Her thumb rubbed a slow circle over Dina’s nipple, and a sharp, sweet jolt shot straight to her core.

Dina moaned into the kiss, her own hands finally moving, tangling in the sleek fall of Vivian’s hair. The rational world—the video, the rash, the secret—all of it dissolved into sensation. Vivian broke the kiss, her lips trailing a hot, wet path down Dina’s jaw to her neck. She nipped lightly at the tendon there, and Dina’s head fell back with a whimper.

“Let me see you,” Vivian murmured against her skin.

Her fingers found the delicate straps of the chemise and pushed them down. The silk slithered over Dina’s arms, a whisper against her suddenly hyper-sensitive skin, and pooled at her feet. She stood there, in only a matching pair of lace-trimmed panties, exposed under Vivian’s hungry gaze.

“So beautiful,” Vivian breathed, her eyes dark.

She knelt, her hands sliding up Dina’s calves, her thighs. She pressed an open-mouthed kiss to the inside of Dina’s knee, then higher, her breath hot through the thin lace. Dina trembled, her fingers clutching at Vivian’s shoulders for balance.

Vivian hooked her thumbs in the waistband of the panties and drew them down. Cool air kissed Dina’s most intimate skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of Vivian’s gaze. Dina felt utterly naked, more than she ever had, and a thrilling, terrifying power surged through her.

“Lie down,” Vivian instructed, her voice husky. She guided Dina back onto the rumpled comforter of her bed.

As Dina settled against the pillows, Vivian stood and shrugged off her robe. Despite the angry red rash mottling her torso and arms, she was stunning. Confident. Her breasts were full, her waist narrow, her skin glowing where it was untouched. She joined Dina on the bed, but instead of touching her immediately, she reached into her nightstand drawer.

The vibrator was sleek, rose-gold, and hummed to life with a quiet, promising buzz.

“Let me,” Vivian said, her eyes locked on Dina’s.

She shifted, kneeling between Dina’s spread thighs. The first touch of the vibrator was a shock—cool, hard silicone against her heated, slick flesh. Vivian didn’t press it inside. She traced slow, maddening circles around Dina’s clit, watching her face intently.

Dina gasped, her back arching off the bed. The sensation was unlike anything—a focused, electric pleasure that built with every pass. Her hips began to move of their own accord, chasing the pressure. Vivian’s free hand came up to cup Dina’s breast, her thumb rolling the pebbled nipple in time with the circles below.

“That’s it,” Vivian coaxed, her own breath coming faster. “You’re so wet for me. Let me hear you.”

A broken moan tore from Dina’s throat as Vivian finally pressed the vibrator directly onto her clit and held it there. The world narrowed to a pinpoint of sheer, vibrating pleasure. Her thighs trembled. Her vision blurred. She was hurtling toward something, mindless, desperate.

Just as the first waves of her climax began to crest, Vivian pulled the vibrator away.

Dina cried out, a sob of frustrated need.

“Shhh,” Vivian soothed, dropping the toy and shifting her body. “My turn.”

In a fluid motion, she moved up the bed, straddling Dina’s face, lowering herself until Dina was staring up at the slick, glistening folds of her stepsister’s sex. The musky, intimate scent was overwhelming. At the same time, Vivian bent her head, her mouth finding Dina’s aching center again, but this time with no barriers—just tongue and heat and desperate hunger.

The sixty-nine position. The intimacy of it, the reciprocity, shattered Dina’s last coherent thought. She moaned, the sound vibrating against Vivian, and then she let instinct take over. Her tongue tentatively licked a broad stripe through Vivian’s wetness. Vivian gasped against her, her own tongue circling Dina’s clit with renewed fervor.

It was a feedback loop of pleasure. Dina’s tongue delved deeper, exploring, tasting, learning what made Vivian buck and cry out. She found a rhythm, licking and sucking, her hands gripping Vivian’s hips to hold her in place. Above her, Vivian was relentless, her mouth a hot, wet paradise, her fingers slipping inside Dina to curl and stroke a spot that made Dina see stars.

The twin sensations—giving and receiving—coiled the tension in Dina’s belly impossibly tight. She was panting, writhing, lost in the taste and feel of Vivian. Her own movements became more frantic, her tongue focusing on the hard little nub of Vivian’s clit.

Vivian’s thighs clamped around Dina’s head, her whole body tensing. A sharp, keening cry was muffled against Dina’s skin as Vivian came, her release flooding Dina’s mouth. The convulsions of Vivian’s orgasm, the taste of her, the feel of her own climax roaring up from her toes, tipped Dina over the edge.

Her world exploded into white-hot pulses of ecstasy. She screamed into Vivian, her body bowing off the bed as the waves crashed through her, one after another, until she was boneless and spent.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Slowly, carefully, Vivian slid down, collapsing beside Dina on the sweat-damp sheets. She turned, curling into Dina’s side, her head on Dina’s shoulder. Her skin, rash and all, was warm and soft.

Dina’s mind was quiet, her body humming with a deep, satisfied lethargy. Vivian’s finger traced idle patterns on her stomach.

“No one can ever know,” Vivian whispered, but there was a smile in her voice.

Dina turned her head, meeting her stepsister’s heavy-lidded gaze. A slow, secret smile spread across her own lips. The shy, bookish girl was gone, replaced by someone new. Someone who had discovered a devastating, delicious power.

“I know,” Dina breathed back, her hand coming up to stroke Vivian’s hair. Her heart was still pounding, her skin still tingling. The promise of secrecy wasn’t a burden. It was a thrill.

15 - SHARING A BATHROOM WITH HER STEPSISTER

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus

“Stop pretending you’re not looking.”

Karyn’s blush was instant, a deep crimson that flooded her cheeks and stained her neck. She dropped her mascara wand, the plastic clattering against the porcelain sink. Her wide, shocked eyes met Gigi’s in the foggy mirror, and in that reflection, all the pretending of the last few months evaporated.

Gigi stood there, a towel wrapped loosely around her damp body, water beading on her collarbones. She didn’t smile. Her gaze was a challenge, sharp and hot. The air in the tiny bathroom, thick with steam and the scent of Gigi’s body wash, felt charged, like the moment before a lightning strike.

—

It had started, as it always did, with the morning bathroom war. The cramped, single-bathroom house their parents shared was a daily obstacle course. Gigi, twenty-years-old, was an early riser who liked long, scalding showers. Karyn, nineteen-years-old, needed the mirror for a meticulous half-hour of makeup before her 9 a.m. lecture. Their schedules collided with a predictable, silent friction.

This morning, Gigi had been under the spray, the glass shower door fogged but not opaque. Through the bleary haze, she’d seen the blurry shape of Karyn at the sink, her back to the shower. Or so it seemed. But then Gigi had caught it—the subtle tilt of Karyn’s head, the way her eyes kept flicking, just for a second, to the mirror. To the reflection of the shower. To her.

A slow, daring heat had uncoiled in Gigi’s stomach. Instead of turning away, she’d leaned into the water stream, letting it sluice down her back. She reached for the bar of soap.

In the mirror’s reflection, she saw Karyn’s hand pause, the makeup brush hovering above her cheekbone. Gigi lathered her hands, the sound a soft, intimate whisper under the shower’s drum. She brought her soapy palms to her breasts, circling her nipples with deliberate, slow strokes, watching Karyn’s reflection watch her. The peaks tightened instantly under her touch, a sharp, sweet sensation that made her breath hitch. She dragged her hands lower, over the flat plane of her stomach, through the dark, wet curls between her legs. She didn’t touch herself intimately, not yet, just smoothed the soap over the soft skin of her inner thighs, over the mound of her pussy, a blatant, silent performance.

Karyn hadn’t moved a muscle. She was a statue of forced nonchalance, but her breath was fogging the mirror in quick, shallow puffs.

Now, standing dripping before her, Gigi called her on it.

—

“I… I wasn’t,” Karyn stammered, but the lie died in her throat. Her eyes, a lighter brown than Gigi’s dark chocolate, were wide with a mixture of panic and a hungry curiosity she could no longer conceal.

“Yeah, you were,” Gigi said, her voice low. She took a step closer. The damp heat from her body reached Karyn. “You’ve been looking for weeks.”

Before Karyn could form another denial, Gigi closed the last inch between them. She cupped Karyn’s jaw, her thumb brushing over the soft skin. Karyn’s lips parted on a shaky exhale. That was all the invitation Gigi needed.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision of steam and mint toothpaste and the underlying, musky scent of arousal. Gigi’s mouth was demanding, her tongue sweeping past Karyn’s lips, tasting her. Karyn made a small, desperate sound in the back of her throat and her hands came up, fingers tangling in the damp ends of Gigi’s hair, pulling her closer.

The towel around Gigi loosened and fell to the damp floor with a soft thump. She broke the kiss, her own breathing ragged. “Your turn,” she murmured, her fingers going to the hem of Karyn’s thin sleep shirt. Karyn didn’t protest, just lifted her arms, letting Gigi pull it over her head. The simple cotton shorts followed, kicked aside.

Karyn stood there, exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool bathroom air. Gigi drank her in—the gentle curve of her smaller breasts, the pink flush spreading down her chest. Beautiful. The thought was fierce, possessive.

Gigi kissed her again, backing her against the sink. The cool porcelain bit into Karyn’s lower back, a stark contrast to the furnace of Gigi’s body pressed against her front. Gigi’s hands roamed, mapping the dip of Karyn’s waist, the swell of her hips. Then one hand slid between them, fingers slipping through the soft, blonde curls at the apex of Karyn’s thighs. She was already wet, slick and hot.

“Fuck, Karyn,” Gigi breathed against her mouth. She slid a single finger inside her, a slow, relentless invasion. Karyn cried out, her head falling back against the mirror with a dull thud. Her hips jerked, seeking more.

Gigi added a second finger, curling them, finding a rhythm that made Karyn’s knees buckle. She fucked her with her fingers, deep and steady, while her thumb circled the swollen, desperate bud of her clit. Karyn was panting, a stream of broken, pleading words. “Gigi… please… more…”

“Like this?” Gigi purred, twisting her wrist, scraping her fingertips over that perfect spot inside her. Karyn shattered, a sharp, choked scream torn from her throat as her body convulsed, clamping around Gigi’s fingers in violent, rhythmic pulses.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, Gigi was turning her, hands firm on her hips. “Bend over,” she commanded, her voice husky. “Hold the sink.”

Dazed and pliant, Karyn obeyed, gripping the cool edges of the porcelain basin, her back arched, presenting herself. Gigi dropped to her knees on the bath mat, the tiles hard under her. The view was obscene and exquisite. She leaned in, her breath ghosting over Karyn’s sensitized flesh.

Then she licked her, one long, flat stripe from her opening to the base of her spine. Karyn shuddered violently. Gigi dove in, feasting on her with a focused, relentless hunger. Her tongue speared inside her, then flicked over her clit, then delved deep again. She used her lips, her teeth in gentle nips, her whole mouth to worship the taste and feel of Karyn coming apart. She could feel the tight, fluttering contractions against her tongue, could hear Karyn’s sobs and pleas echoing in the small room. She didn’t let up until Karyn’s legs were shaking too hard to hold her, a second, sharper orgasm ripping through her.

Gigi stood, her own need a throbbing, insistent ache between her legs. She sat down on the closed toilet lid, spreading her legs wide. “My turn,” she whispered.

Karyn sank down to the cool tile floor, her eyes glazed with lust. She surged forward, her mouth latching onto Gigi with a fervor that stole the air from Gigi’s lungs. Karyn’s tongue was less practiced but fiercely eager, licking and sucking, exploring her folds, circling her clit. Gigi’s hips began to rock, grinding against Karyn’s face, her fingers threading tightly into Karyn’s hair, holding her right there.

The climax built like a storm, tightening every muscle in her abdomen. “Right there… don’t stop…” Gigi chanted, her voice breaking. Karyn moaned against her, the vibration tipping her over the edge.

Gigi came with a raw, guttural cry, her back arching. Her release gushed, hot and copious, flooding Karyn’s mouth, dripping down her chin. Wave after wave of intense pleasure racked her, until both of them were breathing in shattered, shared gasps.

The sound of a car door shutting outside broke the spell. Their parents were back from their morning workout at the gym. They froze, listening to the distant voices, floating in from the driveway.

In a frantic, silent scramble, they separated. Gigi grabbed her towel, handing Karyn her discarded clothes. They dressed in hurried, clumsy movements, not meeting each other’s eyes, the only sounds their ragged breathing and the rustle of fabric.

Karyn splashed water on her face, wiping Gigi’s taste from her chin. Gigi ran a quick brush through her tangled hair. They looked at each other in the mirror again—flushed, swollen-lipped, utterly transformed.

“We can’t tell anyone,” Karyn whispered, her voice hoarse.

“We won’t,” Gigi answered, her own voice steadier than she felt. A slow, wicked smile touched her lips. She leaned close, her lips brushing Karyn’s ear as she reached for the doorknob. “But tomorrow… we’ll have even more fun.”

16 - PASSION IN STEPMOM’S STUDY

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Fingering

The tension in Professor Kate’s study was always thick with the scent of old books and ambition, but tonight it was laced with something else—something desperate and sweet. Maya clutched the printed email, the official grade report that finally, finally showed a B+ where an F had once loomed.

“I did it,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, holding the paper out like a sacred offering.

Kate took it, her sharp eyes scanning the lines. A slow, proud smile spread across her lips. “I knew you could.” She looked up, her professional mask softening into genuine warmth. “I’m so proud of you, Maya.”

Then she was moving around the heavy oak desk, her arms opening. The hug was spontaneous, fierce. Kate’s slender arms wrapped around Maya, pulling her tight against the soft cashmere of her sweater. Maya inhaled her stepmom’s perfume—bergamot and vanilla—and felt the firm press of Kate’s body against her own. The ache that had been building for weeks, through every late-night session parsing Shakespearean sonnets and thesis statements, surged to the surface. It was a physical pain, sharp and needy.

The hug lasted a heartbeat too long. Kate began to pull back, but Maya’s arms tightened, holding her there.

“Maya?” Kate’s voice was a question, soft against her ear.

This was it. The tutoring was over. The legitimate excuse to be in this room, to bask in Kate’s focused, intense attention, was gone. Panic, raw and selfish, clawed up Maya’s throat.

“I can’t,” Maya breathed, her face buried in Kate’s neck. “I can’t pretend anymore.”

Kate went very still. “Pretend what?”

“That this,” Maya said, her hands sliding up to grip Kate’s shoulders, “is just about English. That I’m just grateful.” She leaned back, just enough to meet Kate’s gaze. Her stepmom’s eyes were wide, her pupils dark pools in the soft lamplight. “I have feelings for you, Kate. Real ones. And I know it’s wrong, and I know it’s insane, but I feel like I’m going to combust if I don’t say it.”

The silence that followed was deafening. Maya could hear the grandfather clock ticking in the hall, the faint hum of the refrigerator downstairs. She saw the war in Kate’s eyes—shock, denial, a flicker of fear.

“Maya, we… we can’t,” Kate said, but her voice lacked conviction. It was a thin, automatic protest. Her hands were still on Maya’s waist, her fingers pressing into the fabric of Maya’s jeans. “I’m your stepmother. Your father is downstairs.”

“I don’t care.” The words were reckless, true. “Do you feel it? Even a little?”

Kate’s resolve shattered. Her shoulders slumped, and a shaky sigh escaped her. “God help me,” she whispered, her eyes closing for a second. “Yes. I’ve felt it. Every time you bit your lip concentrating. Every time you laughed at my stupid literary jokes. I tried to ignore it. I swore I would ignore it.”

That was all the permission Maya needed. She surged forward, capturing Kate’s lips with her own.

The first kiss was hesitant, a question. Then Kate’s mouth opened under hers with a soft, desperate gasp, and it became an answer. It was deep, hungry, tasting of mint tea and forbidden longing. Kate’s hands came up to cup Maya’s face, her thumbs stroking her cheeks. The world narrowed to the slick heat of their mouths, the frantic beat of Maya’s heart.

When they broke apart, both were breathless. Kate’s professional composure was gone, replaced by a raw, wanting hunger. “We have to be quiet,” she breathed, her eyes darting to the closed study door. “So quiet.”

Maya just nodded, her body humming with electricity.

Kate’s hands moved to the hem of Maya’s t-shirt. “May I?”

“Yes. Please.”

The shirt was lifted over Maya’s head and discarded. Kate’s gaze burned over her plain cotton bra. Her fingers, deft and sure, unhooked the clasp in the back. The bra fell away, and the cool air of the study brushed against Maya’s bare skin, making her nipples tighten into hard peaks. Kate didn’t just look; she worshipped. Her lips trailed from Maya’s mouth down her neck, over her collarbone, until she took one aching nipple into her mouth.

Maya gasped, her head falling back. Kate’s tongue was hot and clever, circling, sucking, devouring. The sensation shot straight to Maya’s core, a bolt of pure, liquid need. Kate switched to the other breast, her hand cupping and kneading the first, her teeth grazing the sensitive peak until Maya whimpered.

“On the desk,” Kate ordered, her voice husky with command.

She swept a stack of graded papers and a leather-bound planner to the floor with a careless, thrilling crash. The sound was terribly loud in the quiet house. They both froze, listening. Only the distant murmur of a television floated up the stairs. Safe.

Kate guided Maya back until her thighs hit the solid oak. “Up,” Kate whispered, and Maya obeyed, hoisting herself onto the cleared space. The wood was cool and smooth against her bare back. Kate stood between her spread knees, her eyes dark with desire as she unbuttoned Maya’s jeans, peeling them and her panties down her legs in one slow, torturous motion. She dropped to her knees on the Persian rug.

The first touch of Kate’s tongue was a lightning strike.

Maya’s back arched off the desk, a choked cry forming in her throat which she smothered by biting her own knuckle. Kate’s mouth was everywhere. She didn’t start slow; she dove in as if starved, her tongue laying a broad, wet stripe from Maya’s opening all the way up to her clit. Then she focused, her lips closing around that throbbing bundle of nerves, sucking gently at first, then with increasing pressure.

Maya’s hips bucked involuntarily. Kate held her down with a firm hand on her abdomen, her mouth never stopping its relentless, rhythmic work. She licked and circled, flicked and sucked, mapping every sensitive fold with an academic’s precision and a lover’s passion. The wet, soft sounds were obscenely loud in the quiet room. Maya could feel the coil inside her winding tighter, tighter, her breaths coming in sharp, silent pants. She tangled her hands in Kate’s dark, silky hair, not to guide, but to hold on as the world dissolved into sensation.

“I’m… Kate, I’m gonna…” Maya rasped, the warning a mere thread of sound.

Kate answered by sliding two fingers deep inside her, curling them upward. That was all it took. The orgasm tore through Maya, violent and breathtaking. White light exploded behind her eyelids as her body convulsed, waves of pleasure crashing over her, milking Kate’s fingers. She pressed her face into the crook of her own arm to stifle the scream that wanted to tear free, her entire body trembling through the long, shuddering release.

As Maya came down, panting and boneless against the desk, Kate stood. Her lips glistened. Her eyes held a triumphant, possessive fire. Without a word, she pulled her own sweater over her head, revealing a lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. She unhooked it, letting them spill free. Her skin was pale and flawless in the lamplight. She shimmied out of her trousers and panties, stepping out of them completely, standing gloriously naked before her stepdaughter.

Maya pushed herself up on wobbly arms, her gaze ravenous. “My turn.”

She slid off the desk, her legs barely supporting her. She took one of Kate’s nipples into her mouth, sucking and laving it with her tongue until Kate’s breath hitched. Her hands roamed over the curve of Kate’s ass, pulling her closer.

“The desk,” Maya whispered against her skin. “Bend over.”

Kate turned, bracing her hands on the very edge where Maya had just lain. She presented herself, and the view was utterly intoxicating. Maya didn’t hesitate. She leaned in, burying her face between Kate’s thighs.

Kate’s taste was musky and sweet, utterly addictive. Maya explored with a desperate enthusiasm, licking broad strokes before zeroing in on her clit, mimicking what Kate had done to her. She could feel the tension in Kate’s thighs, hear the broken, muffled sounds she made as she pressed her own face into her forearms to stay quiet.

“Yes… right there, baby… just like that,” Kate gasped, her hips pushing back against Maya’s mouth.

Maya slid two fingers inside her, finding a rhythm with her tongue. Kate was so wet, so hot, so tight around her fingers. She could feel her stepmom’s body tightening, coiling toward its peak. She sucked harder, her fingers curling, and that was all it took.

Kate’s climax hit silently but violently. Her whole body seized, a silent scream shaking her frame. A gush of hot release soaked Maya’s chin and hand as Kate pulsed around her fingers, wave after wave of intense pleasure wracking her. Maya held her through it, gentling her tongue until Kate was just shuddering, spent.

They collapsed together on the rug for a moment, a tangle of sweaty limbs and racing hearts, listening for any sound from downstairs. The house remained still.

Wordlessly, they helped each other dress, their movements hurried now, the spell broken by the reality of their secret. As Maya fastened her bra, Kate caught her hand.

“This stays here,” Kate said, her voice low and serious. “In this room. No one can ever know.”

Maya nodded, the enormity of it finally hitting her. “No one.”

17 - STEPMOM’S STEAMY LESSON

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / BDSM / Spanking / Fingering / Bondage / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus

Shelly slumped against her pillows, the adrenaline fading into a hollow buzz. The memory of her defiance—“I’m eighteen, Martha. You can’t tell me what to do!”—still ringing in her ears. She was an adult now. Her stepmom no longer had authority over her.

She heard footsteps. The sharp, angry clack of heels on hardwood that stopped right outside her bedroom door.

The door didn’t open. After a long minute, the footsteps retreated.

She’d won that round, maybe, but it felt like ash in her mouth. She scrolled through her phone, seeing nothing, until a soft knock came an hour later.

“Shelly?”

It was Martha again, but the edge was gone. Her voice was low, almost tentative.

“Yeah.”

Martha slipped inside, closing the door behind her. She’d changed into a silk robe, her face clean of makeup, looking younger and strangely vulnerable. “Can we talk? Properly?”

Shelly gave a stiff nod. Martha sat on the edge of the bed, her hands folded in her lap. “I overreacted earlier,” she began, her eyes not meeting Shelly’s. “It’s just… the thought of you with some boy, someone careless… I don’t want you to end up like my sister did. Pregnant at nineteen, her whole life derailed.”

“I’m careful,” Shelly muttered, but the fight had drained out of her.

“I know you think you are. But those desires…” Martha finally looked at her, and her gaze was intense, searching. “The ones you’re feeling… they’re so strong, aren’t they? That ache. That need to be touched, to be filled.”

Shelly’s breath hitched. She’d never heard Martha talk like this. A slow, warm flush crept up her neck. She nodded, unable to speak.

A small, knowing smile touched Martha’s lips. “There are other ways to satisfy that, Shelly. Safer ways. Better ways. Ways that don’t involve clumsy boys who only think about themselves.”

The room felt suddenly smaller, the air thicker. Shelly’s heart began a slow, heavy thump against her ribs. “Like what?”

Martha leaned forward, the silk of her robe whispering. “Do you want me to show you?”

The question hung between them, charged and impossible. Every nerve in Shelly’s body was screaming yes. She swallowed, her voice a whisper. “Show me.”

That was all the permission Martha needed. The shift was immediate. Her gentle concern melted away, replaced by a commanding energy that made Shelly shiver. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Shelly,” Martha murmured, her voice dropping to a husky register. “Staying out late. Talking back. You need to learn.”

Martha’s hands, so careful a moment ago, went to the hem of Shelly’s t-shirt. “Arms up.” It wasn’t a request. Shelly obeyed, her arms trembling as the soft cotton was pulled over her head. The cool air kissed her skin. Next, the button of her jeans. The zipper’s rasp was deafening. Martha hooked her thumbs in the waistband and peeled them down, taking Shelly’s panties with them in one smooth, decisive motion.

Shelly stood there, completely naked, her skin prickling with goosebumps and a heat that was pooling deep in her belly.

“Over my lap. Now.”

Martha sat straighter on the bed, patting her thigh. Shelly moved as if in a dream, lowering herself across Martha’s silk-clad legs. The position was shockingly vulnerable, her bare backside exposed, her face pressed into the duvet. She tensed, waiting.

The first spank landed with a sharp, stinging crack. Shelly gasped. It wasn’t brutal, but it was firm, decisive. Another fell, then another, each one sending a jolt through her that was equal parts sting and startling pleasure. The heat spread, a delicious burn that made her squirm.

Then Martha’s hand stilled, resting on the reddened skin. It was so warm. Her fingers trailed down, through the cleft of Shelly’s ass, and there—a soft, feather-light brush over her soaking wet folds.

Shelly moaned into the bedding, her hips jerking involuntarily.

“So responsive,” Martha purred, her finger circling Shelly’s clit with agonizing slowness. “So eager.” She applied just a hint of pressure, and Shelly cried out, her back arching.

Before she could process the sensation, Martha was moving. She reached for the top drawer of Shelly’s nightstand, pulling out a pair of sheer black stockings. With practiced efficiency, she looped one around Shelly’s wrist, tying it securely to the wrought-iron bedpost. She did the same with the other, leaving Shelly stretched out on her back, completely helpless, her arms framing her head.

Martha stood, looking down at her. Her eyes darkened with hunger. “Now, let’s see what we’re working with.”

She started at Shelly’s throat, placing soft, open-mouthed kisses along her collarbone. Then lower. She took one peaked nipple into her mouth, sucking gently, then nipping with her teeth until Shelly was writhing, a continuous stream of whimpers falling from her lips. She lavished the same attention on the other breast, her hands cupping and kneading the soft flesh.

Then Martha moved down the bed, settling between Shelly’s spread legs. She didn’t dive in. She just looked, her breath ghosting over Shelly’s wetness, making her shudder.

“So pretty,” Martha breathed, before finally lowering her mouth.

The first flat stroke of her tongue from Shelly’s entrance all the way up to her clit made Shelly scream. It was too much, too good. Martha zeroed in on her clit, licking and sucking in a relentless, rhythmic pattern that built a frantic pressure low in Shelly’s gut. Just as Shelly felt herself teetering on the edge, Martha pulled back.

“Not yet, sweetheart.”

She pushed two fingers inside Shelly, deep and curling, finding a spot that made Shelly see stars. She fucked her with her fingers, slowly at first, then faster, her thumb pressing tight circles on Shelly’s clit. The dual sensations shattered Shelly’s control. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, consuming wave that locked her muscles and tore a raw, sobbing cry from her throat. She pulsed around Martha’s fingers, her vision whiting out.

As Shelly floated down, panting, Martha stood. She untied the silk belt of her robe and let it fall open. Underneath, she was naked. Her body was incredible—full breasts, a narrow waist, smooth skin. She climbed onto the bed, kneeling over Shelly’s face.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice thick with her own need. She lowered herself, guiding Shelly’s mouth to her.

Shelly tasted salt and musk and pure woman. She tentatively licked, following Martha’s hissed instructions. “Yes, just like that. Use your tongue. Harder.” Shelly lost herself in the rhythm, in the way Martha’s thighs tightened around her head, in the soft, wet sounds filling the room. Martha’s hips began to rock, then piston, riding Shelly’s face with growing urgency.

“I’m going to cum,” Martha choked out, her hands fisting in Shelly’s hair. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

Shelly redoubled her efforts, licking and sucking until Martha’s body went rigid. A gush of hot liquid flooded Shelly’s mouth as Martha cried out, a long, trembling wail that seemed to go on forever before she collapsed, spent, beside her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with trembling fingers, Martha reached up and untied the stockings from the bedposts. She rubbed Shelly’s wrists gently.

Shelly turned to look at her, her mind blissfully blank, her body humming. “You were right,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I don’t need boys.”

18 - AN UNCOMFORTABLE VISIT, AN UNFORGETTABLE NIGHT

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Cheating / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Scissoring

The tension in her brother’s house had a taste—stale coffee and resentment. Shauna watched from the kitchen island, her grip tightening on her wine glass as Max snapped at Alyssa for the third time that evening.

What was meant to be a weekend of family and fresh air had quickly devolved into a masterclass in domestic misery. Shauna watched from the sidelines as Max constantly criticized Alyssa—his voice a steady drip of acid that seemed designed to erode the woman’s confidence. Every sharp remark and belittling comment felt like a physical weight in the room. Shauna was beginning to wish she’d stayed at home.

“It’s called seasoning, Alyssa. Christ, are you trying to poison us?” He pushed his plate away, the ceramic scraping harshly against the wood.

Alyssa flinched, her eyes downcast. “I’m sorry. I thought you liked it spicy.”

“What I like is not having my taste buds assaulted.” He stood, chair legs shrieking, and stalked out to the living room without another word.

The silence he left was heavier than his presence. Shauna set her glass down with a deliberate click. “You don’t have to apologize for cooking a meal, you know.”

Alyssa just gave a small, defeated shrug, stacking the plates. “It’s fine. He’s just stressed.”

“He’s an ass,” Shauna muttered under her breath, but loud enough to carry. It carried right into the living room.

Max’s voice boomed back. “Keep your opinions on my marriage to yourself, Shauna. Stay in your lane.”

The rest of the night passed in a frosty quiet. Shauna retreated to the guest room, seething. She heard the muffled sounds of another argument through the wall, then a door slamming. Later, when she crept out for water, she saw a shape curled under a blanket on the large sectional sofa.

Her heart ached. This is wrong.

She padded over, the hardwood cool under her bare feet. Alyssa was awake, staring at the dark ceiling, a single track of moisture glistening on her temple in the dim light from the kitchen.

“Hey,” Shauna whispered, sitting on the edge of the couch.

“Hey.” Alyssa’s voice was thick.

“You shouldn’t be out here. This is your house.”

“It doesn’t feel like it tonight.”

Shauna’s hand found Alyssa’s shoulder, a gesture meant to comfort. “You don’t have to put up with that. Any of that. You deserve so much better, Lyssa.”

Alyssa turned her head, her face pale in the shadows. Her eyes searched Shauna’s, full of a pain so profound it stole Shauna’s breath. Then, with a suddenness that was terrifying, Alyssa moved.

She cupped Shauna’s face and kissed her.

It was soft, desperate, a question asked with trembling lips. Shauna froze, every synapse firing in alarm. This is my brother’s wife. She pulled back, her own breath shaky. “Alyssa… no. You… you’ve got the wrong idea.”

Horror washed over Alyssa’s features. She recoiled, pulling the blanket up as if to hide. “Oh god. I’m so sorry. I’m so—“

But Shauna was still leaning over her, and the words died. Because she didn’t have the wrong idea. The electric memory of that brief contact sizzled on Shauna’s lips, cutting through every layer of propriety and guilt. She saw the raw need in Alyssa, a mirror of something she’d refused to name in herself.

“Stop,” Shauna breathed, the word barely audible. She didn’t move away.

Their eyes locked again. This time, the question hung in the air, heavy and undeniable. Alyssa’s gaze dropped to Shauna’s mouth.

It was Shauna who closed the distance the second time.

This kiss was not soft. It was a collision. Alyssa’s mouth opened under hers with a gasp that Shauna swallowed. The taste of salt and wine and pure, unadulterated want flooded her senses. Alyssa’s hands came up, tangling in Shauna’s dark hair, pulling her down. The blanket fell away.

Shauna’s hands moved of their own volition. She slid them under Alyssa’s thin cotton sleep shirt, finding the warm skin of her waist. Alyssa arched into the touch, a low moan vibrating against Shauna’s tongue. God, she’s so warm.

“Shauna,” Alyssa pleaded between kisses, her hips shifting restlessly.

That was all the permission Shauna needed. She broke the kiss, her own pulse hammering in her ears, and slowly, deliberately, pulled the sleep shirt up and over Alyssa’s head. It joined the blanket on the floor.

In the faint light, Alyssa was a vision of curves and shadows. Her breasts were full, nipples already peaked and tight. Shauna bent her head, taking one into her mouth. The sound Alyssa made was pure, shattered relief. Her back bowed off the couch, her fingers clutching at Shauna’s shoulders.

Shauna worshipped her with her mouth, licking, sucking, grazing with her teeth until Alyssa was whimpering. Her own need was a sharp, throbbing ache between her legs. She needed to feel skin. Now.

She straightened up, her eyes never leaving Alyssa’s. With slow, deliberate movements, she pulled her own tank top over her head and shimmied out of her shorts and panties. The cool air kissed her skin, but it was Alyssa’s hungry gaze that set her on fire. She stood there for a moment, letting Alyssa look her fill—the lean muscle of her stomach, the swell of her breasts, the neat triangle of dark hair at the junction of her thighs.

“You’re beautiful,” Alyssa whispered, her voice awed.

Shauna didn’t answer with words. She lowered herself back onto the couch, this time straddling Alyssa’s hips. The feeling was instant, incendiary. Their bodies aligned, breast to breast, stomach to stomach. Shauna could feel the heat of Alyssa’s core through her own thin sleep shorts, now the only barrier between them.

She kissed Alyssa deeply, grinding down instinctively. Alyssa met the movement, her hips rising. A ragged, mutual groan escaped them.

Shauna reached between their bodies, her fingers hooking into the waistband of Alyssa’s shorts and panties, pushing them down in one urgent motion. Alyssa kicked them free.

Then there was nothing. Just skin. Hot, wet, desperate skin.

Shauna shifted, positioning herself so their centers met. She lowered herself fully, and the sensation was so intense she saw stars. The soft, slick folds of Alyssa’s pussy pressed against her own. She was drenched, and Shauna could feel her own wetness mingling, creating a hot, seamless glide.

“Oh, fuck,” Alyssa gasped, her head falling back.

Shauna began to move. A slow, rocking grind that made every nerve ending scream. She braced her hands on either side of Alyssa’s head, her hair creating a dark curtain around their faces as they kissed messily, their breaths coming in sharp, shared pants. The friction was exquisite—a building, coiling pressure centered right where they were joined. She could feel Alyssa’s clit, hard and needy, rubbing against her own with every movement.

“Right there… right there,” Alyssa chanted, her hands gripping Shauna’s ass, pulling her harder, deeper into the grind.

The sounds were obscene—the wet, rhythmic slide of their bodies, their harsh breaths, the soft leather of the couch creaking beneath them. Shauna’s world narrowed to this point of contact, this incredible, forbidden fusion. Her thighs began to tremble with the effort, the pleasure coiling unbearably tight in her gut.

Alyssa’s cries grew higher, tighter. “I’m gonna… Shauna, I’m—“

It hit them almost together. Alyssa’s body seized beneath her, a sharp, broken cry tearing from her throat as her hips jerked uncontrollably. The feel of Alyssa pulsing against her, lost in her climax, was the final trigger. Shauna’s own release detonated, a white-hot wave that crashed through her, wringing a guttural sob from her chest. She ground down hard, riding out the shattering convulsions, her own juices joining Alyssa’s in a hot rush between their thighs.

She collapsed onto Alyssa, spent and trembling, their hearts hammering a frantic, synchronized rhythm against each other’s chests.

For long minutes, they just breathed, sticky and intertwined.

But the fire wasn’t out. It smoldered, low and insistent. Shauna rolled off, lying back on the couch, pulling Alyssa with her until the other woman was draped half over her. Shauna’s legs fell open, an unspoken invitation.

Alyssa understood. She kissed her way down Shauna’s body—over her pounding heart, the sensitive skin of her stomach—until she was between Shauna’s thighs.

The first touch of Alyssa’s tongue was a lightning bolt. Shauna gasped, her fingers flying to tangle in Alyssa’s hair. Alyssa didn’t tease. She laved her flat tongue over Shauna’s swollen, sensitized flesh, then zeroed in on her clit, sucking it gently into her mouth.

“Yes,” Shauna hissed, her hips coming off the couch.

Alyssa ate her pussy with a focused, hungry passion that sent Shauna spiraling all over again. Her tongue delved inside, then circled her clit, then flicked over it with devastating speed. Shauna’s thighs shook. The pressure built again, faster this time, a supernova gathering in her core. She was babbling, pleading, her grip in Alyssa’s hair tightening.

“I’m gonna cum… oh God, Alyssa, don’t stop… don’t stop!”

Alyssa hummed against her, and that was it. The climax tore through Shauna like a shockwave, wracking her body with violent tremors. Her back arched impossibly high as a gush of wetness flooded Alyssa’s mouth. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound that was surely too loud for the sleeping house.

She floated down, boneless and gasping. Alyssa crawled back up her body, kissing her softly, letting Shauna taste herself on Alyssa’s lips.

They lay tangled in the aftermath, skin cooling in the dark room. Shauna’s mind, finally quieted by the physical exhaustion, began to stir again with the enormity of what they’d done.

Reluctantly, her voice hoarse, she murmured, “We… we should get dressed.”

The air in the room felt thin as they put their clothes back on in a frantic, trembling hurry. Shauna felt a sickening wave of guilt wash over her, a sharp reminder of the man in the next room—the man whose wife she had just worshiped.

“It was a mistake,” Shauna whispered, the words trembling as they left her lips. “It has to be a one-time thing.” But as she looked at Alyssa, she knew the truth: she was already starving for the next time.

19 - SISTER-IN-LAW’S POTTERY LESSONS

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Scissoring

Her hands were on Shelby’s. The cool, wet clay spun between their palms, a slow, sensual orbit on the potter’s wheel. Aimee stood behind her sister-in-law, her front pressed to Shelby’s back, her chin nearly resting on her shoulder. The scent of Shelby’s shampoo—something clean and floral—mingled with the earthy scent of the studio.

“You’re tensing up again,” Aimee murmured, her voice low, close to Shelby’s ear. “Let the wheel do the work. Just… guide it.”

She felt the shudder that ran through Shelby’s body. Or was it her own? It was getting harder to tell. For weeks, these Tuesday night lessons had been a slow-burn torture. Aimee would position Shelby’s fingers, her own hands covering them completely, feeling the delicate bones, the soft skin. They would spend minutes like that, hands fused, the hum of the wheel the only sound, until the air felt thick enough to choke on.

Tonight was different. The tension was a live wire.

Shelby’s hands trembled under hers. The cylinder of clay wobbled, then collapsed in on itself with a wet slap.

“Oh!” Shelby gasped, a sound of pure frustration. “I’m sorry. I ruined it.”

“It’s just clay,” Aimee said, but she didn’t let go of Shelby’s hands. She couldn’t. Her thumbs were tracing slow circles on the backs of Shelby’s knuckles, a motion that had nothing to do with pottery. She felt Shelby go very, very still.

The wheel spun on.

Aimee’s heart hammered against her ribs. This is it. The spark she’d felt for weeks had become a bonfire in her gut, hot and undeniable. The careful teacher-student façade was ashes.

“Shelby,” she breathed, the word barely audible over the wheel’s hum. She finally pulled her hands away, turning Shelby’s stool so they were face to face. The basement studio felt suddenly small, the shelves of bisque-ware like silent witnesses. “I think… I think we need to stop the lessons.”

Shelby’s eyes, a warm hazel, widened. Confusion, then a flicker of something else—hurt? “Stop? Did I… am I that bad?”

“No. God, no.” Aimee ran a clay-smeared hand through her hair. “You’re not the problem. I am.” She took a shaky breath. The words tumbled out, reckless and true. “I can’t stand here every week, my hands on you, pretending I’m just teaching you to center clay. I’m… attracted to you. It’s wrong. I know it’s wrong. Chris is my brother. But I feel it. Every time I touch you.”

The confession hung in the damp air. Aimee braced for shock, for disgust, for Shelby to push her away and run upstairs.

Shelby didn’t move. Her gaze dropped to Aimee’s mouth, then back to her eyes. The hurt had vanished, replaced by a heat that mirrored Aimee’s own. “You feel it,” Shelby repeated, not a question. A statement.

Slowly, she reached up. A clay-flecked finger traced the line of Aimee’s jaw. The touch was electric. “I’ve been waiting for you to say it,” Shelby whispered. “I’ve been feeling it, too.”

Aimee’s world tilted. Then Shelby’s lips were on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was hungry, a dam breaking. Shelby’s mouth was soft and insistent, tasting of mint tea and want. Aimee groaned into it, her hands coming up to cup Shelby’s face, her thumbs stroking her cheeks. The earthy scent of clay was everywhere, on their skin, in the air, a primal perfume.

Shelby’s tongue slid against hers, and Aimee’s knees went weak. Her hands slid from Shelby’s face, down her neck, over the soft cotton of her t-shirt. She could feel the rapid beat of Shelby’s heart beneath her palm. The wheel was still humming, a pointless, mechanical drone against the raw human sounds they were making—soft moans, sharp intakes of breath.

Aimee broke the kiss, her own breath coming in ragged pulls. “Upstairs,” she managed, her voice husky. “Now.”

They left a trail of discarded clothing from the basement door. Shelby’s t-shirt landed on the stairs. Aimee’s jeans were kicked off in the hallway. By the time they stumbled into Aimee’s bedroom, they were both in just their underwear, their skin flushed and burning.

Aimee pushed Shelby back onto the bed, following her down, their bodies aligning. The feel of Shelby’s bare skin against hers, the softness of her stomach, the curve of her hips—it was overwhelming. Aimee kissed her again, deeply, then trailed her mouth down Shelby’s throat, licking the salt from her skin. She took a peaked nipple into her mouth, and Shelby cried out, her back arching off the bed.

“Please,” Shelby gasped, her hands tugging at Aimee’s hair. “Aimee, please.”

That single word, that plea, shattered the last of Aimee’s restraint. She hooked her fingers in the sides of Shelby’s panties and pulled them down, tossing them aside. She did the same with her own, not breaking the fevered contact of their bodies.

For a moment, she just looked. Shelby was sprawled across her dark sheets, beautifully naked, her chest heaving. Aimee kissed her way down Shelby’s body—over her trembling stomach, the sharp hip bones, the soft thatch of hair between her legs. She inhaled Shelby’s scent, musk and arousal, and her head spun with the wrongness and the absolute rightness of it.

Then she lowered her mouth.

The first touch of her tongue made Shelby jolt. Aimee held her hips down, savoring the taste, the silken wet heat. She licked slowly, deliberately, finding the swollen bud of her clit and circling it with a firm, relentless pressure. Shelby’s moans were a continuous, ragged song. Her hands fisted in the sheets.

Aimee slid a finger inside her, then another, curling them upwards. Shelby gasped, her inner muscles clamping down hard. “Yes, just like that,” she panted. “Don’t stop.”

Aimee didn’t. She worked Shelby with her mouth and her hand, the rhythm building, the wet sounds obscene and perfect. She could feel Shelby tightening, her thighs shaking against Aimee’s ears. She added a third finger, stretching her, filling her, and Shelby came with a sharp, broken cry, her body bowing off the mattress.

Aimee gentled her tongue, lapping softly through the aftershocks until Shelby went limp, a boneless, breathless heap.

Before Shelby could recover, Aimee moved. She straddled Shelby’s thigh, her own wetness slick against Shelby’s skin. She leaned down, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on Aimee’s lips.

“My turn,” Shelby breathed, her eyes dark with renewed hunger. She flipped them, rolling Aimee onto her back. But Aimee shook her head, gripping Shelby’s hips.

“No. Like this.”

She guided Shelby until they were face-to-face, on their sides, then shifted. Their legs intertwined. Aimee pressed her core against Shelby’s thigh, and slid her own thigh high between Shelby’s legs. They rocked into each other, finding a clumsy, then perfectly synced rhythm.

Scissoring. The clinical word did no justice to the raw intimacy of it. This was shared breath, shared sweat, shared need. Aimee’s clit rubbed against the firm muscle of Shelby’s thigh with each roll of her hips, while she provided the same friction for Shelby. Their wetness mixed, creating a slick, hot glide that made Aimee see stars. They were a mess of sensation—breasts crushed together, mouths seeking any patch of skin they could reach, moans echoing each other.

The climb was agonizing and exquisite. The coil in Aimee’s belly wound tighter, tighter. She could feel Shelby was close too, her movements becoming frantic, her cries higher pitched.

“Come with me,” Aimee pleaded, her forehead pressed to Shelby’s.

Shelby’s answer was a bitten-off scream as her body seized. The violent clench of her thighs was the final trigger. Aimee’s own orgasm ripped through her, a white-hot shockwave that blurred her vision and tore a guttural sob from her throat. They convulsed against each other, a tangled, shuddering knot of spent pleasure.

Slowly, the world seeped back in. The rasp of their breathing. The cool air on their sweat-sheened skin. The heavy scent of sex and clay that clung to them.

Aimee shifted, pulling Shelby against her, spooning her from behind. She buried her face in Shelby’s hair. The guilt came then, cold and slick, seeping into the warm afterglow. Chris. Her brother. Shelby’s husband.

Shelby’s hand found hers, lacing their fingers together. “He can’t ever know,” she whispered into the dark, echoing Aimee’s silent terror.

“He won’t,” Aimee promised, the words tasting like a lie she desperately wanted to believe. She held Shelby tighter, the forbidden warmth of her body already an addiction. “It’s our secret.”

20 - SKETCHING HER STEPSISTER

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play

The late afternoon light slanted through Ariana’s cluttered studio, catching dust motes dancing in the air. Kara hovered by the door, shifting her weight from one foot to the other.

“I just… I’m not seeing it,” Ariana sighed, tossing her charcoal pencil onto the open sketchbook with a frustrated puff. Her long, dark hair was tied up in a messy bun, strands escaping to frame her sharp, focused face. “Everything feels stiff. Lifeless.”

Kara tucked a strand of her own blonde hair behind her ear. “I’m sure it’s not that bad.”

“It is.” Ariana’s gaze, intense and assessing, landed on her. It was a look Kara was familiar with—the artist dissecting her subject. But this time, it felt different. Heavier. “I need a real subject. You. Just… sit on the edge of the bed. Relax.”

A flicker of nervous excitement shot through Kara’s stomach. “Me? I’m not very… artistic.”

“Just be still.” Ariana’s voice softened, a coaxing note entering it. “Please, Kara? For me?”

How could she say no? Kara moved to the unmade bed, perching on the edge as instructed. The first few minutes were awkward, her body held in a self-conscious line. But as Ariana’s pencil began its swift, sure movements across the page, a strange calm settled over Kara. The only sounds were the soft scratch of charcoal and their shared, quiet breathing.

“Better,” Ariana murmured, her eyes flicking between Kara and the paper. “Now, lean back on your elbows. Arch your back just a little. Yes. Just like that.”

Kara complied, the position stretching her torso, making her aware of the soft cotton of her t-shirt against her skin. Ariana’s stare was no longer clinical; it was consuming. It traced the line of her throat, the curve of her waist, the dip of her navel visible above her low-rise jeans. Heat began to pool low in Kara’s belly, a slow, unfamiliar warmth that she tried to ignore.

“The clothes are wrong,” Ariana said suddenly, her voice barely a whisper.

“What?”

“They’re a barrier. The lines are all wrong.” Ariana put her sketchbook down, her gaze unwavering. “Take them off.”

Kara’s breath hitched. “Ari… I can’t.”

“Why not?” Ariana took a step closer, the space between them crackling with a new tension. “It’s just form. Just light and shadow. I need to see you. All of you.”

The protest died on Kara’s lips. This was for art. For her stepsister. The warmth in her belly flared, spreading, a liquid heat that made her legs feel weak. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the floor. The cool air of the room kissed her skin, pebbling her nipples against the lace of her bra. She couldn’t meet Ariana’s eyes.

“Everything,” Ariana breathed, her own chest rising and falling faster now.

Kara’s hands went to the button of her jeans. She shimmied out of them, kicking them aside. Then, with a final, silent surrender, she reached behind her back, unclasped her bra, and slid her panties down her thighs. She was completely naked, lying back on the rumpled sheets, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Ariana didn’t pick up her sketchbook. She just stared, her dark eyes wide, her lips slightly parted. The look was no longer that of an artist studying a subject. It was pure, unadulterated want.

“God, you’re beautiful,” Ariana whispered, the words hanging in the air between them.

Before Kara could process the compliment, Ariana was moving. Not back to her stool, but forward, onto the bed. She knelt beside Kara, one hand hovering just above her hip, not quite touching. The near-contact was agony.

“Can I…” Ariana’s voice broke. She didn’t finish the question. Instead, she lowered her head and captured Kara’s lips in a tentative, searching kiss.

It was electric. A jolt of pure sensation shot straight to Kara’s core. Her hesitation evaporated, melting under the soft press of Ariana’s mouth. She kissed back, her hands coming up to tangle in that dark, messy hair, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, turning hungry, open-mouthed. Tongues met, sliding, tasting. Ariana’s hand finally settled on Kara’s hip, her thumb stroking the sensitive skin there.

Ariana broke the kiss, her breath hot against Kara’s cheek. She trailed her lips down Kara’s jaw, her neck, kissing a blazing path to her collarbone. Kara gasped, arching into the touch, her back leaving the mattress.

“I need to taste you,” Ariana murmured, the words vibrating against Kara’s skin. “I’ve been thinking about it all afternoon.”

She moved down the bed, her hands sliding along the insides of Kara’s thighs, gently pushing them apart. Kara let them fall open, a moan escaping her as the cool air hit her wet, exposed flesh. Ariana settled between her legs, her gaze locked on Kara’s most intimate place.

Then she leaned in, and her tongue licked a long, slow stripe from Kara’s entrance all the way up to her clit.

Kara cried out, her hips jerking off the bed. The sensation was instantaneous and overwhelming—hot, wet, perfect. Ariana didn’t tease. She dove in with a focused intensity, her tongue circling Kara’s clit, flicking over the sensitive bud before plunging lower to lap at her opening. She alternated between deep, penetrating strokes and tight, rapid circles that made Kara see stars.

“Oh, god, Ari… right there,” Kara babbled, her fingers clutching at the sheets. The coiling tension in her abdomen was already tightening, a spring wound to its limit. Ariana hummed against her, the vibration sending another shockwave of pleasure through her.

Kara needed to touch, to reciprocate. She tugged at Ariana’s shirt. “Off… take this off.”

Ariana pulled back, her chin glistening, and in a few frantic movements, she was naked. Kara’s breath caught. Her stepsister was all lean muscle and soft curves, small, perfect breasts with dusky pink nipples already hard and pebbled. Kara reached for her, pulling her up, and captured one taut peak in her mouth.

Ariana gasped, her head falling back. Kara suckled, lightly at first, then with more pressure, swirling her tongue. She pinched the other nipple between her fingers, rolling and tugging, learning what made Ariana whimper and grind her hips against Kara’s leg.

“My turn,” Ariana panted, her eyes dark with lust. She moved with a sudden, fierce grace, swinging a leg over Kara’s shoulders, lowering her dripping core onto Kara’s face. “Taste me.”

The command was all Kara needed. She tilted her head up, her tongue meeting Ariana’s hot, slick folds. The flavor was musky, sweet, utterly intoxicating. She licked into her, mimicking the same rhythm Ariana had used on her. Ariana groaned, her hands bracing herself on the headboard as she began to move, rocking her hips, grinding her pussy against Kara’s mouth.

Kara lost herself in the act. The scent, the taste, the feeling of Ariana’s thighs trembling against her cheeks—it was all-consuming. She focused her tongue on Ariana’s clit, sucking it gently, then lashing it with quick strokes.

“Yes… Kara, yes… just like that…” Ariana’s voice was a broken chant. Her movements became more erratic, her inner muscles fluttering against Kara’s tongue. “I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum…”

Kara doubled her efforts, her own arousal a throbbing, secondary pulse. She slid a hand between her own legs, rubbing frantic circles as she drank her stepsister in.

Ariana’s climax hit with a silent, tensing shudder that turned into a deep, guttural cry. Her hips stuttered, then pressed down hard as a flood of warm, tangy release spilled over Kara’s tongue and chin. Kara drank it all, licking and sucking gently through the waves until Ariana collapsed to the side, spent and breathing heavily.

They lay there for a moment, the only sound their ragged breathing. Then Ariana turned, curling into Kara’s side, her head on Kara’s shoulder. Her hand came to rest on Kara’s stomach, fingers splayed.

“We can’t… tell anyone,” Ariana whispered, her voice husky. “Ever.”

“Never,” Kara agreed, the word feeling both like a promise and a thrilling secret. Her skin still hummed, her body still throbbed with unmet need. She turned her head, nuzzling into Ariana’s hair. “But… what happens now?”

21 - A TABOO GAME OF TRUTH OR DARE

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Fingering / Scissoring

“Dare,” Lana said, the word a challenge hanging in the dim, Christmas-lit living room.

Melody smiled, a slow, predatory curve of her lips. She took a deliberate sip of her wine, letting the silence stretch. The fire had died to embers, and the only sounds were the soft hum of the refrigerator and the distant tick of the hallway clock. Their parents had been asleep for hours.

“Okay,” Melody breathed, her voice low. “I dare you to kiss me.”

The air vanished. Lana’s competitive smirk froze, then shattered. She stared at her lifelong rival—the girl she’d battled for valedictorian, for captain of the debate team, for every scrap of recognition in their tiny hometown. Melody’s green eyes weren’t mocking now. They were wide, earnest, and utterly terrifying.

“You’re bluffing,” Lana whispered.

“I never bluff. You know that.” Melody didn’t look away. “Truth or Dare, Lana. Those are the rules. Unless you want to forfeit.”

Forfeit. The word was a slap. Lana’s pride, that familiar, fiery coil in her gut, tightened. She hadn’t backed down from a Melody-dare since they were thirteen and she’d stolen Old Man Henderson’s garden gnome. She wasn’t starting now.

—

It had started innocently enough. Boredom. A bottle of cheap merlot liberated from the back of the pantry. The oppressive, sugar-coated nostalgia of being trapped in their childhood home for the holidays. They’d circled each other for days, the old tensions simmering beneath polite questions about jobs and city life.

“Remember how we used to play Truth or Dare?” Lana had asked, topping off Melody’s glass. “Before things got… complicated.”

Melody’s laugh was brittle. “Everything was a competition with us.”

“Still could be.”

The game started out tame. Truth: What’s the worst thing you’ve ever done for a promotion? Dare: Go outside in your socks and make a snow angel. But with each round, each sip of wine, the stakes crept higher. The truths grew more intimate, the dares more reckless. It was a familiar dance, a way to poke and prod the person who knew all your weak spots.

Until now.

—

Lana leaned forward, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. This was just another challenge. Another point to score. She closed the small distance between them on the worn corduroy couch.

Their lips met.

It was meant to be quick. Chaste. A press of skin to skin to satisfy the dare and move on.

But it wasn’t.

The moment their mouths connected, a current jolted through Lana. Melody’s lips were softer than she’d imagined, and they yielded, then pressed back with a startling hunger. Lana’s hand, braced on the couch cushion, curled into the fabric. A tiny sound, a sigh, escaped Melody’s throat and slipped into Lana’s mouth.

The kiss deepened without permission. Lana’s tongue traced the seam of Melody’s lips, and they parted for her, warm and welcoming. The taste of wine and Melody, something uniquely sweet and sharp, flooded her senses. Her competitive focus blurred, melted, and reformed into a single, burning need: more.

When they finally broke apart, breathing ragged, Melody’s eyes were glazed. “I’ve wanted that,” she whispered, the confession raw in the quiet room. “For years. I hated you, and I wanted you, and I never knew the difference.”

The words unraveled Lana completely. Any pretense of a game vanished.

She didn’t speak. Her hands came up to frame Melody’s face, thumbs stroking her high cheekbones, and she kissed her again. This time it was all heat and claiming, a silent answer to the confession. Her fingers drifted down, trembling slightly, to the hem of Melody’s soft sleep shirt. She pulled it up and over her head in one fluid motion, tossing it to the floor.

Melody sat before her, bathed in the multicolored glow of the Christmas tree lights, her skin pale and perfect. Her breasts were full, tipped with taut, rosy peaks that Lana ached to touch. She did, brushing her thumbs over them, watching them harden instantly under her gaze. Melody arched into the touch, a sharp gasp catching in her throat.

“Shhh,” Lana murmured, her own voice foreign to her ears. “The parents.”

It was the only warning before she pushed Melody back gently against the arm of the couch. She kissed her way down her neck, her collarbone, taking a detour to swirl her tongue around one perfect nipple, then the other. Melody’s hands fisted in her hair, holding her close, her hips shifting restlessly.

Lana’s mouth continued its southward journey, over the quivering plane of Melody’s stomach, tracing the lace edge of her panties. She hooked her fingers in the delicate fabric and drew them down Melody’s legs, letting them fall to the floor.

Then she was there. Right there. Melody was bare and beautiful and glistening for her in the dim light. The scent of her, musky and sweet, filled Lana’s head. She didn’t hesitate. She lowered her mouth and tasted her.

Melody’s whole body jerked. A choked cry escaped her, and she slapped a hand over her own mouth, eyes wide with panic and pleasure. Lana held her thighs apart, anchoring her, and did it again. A long, slow lick from bottom to top, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves at the peak.

Heaven. Melody was salt and silk and heat. Lana feasted, learning Melody’s rhythm. A firm, flat tongue against her clit made Melody’s legs tremble. A soft, probing dip inside had her muffling another desperate moan into her own palm. Lana lost herself in the act, in the wet, slick sounds, in the way Melody’s body tensed and bowed, seeking more, more, more.

She slid two fingers inside, curling them, and Melody’s back arched clear off the couch. Her internal muscles clenched around Lana’s fingers, a pulsing, desperate grip. Lana quickened the pace of her tongue, focusing relentlessly on that swollen, eager clit.

“Lana… I’m… oh god,” Melody whimpered behind her hand, the words strangled.

The orgasm took her. It was a silent, violent quake. Her thighs clamped around Lana’s head, her heels digging into the small of Lana’s back. A hot rush of wetness coated Lana’s fingers as Melody’s core convulsed in wave after wave of pleasure. Lana coaxed her through it until Melody went limp, a boneless, trembling heap on the cushions.

Only then did Lana rise up on her knees. Her own need was a throbbing, urgent ache between her legs. She looked down at Melody’s bliss-drunk face and pulled her own shirt off, then her leggings and panties, revealing her own body—toned from city gyms, her breasts high, her skin flushed with desire.

Melody’s gaze, heavy-lidded and sated, sharpened with new hunger. “You’re so beautiful,” she breathed.

Lana didn’t need to be asked. She climbed over Melody, straddling her hips, their naked skin meeting in a shocking, glorious slide. She lowered herself, positioning herself so their centers aligned.

Then she rocked forward.

The contact was electric. A slick, hot grind of clit against clit. Lana gasped, her head falling back. Melody’s hands flew to her hips, guiding her, urging her into a rhythm. They moved together, a frantic, silent syncopation on the old couch. The only sounds were their ragged breaths, the soft, wet friction of their bodies, and the creak of protesting springs.

Lana looked down. Melody was watching her, her eyes dark pools of awe and want. The connection was more intimate than anything Lana had ever known. This wasn’t just bodies. It was every stolen glance, every barbed compliment, every moment of fierce, unacknowledged longing finally given form.

The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter at her core. Melody’s fingers dug into her ass, pulling her down harder with each thrust. Their breaths mingled, their foreheads touching.

“Look at me,” Melody pleaded, a whisper.

Lana opened her eyes. She was lost in green.

Her climax detonated. It ripped through her silently, a scream trapped in her chest, transforming into a series of sharp, gasping breaths. Her body convulsed, grinding desperately against Melody’s, milking every last shock of sensation. Through the haze, she felt Melody shudder beneath her, a second, answering peak triggered by Lana’s own.

They collapsed together in a sweaty, tangled heap, limbs intertwined. The Christmas lights blurred in Lana’s vision. For a long time, the only thing she was aware of was the frantic hammer of their hearts slowing, gradually, into the same rhythm.

Melody nuzzled into the crook of Lana’s neck, her breath warm on her skin. “No one can ever know,” she murmured, her voice thick with sleep and satiation.

Lana tightened her arm around her, staring at the ceiling. The secret felt heavy and precious. “No one,” she agreed, her own voice just a whisper in the dark.

22 - SHARED GRIEF IGNITES TABOO ROMANCE

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Romantic / Scissoring / Fingering / Cunnilingus

The scent of Carolyn’s perfume, something light and floral, cut through the haze of grief that had filled Jessie’s house for weeks. It was on the wool of her coat as she hung it by the door, on her skin as she moved past to set the casserole dish on the kitchen counter. Jessie watched, her arms wrapped around herself, a silent scream of want and guilt lodged in her throat.

“You shouldn’t have to think about dinner,” Carolyn said, her voice soft. A strand of dark hair fell from her neat bun. She tucked it behind her ear, a gesture so familiar it made Jessie’s chest ache. It was Marshall’s gesture, too.

“Thank you,” Jessie managed. The words were ashes. “You don’t have to… you’ve done so much.”

“I want to.” Carolyn turned, her blue eyes meeting Jessie’s. They were red-rimmed. “It helps me, too. Being here. Feeling close to him.”

That was the trigger. The mention of him. The shared, gaping hole where Marshall had been. Jessie felt the last thread of her restraint snap. A sob broke from her, ugly and raw, and she covered her face with her hands. In an instant, Carolyn was there, pulling her into an embrace. It wasn’t sisterly. It was firm, full-bodied. Jessie melted into it, her face buried in the crook of Carolyn’s neck, inhaling that perfume, feeling the solid warmth of another person after so many cold, empty weeks.

“I miss him,” Jessie wept. “God, I miss him so much it’s a physical pain.”

“I know,” Carolyn murmured, her lips moving against Jessie’s temple. Her hands rubbed slow circles on Jessie’s back. “I know, sweetheart. Every day.”

They stood like that for long minutes, in the dimming light of the kitchen. The comfort began to shift, the energy between them thickening, warming. Jessie became hyper-aware of the press of Carolyn’s breasts against her own, the strength in the arms holding her, the faint, clean scent of her skin beneath the perfume. The attraction she’d been ruthlessly burying, attributing to loneliness, to madness, surged up with a force that stole her breath.

She pulled back just enough to look at Carolyn’s face. Tears tracked down her sister-in-law’s cheeks. Jessie’s gaze dropped to her mouth. Full. Soft. Slightly parted.

“Carolyn,” she whispered, the name a plea and a confession.

“Jessie.” Carolyn’s voice was just as strained. Her hands stilled on Jessie’s back. “Don’t.”

“I can’t help it.” The admission tumbled out, reckless and terrifying. “I think about you. All the time. It’s wrong, I know it’s wrong, but I…”

Carolyn’s breath hitched. Her eyes searched Jessie’s, wide with a mirrored hunger. “I’ve thought about you,” she breathed, the words barely audible. “For years. Since the day he brought you home. I never said a word. I would never have… but now…”

“He’s gone,” Jessie said, the finality of it a dark, permissive thrill.

“He would want us to be happy,” Carolyn said, her conviction sudden and fierce. Her thumbs stroked Jessie’s jawline. “He loved us both. He’d want us to have this.”

That was all the absolution Jessie needed. She closed the infinitesimal distance between them.

The first kiss was tentative, a soft brushing of lips. A question. The answer came a heartbeat later as Carolyn’s mouth opened under hers with a soft, desperate sound. The kiss deepened, turning hot and wet and searching. It wasn’t gentle comfort. It was weeks of pent-up grief and years of suppressed desire erupting at once. Jessie’s hands fisted in Carolyn’s sweater, pulling her closer, feeling the seam of her jeans press against her own thigh.

Carolyn’s tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of mint and salt tears. Jessie moaned, the sound vibrating between them. Her hands slid under Carolyn’s sweater, finding warm, smooth skin at the small of her back. Carolyn shuddered.

“Bedroom,” Jessie gasped against her mouth. It wasn’t a question.

They stumbled down the hall, a tangle of grasping hands and frantic kisses, clothes already being pushed out of the way. They fell through the doorway of the master bedroom, the room that still smelled faintly of Marshall’s cologne. Jessie didn’t care. The only scent that mattered now was Carolyn’s, the only taste was her mouth.

“Off,” Carolyn panted, pulling at Jessie’s shirt. “Get this off.”

They tore at each other’s clothes, buttons flying, fabric ripping. There was no finesse, only a starving need to feel skin on skin. Jessie’s bra was undone and discarded, her nipples hardening in the cool air before Carolyn’s hot mouth covered one, sucking hard. Jessie cried out, her head falling back, her fingers tangling in Carolyn’s dark hair.

“You’re so beautiful,” Carolyn groaned, moving to the other breast, her hand cupping and kneading the full weight of it. “I’ve imagined this… God, so many times.”

Jessie pushed Carolyn’s pants and underwear down her hips in one rough motion. She kicked off her own, and then they were naked, pressed together from chest to thigh. The feel of it was electric—soft curves, taut muscles, the slick heat already gathering between Jessie’s legs meeting the coarse hair of Carolyn’s.

They fell onto the bed in a heap. Jessie rolled, pinning Carolyn beneath her, and captured her mouth again. Her hand slid down Carolyn’s stomach, through the damp curls, and found her center. She was soaked, hot, her folds swollen and ready. Jessie moaned into the kiss as her fingers slipped through the slickness.

“Yes,” Carolyn hissed, bucking her hips. “Jessie, please.”

Jessie circled her clit, a slow, torturous tease that made Carolyn whimper. Then she slid two fingers inside her, deep and sure. Carolyn’s back arched off the bed, a broken cry tearing from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around Jessie’s fingers, a hot, rhythmic pulse.

“Like that,” Carolyn gasped. “Don’t stop.”

Jessie didn’t. She set a relentless pace, her thumb finding Carolyn’s clit, rubbing tight, urgent circles. She watched the pleasure transform Carolyn’s face—the parted lips, the fluttering eyelids, the flush spreading down her chest. It was the most powerful thing she’d ever seen.

“I’m close,” Carolyn warned, her voice tight. Her hands scrabbled at Jessie’s shoulders. “So close.”

Jessie bent her head, taking a peaked nipple into her mouth, sucking hard as she thrust her fingers deeper, curling them just so. Carolyn shattered. Her climax hit with a silent scream, her body seizing, her channel flooding Jessie’s hand with wet heat. Jessie kept moving, gentler now, drawing out the waves of pleasure until Carolyn went limp, boneless and panting.

Before Jessie could catch her own breath, Carolyn was moving. She pushed Jessie onto her back, her mouth trailing wet, open-mouthed kisses down her stomach. “My turn,” she murmured, her breath hot against Jessie’s inner thigh.

Then her tongue was there, a broad, flat stroke through Jessie’s dripping folds. Jessie screamed, her hips jerking off the bed. It was too much, too intense. Carolyn didn’t let up. She feasted on her, licking and sucking with a focused hunger that drove Jessie instantly to the brink. One finger, then two, slid inside her, pumping in time with the flick of her tongue on Jessie’s clit.

“Carolyn… I can’t… I’m gonna…” The words were incoherent.

Carolyn pushed deeper, her fingers hitting a spot that made Jessie see white. The orgasm exploded through her, a violent, consuming tidal wave. Her vision blurred. Her body convulsed, juices gushing out around Carolyn’s fingers and mouth in hot, helpless pulses. Carolyn drank her down, moaning against her, not stopping until the last tremor had subsided and Jessie was a shaking, sobbing wreck on the sheets.

Silence fell, broken only by their ragged breathing. Carolyn crawled up the bed, her body slick with sweat and Jessie’s release, and gathered her into her arms. Jessie buried her face in Carolyn’s hair, the conflict rising like bile in her throat.

“This is wrong,” she whispered, even as she clung tighter.

“No,” Carolyn said, her voice firm, her hand stroking Jessie’s hair. “It’s not. He’s gone, Jess. We’re here. This is real. We are real.”

The certainty in her voice was a balm. Jessie let herself believe it, for a moment. “We can’t tell anyone. Not yet.”

“We won’t,” Carolyn agreed, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “It’s ours. Just for now.”

“What happens tomorrow?” Jessie asked, her voice small.

Carolyn shifted, propping herself up on an elbow to look down at her. A slow, possessive smile touched her lips. Her hand drifted down, fingertips tracing the curve of Jessie’s hip. “Tomorrow,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky promise, “I come back. And we do this again.”

23 - A HOTEL MIX UP, A TABOO TRYST

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Bath / Fingering / Kissing / Sixty-nine

The Vegas heat was a physical weight as Jane and Nadine stood at the hotel’s front desk, the giddy chatter of their parents fading as they headed to their own upgraded suite. The clerk’s apologetic smile did nothing to cool the situation. A double booking. A convention. Only one other room available.

“It’s the honeymoon suite,” the clerk said, pushing two key cards across the marble. “Exactly like your parents’. Just… on a different floor.”

Nadine’s laugh was brittle. “You’re joking.”

Jane, ever pragmatic, scooped up the keys. “Better than the airport motel. Come on, stepsis. Let’s see what a free upgrade buys us.”

The elevator ride was silent, thick with an unspoken tension that had hummed between them for years—a mix of rivalry, curiosity, and something else neither dared name. But when Jane pushed the suite door open, that tension snapped into a new, dizzying shape.

The room was a cliché of romance. A vast, circular bed dominated the space, piled high with pillows. The scent of roses hung in the air, emanating from the hundreds of crimson petals strewn across the floor, leading like a trail to the enormous, sunken Jacuzzi tub that bubbled softly in the corner, already filled.

“Oh, my God,” Nadine breathed, her bag dropping from her shoulder.

Jane just grinned, a slow, wicked thing. “Well. They did say ‘honeymoon’.” She kicked off her heels, her eyes locked on Nadine’s. “Seems a shame to let it all go to waste.”

Without breaking eye contact, Jane began to undress. It wasn’t a striptease; it was a simple, deliberate shedding of the day’s travel. The zip of her sundress. The whisper of fabric as it pooled at her feet. Nadine stood frozen, watching the elegant line of Jane’s back, the swell of her hips in simple lace underwear. Jane hooked her thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down, stepping out. Completely bare, she walked to the tub, the muscles in her calves flexing. She didn’t look back as she sank into the frothing water with a deep, satisfied sigh.

“The water’s perfect,” Jane said, her voice a low hum. She tilted her head back against the rim, her dark hair fanning out. “Aren’t you coming in?”

Nadine’s heart hammered against her ribs. This was madness. They were stepsisters. Their parents were renewing their vows two floors down. Every logical nerve screamed no. But a deeper, hungrier part of her was already moving, fingers fumbling with the buttons of her blouse. Just sharing a bath, she told herself. Making the best of a weird situation.

Soon, she was just as bare, standing for a moment in the cool air before quickly slipping into the opposite end of the vast tub. The hot water was a shock, then a sublime relief. She kept her knees tucked to her chest, putting distance between them.

“Relax,” Jane murmured. She shifted through the water, the movement causing gentle waves to lap at Nadine’s skin. “Here. Let me.”

Nadine flinched when Jane’s hands touched her shoulders, but the touch was firm, sure. Jane guided her to turn around, to present her back. Nadine obeyed, her breath catching. Then she felt it—the rough, warm surface of a loofah, slick with jasmine-scented soap, gliding down the length of her spine.

It started as a simple washing. But with each long, slow stroke, the atmosphere thickened. Jane’s touch became less about cleaning and more about exploration. The loofah was discarded. Now it was just Jane’s palms, slick and hot, kneading the tension from Nadine’s shoulders, sliding down the delicate wings of her shoulder blades. A thumb pressed into a knot of muscle, and Nadine couldn’t suppress a soft, throaty moan.

“There,” Jane whispered, her lips close to Nadine’s ear. Her hands drifted lower, skimming the sides of Nadine’s waist, then dipping inwards, just above the waterline. Not quite touching where Nadine suddenly, desperately needed to be touched. The ache between her legs was a blunt, undeniable throb. This is wrong. This is so wrong.

But her body arched back into Jane’s touch of its own volition.

One of Jane’s hands slid around Nadine’s hip, flat against her lower belly, pulling her back flush against Jane’s front. The other hand continued its torturous path down her spine, lower, lower, until fingertips grazed the very top of the cleft of her ass. Nadine gasped, her head falling back against Jane’s shoulder.

“Jane…”

“Shhh.” The word was a warm puff against her damp skin. Jane’s exploring hand finally slipped between Nadine’s thighs from behind, a smooth, inevitable invasion through the silky water. Nadine’s legs fell open, a silent, screaming invitation.

Jane’s middle finger found her core, not entering, just rubbing slow, maddening circles around her swollen clit. Nadine cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the tub, her body bowing with the intensity of the sensation. It was too much. It was not enough.

She twisted in the water, turning to face Jane. Their eyes met, a collision of shock and raw hunger. There were no more questions. Nadine reached for her, her own hand plunging beneath the bubbling surface, finding the hot, slick junction of Jane’s thighs. Jane’s eyes fluttered closed, a sharp gasp escaping her as Nadine’s fingers mimicked the same tormenting circles.

They moved together in a frantic, watery dance. Fingers slid inside, curling and searching. Palms ground against throbbing nerves. The water sloshed over the sides of the tub, a rhythmic accompaniment to their ragged breaths and stifled moans. Nadine’s forehead pressed against Jane’s, their noses brushing. The air was steam and jasmine and sex.

It was Jane who bridged the final gap. Her lips, soft and seeking, found Nadine’s. The kiss was a shock—salty, wet, and deep. It shattered the last pretense. This wasn’t an accident. It was a confession.

They came like that, fingers buried in each other, mouths fused, the orgasms ripping through them in silent, violent waves that made their bodies shudder and seize. For a long moment afterward, they simply clung to each other in the cooling water, panting.

Wordlessly, they climbed out, water cascading from their skin. They used the plush, white towels, drying each other with a new, intimate familiarity, their hands lingering on damp curves. The trail of rose petals crunched underfoot as they moved, drawn by a magnetic pull, to the massive bed.

Jane pushed Nadine down onto the cloud-like duvet. The world was a blur of soft light and softer fabric. Then Jane was crawling over her, her expression fierce with desire. But instead of moving up her body, Jane shifted, pivoting, lowering herself until her knees were on either side of Nadine’s head. She understood. Nadine’s own hips lifted, her hands gripping Jane’s thighs, pulling her down into the same position.

Sixty-nine.

The intimate scent of each other, musky and sweet, filled their senses. Nadine hesitated for only a second, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. Then she leaned forward, her tongue finding Jane’s swollen, glistening folds. At the same moment, she felt the hot, wet press of Jane’s mouth on her own core.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. Giving and receiving. The salty-tangy taste of Jane on her tongue, the exquisite, relentless pressure of Jane’s tongue on her clit. Nadine lost herself in the rhythm, licking and sucking, her moans vibrating against Jane’s flesh, which only spurred Jane on harder.

The room filled with the sounds of them—wet, hungry, obscene. The slick slide of tongues. Guttural, muffled cries. The creak of the bed as they moved. Nadine’s world narrowed to the pulsing heat in her mouth and the electric pleasure coiling tight in her own belly. She felt the moment Jane began to tense, her thighs clamping around Nadine’s head. Nadine redoubled her efforts, swirling her tongue faster, slipping two fingers inside Jane, curling them just so.

Jane’s climax hit with a strangled scream, her body bucking, her essence flooding Nadine’s mouth. The violent clenching around her fingers pushed Nadine over the edge. Her own release tore through her, a blinding white-hot shock that had her screaming into Jane’s quivering flesh, her back arching clear off the bed.

They collapsed into a tangled, breathless heap, sweat-slicked and sated. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. Nadine stared up at the ceiling, the ornate plaster swirls blurring. The reality of what they’d just done—what they were still doing, lying naked and spent in a honeymoon suite—crashed over her.

Her voice was a hoarse whisper in the quiet, luxurious room. “Our parents are renewing their vows tonight and we just…”

Jane silenced her with a kiss. “No one will know. And we’ll have a whole week to keep doing it.”

24 - MOTHER-IN-LAW’S YOGA LESSONS

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus

“Tell me what you want, Angie.”

The words were a low murmur against her ear, Christine’s breath hot on her neck, her hands still kneading the tight muscles of Angie’s shoulders. Angie’s heart hammered against her ribs. The scent of sandalwood incense and Christine’s clean sweat filled the dim basement yoga studio.

“I…” Angie’s voice was a thread. Christine’s thumbs pressed deep into a knot near her spine, and a moan slipped out instead of words.

“Your body is speaking for you,” Christine whispered, her voice smooth as the yoga mat beneath them. “It’s been speaking for weeks. Now use your words.”

This was wrong. So profoundly, deliciously wrong. It was the thought that had pulsed through Angie for a month of private Tuesday night lessons in her mother-in-law’s finished basement. It started innocently enough.

—

Four weeks ago, stress had been a tight band around Angie’s skull. “Come see me,” Christine had said after a strained family dinner, her hand warm on Angie’s arm. “I can help. A private session. Just us.”

The offer was a lifeline. Christine, at fifty-two, moved with a serene, powerful grace Angie envied. Her studio was a sanctuary of soft light, bamboo flooring, and that ever-present sandalwood scent.

The first lesson was clinical. Christine’s touches were instructional, professional. “Lengthen your spine here, Angie,” she’d say, a firm palm flat against Angie’s lower back in Warrior Two. But the touch lingered. A half-second too long. A thumb brushed the side of her ribcage as Christine adjusted her arm in Extended Side Angle.

A spark, tiny and forbidden, flickered in Angie’s belly.

It grew with each session. Christine’s hands became less corrective, more… explorative. Guiding Angie into Pigeon Pose, Christine would kneel behind her, using her own body to press Angie’s hips down. Angie would feel the soft warmth of Christine’s thighs bracketing her own, the whisper of Christine’s breath on the back of her neck. The instructions became softer, more intimate. “Open yourself here. Surrender to the stretch. Yes, just like that.”

Angie would leave flushed, her skin humming, telling herself it was just the exertion. But she dreamed of those hands. She replayed the moments of near-embrace in poses where Christine’s front would press against her back, steadying her.

Tonight’s session had been the most intense yet. Deep hip-openers that made Angie feel exposed, vulnerable. Christine was everywhere—a steadying hand on her belly in Bridge pose, fingers splayed possessively, a knee gently nudging her thighs wider in a supine twist. The air between them crackled, thick and unspoken.

As they finished, Angie lay panting on her mat, spent. Christine knelt beside her, a sheen of sweat on her own brow. “You held so much tension today. Let me help. A proper massage. You’ll never unwind otherwise.”

Angie, mind fuzzy from endorphins and that simmering, taboo want, simply nodded.

—

Now, under the guise of massage, the last pretense dissolved.

Christine’s strong, skilled hands slid from Angie’s shoulders, down the sides of her ribcage. They paused at the band of her tight black tank top. A question.

“Christine…” Angie breathed.

“Tell me.”

The words broke the dam. “Don’t stop.”

Christine’s fingers hooked under the hem of the tank top and in one fluid motion, drew it up and over Angie’s head, tossing it aside. The cool basement air hit Angie’s skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of Christine’s gaze. Her hands returned, not to her back, but sliding around to cup Angie’s breasts through her flimsy sports bra.

Angie gasped, arching into the touch. God, yes.

“Turn over,” Christine commanded, her voice husky.

Angie obeyed, rolling onto her back. She looked up at Christine—her mother-in-law, her yoga instructor—seeing her anew. Hunger darkened Christine’s usually calm eyes. There was no serenity here now, only need.

Christine lowered her head, her mouth finding Angie’s in a kiss that was all heat and possession. It wasn’t gentle. It was devouring. Angie’s hands flew to Christine’s hair, pulling her closer, tasting herbal tea and sin. The world narrowed to the slick slide of their tongues, the desperate clutch of fingers.

Breaking the kiss, Christine trailed her mouth down Angie’s neck, to her collarbone, and lower. She tugged down the cup of the sports bra, exposing a taut, pebbled nipple. She didn’t tease. She took it into her mouth, sucking hard.

Oh, fuck. A bolt of pure, electric pleasure shot from Angie’s nipple straight to her core, which was already throbbing, achingly wet. She cried out, her back bowing off the mat. Christine laved the nipple with her tongue, then bit down gently, making Angie whimper. She gave the same devoted attention to the other breast, her hand kneading the first, pinching and rolling the wet peak.

“Off,” Christine panted against her skin, her fingers tugging at the waistband of Angie’s high-waisted yoga pants. “All of it.”

Angie lifted her hips, a willing participant in her own undoing. Christine peeled the pants and the damp panties beneath them down her legs, discarding them into the shadows. Then she just looked, her gaze a physical caress over Angie’s naked body, sprawled on the purple mat.

“So beautiful,” Christine murmured, more to herself than to Angie. “All that quiet desperation. Let it go.”

She knelt between Angie’s thighs, pushing them wider. She didn’t bury her face immediately. First, she ran her hands up the insides of Angie’s trembling legs, from knees to the very apex. A slow, maddening ascent. Her thumbs brushed through the neat thatch of curls, then parted her, exposing her utterly.

Angie was pulsating, slick and open. The cool air on her wetness was a shock.

Christine leaned down, but her first touch wasn’t with her tongue. She blew softly, a warm stream of air over Angie’s clit.

Angie jerked, a sob catching in her throat. “Please.”

That one word was all Christine needed. She lowered her mouth and licked, one long, flat stroke from Angie’s entrance all the way up to her clit.

The sensation was blinding. Angie’s hands scrabbled at the mat. Christine held her hips down, anchoring her, and dove in. This was not tentative exploration. Christine ate her with single-minded focus, with the same intensity she brought to a difficult asana. Her tongue was relentless, circling Angie’s clit, flicking it, sucking it gently into her mouth. Her nose nudged against Angie’s sensitive flesh. One hand remained splayed on Angie’s belly, feeling the muscles quiver and tense, while the other slid lower, two fingers slipping inside her without hesitation.

Angie was drowning in sensation. The wet, rhythmic sounds, the scent of her own arousal mixing with sandalwood, the incredible, building pressure of Christine’s mouth and fingers working in perfect, devastating harmony. Christine curled her fingers inside her, finding a spot that made Angie see white sparks behind her eyelids. Her tongue never stopped its maddening dance.

“I’m… Christine, I’m going to…”

Christine responded by sucking harder, fucking her faster with her fingers.

The orgasm ripped through Angie, violent and consuming. It wrenched a raw, guttural scream from her throat as her body convulsed, hips lifting off the mat, back arching wildly. Christine rode it out, gentling her tongue but not stopping, drawing every last shuddering wave from her until Angie collapsed, boneless and gasping.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, Christine rose, her lips glistening. She looked down at Angie with a fierce, proud smile. Without a word, she reached for the hem of her own tank top and pulled it off. Her sports bra followed. Her body was lean, strong, her breasts smaller than Angie’s with dark, erect nipples. She stepped out of her yoga pants, standing gloriously naked.

“My turn,” she said, her voice thick.

She moved to the center of the room, getting onto her hands and knees. Then she fluidly lifted into Downward Dog, her body forming a perfect, inverted V. The pose presented her to Angie—the elegant line of her back, the tight curve of her ass, and between her thighs, the glistening evidence of her own desire.

The sight was an aphrodisiac. Energy, hot and new, flooded Angie’s spent limbs. She pushed herself up, crawled behind Christine, and without preamble, leaned in and buried her face between Christine’s thighs.

Christine’s taste was musky, tangy, utterly addictive. Angie licked her with the same hunger she’d been shown, exploring her folds, finding her swollen clit. Christine moaned, a deep, ragged sound, and pushed her hips back against Angie’s mouth. Angie gripped Christine’s hips, holding her in place, and devoted herself to the task. She licked and sucked, learning what made Christine’s breath hitch, what made her thighs tremble. She fucked her with her tongue, reveling in the wet heat, the desperate little cries falling from Christine’s lips.

It didn’t take long. Christine’s body began to tighten, her cries rising in pitch. “Yes, there, right there! Don’t stop!” Angie focused on her clit, sucking rhythmically, and felt the moment Christine shattered. Her internal muscles fluttered around Angie’s tongue, her whole body shaking through a silent, intense climax before she collapsed onto her forearms with a long, shuddering sigh.

Slowly, they both eased down onto the mat, limbs tangled, skin slick with sweat and other things. The forbidden line was not just crossed; it was obliterated.

Christine turned her head, her eyes meeting Angie’s. “This stays here. In this room.”

Angie, her mind buzzing with satiation and latent thrill, nodded. “Our secret.”

A slow smile spread on Christine’s face. She traced a finger down Angie’s arm. “Same time next week? We’ll work on… deeper flexibility.”

Anticipation, hot and immediate, coiled in Angie’s belly again. She was already looking forward to it.

25 - A FAMILY VACATION AWAKENING

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine / Scissoring

The air conditioning hummed, a cold contrast to the simmering heat of Avery’s frustration. From the balcony, she watched Tyler and his father, James, stride across the resort lawn toward the dive shop, their laughter carrying on the salt-tinged breeze. They hadn’t even looked back.

It was the final day of their Hawaiian vacation. Avery had spent weeks researching the perfect island tour, mapping out every volcano, waterfall, and hidden beach. She had been so excited to finally see them, but at the last minute, Tyler and his father decided to go snorkeling instead. When Avery tried to protest, Tyler dismissed her with a sharp, rude comment before heading out with his dad. Now, Avery sat in the quiet hotel room, looking crushed. Across from her, Cheryl watched in silence, taking in the hurt on her daughter-in-law's face.

“I’m so sorry, Avery.”

Cheryl’s voice was soft, laced with a familiar weariness. Avery turned. Her mother-in-law stood by the mini-bar, twisting the cap off a water bottle. At fifty-five, Cheryl was still strikingly beautiful, with intelligent eyes that now held a deep, shared embarrassment.

“It’s not your fault,” Avery said, the words automatic.

“It feels like it is.” Cheryl took a sip, her gaze distant. “I didn’t raise Tyler to be so… dismissive. So entitled. But James…” She let out a slow breath. “James has always been like that. My opinion means nothing. Tyler is just like his dad.”

Avery moved to the sofa, the plush fabric sighing under her weight. “He wasn’t like this when we were dating. Or maybe I just didn’t see it.”

“They show you their best face until they think they have you.” Cheryl sat beside her, not too close, but the warmth of her body was palpable. “Then the mask slips. Piece by piece.”

Silence settled, but it wasn’t empty. It was thick with unspoken understanding, a week’s worth of shared sidelong glances and suppressed eye-rolls. A solidarity forged in quiet humiliation.

“You know,” Cheryl said, her voice dropping to a confidential murmur, “I used to wonder. About… other paths. What it would be like to be with someone who actually listened. Who saw me.” She glanced at Avery, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. “Sometimes, I even wondered… about being with a woman. It just wasn’t an option, back in my day. Not a real one. Your generation is lucky. You have choices.”

The admission hung in the air, delicate and electrifying. Avery’s heart thudded against her ribs. She looked at Cheryl—really looked. At the gentle curve of her mouth, the silver strands glinting in her dark hair, the keen empathy in her eyes that had been a lifeline all week.

“It doesn’t feel like much of a choice right now,” Avery whispered.

Their eyes locked. The world outside—the turquoise sea, the laughing men—faded into a blur. There was only this charged space between them on the cream-colored sofa. A space that suddenly felt inevitable.

Cheryl leaned in first. Or maybe Avery did. It didn’t matter.

The first kiss was a question, soft and tentative, a brush of lips that tasted of salt and regret and bottled-up longing. Then it became an answer. Avery’s hand came up to cup Cheryl’s jaw, her thumb stroking the soft skin there. Cheryl’s fingers tangled in Avery’s sun-bleached hair, pulling her closer with an urgency that shattered the last of their reserve.

It was a hungry, desperate meeting of mouths. Tongues sliding, exploring, claiming. A week of tension exploded into heat. Avery moaned into the kiss, the sound swallowed by Cheryl’s eager mouth. Their hands began to move, frantic and seeking.

Avery fumbled with the buttons of Cheryl’s linen shirt, her fingers clumsy with need. Cheryl helped, shrugging it off her shoulders. The practical, beige bra followed. Avery’s breath hitched. Cheryl’s breasts were fuller than her own, tipped with dusky pink nipples that were already pebbled tight. She bent her head, taking one into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the taut peak. Cheryl cried out, her back arching, her hands clutching at Avery’s shoulders.

“Yes… oh, just like that,” Cheryl gasped.

They tumbled sideways on the wide sofa, a frenzy of shedding clothes. Sundresses, shorts, underwear—all became obstacles to be removed. Skin met skin. Avery was captivated by the feel of Cheryl’s body against hers—softer, more yielding, yet strong. She kissed a trail down Cheryl’s stomach, her tongue dipping into her navel, earning a shaky laugh that turned into a gasp as Avery’s fingers found the wet heat between her legs.

Cheryl was already soaked. Avery slid two fingers inside her, curling them, and Cheryl’s hips bucked off the cushions. “Avery…”

The sound of her name, raw and wanting, sent a jolt straight to Avery’s core. She moved her fingers, setting a slow, deep rhythm, her thumb circling Cheryl’s clit. She watched Cheryl’s face—eyes squeezed shut, lips parted, every sensation playing across her features like a symphony. It was the most seen Avery had felt in years.

“I want to taste you,” Cheryl panted, her own hands roaming over Avery’s body. “Let me.”

In a fluid, desperate motion, they rearranged themselves. Avery straddled Cheryl’s face, lowering herself onto that waiting mouth as she bent to take Cheryl into her own. The sixty-nine position was awkward, intimate, perfect. The world narrowed to the scent of arousal, the slick sounds of their mutual pleasure, the overwhelming sensations.

Avery’s thighs trembled as Cheryl’s tongue found her. It was expert, relentless, licking broad stripes before zeroing in on her clit with focused, fluttering pressure. Avery moaned, the vibration traveling through Cheryl’s body beneath her. She returned the favor, devouring Cheryl, drinking her in, losing herself in the tangy-sweet taste and the way Cheryl’s hips moved against her mouth.

“I’m close,” Cheryl whimpered, her words muffled against Avery’s flesh. “So close.”

They came almost together, a cascading wave of pleasure that tore through them. Avery’s climax ripped a cry from her throat as Cheryl’s muscles clenched around her tongue. She rode the shuddering waves until she was spent, collapsing onto the sofa beside Cheryl, both of them breathing in ragged, syncopated gasps.

But the hunger wasn’t sated. It had only been awakened.

Cheryl rolled on top, her body slick with sweat. She settled her weight onto Avery, their breasts pressing together, their stomachs sliding. Then she shifted, aligning herself so their centers met. Clit to clit. The contact was electric, a sharp, delicious friction.

“Look at me,” Cheryl breathed.

Avery opened her eyes. Cheryl’s gaze was dark, intense, alive. She began to move, a slow, grinding roll of her hips. Avery matched the rhythm, their bodies moving in a primal, scissoring dance. The pressure built again, faster this time, deeper. It wasn’t just physical; it was a fusion, a silent conversation of shared anger and stolen joy.

“Yes… yes…” Avery chanted, her hands gripping Cheryl’s hips, urging her on.

Their movements became frantic, a pursuit of that brilliant edge. The room filled with the sound of skin on skin, sharp breaths, and broken whimpers. Avery felt the coil inside her tighten, unbearably tight, until it snapped.

Her vision whited out. Pleasure, pure and scorching, detonated in her core and radiated out to her fingertips. Beneath her, Cheryl stiffened, a silent scream on her lips as her own orgasm crashed over her. They clung to each other, shuddering through the endless aftershocks, until they were still.

The chill of the air conditioning registered first, raising goosebumps on their sweat-sheened skin. Reality, cold and insistent, seeped back in.

Without a word, they untangled. They dressed quickly, efficiently, not looking at each other. The silence now was different—heavy with consequence. Avery’s mind raced, a frantic tumble of thoughts. What have we done? Tyler. James. Oh god.

She fastened her sundress with trembling fingers. Cheryl was already composed, smoothing her hair, her face an unreadable mask. But when their eyes finally met, the connection was still there, a live wire humming between them.

Cheryl reached out, her hand briefly, firmly, squeezing Avery’s. “When we get home…” she began, her voice low and steady. “We’ll find a way.”

Avery nodded, her heart hammering. “Yes.”


26 - A WIFE’S SECRET DESIRES, A SISTER-IN-LAW’S TABOO BLACKMAIL

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / BDSM / Blackmail / Cunnilingus / Flogging / Strap-on / Anal Play

The afternoon sun streamed through the bedroom blinds, slicing the space into bright slats of gold and deep shadow as Cara leaned over her laptop. Her fingers flew across the keyboard, the rhythmic clack-clack-clack echoing the frantic pace of her heart. She was deep in the "Submissive Desires" sub-forum of SapphicSteel, pouring out a detailed fantasy she’d never dared utter aloud: the craving for a firm hand, the weight of a heavy collar, and the surrender of her own agency to a woman who knew exactly how to dismantle her.

As she hit "Post," a rush of adrenaline—part shame, part exquisite longing—washed over her. She watched the loading icon spin, her breath hitching as her words were bared to a community of strangers. She’d created an account a few months ago. The other users had been so welcoming. So accepting. I’ve finally found other women who understand me, she thought, her skin humming with a restless, unspent energy.

The sudden, insistent knocking at her front door made her nearly jump out of her skin.

Cara froze, her eyes darting to the clock in the corner of her screen: 11:42 PM. Jake was at work. He wouldn’t be home for hours. Pushing back from her desk, she felt the cool air of the room hit her heated skin. She moved through the darkened hallway like a ghost, her pulse thundering in her ears.

When she opened the door, Tabbie stood there. Jake’s sister. She was holding a large, heavy-looking black duffel bag. Her smile was a blade.

“Hey, Cara,” Tabbie said, her voice smooth as bourbon. She didn’t wait for an invitation, just stepped inside, her presence suddenly filling the quiet suburban foyer.

“Tabbie! What a surprise,” Cara managed, her social mask clicking into place.

Tabbie dropped the bag with a soft, weighted thump on the polished floor. She turned, her eyes locking onto Cara’s. The playful glint was gone, replaced by something focused, predatory. “Cut the shit, PetPlay94.”

The screen name hit Cara like a physical blow. The air left her lungs. Her face went cold, then hot. How?

“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she stammered, the lie pathetic even to her own ears.

“Really?” Tabbie took a step closer, invading her space. Cara could smell her perfume, something dark and spicy. “The post about the ‘strict, blonde mistress’ you fantasize about? The one where you mentioned your husband works Tuesdays and the cross-streets you live near? It wasn’t hard to put together, Cara.”

Tears of panic pricked Cara’s eyes. “Please. You can’t tell Jake. He’d… he wouldn’t understand.”

Tabbie reached out, a single finger tilting Cara’s chin up. Her touch was electric. “I won’t tell him.” She paused, letting the relief flood Cara for only a second. “On one condition.”

Cara’s breath hitched. The fear was still there, a cold knot in her stomach, but beneath it, something else stirred. Something she’d only ever typed about. “What condition?”

A slow, wicked smile spread across Tabbie’s lips. “You submit to me. Right now.”

The words hung in the air. The silence stretched, charged. Cara’s mouth was dry. This was madness. This was her sister-in-law. But the pulsing between her legs, the sudden dampness in her panties, spoke a louder, truer language. She gave a single, shaky nod.

“Good girl.” Tabbie picked up the bag. “Bedroom. Now.”

Cara led the way, her legs unsteady. In the master bedroom, Tabbie unzipped the bag with a sound that seemed obscenely loud. She didn’t rummage; she knew exactly what was inside.

“Get naked. Now.”

Cara’s fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse. She let it fall. Unhooked her bra, let it join the pile. Slid her jeans and panties down her hips, stepping out of them. She stood there, exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

Tabbie watched, her gaze a physical caress. Then, she began to undress. Her clothes were simpler—a tight tank top, jeans. She pulled them off with an efficient grace that revealed a body Cara had never truly seen. Toned arms, defined abs, powerful thighs. She was a sculpture of contained strength.

She climbed onto the bed, settling against the headboard. She spread her legs, and the scent of her—musky, feminine, utterly commanding—wafted toward Cara.

“Come here. On your knees.” Tabbie’s voice left no room for question.

Cara crawled onto the bed, the cool sheets against her knees. She positioned herself between Tabbie’s thighs, her face inches from the other woman’s sex. She was already glistening, swollen.

“Lick me. Focus on my clit. Don’t stop until I tell you.”

Cara leaned in. Her first tentative touch of her tongue was a revelation. The taste was tangy, complex. She found the hard little bud and began to circle it, slowly at first, then with more confidence as Tabbie let out a soft groan.

“Yes. Just like that.”

Encouraged, Cara dove in. She licked and suckled, her own desire coiling tight within her. Tabbie’s hands came down, fingers tangling in Cara’s hair, not gently. She guided her, pressed her closer, setting a punishing rhythm. Cara could feel Tabbie’s thighs begin to tremble. Her breaths came in sharp gasps.

“Don’t… stop… fuck…”

Tabbie’s hips bucked off the bed. A guttural cry tore from her throat as she came, a flood of warmth hitting Cara’s tongue and chin. Cara kept licking, gentler now, through the pulsing waves until Tabbie’s grip on her hair relaxed, pushing her head back.

For a moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Then Tabbie’s eyes, dark and satisfied, found hers. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Cara. Posting those secrets online. You need to be punished.”

Cara’s pulse hammered. She wanted to protest, to say she’d been good, but the words wouldn’t come. All she could do was nod.

“Bend over the side of the bed. Ass in the air.”

Cara scrambled to obey, presenting herself. She heard the rustle of the bag, then the soft swish of leather tails. The first stroke of the flogger landed across her ass cheeks with a sharp crack. She yelped, more from shock than pain. The second stroke followed, then a third, a rapid-fire volley that lit a line of fire across her skin. The pain was bright, clean, and with each strike, a corresponding jolt of pure pleasure shot straight to her core. She was soaking wet, dripping. She moaned into the comforter.

“Count them.”

“One… two… ah!… three…”

By the tenth stroke, her skin was singing, her mind blissfully empty. Tabbie stopped. A hand, cool now, smoothed over the heated flesh. “Good. You take your punishment well.” The approval in her voice made Cara’s heart soar.

More sounds from the bag. A click of a harness buckle. When Cara dared a glance back, Tabbie was strapping on a dildo, thick and intimidatingly long, a deep, gleaming black.

“On your hands and knees. On the bed.”

Cara crawled into the center of the mattress. Tabbie moved behind her, one hand gripping Cara’s hip, the other guiding the silicone head to her slick, swollen entrance. There was no gentle testing. Tabbie pushed forward in one relentless, deep thrust.

Cara cried out, her back arching as she was filled, stretched, claimed. It was deeper than anything Jake had ever managed, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars.

“Mine,” Tabbie growled, and began to fuck her in earnest.

Each thrust was a masterclass in control—powerful, rhythmic, deep. The slap of skin on skin, the creak of the bedsprings, Cara’s own ragged pleas filled the room. Tabbie’s hands were everywhere—gripping her hips, digging into her waist, sliding around to roughly pinch a nipple. Cara was hurtling toward the edge, the coil inside her wound impossibly tight.

Then, Tabbie’s thumb, slick with Cara’s own arousal, pressed against her asshole. Circled. Pushed.

Cara gasped. “Oh, god, yes…”

The thumb breached her, just the tip, at the same moment Tabbie drove the dildo home with a final, brutal thrust.

It was the permission her body needed. The orgasm detonated, a white-hot supernova that tore through her. Her inner muscles clenched viscously around the invading silicone, her whole body convulsing as wave after wave of pure, screaming ecstasy washed over her. She collapsed forward onto the bed, boneless, panting into the sheets.

Tabbie pulled out slowly, the loss making Cara whimper. She heard the harness unbuckle, the soft thud as it was dropped back into the bag. Cara didn’t move. She couldn’t.

She listened as Tabbie dressed, the sounds methodical. Finally, a shadow fell over her. Tabbie stood by the bed, the black bag in her hand again. She leaned down, her lips brushing Cara’s ear.

“Your secret is safe with me,” she whispered, her voice a promise and a threat. “But I’ll be back for more.”

Then she was gone. The front door clicked shut.

Cara lay in the wreckage of the bed, her body humming, her skin marked, the taste of Tabbie still on her lips. The fear was gone, evaporated by the sun of her climax. In its place was a hungry, aching void.

She stared at the closed bedroom door, a slow, secret smile spreading across her face.

She was already looking forward to next time.

27 - FORBIDDEN REVENGE WITH HER EX-HUSBAND’S MOM

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Strap-on

The fluorescent lights of the grocery store hummed overhead. Nina stared at the wall of pasta sauces, her cart a lonely island in the quiet aisle. Then she heard the voice.

“Nina? Is that you?”

She turned. Judith. Her ex-mother-in-law. Five years hadn’t changed her much—still impeccably dressed, silver hair styled in a chic bob, a warm, hesitant smile on her lips. Nina’s stomach clenched, bracing for the cold politeness, the subtle blame she’d grown accustomed to from Chuck’s side of the family.

“Judith. Hi.”

“Oh, honey.” Judith stepped closer, her eyes soft. “Look at you.” She reached out, her hand hovering near Nina’s arm before pulling back. “I… I heard about everything. With Chuck. I just wanted to say, I’m so sorry. He was an asshole.”

The bluntness of it, the lack of pretense, stole the air from Nina’s lungs. “Oh.”

“No, really,” Judith continued, her voice dropping. “A grade-A, selfish asshole. The way he treated you… I raised him better. I failed you both. I’m so sorry.”

The apology was a balm Nina didn’t know she needed. They talked for a few more minutes in the aisle, the conversation surprisingly easy. When Judith invited her for coffee, Nina hesitated for only a second. “I’d like that.”

At the cozy corner booth of the coffee shop, over steaming lattes, the revelations continued. Judith was divorced now, too. “Frank and I… we were just roommates for the last decade,” she said with a wry smile.

“Are you… having any luck? Dating, I mean?” Nina asked, stirring her drink.

Judith’s smile turned secretive. “I am. Actually, I’ve… rediscovered myself. I’m dating women now.”

Nina’s spoon stilled. A thrill, sharp and unexpected, shot through her. “Really?”

“Really.” Judith watched her, her gaze perceptive. “What about you?”

“I… I’ve thought about it,” Nina admitted, the words feeling dangerous and freeing. “Women. I just… haven’t taken the leap.”

“Why not?”

Nina shrugged, feeling exposed. “Intimidation, I guess. Not knowing where to start.”

Judith leaned forward, her perfume—something spicy and expensive—wrapping around Nina. “I always thought you were beautiful, you know.” Her voice was a low murmur. “Even when you were with Chuck. I know it’s a little… unconventional. But I felt it.”

The admission hung between them. Nina’s heart hammered against her ribs. She looked at Judith—really looked. The elegant line of her neck, the confident set of her shoulders, the knowing look in her eyes. She was sexy. Sophisticated and sure. And a wicked, vengeful thought bloomed in Nina’s mind: Sleeping with Chuck’s mom would be the ultimate fuck you.

“Your place or mine?” Nina heard herself say, her own voice sounding bold and foreign.

Judith’s eyes darkened. “Mine. It’s closer.”

The drive was a blur. Judith’s apartment was all clean lines and soft textures. The door had barely clicked shut before Judith was there, cradling Nina’s face. “Is this okay?” she whispered.

“Yes,” Nina breathed, and then their lips met.

It wasn’t a tentative exploration. It was hungry. Judith’s mouth was demanding, her tongue sweeping in to claim Nina’s. Nina moaned into the kiss, her hands fisting in Judith’s silky blouse. Judith walked her backwards, never breaking contact, through the living room and into a tastefully decorated bedroom.

Judith’s fingers made quick work of Nina’s buttons. The blouse fell open, then was pushed from her shoulders. Her bra followed. Cool air hit Nina’s skin, followed by the searing heat of Judith’s mouth on her collarbone, then lower. Judith lavished attention on her breasts, sucking a nipple deep into her mouth while her thumb circled the other. The dual sensation made Nina’s knees weak. She cried out, her head falling back.

“So responsive,” Judith murmured against her skin, her hands sliding Nina’s pants and underwear down her hips in one smooth motion. Nina stepped out of them, naked and trembling.

Judith guided her to the edge of the bed. “Sit.” Her voice was gentle but firm. Nina obeyed, her legs dangling. Judith knelt on the plush rug between them, her hands spreading Nina’s thighs. She looked up, holding Nina’s gaze. “I’ve wanted to taste you for so long.”

Then she leaned in.

Her tongue was a flat, hot stroke through Nina’s folds. Nina gasped, her hands flying to Judith’s hair. Judith didn’t tease. She dove in with a focused intensity that stole Nina’s breath. Her mouth sealed over Nina’s clit, sucking firmly while her tongue flicked and circled. One hand came up to cup Nina’s breast, pinching her nipple in time with the rhythm of her mouth. The other hand slid lower, two fingers sliding inside Nina with shocking ease.

Nina was already so wet, so ready. Judith’s fingers curled, finding a spot inside that made Nina see stars. “Oh god, right there,” she choked out. Judith hummed in response, the vibration traveling straight to Nina’s core. The pleasure built fast and hard, a coil tightening in her belly. Judith’s pace was relentless, her mouth and hand working in perfect, devastating harmony. Nina’s hips bucked off the bed. The orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream tearing from her throat as her body convulsed, gripping Judith’s fingers tightly.

Judith gentled her, licking softly through the aftershocks until Nina was a boneless heap on the bed. She stood, her own clothes falling away with a quiet efficiency that was mesmerizing. Nina watched, her breath catching. Judith’s body was stunning—full breasts, a soft waist, hips that curved invitingly. She was a woman in her prime, utterly confident.

She joined Nina on the bed, lying back against the pillows. She spread her legs, revealing herself. “Your turn,” she said, her voice husky.

Nina moved between her thighs, her earlier nervousness gone, replaced by a desperate need to reciprocate. She lowered her mouth, mimicking Judith’s earlier focus. The taste was musky and sweet. Judith’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her. “Yes, just like that. Use your tongue. Flat. Now the tip.”

Nina obeyed, learning the landscape of Judith’s pleasure. She slid two fingers inside, feeling the hot, tight clutch of her. Judith’s hips began to rock, meeting her strokes. “Faster,” Judith pleaded, her composure crumbling. Nina quickened her pace, her tongue circling Judith’s clit in frantic circles. Judith’s thighs tightened around her head. A high, keening cry filled the room as Judith came, her body arching off the mattress, her inner muscles pulsing around Nina’s fingers.

They lay together, breathless and slick with sweat. Judith traced patterns on Nina’s back. Then she shifted, reaching into the nightstand drawer. She pulled out a sleek, black harness and a realistic silicone dildo. “Do you want this?” she asked, her eyes searching Nina’s.

The sight of it, the implication, sent a fresh wave of heat through Nina. Revenge, curiosity, pure lust—it all coalesced into a single, driving need. “Yes. I want it.”

Judith strapped it on with practiced ease. She helped Nina onto her hands and knees. She positioned herself behind her, one hand steadying Nina’s hip, the other guiding the smooth, cool tip of the dildo to her entrance. “Relax for me,” Judith whispered, and then she pushed in.

It was a slow, inexorable fill. Nina gasped at the stretch, the fullness. Judith waited, letting her adjust, before she began to move. Her thrusts were deep and measured, each one dragging against a spot inside Nina that made her whimper. Judith leaned over her, her breasts pressed against Nina’s back, her mouth on Nina’s shoulder. “So tight,” she breathed into her ear. “Do you like that, baby?”

The words, the possession in them, pushed Nina higher. She pushed back against each thrust, meeting her, wanting more. Judith’s hand snaked around her hip, her fingers finding Nina’s clit again. The dual stimulation was too much. Nina’s second orgasm built like a tsunami, overwhelming her. She cried out, her body seizing, her inner walls clamping down rhythmically around the silicone shaft inside her. Judith held her through it, her own thrusts becoming erratic before she stilled with a low groan, her forehead resting between Nina’s shoulder blades.

After, Judith removed the harness and set it aside. They collapsed together in the tangled sheets, limbs intertwined. Judith’s fingers traced lazy circles on Nina’s arm. In the quiet, hazy aftermath, Nina felt a profound sense of rightness. This connection, this bold, unapologetic pleasure… this was what had been missing.

She turned her head, looking at Judith’s profile in the dim light. “I’d like to do this again,” Nina said, her voice still rough. “Soon.”

28 - A SUMMER CAMP AWAKENING

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Scissoring

The air in the cabin was thick with the scent of pine and anticipation, their duffel bags zipped and waiting by the door like obedient dogs. Tomorrow, the last bus would rattle down the dirt road, taking them back to a world of graduation parties and college acceptance letters.

For Jade and Mel, this summer wasn't supposed to taste like bug spray and lukewarm lake water. It was supposed to be the "Great Finale"—the last chance to hang out with their friends before college pulled their lives in opposite directions. Instead, they were prisoners of a legacy.

The camp—a sanctuary for disabled youth that their parents had built from nothing—was hemorrhaging money. With the bank breathing down their necks and the payroll account empty, the "staff" had been reduced to two resentful teenagers. Jade’s mother and Mel’s father had pleaded, using every ounce of guilt they possessed, until the girls finally buckled.

Now, it was finally over. The campers’ parents were here to pick them up, and Jade and Mel would be leaving soon, too.

Mel leaned against the rough-hewn log wall, watching Jade fold the last of her t-shirts. It was now or never.

“I don’t want to go,” Mel said, the words sounding too loud in the quiet.

Jade paused, a soft smile touching her lips. “Me neither. Surprisingly.”

“No, Jade.” Mel pushed off the wall, her heart hammering against her ribs. “I don’t want any of it to end. Not the camp. Not… this. Not us being here, together, every single day.”

Jade slowly placed the shirt down. Her eyes, usually so full of easy laughter, were serious, searching Mel’s face. The space between them felt electric, charged with all the unsaid things that had built over the long, hot weeks of shared sunburns and whispered complaints about the dilapidated cabin.

“What are you saying?” Jade’s voice was barely a whisper.

“I’m saying I’ve been falling for you.” Mel’s confession tumbled out in a rush. “All summer. Every time you laughed. Every time you stole my last soda. I’m completely, stupidly falling for my stepsister.”

The silence that followed was deafening. Then, Jade closed the distance in two swift steps. Her hands came up to cradle Mel’s face, thumbs brushing her cheekbones. “Thank god,” she breathed, and then her mouth was on Mel’s.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was a release. Months of hidden glances and accidental touches poured into that first connection. Jade’s lips were soft but insistent, parting Mel’s with a quiet sigh that melted into a moan. Mel’s hands fisted in the back of Jade’s thin tank top, pulling her closer until she could feel the frantic beat of Jade’s heart against her own.

Jade’s mouth traveled from Mel’s lips to her jaw, then down the column of her throat, each open-mouthed kiss sending shivers straight to Mel’s core. “I thought I was imagining it,” Jade murmured against her skin, her fingers finding the hem of Mel’s shirt. “The way you’d look at me.”

In one fluid motion, Jade pulled the shirt over Mel’s head. The cool cabin air pebbled her skin, but it was the heat of Jade’s gaze that made her breath catch. Jade’s eyes darkened as they took in the simple white bra, her hands coming up to trace the lacy edge.

“So beautiful,” Jade whispered, before unhooking the clasp with a practiced flick. The bra fell away.

Mel gasped as the air, and then Jade’s hungry gaze hit her bare breasts. Her nipples tightened into aching peaks. Jade didn’t make her wait. She lowered her head, her tongue swirling around one taut bud before drawing it fully into the warm, wet heat of her mouth.

“Oh, fuck, Jade…” Mel’s head fell back, a strangled cry escaping her. The sensation was exquisite, a direct line of pleasure that pulled tight from her nipple to the throbbing between her legs. Jade suckled deeply, her hand coming up to knead and tease the other breast, pinching the nipple just enough to make Mel’s knees buckle.

Jade guided her backward until the backs of Mel’s legs hit the lower bunk. She laid Mel down on the scratchy wool blanket, her mouth never leaving Mel’s skin. She worshipped her breasts, moving from one to the other, licking, sucking, nipping until Mel was writhing, her hips lifting off the mattress seeking friction.

“My turn,” Mel managed to gasp, her voice rough with need.

With a slow, sensual smile, Jade stood and peeled off her own clothes. The tank top, the shorts, the plain cotton panties—all were discarded in a heap on the cabin floor. The moonlight from the single window painted her body in silver streaks, highlighting the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips, the neat thatch of dark hair at the junction of her thighs.

She was breathtaking.

Jade lay back on the bunk, opening herself to Mel’s view. “Please,” was all she said, but the word was a command.

Mel moved between Jade’s legs, her own desire a sharp, sweet ache. She bent her head, inhaling Jade’s scent—musky, clean, utterly intoxicating. Her first kiss was a soft press of her lips against Jade’s inner thigh. The second was higher. The third made Jade jerk and cry out, as Mel’s tongue finally found its goal.

Mel laved the slick, hot folds with broad, flat strokes, tasting her—salty and sweet and perfect. Jade’s hands tangled in Mel’s hair, not guiding, just holding on as her hips began a helpless, rocking rhythm.

“Right there, Mel, god, just like that…”

Mel focused, her tongue circling Jade’s clit, flicking over the hardened nub before sucking it gently between her lips. Jade’s moans grew louder, echoing in the small cabin, a symphony of raw need. Mel slid a finger inside her, then another, curling them in a come-hither motion that made Jade’s back arch clear off the mattress.

“I’m close… I’m so close,” Jade chanted, her thighs trembling on either side of Mel’s head.

Feeling Jade’s walls begin to flutter and clench around her fingers, Mel doubled her efforts, her tongue and fingers working in a relentless, wet harmony. Jade’s climax hit her with a force that seemed to shake the bunk itself. A sharp, choked scream tore from her throat as her body bowed, her release flooding Mel’s mouth with its tangy heat.

Mel kissed her way back up Jade’s trembling body, sharing her own taste in a deep, claiming kiss. Jade’s hands were everywhere, pulling at the waistband of Mel’s shorts, desperate to return the favor.

“No,” Mel murmured against her mouth. “I want to feel you. All of you.”

In a tangle of limbs, they rearranged themselves. Mel kicked off her remaining clothes, her own naked skin meeting Jade’s in a feverish slide. She positioned herself above Jade, one leg sliding between Jade’s, the other outside. Jade mirrored her, their bodies aligning perfectly.

Their wet centers met, slick and hot. Mel let out a shattered moan. The direct contact was almost too much—an overwhelming, electric friction that had her seeing stars. She began to move, a slow, grinding roll of her hips.

Jade met her thrust for thrust, their clits rubbing together with each delicious, torturous slide. Mel could feel Jade’s slickness coating her own, their juices mingling, the sound obscenely wet in the quiet room. They found a rhythm, a push and pull that was less about technique and more about a desperate, shared hunger.

Mel locked her eyes with Jade’s. In the dim light, she saw her own wild desire reflected back at her—the blown pupils, the parted lips, the flush of pleasure. It was the most intimate thing she’d ever experienced.

“Look at me,” Jade breathed, her hands gripping Mel’s ass, pulling her tighter, deeper into the grind. “I want to see you when you come.”

The pressure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter in Mel’s belly. Every nerve was alive, focused on that singular point of contact where their bodies fused. Jade’s breath hitched, her own movements growing jerky, uncontrolled.

“Mel… I can’t… I’m—”

“Me too,” Mel gasped. “Now, Jade, now.”

Their climaxes crashed over them simultaneously, a shared, violent wave. Mel’s world shattered into pure, white-hot sensation as her body clenched and convulsed, her cries mingling with Jade’s. She ground down hard, riding the last waves of her own pleasure, feeling Jade’s matching tremors beneath her. For a long, breathless moment, they were suspended there, locked together, panting into each other’s mouths.

Slowly, carefully, Mel collapsed onto her side, pulling Jade with her. They fit together on the narrow bunk like two puzzle pieces, sweat-slicked and spent. Jade’s head found its place on Mel’s shoulder, her fingers tracing idle patterns on Mel’s stomach.

“No matter what happens out there,” Mel whispered into her hair, the promise solid and real in the aftermath. “We’re together in this.”

Jade tilted her head up, her eyes soft. “Together.”

29 - FORBIDDEN PASSION AT THE FRAT PARTY

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Kissing / Fingering / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus

The bass from the frat house’s sound system pulsed through the floorboards, a relentless, physical thrum. Jazzy leaned against a sticky wall, trying to blend into the cheap wood paneling. It wasn’t working. Jim from her Econ 101 class had been circling for twenty minutes, a shark in a too-tight polo shirt.

“Come on, just one dance,” he slurred, his breath heavy with cheap beer. His hand landed on her forearm, fingers tightening just a little too much.

Jazzy’s patience snapped. “I’m a lesbian,” she blurted out, the words sharp and clear even over the music.

Jim’s bleary eyes widened, then narrowed with skepticism. “Yeah, right. You’re just saying that.”

Panic, cold and sharp, shot through her. Her gaze darted across the sweaty, writhing crowd and landed on Sherry, her stepsister, who was fetching a red cup from the keg. Sherry. Thank God.

“I’m not,” Jazzy insisted, her voice gaining strength. She pushed off the wall, grabbed Jim’s sleeve, and dragged him through the crowd. “See? My girlfriend.”

Sherry turned, her eyebrows raising in question as Jazzy reached her. Without a word of explanation, Jazzy cupped Sherry’s face in her hands. She saw the understanding dawn in Sherry’s hazel eyes a split second before their lips met.

It was supposed to be a show. A quick, convincing press of mouths.

But it wasn’t.

Sherry’s lips were soft, and she tasted like citrus soda and salt. A tiny, surprised sound vibrated in her throat, and then her mouth opened, just a fraction. The world—the blaring music, Jim’s gawking face, the heat of the party—melted into a fuzzy periphery. For three heartbeats, there was only the shock of warmth, the slide of lips, the intimate sharing of breath. A current, hot and liquid, shot straight down Jazzy’s spine and pooled low in her belly.

They broke apart, breathless. Jazzy glanced at Jim, whose jaw was practically on the floor. “Believe me now?” she managed, her voice husky.

He muttered something and stumbled away, swallowed by the crowd.

The moment he was gone, the charged silence between them crackled. Jazzy’s heart hammered against her ribs. Sherry just stared, her lips still glistening.

“We need to talk,” Sherry whispered, though the words were nearly lost in the noise.

“Not here,” Jazzy said. Her hand found Sherry’s, fingers intertwining. She pulled, and Sherry followed, weaving through the bodies toward a dim hallway where the bedrooms were. Jazzy tried the first door. Locked. The second swung open to reveal a dark, blessedly quiet room, lit only by the blue glow of a digital alarm clock and the faint light from the window. It smelled like stale cologne and laundry.

Jazzy closed the door, and the muffled thump of the bass was the only remnant of the party. The quiet was deafening.

“What was that?” Sherry breathed, her back against the door.

“I don’t know,” Jazzy said, the truth of it startling her. She took a step closer. “But I want to find out.”

She closed the final distance, and this time, there was no audience. This kiss was nothing like the first. It was hungry, searching. Sherry met her with equal fervor, her hands coming up to tangle in Jazzy’s hair. A moan escaped Jazzy, swallowed by Sherry’s mouth. Her own hands roamed, sliding down Sherry’s back, pulling her hips flush. The feel of Sherry’s body against hers, the soft curves yielding to her own, was intoxicating.

Jazzy’s mind was a white-noise hum of desire. Her hand slipped under the hem of Sherry’s thin tank top, skating over the smooth, hot skin of her stomach. Sherry arched into the touch, breaking the kiss to gasp. “Jazzy…”

“Tell me to stop,” Jazzy murmured against her neck, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin there.

Sherry’s answer was to guide Jazzy’s hand lower, past the waistband of her low-rise jeans. Jazzy’s fingertips brushed through soft curls, and then lower, finding wet, silken heat. Sherry cried out, her head thumping back against the door.

“God, you’re so wet,” Jazzy whispered, the evidence coating her fingers. She pressed her palm against Sherry, feeling the swollen flesh, and began a slow, circular rhythm with her thumb. Her middle finger slid down, gathering more of that slick warmth, then nudged gently at her entrance.

Sherry’s hips jerked. “Yes,” she hissed, a plea and a command.

Jazzy pushed her finger inside, a slow, deliberate invasion. Sherry was tight, impossibly hot, and clenched around her. Jazzy’s own core throbbed in sympathetic rhythm. She started to move, a shallow in-and-out, her thumb keeping pressure on the bundle of nerves above. Sherry’s breathing became ragged, broken by sharp, little gasps.

“Need to see you,” Jazzy panted, withdrawing her hand.

She tugged Sherry away from the door toward the unmade bed. In the dim light, she pulled Sherry’s tank top over her head, then made quick work of her jeans and pantries, leaving her completely bare. Sherry stood, gloriously naked, her skin pale in the moonlight, her breasts full, nipples hard and pebbled.

Jazzy lowered her head and took one tight peak into her mouth. Sherry’s hands flew to her head, holding her there as Jazzy laved and suckled, flicking her tongue until Sherry was whimpering. She moved to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, her free hand squeezing and kneading the soft weight.

“My turn,” Sherry gasped, helping Jazzy out of her clothes until she, too, was naked.

Sherry gently guided Jazzy to the edge of the bed. She knelt on the floor, spreading Jazzy’s legs. The first, warm flutter of her tongue against Jazzy’s clit made her back bow off the mattress.

“Oh, fuck, Sherry!”

Sherry ate her with a focused intensity that stole Jazzy’s breath. Long, flat strokes of her tongue alternated with quick, teasing flicks. She would plunge her tongue inside, then return to circle Jazzy’s clit with relentless precision. Jazzy fisted the sheets, her hips rolling, meeting every lick and thrust. The coil of pleasure wound tighter and tighter, a screaming tension in her lower belly.

“Don’t stop, please, don’t stop,” Jazzy chanted, her vision spotting.

Sherry moaned against her, the vibration tipping Jazzy over the edge. Pleasure detonated, a white-hot shockwave that radiated from her core out to her fingertips. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound, as the waves crashed over her.

When she could think again, she pulled Sherry up onto the bed. “Now you,” she said, her voice rough.

She kissed her way down Sherry’s body, worshipping every inch. When she settled between her thighs, the scent of her—musky, sweet, entirely Sherry—filled Jazzy’s head. She licked a slow, broad stripe through her folds, savoring the taste. Sherry’s hands clutched at her shoulders.

Jazzy focused on her clit, sucking it gently into her mouth, humming as Sherry bucked beneath her. She slid one finger, then two, inside Sherry’s soaking entrance, curling them upward. Sherry’s cries grew louder, more urgent.

“There, right there, Jazzy, oh my God!”

Jazzy fucked her with her fingers, steadily, deeply, her mouth never leaving Sherry’s clit. She could feel the muscles inside Sherry begin to flutter and clamp down. “Come for me,” Jazzy growled against her.

Sherry shattered. Her body convulsed, a gush of wet heat coating Jazzy’s hand and chin. Her cry was muffled by the pillow she’d grabbed to bite. Jazzy gentled her movements, working her through the pulses until Sherry went limp, breathing in ragged gulps.

They lay together in a sweaty, tangled heap for a few precious minutes, the reality of what they’d done settling over them. Wordlessly, they found their discarded clothes and dressed. As they slipped back into the chaotic brightness of the party, the noise felt like an assault.

Jim was nowhere in sight. Sherry grabbed two cups of watery beer from a table and handed one to Jazzy. Their fingers brushed, and the spark was still there, hotter than ever.

Sherry took a long drink, then leaned close, her lips nearly touching Jazzy’s ear to be heard. “That was incredible. Let’s do it again.”

30 - A NOSY MOTHER-IN-LAW’S EXPLICIT DISCOVERY

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / BDSM / Age Gap / Spanking / Bondage / Fingering / Cunnilingus

The video flickered on Yasmine’s laptop screen, a symphony of leather and whispered commands. A woman, bound in elegant ropes, arched her back as another traced a flogger down her spine. Yasmine’s breath hitched, her own body warming in response to the displayed power exchange. It was a secret indulgence, a curiosity she’d never dared voice.

A sharp knock at the front door shattered the fantasy.

Her heart leapt into her throat. With a frantic swipe, she slammed the laptop shut. Who could it be? Andrew was still at work. Yasmine could make out the silhouette of a woman through the frosted glass. Dread, cold and familiar, pooled in her stomach.

Yasmine opened the door to find Michelle, her mother-in-law, a razor-sharp smile on her face. “Darling! I was in the neighborhood.”

“Andrew’s not home,” Yasmine said, the words too quick, too defensive.

“Oh, I know. I just spoke with him.” Michelle didn’t wait for an invitation. She stepped forward, forcing Yasmine back into the living room. Her eyes, the same cool blue as Andrew’s, swept over the space, landing on the closed laptop on the coffee table. “My phone died. I simply must check my email. May I?”

It wasn’t a question. Before Yasmine could protest, Michelle was lifting the laptop lid. The screen blinked to life, waking from sleep.

It opened directly to the browser.

To the very explicit, paused scene Yasmine had been watching.

The air left the room. Time slowed. On the screen, a woman was bent over a padded bench, her wrists secured, while another wielded a soft-looking paddle. The tab title was painfully clear.

Michelle didn’t gasp. She didn’t recoil. A slow, intrigued smile spread across her face. She turned her head, her gaze pinning Yasmine where she stood. “My, my.”

Yasmine’s face burned. “I… that’s not… it just popped up—”

“Hush,” Michelle said, her voice a low murmur. She clicked the video closed with deliberate slowness. “I’m not judging, dear. Curiosity is… human.” She turned fully, her posture shifting from nosy intruder to something else entirely. Something assessing. “Tell me. Have you ever done any of the things you were watching?”

“No. Never.” It was the truth. She’d been curious, but she’d never actually had the nerve to do anything about it.

“I see.” Michelle took a step closer. Then another. The space between them crackled. “A shame. To have such a desire and leave it… unsatisfied.” Her hand came up, not to strike, but to gently cup Yasmine’s cheek. Her thumb stroked the high bone. “Andrew is a sweet boy. But he lacks a certain… imagination, doesn’t he?”

Yasmine couldn’t speak. She could only stare, mesmerized by the absolute certainty in Michelle’s eyes. A part of her screamed to pull away, to laugh it off. A louder, hotter part held her utterly still.

“Let’s satisfy that curiosity,” Michelle whispered.

She took Yasmine’s hand, leading her to the bedroom. Before Yasmine could protest, Michelle’s hands moved to the hem of her cotton sweater. Yasmine offered no resistance as it was lifted over her head, discarded on the floor. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps.

Michelle’s fingers made quick work of her bra clasp. The garment fell away. Her touch was clinical, yet electric, as she unsnapped Yasmine’s jeans and pushed them, and her panties, down her hips in one smooth motion. Yasmine stepped out of the puddle of fabric, naked and trembling, not from cold, but from a dizzying, terrifying arousal.

“Turn around,” Michelle commanded softly. “Bend over the edge of the bed.”

Swallowing hard, Yasmine obeyed. The duvet was soft against her stomach. She closed her eyes, hearing the rustle of Michelle moving behind her.

The first spank landed without warning. A crisp, stinging crack that echoed in the quiet room. Heat bloomed across Yasmine’s left cheek. She gasped, more in shock than pain.

The second spank followed, on the other side. Then a third, harder. A fourth. A rhythmic, building percussion that sent jolts of sharp sensation deep into her core. With each impact, Yasmine flinched, then melted further into the mattress. The sting was bright, clarifying. It burned away her embarrassment, leaving only raw, throbbing need. A low moan escaped her lips.

The spanking stopped. She heard footsteps, then the slide of a dresser drawer. Andrew’s tie drawer.

Cool, slick silk brushed her wrist. Michelle took Yasmine’s right arm, guiding it behind her back, then did the same with the left. She looped one of Andrew’s neckties around both wrists, pulling it tight in a complex, secure knot. The binding wasn’t cruel; it was firm, inescapable. The feeling of utter helplessness was a drug. Another tie secured her ankles together, leaving her tied up and completely vulnerable on the bed.

Michelle’s hands returned, but now they were not punitive. They were explorers. They glided over the heated skin of Yasmine’s spanked ass, soothing the sting before tracing down the backs of her thighs. A single fingernail traced the sensitive seam of her body, from tailbone to the soaked, hidden flesh between her legs. Yasmine bucked, a wordless plea.

“Patience,” Michelle chided, her voice husky.

Her touch became a torturous tease. Feather-light strokes over Yasmine’s shoulders, down her spine, around the curve of her hips, everywhere but where she ached. Yasmine whimpered, pushing her hips back into the empty air. “Please…”

“Please what, dear?”

“Touch me. Please.”

A satisfied hum was her only answer. Then, finally, a single finger slid through her drenched folds. Yasmine cried out, the sound ragged. Michelle worked her slowly, circling her clit with maddening precision, dipping inside just enough to coat her fingers but not enough to grant relief. Yasmine was panting, writhing against her bonds, completely consumed by the sensation.

The weight on the bed shifted. Fabric rustled. Yasmine turned her head, craning her neck to see Michelle standing beside the bed, now gloriously, confidently naked. Her body was mature, strong. She climbed onto the bed, one knee on either side of Yasmine’s shoulders.

“Look at you,” Michelle purred, lowering herself. “My good, desperate girl.”

The world narrowed to the scent of musk and perfume, and the sight of Michelle’s sex hovering just above her mouth. Yasmine needed no further command. She lifted her head, her tongue finding its target with instinctive hunger.

She laved at the slick, swollen folds, tracing patterns, sucking gently on the hard bud of Michelle’s clit. Michelle’s hips began to rock, a slow, grinding rhythm. Her breath came in short gasps. One hand tangled in Yasmine’s hair, not pulling, just holding, guiding. Yasmine lost herself in the act, in the taste and the sounds, in the power of making this formidable woman come undone.

Michelle’s thighs tightened around her head. A sharp, guttural cry ripped from her throat as her body seized, pulsating against Yasmine’s mouth. Yasmine drank her in, relentless, until Michelle shuddered and collapsed to the side.

For a moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Then Michelle moved, her fingers, wet from Yasmine’s own arousal, finding her clit once more. This time, there was no tease. She plunged two fingers deep inside Yasmine, her thumb pressing hard circles. It was too much, too fast, after all the torment. The climax tore through Yasmine like a lightning strike. Her back arched as much as the ties allowed, a raw, shattered scream tearing from her lungs as waves of pure, blinding pleasure convulsed through her.

Slowly, gently, Michelle untied the neckties. The freed blood brought a tingling rush to Yasmine’s wrists and ankles. Michelle dressed with the same efficient calm she’d entered with. She looked down at Yasmine, who lay spent and trembling on the rumpled duvet.

Michelle leaned down, brushing a sweaty strand of hair from Yasmine’s forehead. Her voice was a velvet promise. “I’ll be back next week, darling. And next time… we won’t need the ties to keep you in place.”

She left, the click of the front door echoing in the silent house. Yasmine stared at the ceiling, her body humming, her mind blank. She couldn’t believe what had just happened.

But as the aftershocks gently pulsed through her, one thought crystallized with perfect, terrifying clarity: she was already counting the days until Michelle’s next visit.

31 - FROM BABYSITTING TO FORBIDDEN DESIRE

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Cheating / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Dildo

Kyle’s truck had barely vanished down the road before the tension in the house, which Mandie had initially chalked up to a rushed goodbye, solidified into a cold, hard knot in Bridgette’s shoulders. Mandie saw it as she moved around the kitchen, clearing the kids’ breakfast, the silence between them thick enough to slice.

“He just… goes,” Bridgette finally said, her voice a strained whisper as she scrubbed a non-existent spot on the counter. “The hunting trip is the excuse, but the truth is he just wants to be away.” She looked up, her blue eyes shimmering with a sheen of angry tears. “He leaves me with this. With all of it.”

Mandie’s heart twisted. The connection she’d felt since arriving—a warm, humming pull she’d refused to name—tightened into a fierce, protective ache. She crossed the room without thinking, her hand finding the tense line of Bridgette’s back. “He’s an idiot,” Mandie murmured, her thumb rubbing slow circles over the soft cotton of Bridgette’s shirt. “You’re incredible. You handle all of this with more grace than he deserves.”

Bridgette turned into the touch, her body sagging as she rested her forehead against Mandie’s shoulder. A single, hot tear soaked through Mandie’s shirt. This is wrong, Mandie’s conscience hissed. She’s your brother’s wife. But the feel of Bridgette, soft and yielding and hurting, against her felt more right than anything had in years.

—

The night was a quiet, charged thing. The kids were asleep, the house still. They settled on the couch with a movie, some romantic comedy that neither watched. The space between them on the sectional evaporated inch by inch, until their thighs pressed together, a line of heat through denim.

“Mandie,” Bridgette whispered, her gaze fixed on the flickering screen, her hand tentatively finding Mandie’s on the cushion between them.

That was all it took. The last thread of Mandie’s resistance snapped. She turned her hand, lacing her fingers with Bridgette’s. Wrong. So wrong. But when Bridgette looked at her, her lips slightly parted, her eyes full of a desperate, hungry question, Mandie couldn’t deny it any longer.

She leaned in. Bridgette met her halfway.

The first kiss was soft, a question. The second was an answer. Bridgette’s mouth opened under hers, warm and sweet from the wine they’d shared. A low sound, half-moan, half-relief, vibrated from Bridgette’s throat into Mandie’s. Then Bridgette was moving, climbing into Mandie’s lap, her knees straddling Mandie’s thighs, her hands cradling Mandie’s face as she kissed her with a fervor that stole the air from the room.

It was all lips and tongue and desperate, grasping hands. Bridgette’s fingers tugged at the hem of Mandie’s shirt, sliding beneath to palm the smooth skin of her stomach. Mandie’s own hands found the curve of Bridgette’s hips, pulling her closer, grinding up against the delicious, denim-covered heat at her core.

“Bedroom,” Bridgette gasped against her mouth, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. “Now.”

They stumbled down the hall, a tangle of limbs and urgent kisses, barely making it inside the master bedroom before Bridgette was peeling Mandie’s clothes away. Each inch of exposed skin was met with Bridgette’s lips—a kiss on her collarbone, a nip at her shoulder, the warm, wet drag of her tongue over a taut nipple.

Mandie shivered, her head falling back as Bridgette worshipped her body, pushing her gently back onto the cool comforter. Bridgette stood then, her eyes dark in the low light from the hallway, and slowly, deliberately, removed her own clothes. The soft curves of her body were revealed—full breasts, a narrow waist flaring to generous hips, a thatch of dark curls at the junction of her thighs. She was breathtaking.

She joined Mandie on the bed, her body a warm, heavy, welcome weight. “I need to taste you,” Bridgette whispered, her voice rough with desire. “I’ve been thinking about it since you got here.”

She kissed her way down Mandie’s torso, her mouth a brand of fire. When she settled between Mandie’s thighs, Mandie’s whole body arched off the bed. Bridgette’s tongue was not tentative. It was a firm, slow, deliberate stroke through Mandie’s soaked folds, finding her clit with unerring accuracy.

Oh god. Mandie’s fists clenched in the sheets. Every flick, every suck, every deep, languid lick was a bolt of pure, white-hot pleasure. Bridgette ate her pussy like a woman starved, one hand pinning Mandie’s hip to the bed, the other sliding up to tease a nipple. The dual sensations, the wet, rhythmic pressure below and the sharp pinches above, coiled a tight spring low in Mandie’s belly. Her thighs trembled, a high, thin whine escaping her lips.

Just as the first flutters of an orgasm began to gather, Bridgette pulled away. Mandie whimpered in protest, but Bridgette was reaching for the nightstand drawer. She pulled out a sleek, silicone dildo, a deep purple, impressively sized.

“A failed experiment,” Bridgette said, a bitter-sweet smile on her glistening lips. “For him. Never used.” She coated it with a bottle of lube from the same drawer, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet room. Her eyes locked on Mandie’s. “But I want to use it on you.”

Mandie could only nod, her body screaming for completion. Bridgette positioned herself between Mandie’s legs again, the blunt, cool tip of the toy pressing against her entrance. She pushed in slowly, a long, stretching, filling invasion that made Mandie cry out. Once it was fully sheathed, Bridgette began to move. She fucked her with it, a steady, deep, punishing rhythm, her own hips rocking as if she could feel every thrust.

“That’s it,” Bridgette growled, her free hand finding Mandie’s clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles. “Come for me. I want to feel you come on this.”

The command, the deep fullness, the relentless friction on her clit—it shattered her. Mandie’s orgasm ripped through her, a convulsive, blinding wave that clenched hard around the silicone inside her. She screamed, her back bowing off the bed, every muscle taut as pleasure electrocuted her system.

As the last tremors subsided, Bridgette gently withdrew the toy. She pressed it into Mandie’s limp hand. Her voice was a husky command. “Fuck me.”

The shift in power was electric. Mandie rolled Bridgette onto her back, her own desire re-igniting like a struck match. She kissed her hungrily, tasting herself on Bridgette’s mouth. She positioned the slick dildo at Bridgette’s entrance, watching her face.

Bridgette’s eyes were wide, her lips swollen. “Please,” she breathed.

Mandie pushed inside. Bridgette was so wet, so tight, her inner muscles fluttering around the intrusion. Mandie set a pace, watching, enthralled, as Bridgette unraveled beneath her. Each thrust drew a gasp, a moan. Mandie leaned down, taking a peaked nipple into her mouth, sucking hard as she drove the toy deeper.

“There! Right there!” Bridgette chanted, her hands fisted in Mandie’s hair.

Her hips rose to meet every stroke, her body moving with a frantic, primal rhythm. Her climax hit suddenly, a violent, gorgeous eruption. Her back arched, a raw, guttural cry tore from her throat, and a flood of hot release gushed out around the toy, soaking Mandie’s hand and the sheets beneath them.

They collapsed together, a slick, breathless heap of tangled limbs. Bridgette curled into Mandie’s side, her head on Mandie’s chest, her breathing slowly steadying. In the quiet dark, with the scent of sex and sweat thick in the air, the guilt came crashing down on Mandie. It was a cold, sharp stone in her gut. Kyle. Your brother. You betrayed him.

But as Bridgette’s fingers traced idle patterns on her stomach, and a deep, satiated sigh warmed her skin, another truth, hotter and more undeniable, burned the guilt away. She wanted more.

32 - SERVING HER WIFE’S SISTER

FFF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / BDSM / Group Sex / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Restraints / Dildo / Anal / Double Penetration

“You’re going to submit to Judy today.”

Kathy froze in the doorway, her keys still in her hand. Her wife, Ciara, stood in the center of their living room, a glass of wine in her hand, her expression calm and commanding. And beside her, on the leather sofa, sat Judy—Ciara’s older sister—her legs crossed, a small, knowing smile on her lips. Kathy’s heart hammered against her ribs, a wild mixture of shock, confusion, and a sharp, undeniable thrill.

Submit to Judy?

The air thickened. The normalcy of coming home from a tedious accounting job shattered completely.

Ciara took a slow sip of her wine. “Is that understood, Kathy?”

The question wasn’t really a question. It was a test. A demand. Kathy’s relationship with Ciara had always been built on this dynamic—Ciara’s natural dominance, Kathy’s eager, willing submission. But this was new. This was someone else.

Kathy’s gaze flickered from Ciara’s steady, dark eyes to Judy’s softer, amused ones. Judy gave an almost imperceptible nod. The thrill in Kathy’s stomach coiled tighter, warmer. She wanted to please Ciara. That was her core desire. And if this was what Ciara wanted…

“Yes,” Kathy breathed out, her voice barely a whisper. “I understand.”

Ciara’s smile was a reward. “Good girl. Leave your bag. We’re going to the bedroom.”

The walk down the hall felt endless. Kathy was hyper-aware of the two women following her, of the soft rustle of their clothing, of Judy’s quiet, observant presence. In the bedroom, the late afternoon sun slanted through the blinds, painting stripes of gold on the dark duvet.

Ciara didn’t waste time. She unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet. She stood there, gloriously naked, her body toned and confident. “Judy,” she said, a simple instruction.

Judy stood and began to undress with a slower, more deliberate grace. Kathy watched, her mouth dry. Judy’s body was fuller than Ciara’s, softer in the hips and breasts. It was a different kind of beauty, one that felt suddenly, intensely fascinating.

“Kathy,” Ciara’s voice cut through her daze. “Clothes. Off. Now.”

Kathy’s fingers fumbled with her blouse buttons, then her skirt zipper. She felt exposed under their dual gaze, her skin prickling with goosebumps. She let her clothes fall to the floor, standing naked and trembling slightly, not from cold, but from anticipation.

Ciara gestured to the bed. Judy sat down on the edge, the mattress sinking beneath her weight. She spread her legs, opening herself. The sight was intimate, vulnerable, powerful. Kathy’s breath hitched.

“Come here,” Judy said, her voice surprisingly gentle. “Let me see you.”

Kathy approached the bed, her legs feeling weak. Ciara stood beside it, a silent orchestrator.

“On your knees,” Ciara instructed. “Between her legs. Your mouth on her. You’re going to make her feel good.”

Kathy obeyed, lowering herself onto the plush carpet. The scent of Judy’s arousal, musky and sweet, filled her senses. She leaned in, her heart pounding in her ears. This was for Ciara. All for Ciara. She pressed her mouth to Judy’s folds, tentative at first.

“Use your tongue,” Ciara murmured from above. “Find her clit. Lick it like you mean it.”

Kathy licked. A long, slow stroke. Judy gasped, her hips lifting slightly. Encouraged, Kathy did it again, focusing on the small, hard bud she found. She circled it, sucked it gently, lost in the taste and the sound of Judy’s soft moans. Judy’s hands came down, tangling in Kathy’s hair, not pushing, just holding. The sensation—of being used, of giving pleasure under instruction—sent a bolt of pure heat straight to Kathy’s own core. She was achingly wet.

“Good,” Ciara purred. “Very good. Now up on the bed.”

Kathy pulled back, her lips glistening. Judy’s eyes were heavy-lidded with pleasure. Ciara had moved to the bedside drawer. She pulled out two sets of thick, black leather cuffs.

“Wrists,” Ciara said, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Kathy offered her hands, her pulse racing. The leather was cool and firm as Ciara buckled the cuffs snugly around each wrist, then attached them to the wrought-iron posts of the headboard. The restraint was immediate, total. Kathy was spread, open, completely at their mercy. A shiver of sheer excitement raced down her spine.

Ciara and Judy shared a look. Then, from the same drawer, they each pulled out a dildo. They were large, realistic, made of a deep, flesh-toned silicone. Kathy’s eyes went wide. Two.

“You’ve been so good,” Ciara said, stroking Kathy’s thigh. “You deserve a reward.”

Judy moved first. She knelt between Kathy’s splayed legs, positioning the tip of her dildo at Kathy’s entrance, which was slick and ready. “Relax for me,” Judy whispered, and then she pushed forward.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. Kathy cried out as the thick silicone filled her, inch by inexorable inch. The feeling of being utterly penetrated while bound was overwhelming. Judy began to move, establishing a deep, rhythmic pace that made the bedframe creak softly.

Before Kathy could adjust, she felt Ciara’s hands on her hips, tilting her slightly. A cool, slick substance dribbled down the cleft of her ass. Lube. Ciara positioned the second dildo.

“Breathe out,” Ciara commanded.

Kathy exhaled in a shaky gasp as Ciara pressed. The pressure was intense, unfamiliar. It burned for a second before giving way, and then Ciara was pushing in, joining Judy’s relentless rhythm. Kathy was full, stretched to a limit she’d never imagined, occupied in both holes. A choked sob of pleasure-pain escaped her.

“Look at her take it,” Judy moaned, her own arousal evident in her flushed skin.

They moved in tandem, not quite together, not quite opposite, creating a disorienting, incredible symphony of sensation. Just as Kathy adjusted to Judy’s deep thrusts, Ciara would pull almost all the way out and surge back in, hitting a spot deep inside that made Kathy see stars. The friction, the fullness, the absolute loss of control—it was too much. Her world narrowed to the slap of skin, the creak of leather, the guttural sounds pouring from her own throat.

Her climax built not as a wave, but as a sudden, violent quake. It started in her belly, a coiling tension that snapped. Her back arched against the restraints, a raw, ragged scream tearing from her lungs as her pussy clenched violently around Judy’s dildo. Her juices gushed out, soaking Judy’s toy and the sheets beneath her. The pulses seemed endless, each one wringing another desperate sound from her, her vision whiting out at the edges.

Slowly, the world came back. The movements ceased. Judy gently pulled out, then Ciara. The sudden emptiness was almost as shocking as the fullness had been. Kathy lay boneless, her chest heaving, the leather cuffs the only thing holding her up.

Ciara unbuckled the restraints with efficient, gentle motions. She rubbed Kathy’s wrists where the leather had bit in. “You did so well, my good girl. So perfect.”

Kathy could only manage a weak, satiated hum. Judy leaned down and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to her forehead. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice thick with her own satisfaction.

They helped her up, a tangled, sweaty, spent trio. They cleaned up with soft towels in a haze of gentle touches. Dressing was a slow, quiet process. Kathy’s body felt heavy, used, wonderfully sore.

As Judy slipped her shoes on by the front door, Ciara put an arm around Kathy’s shoulders. She looked at her sister, then back at Kathy.

“Judy will be back,” Ciara said, her voice a low promise that vibrated through Kathy’s spent body. “And next time…” she let the sentence hang, her fingers tracing a possessive line down Kathy’s arm.

Judy smiled, that same knowing smile from earlier, and opened the door. “Next time,” she echoed, “will be even more intense.”

33 - SURRENDER IN STEPSISTER’S STUDY

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / BDSM / Age Gap / Spanking / Whipping / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Rimming

The Sunday brunch had been a special kind of hell. Lana, at twenty-eight, had carved out two precious hours between case briefs for this familial obligation, only to find her twenty-two-year-old stepsister, Taylor, the irritating little brat. The girl had been a live wire, all sharp comments and eye rolls, her stepmother’s gentle chiding doing nothing to dampen her spark.

It was the orange juice that did it. Lana took one measured sip from her crystal glass and knew. The crisp tartness was undercut by a familiar, oily burn. Vodka. Cheap vodka, from the smell of it. Her gaze sliced across the linen tablecloth, landing on Taylor, who was watching her with a poorly concealed smirk.

A cold, professional calm settled over Lana. She placed her napkin beside her plate with deliberate care. “Taylor,” she said, her voice cutting through the clatter of silverware. “A word. In the study. Now.”

Taylor’s smirk faltered, replaced by a flicker of defiance. She pushed her chair back with a grating scrape and flounced after Lana, the sway of her hips a challenge in itself.

The study door clicked shut, sealing them in the quiet, book-lined room. Lana turned, leaning back against the heavy oak desk, crossing her arms. Sunlight streamed through the window, illuminating the dust motes in the air. “Spiking the orange juice. At a family brunch. That’s a new low, even for you.”

Taylor shrugged, a practiced gesture of nonchalance. “It was just a joke. You need to lighten up.”

“Lighten up?” Lana’s voice was a low, dangerous thing. “I have to go to work after this. You disrupted a peaceful morning. This isn’t about a joke, Taylor. This is about a complete lack of respect. And it stops today.”

“Or what?” Taylor taunted, taking a step closer, her chin lifted. “You’ll sue me?”

“No,” Lana said, her tone shifting into something softer, yet infinitely more threatening. “I think you need something more… direct. A lesson in consequences.” She straightened up, her eyes never leaving Taylor’s. “You need to be disciplined.”

The word hung in the air, thick and heavy. Taylor’s breath hitched. A flush crept up her neck. “You wouldn’t dare.”

In answer, Lana simply pointed to the space in front of her. “Come here.”

For a long second, Taylor didn’t move. Then, as if pulled by an invisible string, she took a hesitant step forward. Lana’s hand shot out, capturing Taylor’s wrist, and in one fluid, powerful motion, she pulled the younger woman across her lap. Taylor gasped, her hands flying out to brace against the Persian rug. The position was sudden, vulnerable, her skirt riding up her thighs.

“Lana, stop—“

The first smack landed on the seat of Taylor’s skirt, a sharp, crisp sound that echoed in the quiet room. It was more shocking than painful. The second followed, and the third, a steady, rhythmic punishment.

“This,” Lana said, her voice measured as her palm connected again, “is for the orange juice.”

A strange heat began to bloom where Lana’s hand fell. Not just the sting of the spanking, but something deeper, a pooling warmth low in Taylor’s belly. Her protest died in her throat. She felt her body arch slightly, pressing back into the next smack. A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips. It wasn’t a cry of pain.

Lana paused, her hand hovering. She’d felt the subtle shift, the yielding pressure. “Taylor?” Her voice was laced with a new curiosity.

“Don’t stop,” Taylor whispered, her voice tinged with mischief. “It was just getting fun.”

A slow, knowing smile touched Lana’s lips. Her fingers found the hem of Taylor’s pleated skirt and pushed it up, revealing the lace-edged cotton panties beneath. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and, without ceremony, pulled them down to Taylor’s knees. The cool air of the study whispered over Taylor’s exposed skin, making her shiver.

The next spanks were different. Skin on skin. A louder, richer sound. The pain was sharper, brighter, but that heat between Taylor’s legs grew into a throbbing ache. She was wet, soaking through, the evidence a secret shame she knew Lana could surely sense. She moaned, burying her face in her arms.

“You like this,” Lana murmured, not really asking. Her hand smoothed over the reddening skin, feeling the heat. “You’re dripping for it.” She shifted Taylor off her lap. “Bend over the desk. Now.”

Trembling, Taylor obeyed, pushing a leather-bound journal out of the way to lay her chest on the cool wood. She heard the subtle clink of a belt buckle, the slow, deliberate slide of leather through loops. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

The first strike of the belt was a line of pure, white fire across her cheeks. Taylor cried out, her fingers clawing at the desk. The second landed lower, a searing brand that made her knees buckle. But the pain was clarifying, addictive. It burned away everything—the brunch, the prank, the years of petty rivalry—leaving only raw, screaming sensation. With each strike, her hips jerked, and the slick friction against the edge of the desk sent dizzying sparks through her core.

Suddenly, the blows stopped. Lana’s hand, cool now, palmed one aching cheek. Then her fingers trailed down, through the damp cleft of Taylor’s ass, and further, until they found the soaked, swollen folds beneath.

Taylor whimpered. “Lana…”

“Quiet.” A single, commanding word. Then Lana’s middle finger pushed inside her, deep, a blunt, perfect invasion. Taylor’s back bowed, a ragged cry torn from her throat. Lana began to pump, her finger curling, finding a rhythm that had Taylor pushing back desperately, meeting every thrust.

“Please,” Taylor sobbed, mindless with need. “Please, your mouth… I need you to…”

Lana withdrew her finger, bringing it to her own lips, tasting Taylor’s essence with a dark, appreciative hum. She didn’t speak. She simply leaned down, her breath hot against Taylor’s sensitized skin.

The first touch of her tongue was a lightning bolt. Not on Taylor’s pussy, but lower, tracing the tight, forbidden pucker of her ass. Taylor jolted, a shocked, guttural sound escaping her. Lana laved at her there, wet, broad strokes that made Taylor’s vision blur, before moving up, finally delving into her dripping cunt.

The world dissolved. There was only the hot, skillful pull of Lana’s mouth, the flick of her tongue over Taylor’s clit, the desperate scrape of her nails on oak. Lana ate her with a focused, ruthless intensity, one hand holding Taylor’s hip firm, the other slipping back inside her, fucking her in time with the strokes of her tongue.

Pressure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter in Taylor’s gut. She was babbling, pleading, words without meaning. Lana sucked her clit hard, and her fingers pressed deep, and the coil snapped.

Taylor’s climax ripped through her, a convulsive, blinding wave. Her juices gushed, a hot flood over Lana’s chin and the hand that worked her. She shook, cried out, her legs trembling violently as the pleasure-pain echoes of the spanking and the belt mingled with the sheer ecstasy of her release.

Slowly, the world swam back. Lana stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her eyes dark and satisfied. They adjusted their clothes in silence, Taylor’s fingers fumbling with her panties, the fabric damp and uncomfortable against her throbbing skin.

When they returned to the dining room, the brunch was winding down. Their stepmother looked up, a question in her eyes. “Everything alright, girls?”

Lana took her seat, her posture once again perfect, the consummate professional. She took a sip of water, her gaze sliding to Taylor, who was staring fixedly at her plate, a deep blush on her cheeks.

“Just a little sisterly chat,” Lana said, her voice smooth as silk. A slow, secret smile touched her lips as she held Taylor’s mortified, awestruck gaze. “I don’t think Taylor will be acting up again.”

34 - FORBIDDEN LUST BY THE FIRE

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Kissing / Fingering / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus

The wind howled like a trapped animal, shaking the old timbers of the cabin. Kaitlyn, twenty and shivering despite the thick wool socks, watched the last log in the fireplace settle with a soft crackle. Her father, Joe, had left hours ago, his truck tires spinning in the fresh powder before he vanished down the mountain road toward his work emergency. Now, it was just her and Barbie.

Her stepmother. The woman who had married her dad three years ago. The woman who was currently draping a second heavy blanket over their shared nest on the floor in front of the hearth.

“It’s getting worse,” Barbie said, her voice unusually soft against the storm’s roar. She was in her late thirties, athletic and warm, always moving with a calm efficiency Kaitlyn secretly admired. “Power’s definitely out for the night.”

Kaitlyn just nodded, pulling her knees to her chest. The cold was a physical presence, seeping through the walls. The only sanctuary was the circle of firelight and the two of them huddled under the layers of fabric. They’d been sitting like that for a while, backs against the couch, shoulders almost touching. Almost.

The silence between them was different tonight. It was thick, charged. It had been building for years, Kaitlyn realized—a lingering glance held a second too long, a casual touch on the arm that felt anything but casual, a shared laugh that felt intimate, secret. It was a tension she’d buried under textbooks and campus life. But here, trapped by the blizzard, there was nowhere to hide from it.

Barbie shifted, adjusting the blanket. Her hip pressed flush against Kaitlyn’s.

A jolt of pure, electric heat shot through Kaitlyn, utterly unrelated to the fire. She held her breath.

“You’re freezing,” Barbie murmured. It wasn’t a question. Her arm, which had been resting on her own knee, moved. It slipped behind Kaitlyn’s shoulders, pulling her firmly, decisively, into the curve of her body.

Kaitlyn went rigid for a heartbeat, then melted. Barbie was so warm. The soft cashmere of Barbie’s sweater brushed her cheek. She could smell her perfume—jasmine and vanilla—mingled with the woodsmoke. It was dizzying.

“Better?” Barbie’s voice was a whisper against her hair.

Kaitlyn couldn’t speak. She just nodded, her head moving against Barbie’s shoulder. This was wrong. So profoundly wrong. Her father’s wife. The woman who made him coffee every morning.

And yet, when Barbie’s hand, which had been resting on her own thigh, began to move, Kaitlyn didn’t stop it. It slid slowly, so slowly, across the blanket, coming to rest on the dip of Kaitlyn’s waist. The touch was firm. Possessive.

Kaitlyn’s heart hammered against her ribs. She turned her face up, her lips parted to say something—to protest, to ask what they were doing.

Barbie was already looking down at her. Her eyes, usually so bright and cheerful, were dark pools of intent. There was no hesitation in them. No apology.

She leaned down.

The first brush of Barbie’s lips was a question. Soft. Testing.

Kaitlyn answered by surging up to meet her, a small, desperate sound escaping her throat as their mouths fused together. The kiss exploded, years of pent-up want detonating in an instant. It was all wet heat and searching tongues, a frantic, hungry clash that stole the breath from Kaitlyn’s lungs. Barbie’s hand left her waist, cupping her jaw, holding her in place as she plundered her mouth.

The blanket fell away from their shoulders, forgotten.

Barbie’s other hand, the one that had started this, resumed its journey. It slid down from Kaitlyn’s waist, over the soft cotton of her sleep shorts, and dipped inside. Her fingertips brushed the damp, sensitive skin of Kaitlyn’s lower belly.

Kaitlyn gasped into Barbie’s mouth, her hips bucking involuntarily.

“Shhh,” Barbie soothed against her lips, but her fingers didn’t stop. They traced the elastic band of Kaitlyn’s panties, a torturous, circling tease. Then, in one smooth motion, she slipped beneath the final barrier.

The first direct touch made Kaitlyn cry out. Barbie’s fingers were sure, knowing. They found her slick heat immediately, sliding through her folds with a soft, wet sound that was obscenely loud in the quiet cabin.

“God, you’re wet,” Barbie breathed, her own voice ragged. She broke the kiss to watch Kaitlyn’s face as her fingers circled Kaitlyn’s clit, a slow, maddening pressure.

Kaitlyn’s head fell back, a moan ripped from her throat. Her own hands, which had been clenched at her sides, flew up. They shoved under Barbie’s sweater, pushing the fabric up until she found bare skin. She cupped Barbie’s breast through her bra, feeling the hard peak of her nipple against her palm. With a grunt of need, she yanked the cup down, freeing the full, heavy weight of it. She squeezed, her thumb rubbing over the tight bud.

Barbie hissed in pleasure, her hips rocking against the air. “Yes. Like that.”

The mutual exploration became a frenzied undressing. They broke apart only to pull clothing over heads, to shuck pants and underwear into the shadowy corners of the room. The firelight danced over their naked bodies as they came back together on the thick bear skin rug, skin to skin.

The sensation was overwhelming. The scratch-soft fur against Kaitlyn’s back. The overwhelming heat of Barbie on top of her. The heavy, delicious weight of Barbie’s breasts against her own.

“Let me taste you,” Barbie whispered, her voice husky with desire. She kissed her way down Kaitlyn’s body—over her jaw, her collarbone, taking a moment to suck a deep, bruising mark onto the swell of her breast. She licked and nipped her way down Kaitlyn’s quivering stomach.

Kaitlyn knew what was coming. She whimpered, her fingers tangling in Barbie’s blonde hair. “Please…”

Barbie didn’t make her wait. She settled between Kaitlyn’s thighs, her hands spreading them wider. She looked up, her gaze locking with Kaitlyn’s. Then, with a slow, deliberate grace, she lowered her mouth.

The first hot, wet stroke of Barbie’s tongue up her center made Kaitlyn scream. It was too much. It was everything. Barbie ate her pussy with a focused, relentless intensity, her tongue flat and broad against her slit before zeroing in on her clit. She sucked the sensitive nub into her mouth, applying a perfect, rhythmic pressure.

Kaitlyn was unraveling. The world narrowed to the points of contact: the rug beneath her, the fire on her skin, and the exquisite torture of Barbie’s mouth. She could feel her own wetness coating Barbie’s chin, could hear the filthy, wet sounds of her pleasure.

Barbie added a finger, sliding it deep inside Kaitlyn with ease, crooking it just so.

“Barbie!” Kaitlyn choked out. The coil in her belly pulled taut, unbearably tight. Her thighs trembled, clamping around Barbie’s head. The pressure built, a seismic wave gathering force.

Barbie sucked harder, finger pumping, tongue flicking.

It broke.

Kaitlyn’s climax shattered through her like the storm outside. A raw, guttural cry tore from her throat as her back arched clear off the rug. Pleasure, white-hot and blinding, ripped through every nerve ending. Her hips jerked uncontrollably as she gushed, her release flooding Barbie’s mouth and dripping onto the fur below.

Barbie drank her down, gentling her movements as the waves subsided into soft, helpless shudders. Only when Kaitlyn went completely boneless, a spent, panting mess, did she finally crawl back up her body.

They collapsed together under the blanket, limbs tangled, skin slick with sweat and release. Kaitlyn’s head rested on Barbie’s chest, listening to the frantic hammer of her heart slowly begin to calm. The fire crackled, the only sound besides their mingled breaths.

Kaitlyn knew it was wrong. The guilt sat there, a cold stone in her gut beside the glowing embers of her satisfaction.

But as Barbie’s hand stroked lazy, possessive circles on her bare back, Kaitlyn also knew, with absolute certainty, that she wanted more.

35 - WORKING OUT WITH STEPMOM

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Massage / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Scissoring

“Oh, god… right there.” Kali’s voice was a ragged whisper, muffled by the duvet.

Shayla’s fingers pressed deeper, working a knot of pure tension from the small of Kali’s back. “You’re so tight, sweetie. All this work… it’s paying off.”

—

It started innocently enough.

Six weeks ago, Kali, a college sophomore home for the summer, had looked at her reflection and seen a softness she didn’t like. Her father, wealthy and perpetually absent, had a state-of-the-art home gym gathering dust. Shayla, his second wife—only nine years older than Kali’s twenty-one—had offered to be her workout buddy. It’ll be fun, Shayla had said, her smile bright and genuine. We can keep each other accountable.

And it had been. Grunting through reps, spotting each other, sharing post-workout smoothies. Kali had found herself looking forward to their sessions more than anything else in her quiet, marble-floored life. She admired Shayla’s effortless confidence, her toned but curvy figure that moved with a powerful grace. The connection she felt wasn’t just about fitness. It was the way Shayla listened, really listened, to her rambles about art history and existential dread. The way her green eyes held Kali’s a beat too long.

An hour ago, after a punishing leg day, Shayla had guided her through a cool-down stretch on the gym mats.

“Deep lunge, now… let me help you.” Shayla’s hands had settled on Kali’s hips, her front pressed gently against Kali’s back for leverage. Kali had felt the heat of her through their damp workout clothes, the firmness of Shayla’s stomach against her spine. A jolt, sharp and electric, had shot straight to her core. She’d bitten her lip, hoping her shaky exhale sounded like exertion.

“You’re trembling,” Shayla had murmured, her breath warm against Kali’s ear.

“Just… sore.”

“I have just the thing. A proper massage. My treat.”

And that’s how Kali ended up face-down on her own bed, in her dim, lavender-scented bedroom, with her stepmother’s hands on her body.

—

Shayla worked in silence for a few minutes, her thumbs digging into the cords of Kali’s shoulders. The touch was clinical at first, all business. But then her palms began to smooth down Kali’s sides, over the thin fabric of her workout tank. Lingering. Kali’s skin prickled with heat. Every nerve ending stood at attention.

“This shirt is in the way,” Shayla said, her voice a low thrum that vibrated through the mattress. “You should take it off. I can’t get to the latissimus dorsi properly.”

Kali’s heart hammered against her ribs. Latissimus dorsi. The term was so sterile, so medical. But the request felt anything but. She pushed herself up on her elbows, her back to Shayla. Without a word, she gripped the hem of her tank and pulled it over her head, dropping it to the floor. She lay back down, the cool air of the room a shock on her feverish skin. She was in her sports bra, but she felt utterly exposed.

Shayla’s hands returned. They were warm, slick with a little more oil now. They slid over Kali’s bare shoulders, down the knobs of her spine. No more pretense of physiotherapy. These were slow, deliberate caresses. Fingertips tracing the outline of her bra strap, then dipping beneath it. Kali sucked in a breath.

“Your skin is so soft,” Shayla whispered. “So responsive.”

One hand glided down, over the swell of Kali’s hip, to the waistband of her tight workout leggings. “These too. They’re restricting circulation.”

A whimper escaped Kali’s throat. This was the point of no return, and she lunged for it. She wriggled, pushing the leggings and her underwear down in one clumsy motion, kicking them off the side of the bed. She lay completely naked from the waist down, her face buried in her pillow, her entire body a live wire of anticipation.

Shayla made a soft, approving sound. Her hands returned to Kali’s bare hips, then drifted inward, skimming the outer curves of her ass. Kali held her breath.

Then, a touch. There.

Not on her back. Shayla’s hand slid between her thighs, from behind, her fingers finding Kali’s slick heat with an unerring certainty. Kali jerked, a gasp tearing from her lips.

“Shhh,” Shayla soothed, but her own breathing had grown ragged. “I know. I know.” One finger, then two, slid inside her, deep, and Kali cried out, her hips bucking against the mattress, against that invading, perfect pressure.

“Please…” Kali begged, the word dissolving into a moan as Shayla’s thumb found her clit, circling with a firm, knowing rhythm. “Oh, god, please…”

“You’re so wet for me,” Shayla groaned, her other hand pinning Kali’s hip down. “So eager.” She curled her fingers, stroking a spot inside that made Kali see white behind her eyelids. The pace was relentless, building a coil of tension so tight Kali thought she might snap. Her moans were loud, shameless, echoing in the quiet room.

Just as she was teetering on the edge, Shayla withdrew. Kali made a desperate sound of loss.

“Turn over,” Shayla commanded, her voice husky.

Kali flipped onto her back, her chest heaving. Shayla’s eyes, dark with hunger, raked over her. Without breaking that searing gaze, Shayla reached behind her own back, unclasped her sports bra, and let it fall. Her breasts were full, tipped with hard, rosy nipples. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her own leggings and peeled them down, along with her black lace panties, revealing a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair. She was magnificent, all toned muscle and soft curves, and Kali’s mouth went dry.

Shayla didn’t join her on the bed. Instead, she knelt on the floor beside it, her hands spreading Kali’s thighs wide. “I need to taste you,” she said, and then her mouth was on her.

Kali’s back arched off the bed. Shayla’s tongue was a flat, hot stroke through her soaked folds, then a pinpoint flick against her clit. She licked and sucked with a focused intensity that shattered Kali’s thoughts. One hand gripped Kali’s ass, lifting her higher, while the other slipped inside her again, fucking her in time with the wicked movements of her tongue. The dual sensation was overwhelming. Kali fisted her hands in the sheets, her heels digging into the mattress, a broken stream of yes, yes, oh yes falling from her lips.

The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, a violent, full-body convulsion that pulled a scream from her lungs. Shayla drank from her, gentling her licks as Kali shuddered through the aftershocks.

Before Kali could even come down, Shayla was on the bed, straddling her. She lowered herself, her wet core meeting Kali’s, and began to move. A slow, grinding rock of their hips, their clits sliding together, slick with Kali’s release and Shayla’s own arousal. The friction was exquisite, a different, more diffuse heat that began to build all over again.

“Look at me,” Shayla panted, her hands braced on either side of Kali’s head.

Kali forced her eyes open, meeting Shayla’s wild, beautiful gaze. Their rhythm sped up, becoming frantic. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping skin, ragged breaths, and choked-off moans. Shayla’s breasts swayed above her, and Kali reached up to cup them, to pinch her nipples, which made Shayla cry out.

Their juices mingled, a hot, sticky mess between them. Shayla’s movements grew jerky, her inner muscles fluttering around nothing. “Kali… I’m… fuck…”

Her climax crashed over her, and Kali felt it in the tightening of her thighs, the broken sob that ripped from Shayla’s throat. The sight, the feel, the sound of it tipped Kali over a second time, a shorter, sharper peak that left her gasping and trembling beneath Shayla’s weight.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their slowing breaths. Then Shayla collapsed beside her, pulling Kali into her arms, their slick skin sticking together. Kali nuzzled into the crook of Shayla’s neck, inhaling the scent of sweat, sex, and her perfume.

The guilt came then, cold and quiet, seeping into the spaces between her blissed-out thoughts. This is wrong. She’s your stepmom. Your father’s wife.

But as Shayla’s fingers traced idle patterns on her shoulder, and the heavy, satisfied ache settled deep in her bones, Kali knew one thing with absolute, terrifying clarity.

She wanted more.

36 - SISTER-IN-LAW’S X-RATED SUBSCRIPTION

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / BDSM / Blackmail / Cheating / Spanking / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Paddling / Dildo

The knock at the door was sharp. Molly, mid-sip of coffee, nearly dropped her mug. She wasn’t expecting anyone. Peering through the peephole, her stomach did a slow, cold flip. It was Alexandra, Rob’s sister, looking impossibly chic and severe in a tailored blazer.

Molly opened the door, a practiced smile on her face. “Alexandra! Hey. Rob’s at work, he won’t be back for hours.”

“I know,” Alexandra said, her voice cool. She didn’t wait for an invitation, just brushed past Molly into the foyer, her heels clicking on the hardwood. “I came to see you.”

The air in the kitchen thickened as Molly followed, her heart beginning a frantic drum against her ribs. Alexandra turned, leaning against the granite island, her arms crossed. The morning sun glinted off her silver bracelet. “So. Molly’s Secret Garden. Quite the entrepreneurial venture.”

The world tilted. The coffee in Molly’s stomach turned to acid. “I… what?”

“The website,” Alexandra clarified, her gaze unwavering. “The photos. The videos. The… subscriptions. I’m a fan, actually. Have been for a month.”

Molly’s mouth was parchment-dry. The secret she’d tucked away, the thrill of the extra cash and the anonymous, hungry comments—all of it was suddenly laid bare under Alexandra’s assessing stare. “You… you can’t tell Rob,” she whispered, the words escaping like a plea.

“I can,” Alexandra said, her tone flat. “But I won’t. For a price.”

“Money? I have some saved, I can—”

“Not money.” A slow, predatory smile touched Alexandra’s lips. “Submission.”

The word hung in the air, charged and heavy. Molly’s mind raced, a whirlwind of panic and a dark, unwelcome curl of heat low in her belly. She’d already crossed one line, hidden a part of herself from her husband. This was just another line. Just another secret. The thought was intoxicating, dangerous.

“What does that mean?” Molly’s voice was barely audible.

“It means you do as I say. Right now. And your secret stays between us.” Alexandra pushed off the counter, taking a single, deliberate step closer. “Do you understand?”

Molly’s breath hitched. She looked at Alexandra—the sharp angles of her face, the confidence in her posture. This was madness. But the heat between her legs was real, pulsing in time with her frantic heartbeat. She had spent months performing for a faceless crowd. This was an audience of one. A powerful, demanding one.

She gave one tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

“Good girl,” Alexandra purred. “Now. Get naked. Everything.”

Molly’s fingers trembled as she pulled her soft t-shirt over her head. The cool kitchen air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She fumbled with the button of her jeans, pushed them and her panties down her hips in one clumsy motion, stepping out of the pooled fabric. She stood there, completely exposed, her arms wanting to cross over her chest, but she forced them to stay at her sides.

Alexandra’s eyes raked over her, a slow, thorough inspection. “Not so brave without your camera filters, are you?” she murmured, circling Molly. “Turn around. Bend over the counter. Hands flat.”

Molly obeyed, the cold granite a shock against her palms and her bare stomach. She arched her back, presenting herself, her face burning with a mixture of shame and dizzying anticipation.

The first spank landed without warning—a sharp, stinging crack that echoed in the quiet kitchen. Molly gasped.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Molly,” Alexandra said, her voice low. Another spank, harder this time, on the other cheek. The pain was bright, immediate, followed by a spreading warmth. “Sneaking around. Lying to my brother.” Smack. “Selling what’s his.” Smack.

Each impact jolted through her, the sting blooming into a deep, throbbing heat. Molly moaned into the counter, her hips beginning to sway involuntarily. She was wet, she could feel the slickness gathering between her thighs.

Alexandra’s hand smoothed over the reddened skin, a gentle contrast that made Molly whimper. Then those fingers slid down, through the cleft of her ass, and found her soaking center.

“Oh,” Molly choked out as two fingers plunged into her without ceremony, curling deep. Alexandra’s other hand pressed firmly on the small of her back, holding her down.

“So eager for it,” Alexandra taunted, her fingers pistoning in and out, the sound obscenely wet. “All this time, putting on a show for strangers, when what you really needed was someone to put you in your place.”

Molly could only moan, her world narrowing to the rough thrust of those fingers and the building pressure coiling tight in her core. Then the fingers were gone. Before she could protest, she felt Alexandra’s breath, hot against her most intimate flesh.

Alexandra’s tongue was a flat, demanding stroke from her opening all the way up to her clit. Molly cried out, her fingers scrabbling against the smooth countertop. Alexandra ate her with a ruthless, focused intensity—long, languid licks, then quick, flickering circles around her clit, then plunging her tongue inside.

“Please…” Molly begged, not even sure what she was asking for.

“Come for me, bad girl,” Alexandra commanded, her voice muffled against Molly’s skin. “Now.”

The orgasm ripped through Molly like a lightning strike, blinding and total. Her back arched violently as a raw, guttural scream tore from her throat. Waves of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her trembling and weak, supported only by the counter and Alexandra’s firm grip on her hips.

Slowly, Molly came back to herself, her breaths coming in ragged gasps. She heard the rustle of clothing behind her. Turning her head, she watched as Alexandra, with unhurried grace, stripped. The blazer, the silk blouse, the tailored trousers, the lace bra—all discarded in a heap on the kitchen floor. Alexandra’s body was lean and toned, her breasts high and perfect, a dark triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs.

Without a word, Alexandra hoisted herself up onto the counter beside Molly, sitting on the cold granite. She leaned back on her hands, spreading her legs wide, putting herself on blatant display.

“My turn,” Alexandra said, her eyes dark with need. “Get over here and use that talented tongue. Make me come.”

Molly pushed herself up, her legs unsteady. She dropped to her knees on the hard floor, her face level with Alexandra’s glistening folds. The scent of her own arousal and Alexandra’s musk was overpowering. She leaned in, her tongue tracing a tentative line.

“Harder,” Alexandra hissed, her hands immediately fisting in Molly’s hair, yanking her closer. “Don’t be shy. You know what to do.”

Molly surrendered, letting Alexandra guide her. She licked and sucked, exploring the swollen lips, teasing the tight furl of her ass, before zeroing in on the hard, throbbing bud of her clit. She mimicked what she liked, what made her viewers beg in the comments—firm, rhythmic pressure, alternating with fast, fluttering flicks.

Alexandra’s hips began to rock, grinding against Molly’s mouth. “Yes… just like that… fuck, yes…” Her grip on Molly’s hair was punishing, holding her in place as her movements became more frantic.

Molly could feel the tension coiling in Alexandra’s thighs, could hear the sharp, ragged breaths turning into choked moans. She doubled her efforts, sucking Alexandra’s clit into her mouth, flicking her tongue over the tip.

Alexandra’s release was sudden and violent. A sharp cry shattered the air as her body bowed, her hips bucking uncontrollably against Molly’s face. Molly felt the hot gush of her climax, tasting its tangy salt, and kept licking through the tremors, gentling her motions until Alexandra finally shoved her head away with a gasp.

For a long moment, the only sound was their labored breathing. Then, with the same efficiency, Alexandra slid off the counter and began to dress. Molly stayed on her knees, watching, her own nakedness feeling more profound than ever.

Once fully dressed, Alexandra looked down at her, composing herself. She smoothed a hand over her hair. “Your secret is safe with me, Molly,” she said, her voice back to its cool, collected tone. “For now.”

She turned and walked out, her heels clicking a steady retreat through the house. The front door opened and shut with a soft, definitive click.

Molly slowly climbed to her feet, her body humming, every nerve ending alive. She looked at the empty kitchen, at the faint smudge on the counter where she’d been bent over. The danger of it was a cold splash of reality, but it was drowned out by a roaring, insistent heat.

She couldn’t believe what just happened.

And she knew, with a terrifying certainty, that she wanted to do it again.

—

The kitchen air still hummed with the scent of sweat and sex. Molly leaned against the cold refrigerator, her silk robe loosely tied, the coolness a sharp contrast to the fire Alexandra had lit under her skin. Her legs felt weak, deliciously used.

Alexandra had left twenty minutes ago, her final command hanging in the air like a promise. “We’re not done.”

Molly’s phone buzzed on the counter. A notification from her subscription site. A user named ‘SilentObserver’ had tipped her $100 on her latest photo set. The thrill was immediate, electric. But it was dull now, a cheap sparkler compared to the wildfire Alexandra had started.

This was different. The money was one thing. But the submission… the way Alexandra had taken control, had known exactly what Molly craved before Molly knew it herself… that was a drug she hadn’t known she was addicted to.

She jumped when her phone buzzed again. Not a notification. A text.

From Unknown Number:

You were more responsive than I anticipated. Good. Rob leaves for work tomorrow at 9am. Be showered and in the master bedroom by 10:30. Wear the black lace chemise from the top left drawer. Don’t reply.

Molly’s breath caught. How did Alexandra know about the chemise? She must have gone through her drawers, during last week’s family barbeque. The violation should have angered Molly. Instead, a fresh, hot pulse of desire throbbed between her legs.

The rest of the evening was a blur. Molly cleaned the kitchen with a frantic energy, erasing all physical evidence, but the memory was seared into the granite, into her. Rob came home, exhausted from work. He ate his dinner, watched a stupid sitcom, and then, he went to bed. He never suspected a thing.

The next morning at 9:30, Molly stood under the shower’s spray, scrubbing her skin until it glowed pink. She toweled off, the plush fabric feeling alien against her hypersensitive flesh.

The chemise was where Alexandra said it would be. She slipped it on. The black lace was sheer, barely containing her soft curves. It felt like a costume. A uniform.

At 10:28, she stood in the center of the master bedroom. The silence was oppressive. Every tick of the clock was a heartbeat.

The front door opened at 10:35. Not Rob’s heavy, cheerful tread. This was a deliberate, clicking cadence of heels on hardwood.

Molly didn’t turn. She heard the bedroom door open, then click shut. A lock engaged.

“Look at me.”

Alexandra’s voice was lower now, husky with authority. Molly turned.

Alexandra had changed. She wore a sharply tailored charcoal pantsuit, her blonde hair in a severe knot. She held a black bag, the contents unknown. She looked every inch the powerful professional. The contrast between this image and the naked, commanding woman from the kitchen was dizzying.

“You’re wearing it,” Alexandra stated, her eyes raking over Molly’s body. “I knew you would. Come here.”

Molly’s feet moved of their own accord. She stopped a foot away, her gaze lowered.

Alexandra’s finger hooked under Molly’s chin, forcing it up. “Eyes on me when I speak to you. You belong to me in this house. Understood?”

Molly’s throat was dry. “Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes… Alexandra.” The name felt foreign, powerful on her tongue.

A ghost of a smile touched Alexandra’s lips. “Good girl.” Her hands came up to Molly’s shoulders, pushing the thin straps of the chemise down her arms. The lace pooled at her waist, leaving her breasts bare. The cool air pebbled her nipples.

Alexandra didn’t touch them. She just looked, her gaze analytical, hungry. “You have a beautiful body, Molly. It’s a shame Rob is too… simple… to appreciate all its uses.”

Her hands slid down Molly’s arms, then around to her back, pulling her close. The wool of Alexandra’s blazer was rough against Molly’s naked skin. Alexandra’s mouth descended to her neck, not kissing, but biting. A sharp, possessive nip that made Molly gasp and arch against her.

“You liked that,” Alexandra murmured against her skin, her breath hot. “You like the sting. The mark.” Her hands cupped Molly’s ass, squeezing, kneading the soft flesh. “You like being claimed.”

One hand slid between them, fingers finding the damp heat already soaking through the lace at Molly’s hips. Alexandra groaned, a low, appreciative sound. “So wet for me already. And we’ve only just begun.”

With a sudden movement, she turned Molly around and bent her forward over the foot of the bed. The duvet was soft against Molly’s cheek. Alexandra gathered the lace chemise up around Molly’s waist, baring her completely.

Molly heard Alexandra unzip the bag. Without warning, she felt something hard land on her backside. A paddle. A sharp, loud crack that echoed in the room as Alexandra hit her again. The pain was bright, immediate, followed by a spreading warmth. Molly cried out, her fingers clutching the bedding.

“Count,” Alexandra commanded.

Another whack, on the other cheek. “One!” Molly gasped.

“Two!”

“Three!”

Each impact sent a jolt through her, a shockwave of pain that melted into a deep, pooling heat in her core. By “seven,” she was pushing back against the paddle, seeking the contact.

Alexandra stopped, dropping the paddle to the floor. Her fingers traced the hot, reddened skin. Then they dipped lower, through Molly’s slick folds, finding her clit already swollen and throbbing.

“You’re a natural submissive, Molly,” Alexandra whispered, her voice thick with arousal.

She circled Molly’s clit slowly, torturously. Molly could only moan, her hips rocking helplessly against Alexandra’s hand. The fingering in the kitchen had been invasive, punishing. This was deliberate, skilled teasing. It was worse. It was better.

“Please,” Molly begged, the word torn from her.

“Please, what?” Alexandra withdrew her hand entirely.

Molly whimpered at the loss. “Please… don’t stop.”

“Since you asked so nicely.”

Alexandra reached into the bag. This time, she pulled out a dildo, thick and veined. She pressed it against Molly’s entrance. Molly let out a moan as the large toy slid inside her. She bucked, a cry tearing from her throat as Alexandra worked the dildo deep into her pussy.

There was no hesitation, no gentleness. Alexandra fucked her with a fierce, focused intensity, the dildo plunging inside, then back out. Molly met Alexandra’s thrusts, her body reacting to the invasion.

The orgasm built like a tsunami, slow and undeniable. Alexandra felt it, speeding up her thrusts until Molly’s eyes were rolling back in her head. Finally, Molly shattered. Her back arched violently as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed through her, her cries muffled by the bedspread. Her legs trembled, her vision whited out.

As the last tremors subsided, Alexandra stood. Molly heard the rustle of clothing. She turned her head, her body boneless.

Alexandra was undressing. The pantsuit came off, piece by deliberate piece, until she stood naked. Her body was just as Molly remembered—lean, toned, her breasts high and perfect.

“Get on the bed,” Alexandra said, her voice rough. “On your back.”

Molly complied, ready to please.

Alexandra climbed on top of her, straddling her face. The scent of Alexandra’s musk filled Molly’s senses. “Make me cum. And don’t you dare be gentle.”

Molly’s mind was still fuzzy from her own climax, but her body responded. She tilted her head up, her tongue finding Alexandra’s slick, swollen folds. She licked tentatively at first, then with more confidence.

Alexandra’s hands fisted in Molly’s hair, pulling, guiding her. “Yes… just like that. Harder.”

Molly obeyed, her tongue driving deeper, her lips closing around Alexandra’s clit. She sucked, she laved, she lost herself in the taste and the power of reducing this dominant woman to moans. Alexandra’s hips began to jerk, her thighs tightening around Molly’s head.

“I’m going to…” Alexandra’s warning was a choked gasp.

Her climax hit. A hot, salty gush flooded Molly’s mouth as Alexandra cried out, her body bowing, her grip on Molly’s hair becoming almost painful. Molly drank her down, the act itself a deeper surrender than anything before.

Alexandra collapsed beside her, breathing heavily. For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breaths.

Slowly, Alexandra sat up. She looked down at Molly, whose face was flushed, lips glistening. She leaned down and kissed her, deep and slow, tasting herself on Molly’s tongue.

Alexandra began to dress with efficient, calm movements, as if she’d just finished a business meeting. “Get cleaned up. Remember our arrangement.”

She was at the door, her hand on the knob, when she paused. “Oh, and Molly?” she said, not looking back. “Tomorrow. My place. I’ll text you the address. We’ll need more… privacy.”

The door opened and shut. The lock disengaged.

Molly lay on the bed, the taste of Alexandra still on her lips, the throbbing between her legs a sweet, persistent ache. The dangerous game had just leveled up.

37 - PUNISHED IN MOTHER-IN-LAW’S MANSION

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / BDSM / Age Gap / Riding Crop / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator

The air in Alice’s mansion was always still, thick with the scent of lemon polish and silent judgment. Dawn ran the dust cloth over the grand piano for the third time, her mind a numb blank. Richard had been gone for hours on another fruitless job interview. Her mother-in-law’s presence was a constant, chilly pressure at the back of her neck.

After Richard lost his job, he and Dawn were forced to crawl back to the family estate and the mercy of his mother. Alice didn't just offer them a room—she offered a cage. She took a predatory delight in stripping Dawn of her dignity, transforming her from a daughter-in-law into a common servant.

“Dawn.”

The voice, sharp and clear, cut through the quiet from the top of the curved staircase. Dawn looked up. Alice stood at the railing, a silhouette of tailored linen and perfect silver hair. Her expression was unreadable.

“My bedroom. Now.”

A cold trickle of dread traced Dawn’s spine, but she obeyed, climbing the stairs as if walking to her own sentencing. The master bedroom suite was a monument to Alice’s wealth and taste—all cream carpets, silk drapes, and a bed that looked like it belonged in a palace.

Alice closed the door with a soft, definitive click. She turned, her eyes sweeping over Dawn’s simple cotton dress. “Your work is sloppy,” she stated, her voice devoid of warmth. “The banister. I can still feel a film of dust. In my home, one earns their keep. Failure requires correction.”

Dawn’s mouth went dry. “I’m sorry, Alice. I’ll do it again—”

“Quiet.” Alice moved to a lacquered chest at the foot of the bed. She opened it and drew out an item that made Dawn’s breath hitch. It was a garment of black leather, intricate with thin straps, and gleaming with small silver zippers placed precisely over where the nipples and crotch would be.

“Put this on,” Alice said, laying it on the bed like a sacrament. “Consider it a uniform for your re-education.”

“I… I can’t…” Dawn stammered, her face flaming.

Alice’s gaze was like ice. “You can, and you will. Or you and Richard can find a park bench to sleep on tonight. Choose.”

The choice was no choice at all. With trembling fingers, Dawn undressed, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin. The leather was surprisingly soft, cool against her flesh. She fumbled with the straps, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. Alice watched, arms crossed, until Dawn stood before her, transformed and vulnerable. The zippers were cold little promises against her skin.

“Good,” Alice murmured, a flicker of something hot in her cool eyes. She reached into the chest again and produced a slender riding crop. The sight of it sent a jolt straight to Dawn’s core, a confusing mixture of terror and electric arousal.

“Bend over the bed. Grab the duvet.”

Dawn hesitated for only a second before complying, leaning over the luxurious fabric, her leather-clad bottom presented. The first swat landed with a crisp thwack.

Dawn gasped. It was pure, bright pain. Then, a second later, a bloom of heat spread from the point of impact, deep and startling.

Thwack.

This time, the gasp caught in her throat. The pain was sharper, but the heat that followed was richer, pooling low in her belly. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her.

Thwack. Thwack.

With each strike, the line between punishment and pleasure blurred. The sting was immediate, but the aftershock was a throbbing, needy warmth. She was panting now, her knuckles white in the duvet. She wasn’t sure if she was pushing back against the crop or offering herself to it.

Alice stopped. The silence was heavier than the strikes had been. Dawn heard a rustle of fabric. She dared to glance back.

Alice had seated herself on the edge of the bed, her skirt bunched around her waist. Her legs were parted, revealing a neat triangle of silver-blonde curls. Her expression was one of calm command.

“Come here,” she said, her voice huskier now. “Your mouth has a better use than whimpering.”

Dawn shuffled forward on her knees, the leather squeaking softly. The musky, clean scent of Alice’s arousal filled her senses. For a fleeting moment, pride rebelled, but it was drowned by a tidal wave of desperate curiosity and a deep, shameful hunger. She leaned in, her tongue tracing a tentative line.

Alice’s sharp inhale was her reward. Emboldened, Dawn focused on the little nub of flesh, circling it with the flat of her tongue. Alice’s hand came down, tangling in Dawn’s hair, not gentle, but guiding. “Yes. Like that.”

Dawn lost herself in the rhythm, in the taste, in the power of giving this woman pleasure. Alice’s hips began a slow, deliberate roll, grinding herself against Dawn’s mouth. The grip in her hair tightened, holding her in place. Alice’s breaths became ragged gasps, her thighs trembling on either side of Dawn’s head. With a low, guttural cry, she stiffened, her release washing over Dawn’s tongue in salty waves.

For a long moment, the only sound was Alice’s slowing breaths. Then, she pushed Dawn back. Her eyes were dark, satisfied, and utterly in control. “On the bed. On your back.”

Dawn scrambled onto the silk sheets. Alice produced soft leather cuffs from the chest, buckling them firmly around Dawn’s wrists before attaching them to the ornate bedposts. Dawn was spread open, utterly exposed in the strappy outfit. The vulnerability was terrifying. It was also the most thrilling thing she had ever felt.

Alice leaned over her, a predatory smile playing on her lips. Her fingers found the first silver zipper at Dawn’s chest. She pulled it down, slowly, the sound obscenely loud. The cool air hit Dawn’s taut, aching nipple. Then Alice’s hot mouth closed over it, sucking deeply.

Dawn cried out, arching off the bed. The sensation was unbearable, a direct line of pleasure from her breast to her throbbing core. Alice lavished attention on one, then unzipped the other, giving it the same relentless worship. Dawn was babbling, “Please… oh god, please…” though she didn’t even know what she was begging for.

Alice finally moved lower. She knelt between Dawn’s splayed legs, her eyes on the final zipper. “Look at you,” she murmured. “So eager.” She pulled the zipper down.

The release of pressure was immense. Alice didn’t touch her with her hands. Instead, she retrieved a sleek, silver vibrator from the chest. She switched it on. A low, insistent hum filled the room.

She traced the outside of Dawn’s soaked folds with the tip, maddeningly light. Dawn thrashed against her restraints, a sob of frustration breaking from her throat. “Alice… please…”

“Please what?” Alice asked, circling her clit, never quite landing.

“Let me… I need to…” Dawn couldn’t form the words.

“You need to come?” Alice supplied, her voice like honey. “You may. When I say.”

She finally pressed the buzzing head directly against Dawn’s clit. Dawn screamed, her back bowing off the mattress. The climax, held at bay for so long, ripped through her with violent, mind-shattering intensity. Waves of pleasure crashed over her, each one stealing her breath, her vision whiting out at the edges.

When she finally floated back down, limp and boneless, Alice was unfastening the cuffs. The leather straps were loosened, the cruel, wonderful outfit peeled away. Alice stood by the bed, looking down at her as if inspecting a well-used instrument.

“You did adequately,” Alice said, smoothing her skirt. “There will be more lessons, of course. For as long as you remain under my roof.” She walked to the door, pausing with her hand on the knob. “Get cleaned up. Dinner is at seven. Don’t be late.”

The door closed. Dawn lay in the wreckage of the silk sheets, her body humming, marked, and utterly spent. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. The shame tried to surface, but it was smothered by the raw, aching memory of sensation, and a dark, thrilling curl of anticipation in her gut.

She was already, desperately, looking forward to the next lesson.

38 - A DRESS EMERGENCY

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Cheating / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Vibrator

The hum of the party downstairs was a muffled blanket of sound. Claire stood before the full-length mirror, the anniversary dress—a slip of emerald silk—pooled at her feet. Stan had been so proud, presenting the box with a flourish. For my beautiful wife. It was gorgeous. And impossible.

The back was a sheer panel, held together by a delicate column of tiny, pearl-like buttons from the small of her back to just beneath her nape. She’d twisted and strained, her fingers fumbling, but after ten minutes she’d only managed the first three. A flush of frustration heated her skin. Stan had just left to pick up the caterer’s missing platters. “Be stunning when I get back,” he’d whispered, kissing her cheek.

She couldn’t do this alone.

Everyone was downstairs waiting for the party to begin. Stan was occupied. Who could she turn to? Allie. Stan’s sister. Her friend. The one person in the bustling house she could ask without feeling utterly pathetic.

She cracked open the door, hollering down the staircase. “Allie, can you come up? Dress emergency.”

Less than a minute later, a soft knock preceded Allie slipping into the bedroom. “What’s the—oh, wow.” Allie’s eyes went wide, taking in the dress on the floor, Claire in just her lace panties. “That is a lot of buttons.”

“Tell me about it,” Claire sighed, turning her back. “I’m hopeless.”

“No, you’re not. You just need an extra pair of hands.” Allie’s voice was closer now, just behind her. Claire felt the air shift, a subtle change in temperature. Then came the first touch.

Allie’s fingertips brushed the knobs of Claire’s spine as she gathered the silk. The fabric slithered up Claire’s legs, over her hips, settling against her skin like a cool kiss. Allie’s hands were deft, efficient. She started at the bottom, fastening the first tiny button Claire had missed.

Click.

The sound was absurdly loud in the quiet room. Claire held her breath.

The next button. And the next. Allie’s knuckles grazed the sensitive skin just above Claire’s panty line. A slow, warm shiver traced its way up Claire’s back, completely separate from the chill of the silk. It was a spark, a live wire touching tinder.

Allie’s movements slowed. The next button took longer. Claire felt the pad of Allie’s thumb press deliberately against her spine as she worked the pearl through its loop. The contact was no longer accidental. It was a statement.

Click.

Claire’s heart hammered against her ribs. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But her body was arching back, just a fraction, seeking more of that electric touch.

Allie’s breath hitched, a soft, audible sound. Her hands stilled, resting fully on Claire’s now-covered back. The silence between them stretched, thick and heavy with everything unsaid. The laughter from downstairs seemed a world away.

Slowly, as if pulled by a magnet, Claire turned around.

Allie’s eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. Her lips were slightly parted. They stared at each other, and in that look, a decade of casual touches, shared laughs, and unacknowledged glances crystallized into a single, undeniable truth.

Without a word, Allie’s gaze dropped to Claire’s mouth.

That was all it took.

Claire closed the infinitesimal distance, her lips finding Allie’s in a kiss that was less a question and more a dam breaking. It was soft at first, a tentative brush, then desperate. Allie’s hands flew to Claire’s face, her fingers tangling in her hair as she kissed her back with a hunger that stole the air from Claire’s lungs. It was all heat and wet silk and the taste of Allie’s champagne.

When they broke apart, gasping, Allie’s eyes were blazing. “The dress,” she whispered, her voice rough. “Take it off.”

Claire could only nod, her body humming.

Allie spun her around, her fingers now flying, not fastening, but unfastening. Each click of a button undone felt like a shackle falling away. The silk loosened, gaping open. Allie pushed the straps from Claire’s shoulders and the dress slithered down her body in a whisper, puddling once more on the floor.

Claire stood naked but for her panties, exposed in the cool air. She didn’t feel cold. She felt incandescent.

Allie’s eyes drank her in. “God, you’re beautiful,” she breathed, before pushing Claire gently backwards onto the edge of the wide bed. Claire fell, the comforter soft beneath her. Allie didn’t join her. Instead, she sank to her knees on the plush carpet, her hands sliding up Claire’s thighs, pushing them apart.

The first touch of Allie’s mouth through the lace made Claire cry out, her back bowing off the bed. Allie hooked her fingers into the sides of Claire’s panties and tugged them down, discarding them without a glance. Then she returned, her hands firm on Claire’s hips, holding her in place.

There was no more hesitation. Allie’s tongue found her core, a slow, deliberate stroke that made Claire’s vision blur. It was expert, knowing, as if Allie had been studying her for years. She licked and sucked, her nose nudging Claire’s clit with each pass, building a rhythm that was pure, unadulterated bliss. Claire’s hands fisted in the bedding, her hips rocking up to meet that glorious mouth.

“Oh, god, Allie… right there…”

Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, a spring wound to its limit. She was close, so close, but she wanted more. Needed more. Her hand shot out, fumbling in the nightstand drawer, finding the familiar silicone shape of her vibrator. She thrust it toward Allie, her arm trembling.

Allie took it, her eyes never leaving Claire’s. She switched it on. The low buzz filled the room. She traced the tip through Claire’s wetness, teasing, before pressing it firmly against her clit.

The sensation was immediate and devastating. The deep, rhythmic vibration paired with the relentless skill of Allie’s tongue shattered Claire’s control. Her climax ripped through her, a silent scream tearing from her throat as her body convulsed, waves of electric pleasure radiating out from her core, making her toes curl and her legs shake. Allie drank her in, gentle now, drawing out every last shuddering pulse until Claire collapsed back, boneless and breathless.

Before the aftershocks had fully faded, Claire was moving. She pulled Allie up onto the bed, her own hands frantic now, pulling at Allie’s sweater, her jeans. “My turn,” she growled, a newfound boldness surging through her.

Soon, Allie was naked beneath her, skin flushed, breathing ragged. Claire took the vibrator, still slick, and kissed her way down Allie’s body. She didn’t have Allie’s practiced skill, but she had a decade of repressed want guiding her. She circled Allie’s clit with the humming toy, watching her face contort in ecstasy.

“Yes… like that, Claire, please…”

Claire added her mouth, licking and sucking in time with the vibrations. Allie’s hands clamped onto her head, hips bucking wildly. Her climax came fast and hard. A broken sob tore from her lips as her body seized, and Claire felt a hot gush against her chin and the sheets. Allie shuddered through it, her cries muffled by her own arm.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the distant party.

Reality crashed in like ice water.

Claire scrambled up, wiping her mouth. “Stan… the food…”

They dressed in a frantic, silent panic, fingers fumbling. Allie quickly helped Claire to put the dress back on. She pulled on her clothes, not meeting Claire’s eyes. The rumpled bed was a damning testament.

As Allie reached for the doorknob, she paused. She looked back, her gaze a complex swirl of guilt, fear, and a heat that hadn’t fully cooled. Claire felt it echo in her own chest—a heavy, sickening guilt twisting in her gut, but beneath it, a hungry, glowing ember.

Allie slipped out without a word, leaving Claire alone with the smell of sex and the echoing memory of a touch that had changed everything. She stood there, the guilt a cold stone in her stomach, but the pulse between her legs still throbbed with a traitorous, eager beat.

39 - A TABOO THANKSGIVING TRYST

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Cheating / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Anal

The wine was a warm haze in her veins, blurring the edges of the Thanksgiving clutter. Carol leaned against the kitchen counter, watching the last of their friends’ taillights vanish down the wet street. The house felt suddenly, profoundly quiet, save for the deep, rhythmic snoring coming from the living room couch where Jeremy lay, utterly gone to the world.

Amelia was still here, loading the dishwasher with a quiet efficiency that felt agonizingly slow to Carol’s buzzing mind.

All evening, Carol’s eyes had been drawn to her sister-in-law. To the way her sweater hugged her shoulders, the curve of her neck as she laughed. But Carol’s mind kept supplying a different image: Amelia, years younger, captured in glossy squares in Jeremy’s old album. Beaming on a beach, a bright red bikini showcasing a toned stomach and full, round breasts. A dormant heat had ignited in Carol’s gut as she’d flipped those pages, a heat that the chardonnay had only fanned into a persistent, throbbing need.

She took another sip from her glass. Liquid courage.

“He’s out cold,” Carol said, her voice a little huskier than she intended.

Amelia glanced toward the living room, a faint smile on her lips. “He always could put it away on Thanksgiving.”

“Yeah.” Carol pushed off the counter. The space between them in the dim kitchen felt charged, like the air before a storm. “I was looking at his old photo albums today. Before everyone got here.”

“Oh god,” Amelia laughed softly, wiping her hands on a towel. “The cringe.”

“No. Not cringe.” Carol took a step closer. The words tumbled out, fueled by the alcohol and the hammering in her chest. “I saw the one from Myrtle Beach. You were… you looked incredible. That red bikini.”

Amelia’s smile froze. Her eyes, the same hazel as Jeremy’s but infinitely more perceptive, locked onto Carol’s. A flush crept up her neck. “That was a lifetime ago.”

“It wasn’t the ‘when’,” Carol breathed, closing the distance until she could smell Amelia’s perfume mixed with the scent of pumpkin pie. “It was the ‘who’. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About you.”

“Carol…” Amelia’s voice was a whisper, strained. She took a half-step back, her hip bumping the counter. “We can’t. Jeremy…”

“Is snoring on the couch and won’t wake up if a bomb went off.” Carol reached out, her fingers just brushing Amelia’s wrist. The skin was warm, electric. “He’s my husband. And you’re his sister. I know. But tell me you don’t feel this. Tell me to stop.”

Amelia’s breath hitched. Her eyes darted to the living room archway, then back to Carol’s face. Her lips parted. She didn’t say a word.

That was all the permission Carol needed.

She leaned in, her heart a wild drum against her ribs. The first brush of their lips was tentative, questioning. Then Amelia made a small, desperate sound in the back of her throat, and her hand came up to cup Carol’s jaw. The kiss deepened instantly, turning hungry. Amelia’s mouth was soft, tasting of wine and something uniquely hers. Carol’s hands slid into Amelia’s silky hair, pulling her closer, their bodies pressing together. The heat from the album, from all the stolen glances, erupted.

“Upstairs,” Carol murmured against her mouth, pulling back only enough to speak. “Now.”

They moved like ghosts through the quiet house, past Jeremy’s oblivious form. In the muted light of the master bedroom, the reality of what was happening crashed over Carol, but it was washed away by a stronger, primal tide of want.

She turned to Amelia, her fingers going to the buttons of her sister-in-law’s blouse. “Let me see you.”

Each button undone was a revelation. The swell of Amelia’s breasts, restrained by simple lace. Carol bent her head, her mouth finding a peaked nipple through the fabric, sucking gently until Amelia gasped and arched her back. The blouse fell away. The pants followed. Soon, Amelia stood before her, gloriously naked in the moonlight filtering through the blinds.

“You’re so beautiful,” Carol breathed, her gaze devouring every curve, every shadow.

She pushed Amelia gently back onto the bed, following her down, covering that body with her own still-clothed one. She kissed a trail from her collarbone, down the valley between her breasts, over the quivering plane of her stomach. Amelia’s hands twisted in the comforter, her head thrown back.

Carol settled between her thighs. The scent of her, musky and sweet, filled Carol’s senses. She didn’t hesitate. She pressed her mouth to Amelia’s core, licking a slow, deliberate stripe through her slick folds.

Amelia cried out, a hand flying to her own mouth to stifle the sound. Her hips jerked off the bed. Carol held her down with a firm hand on her stomach, her tongue finding a rhythm, circling the sensitive bud of her clit, then plunging deep inside her. Amelia’s taste was intoxicating. Every whimper, every shuddering breath, spurred Carol on. She fucked her with her tongue, her fingers digging into Amelia’s hips.

“Oh, god… Carol… please…” Amelia was babbling, her thighs trembling on either side of Carol’s head.

Carol pulled back, panting. Her own need was a fierce ache between her legs. She remembered the gift. A ridiculous, sparkly purple thing Jeremy had bought in a hopeful, clumsy attempt to fix their stale sex life. She’d mocked it, then hidden it in her nightstand.

She reached over, yanking the drawer open. The vibrator hummed to life in her hand, a low, insistent buzz.

Amelia’s eyes went wide. “What…?”

“Shhh,” Carol soothed, guiding the smooth silicone tip through Amelia’s drenched folds. She pressed it against her clit. Amelia’s entire body seized, a sharp, shocked cry tearing from her lips. Carol held it there, watching Amelia unravel. Her back arched off the mattress, her breasts heaving. The vibrations visibly traveled through her, making her muscles jump and flutter.

“I’m… I can’t…” Amelia sobbed, her climax hitting her like a wave, violent and consuming. Her inner walls clenched around nothing, her juices spilling over Carol’s hand holding the toy. Carol kept the vibrator pressed firmly against her until the last tremor subsided, until Amelia went boneless against the sheets, gasping for air.

Only then did Carol stand, her own movements frantic. She stripped off her clothes, letting them fall to the floor. The cool air hit her skin, but it did nothing to cool the fire inside.

Amelia’s hazy eyes focused on her. “Your turn,” she whispered, her voice raw.

She pushed herself up, urging Carol onto the bed. Her mouth was on Carol’s breasts, her hands roaming greedily. Then she was moving lower, her tongue tracing the same path Carol had on her. When her mouth closed over Carol’s clit, Carol saw stars. It was desperate, skillful, wrong in the best possible way. Amelia’s fingers slipped inside her, curling, stroking a spot that made Carol’s vision whiten at the edges.

But it wasn’t enough. The need was a wild, untamed thing.

“The toy,” Carol gasped, her hips bucking. “Use it… on me… there.”

Amelia understood instantly. She reached for the vibrator, still slick from her own release. She nudged it against Carol’s tight back entrance, the buzz a maddening promise. Carol held her breath, pushing back against the pressure.

It was an invasion, a shocking, exquisite stretch. Amelia worked it in slowly, the vibrations traveling deep into Carol’s core, ratcheting the tension to an unbearable degree. With Amelia’s tongue still working her clit and that buzzing fullness in her ass, Carol came apart. Her orgasm ripped through her with a force that stole her voice, a silent, screaming crescendo that left her shaking. Her release gushed, soaking Amelia’s chin and the sheets beneath her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the fading hum of the toy as Amelia switched it off and let it fall aside.

The silence that followed was heavy, thick with the smell of sex and shame.

They dressed quickly, not looking at each other. Back in the kitchen, under the harsh fluorescent light, the fantasy crumbled.

“That was…” Amelia started, tucking her blouse in with trembling hands.

“A mistake,” Carol finished, her voice flat. “A drunken, stupid mistake.”

Amelia nodded, her eyes glistening. “It can’t happen again. We hurt Jeremy. We… we can’t.”

“Never again,” Carol agreed, the words like ashes in her mouth.

They shared a final, fraught glance before Amelia grabbed her coat and slipped out into the night.

Carol leaned against the closed door, the ghost of Amelia’s taste still on her lips, the phantom ache of the vibrator still a fresh memory. She listened to Jeremy’s snores.

Never again, she thought.

But deep in the secret, hungry parts of her, Carol knew she was lying.

40 - FROM SNITCHING TO TABOO SUBMISSION

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / BDSM / Blackmail / Spanking / Bondage / Fingering / Cunnilingus

The knock at the door was as sharp and final as a gunshot.

Genevieve’s heart seized. Through the peephole, the distorted, elegant features of Adrienne Conti stared back, cold and unblinking. Luca’s sister. The real power in the family, everyone whispered. The one who cleaned up the messes.

Genevieve’s hand trembled on the deadbolt. Denying her was impossible. Opening the door felt like stepping into an open grave.

“Adrienne,” Genevieve managed, her voice thin. “This is a surprise.”

Adrienne swept past her, a wave of expensive perfume and implicit threat. She didn’t bother to remove her leather coat. Her eyes, the same chilling green as Luca’s, scanned the pristine, soulless living room—a gilded cage paid for with blood money.

“Sit,” Adrienne commanded, not looking at her.

Genevieve obeyed, perching on the edge of an armchair. Her palms were slick. Every cell in her body screamed. She knew. That’s why she was here.

Adrienne turned, and the full force of her gaze was paralyzing. “The detectives were very chatty today. After they processed Luca. They seem to think their case is… airtight.”

“I… I don’t understand what that has to do with me,” Genevieve whispered, the lie ash in her mouth.

“Don’t you?” Adrienne took a single, slow step closer. The silence stretched, tighter than a garrote. “The timing of certain financial transfers. The specific layout of the warehouse on the docks. The password to Luca’s encrypted ledger. Things only a handful of people knew.”

Genevieve’s breath hitched. She saw it then, in Adrienne’s eyes. Not suspicion. Certainty.

“It was you,” Adrienne said, the words soft, deadly. “You’re the rat.”

The world tilted. Genevieve’s composure shattered. “Please,” she gasped, tears springing to her eyes. “Please, Adrienne. He was going to kill me. You know what he’s like. What he did.” She slid off the chair, onto her knees on the cold marble floor, a gesture of utter submission. “I had no choice.”

Adrienne watched her, a predator observing prey in its final throes. A slow, calculating smile touched her lips. “Get up.”

“I’ll do anything,” Genevieve begged, not moving. “Anything. Just don’t tell them. They’ll skin me alive.”

“I said, get up.” Adrienne’s voice brooked no disobedience. “I’m not here to deliver you to the family. Not yet.”

Genevieve staggered to her feet, hope a dangerous, fluttering thing in her chest.

“Your secret,” Adrienne said, closing the distance between them, “has a price. My silence… requires your submission. Complete. Unquestioning. Do you understand?”

Genevieve nodded frantically. “Yes. Anything.”

“Good.” Adrienne’s hand came up, cool fingers tracing the line of Genevieve’s jaw. “Then follow me.”

She led the way not to the front door, but down the hall, to the master bedroom. The room Genevieve had shared with Luca, a place of fear and pain. It felt different with Adrienne in it. The air crackled.

“Strip,” Adrienne ordered, leaning against the dresser. “Everything. Now.”

This was the price. Genevieve’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. The slide of the zipper on her skirt was loud in the quiet room. She let the clothes pool at her feet, standing naked and shivering under Adrienne’s impassive appraisal. There was no lust in that gaze. Not yet. Only assessment. Ownership.

“Turn around. Bend over the foot of the bed. Arms flat.”

Genevieve moved, the silk duvet cool against her stomach and breasts. Her heart hammered against the mattress. She heard Adrienne move, then a sharp, stinging crack exploded across her right buttock. She cried out, more in shock than pain. Another slap landed on the left, harder this time, the heat blooming deep into the muscle.

Adrienne spanked her in a steady, rhythmic pattern, not brutal, but firm. Each slap jolted through Genevieve, a strange mix of humiliation and a shocking, unwelcome spark of heat. The fear began to transmute, melting into something else entirely—a desperate, aching want for this to continue, for this to be the only punishment she would face.

“You’ve been very bad, Genevieve,” Adrienne murmured, her hand rubbing the warmed, reddened skin. “You need to be reminded of your place.”

“Yes,” Genevieve gasped into the duvet. “I do.”

She heard the rustle of silk. Adrienne was pulling the long, expensive scarves from the dresser drawer. In moments, Genevieve’s wrists were bound securely, but not cruelly, to the ornate bedposts. She was spread, exposed, utterly vulnerable.

Adrienne’s touch changed. The sharp slaps became slow, teasing caresses. Fingertips traced the dimples of her lower back, the curve of her ass, the sensitive backs of her thighs. They dipped between her legs, just a ghost of a touch, not enough.

“Please,” Genevieve moaned, arching her back, pushing herself against the empty air.

“Please what?” Adrienne’s voice was a low hum near her ear.

“Touch me. Please.”

A single finger, slick and confident, finally slid through her folds. Genevieve cried out, a ragged sound of pure relief. Adrienne explored her with ruthless efficiency, finding her clit, circling it with a pressure that made Genevieve’s vision blur. Then a finger, then two, plunged inside her, curling perfectly.

“You’re so wet,” Adrienne breathed, her own voice losing its icy control. “All this time, you wanted this? This control?”

“Yes!” It was a confession ripped from her soul. The betrayal, the fear, the years of humiliation—it all coalesced into a white-hot need focused on the woman fucking her with her hand. Adrienne’s thumb pressed down on her clit as her fingers pistoned inside, the rhythm relentless. Genevieve bucked against her restraints, the silk scarves biting deliciously into her wrists. The orgasm tore through her, violent and cathartic, wracking her body with tremors as she screamed into the bed.

Before the last shudder faded, she heard more movement. The soft sounds of clothing being shed. Then Adrienne was on the bed, straddling her shoulders. “Look at me.”

Genevieve turned her head. Adrienne was naked, her body a sculpture of lean muscle and pale skin, small breasts tipped with tight, pink nipples. But Genevieve’s eyes were drawn lower, to the thatch of dark curls already glistening.

“Eat me,” Adrienne ordered, lowering herself onto Genevieve’s mouth.

There was no hesitation. Genevieve’s tongue laved up the length of her, tasting her own arousal mixed with Adrienne’s unique, musky flavor. She found the hard bud of her clit and suckled, worshipful, desperate to please. Adrienne’s hips began to move, a slow, grinding rhythm against her face.

“Use your tongue. Like that. Yes.” Adrienne’s hands fisted in Genevieve’s hair, guiding her, holding her in place. Her breathing grew ragged, her thighs tightening around Genevieve’s head. “Don’t stop. I’m going to—”

Her climax was a flood, a hot, bitter-sweet gush that Genevieve drank greedily, spurred on by Adrienne’s guttural cries and the convulsive clenching of her thighs. She rode the waves until Adrienne finally shuddered and went still, collapsing slightly to the side.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Then, with deliberate care, Adrienne untied the scarves. The blood rushed back into Genevieve’s hands, a tingling echo of the sensations still coursing through her body.

Adrienne stood, dressing with the same efficient grace. She looked down at Genevieve, who lay spent and trembling on the ravaged bed. The cold authority was back in her eyes, but something new simmered beneath it. Satisfaction. Possession.

“Your secret is safe with me, little rat,” Adrienne said, smoothing her hair. “For now.”

She turned to leave, pausing at the bedroom door. A faint, cruel smile touched her lips.

“I’ll be back for more. Soon.”

The front door clicked shut. Genevieve lay in the quiet, the smell of sex and perfume heavy in the air. The terror was gone. In its place was a hollow, thrilling euphoria. Her skin still burned from the spanking. Her mouth still tasted of Adrienne. She felt… alive. Powerful, even in her submission.

She touched her own swollen lips, a slow smile spreading across her face. The fear was a distant memory. Now, there was only the aching, desperate desire.

41 - SECRET PLEASURE AT THE FAMILY BARBEQUE

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / BDSM / Cheating / Public / Exhibitionism / Remote Control Vibrator / Cunnilingus

The sizzle of the grill and the low hum of conversation faded as soon as Althea’s fingers closed around Lynn’s wrist. Her grip was firm, proprietary, a silent command that sent a jolt straight to Lynn’s core.

“Jacob, I’m just borrowing your wife for a sec,” Althea called over her shoulder, her voice smooth as honey. “Need a second opinion on the new guest bath wallpaper.”

Jacob, flipping burgers with a beer in hand, just waved them off with an easy smile. “Go ahead, Lynn, but don't say I didn't warn you. Once she gets to the plumbing fixtures, you’re officially a hostage. I’ll send a search party in twenty minutes.”

Althea didn’t give Lynn a chance to reply, pulling her through the sliding glass door, across the sun-warmed living room, and into the cool, tiled silence of the downstairs bathroom. The lock clicked with a finality that made Lynn’s breath catch.

“Althea,” Lynn whispered, the name a plea and a protest all at once.

They’d been playing this dangerous game for months, sneaking around behind Jacob’s back. What he thought was feminine bonding was actually something much deeper, much darker.

Althea turned, her dark eyes gleaming with predatory intent. She didn’t speak. Her hands went to the waistband of Lynn’s floral summer skirt, hiking it up to her hips in one swift motion. Lynn’s hands trembled as she braced herself against the vanity, the cold marble a sharp contrast to the heat blooming between her legs. Althea’s fingers hooked into the lace of her panties, drawing them down her thighs, past her knees, letting them pool around her ankles. The air in the room felt charged, thick.

Lynn watched in the mirror as Althea produced a small, sleek black remote from her pocket. From the other, she took a smooth, silicone vibrator, glistening under the bathroom’s recessed lighting. Lynn’s mouth went dry.

“Look at you,” Althea murmured, her lips brushing the shell of Lynn’s ear. “Already so wet for me. And we’ve only just arrived.”

The blunt, cool tip of the vibrator pressed against her entrance. Lynn gasped, her hips pushing back instinctively, seeking more. Althea chuckled, a low, dark sound. She applied steady, inexorable pressure. Lynn felt herself stretching, yielding, as the toy slid inside her. It was a full, stretching sensation that made her knees weak. Althea pushed it deep, until the flat base sat snug against her, a secret weight inside her.

“There,” Althea said, smoothing Lynn’s skirt back down. The fabric felt absurdly normal over the outrageous invasion. She tucked the remote into her own pocket, patting it. “My little puppet. Now, let’s go be social.”

The world outside the bathroom was a blur of noise and color. The smell of charcoal and sunscreen was suddenly overwhelming. Lynn walked stiffly, hyper-aware of the foreign object nestled within her, a live wire of potential humming against her most sensitive flesh. She found Jacob by the grill, accepting a paper plate with a hot dog from him.

“Everything okay? You look flushed,” Jacob said, kissing her temple.

“Just… a little warm,” Lynn managed, forcing a smile.

That’s when the first vibration started.

It was a low, insistent buzz, a gentle but undeniable thrum deep inside her. Lynn’s grip tightened on her plate. Oh god. It was on the lowest setting, a teasing promise. She locked eyes with Althea, who was leaning against the deck railing, a glass of iced tea in her hand, a smirk playing on her lips.

Lynn tried to focus on her mother-in-law’s story about the neighbor’s new dog. But the buzz intensified. Level two. It was a sharper, more focused pulse. A bead of sweat trickled down Lynn’s spine. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, trying to ease the building pressure.

“…and then he dug up my entire petunia bed!” her mother-in-law exclaimed.

“How… awful,” Lynn breathed, her voice tight.

Level three. The vibration became a steady, throbbing rhythm, syncing with her heartbeat. Pleasure, hot and coiling, began to spread from her core. Her thighs trembled. She could feel her own wetness, hear the faint, obscene sound of it each time she subtly clenched around the toy. Althea took a slow sip of her tea, her eyes never leaving Lynn’s face.

“You sure you’re okay, hon?” Jacob asked, his brow furrowed with concern. “You’re squirming.”

“Fine. Just… a muscle spasm.” The lie tasted bitter on her tongue.

Then, Althea’s thumb moved on the remote in her pocket.

Level five.

A violent, electric buzz erupted inside Lynn. It wasn’t a rhythm anymore; it was a frenzied, demanding quake that robbed her of breath. Her knees buckled. She grabbed the edge of the picnic table, her knuckles white. The world narrowed to the insane vibration tearing through her, the desperate clench of her muscles, the impossible need to stay quiet.

“Lynn, the mustard,” Jacob said, holding out a bottle.

She reached for it, her hand shaking. The movement shifted the vibrator just so, hitting a spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids. A choked sound escaped her lips. She was teetering on the edge, the climax a tsunami gathering force inside her. She fumbled the mustard bottle onto the table, her entire body bow-string tight.

“Whoa, easy there,” Jacob laughed.

It was too much. The dam broke. Pleasure, white-hot and blinding, ripped through her in relentless waves. She rode it out, her hips making tiny, involuntary circles against the seam of her skirt, her teeth gritted to keep from crying out. She felt her inner muscles fluttering wildly around the toy, her climax echoing through her in dizzying pulses. Through the haze, she saw Althea’s smile widen, a look of pure, triumphant satisfaction.

As the last tremors subsided, leaving her weak and breathless, Althea was suddenly beside her, a steadying hand on her arm. “You look like you need to lie down for a minute. Come on, I’ve got you.”

Jacob barely glanced up. “Good idea. You rest, babe.”

Althea led her, limp and pliant, back into the house, past the bathroom, and straight into the shadowed coolness of her bedroom. She locked the door and guided Lynn onto the edge of the bed.

“On your back,” Althea commanded, her voice husky.

Lynn obeyed, her legs falling open of their own accord. Althea pushed the skirt up again, and this time, she didn’t stop. Her fingers wrapped around the vibrator’s base and slowly, so slowly, drew it out. Lynn whimpered at the loss, at the exquisite friction of its withdrawal.

Althea brought the glistening toy to her own lips, her tongue flicking out to taste Lynn on it, her eyes locked on Lynn’s the whole time. “Delicious.” Then she dropped to her knees between Lynn’s thighs.

Her mouth was on Lynn in an instant, no preamble, her tongue laving broad, firm strokes over her aching flesh. Lynn cried out, her back arching off the bed, her hands fisting in the duvet. After the impersonal buzz of the toy, Althea’s mouth was everything—hot, wet, alive. She sucked Lynn’s clit into her mouth, applying perfect, rhythmic pressure, while two of her fingers slid back inside, curling, searching.

“There, right there, Althea, please,” Lynn begged, her composure shattered.

Althea hummed against her, the vibration mingling with the expert work of her tongue and fingers. It built again, faster this time, deeper. Lynn could feel the tension coiling, tighter and tighter, until Althea bit down gently on her clit and crooked her fingers just so.

Lynn came with a broken sob, her body seizing, her heels digging into Althea’s back as waves of raw sensation crashed over her. Althea worked her through it, gentling her touch until Lynn was a trembling, oversensitive mess.

Only then did Althea rise, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She helped Lynn sit up, her touch now almost tender as she handed Lynn her discarded panties. “Get dressed. We’ve been gone long enough.”

As Lynn fastened her bra with clumsy fingers, the reality of it all crashed down. The smell of sex in the air, her husband laughing obliviously just yards away. She was playing with fire, risking everything.

But as she met Althea’s gaze in the bedroom mirror, seeing the dark promise of more reflected there, Lynn knew the terrifying truth.

She’d let it all burn for another taste.

42 - FORBIDDEN PASSION IN THE WINE CELLAR

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Cheating / Wealthy / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Scissoring

The clink of Gerald’s mother’s silver against fine china was the only sound for a full, uncomfortable minute. Mimi kept her smile fixed, her eyes on her roasted asparagus, acutely aware of Naomi’s gaze from across the table. It had been there all evening—a warm, curious weight that felt entirely different from the chilly appraisal of her in-laws.

“So, Mimi,” Gerald’s father boomed, finally breaking the silence. “Gerald tells us you’re in graphic design. A… creative field.”

“Yes,” she said, her voice softer than she intended. She felt Naomi’s foot brush against her ankle under the table. An accident? It stayed there, a point of searing heat through her silk stocking.

Naomi’s lips curled into a small, private smile. “I’ve always admired creatives. They see the world differently, don’t they?”

The tension didn’t break so much as it transformed, condensing into a thick, sweet syrup that seemed to flow directly between the two women. When Naomi suggested showing Mimi the family’s prized wine cellar after dessert, Mimi’s “Yes” came out in a rush.

The world above vanished as the door sealed them in. Naomi leaned against a rack of dusty bottles, the vintage Bordeaux dangling loosely from her fingers. She didn't offer a glass; she offered a challenge.

“My parents have no idea what they’re keeping down here,” Naomi said, her gaze tracing the line of Mimi’s throat. “They think it’s just an investment. They don’t realize that some things are meant to be opened.”

Mimi let out a breath she’d been holding since they arrived. A reckless smile touched her lips. “Let’s see if it lives up to its reputation.”

They stood close in the soft light of a single wrought-iron sconce. Naomi poured two generous glasses of deep ruby liquid. Their fingers touched during the handoff, and this time, the contact wasn’t broken. Naomi’s hand closed over Mimi’s, holding the glass steady.

“I’ve been watching you all night,” Naomi whispered, her voice a husky confession in the quiet. “I couldn’t stop.”

Mimi’s heart hammered against her ribs. “Naomi… Gerald…”

“Gerald is upstairs discussing stock portfolios,” Naomi said, stepping closer. The scent of her perfume—jasmine and sandalwood—wrapped around Mimi. “This is about what you want. What I want. I’ve wanted you since you walked in.”

The guilt was a thin, papery thing. It flared for a second, then crumbled to ash under the heat of Naomi’s gaze and the pulsing need between her own legs. Naomi knew. She knew she wanted it.

“Yes,” Mimi breathed.

The word was barely out before Naomi’s mouth was on hers. The kiss wasn’t tentative. It was deep, hungry, a devouring of the long, simmering looks from dinner. Naomi’s tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of wine and dark berries. Mimi moaned into it, her hands flying up to tangle in Naomi’s sleek, dark hair.

Naomi’s hands moved to the buttons of Mimi’s blouse. Each one popped free with a soft snick, her fingers deliberate, unhurried. The cool cellar air kissed Mimi’s exposed skin, raising goosebumps. The blouse slipped from her shoulders. Then her skirt pooled at her feet. Naomi’s eyes drank her in, still in her lace bra and panties.

“So beautiful,” Naomi murmured, her own hands going to the zipper at the back of her dress. She let it fall, stepping out of it with a grace that stole Mimi’s breath. She wore nothing underneath. Her body was taut, lean muscle and pale skin, her breasts high and tipped with tight pink peaks. She was utterly breathtaking.

Naomi guided Mimi to a plush velvet chaise lounge tucked between two wine racks. She sat, her nakedness a bold, glorious invitation. “Come here.”

Mimi straddled Naomi’s lap, their bare thighs pressing together, their breasts crushed in a soft, warm embrace. They kissed again, deeper, wetter. Naomi’s hands cupped Mimi’s ass, grinding her down, creating a friction that made Mimi whimper. Then one hand slid between them, fingers slipping beneath the delicate lace of Mimi’s panties.

The first touch was electric. Naomi’s fingertips traced her slick folds, a slow, maddening circle around her clit before sliding lower, gathering the wetness that was already pouring from her.

“God, you’re so ready for me,” Naomi gasped against her mouth.

Mimi could only nod, her forehead resting against Naomi’s. Then a finger—oh god—slipped inside her. It was a perfect, stretching fullness. Naomi curled it, finding a spot that made Mimi’s back arch violently. A second finger joined the first, pumping in a slow, relentless rhythm that matched the pounding of Mimi’s heart.

“I need to taste you,” Naomi growled, her voice thick with desire.

Gently, she shifted Mimi off her lap, laying her back onto the soft velvet. She hooked her fingers in Mimi’s panties and pulled them down her legs, then nudged her thighs apart, settling between them.

The first soft, hot stroke of Naomi’s tongue up her center made Mimi cry out. Her hands fisted in the velvet. Naomi didn’t tease for long. She laved at her, her tongue flat and broad, then focused into a pinpoint flick on her clit. The pleasure was blinding, a white-hot wire pulled taut from her core to her toes. Naomi’s fingers slid back inside her, fucking her in time with the lashing of her tongue.

The orgasm built like a wave, huge and inevitable. Mimi’s hips bucked off the chaise. “Naomi, I’m… I’m gonna…”

Naomi moaned against her, the vibration sending Mimi spiraling over the edge. Pleasure detonated, a shockwave of pure sensation. Her juices gushed, and Naomi drank her down, her tongue working her through the relentless, shuddering contractions until Mimi was a trembling, sensitive mess.

Before she could recover, Naomi moved. She knelt over Mimi, one thigh sliding between hers, guiding Mimi’s leg over her own hip. They were pressed together, pelvis to pelvis, wet heat meeting wet heat. Naomi began to move, a slow, grinding rock.

The feeling was exquisite. The swollen, sensitive nub of Mimi’s clit rubbed against Naomi’s own, their slick folds sliding together in a hot, intimate embrace. They found a rhythm, their breaths coming in ragged, shared gasps. Mimi reached between them, her fingers finding Naomi’s clit, circling it in time with their rocking hips.

Naomi’s head dropped to Mimi’s shoulder, a low, guttural moan tearing from her throat. “Yes… just like that… fuck.”

The pressure built again, faster this time, a shared crescendo. Mimi felt Naomi’s body tighten, her inner muscles fluttering against her thigh. The sight of her, lost in pleasure, was the final trigger. Mimi’s second climax ripped through her, a deep, rolling quake that melted her bones. Naomi followed a heartbeat later, her body shuddering, a sharp cry muffled against Mimi’s skin.

For a long moment, they stayed locked together, breathing in the musky, sweet air. Reality seeped back in with the chill of the stone walls.

They dressed in hurried, silent cooperation, the spell broken but the memory seared into their skin. Mimi’s fingers trembled as she re-buttoned her blouse.

Naomi caught her hand, her eyes serious. “This stays between us. Our secret.”

Mimi nodded, a thrill coursing through her that had nothing to do with guilt. “Our secret.”

43 - MOTHER-IN-LAW’S RELAXATION TECHNIQUE

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Blindfold / Feather Tickler / Ice / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus

The tension in Mary’s shoulders felt like a permanent fixture, a knot of pure exhaustion woven into her muscles. The shrieks of her children, the endless laundry, the sticky fingerprints on every surface—it was a cacophony that had become her life’s soundtrack. So when her mother-in-law, Virginia, arrived with a serene smile and a promise to help, Mary nearly wept with relief.

“Frank is taking the kids to the zoo,” Virginia announced, her voice a smooth, calming alto. “And you, my dear, are going to have a proper afternoon to yourself. Starting with a relaxation exercise.”

Mary followed Virginia to the quiet master bedroom, the sudden silence feeling foreign and heavy. The blinds were drawn, casting the room in a soft, golden gloom.

“Now,” Virginia said, her hands already moving to a small leather bag she’d brought. “Stress lives in the body. To release it, we must first make the body vulnerable. Trust the process. Strip down to your underwear and lie on the bed, face down.”

A flicker of hesitation, a mother’s ingrained modesty, passed through Mary. But the promise of relief was too potent. She turned her back, unbuttoning her blouse with clumsy fingers, shimmying out of her jeans. The cool air kissed her skin as she lay on the duvet in her simple cotton bra and panties, her face buried in the crook of her arm.

She heard the soft rustle of Virginia’s movements. Then, a whisper of silk brushed her ear.

“To deepen the surrender, we remove one sense to heighten the others.”

A soft, padded blindfold settled over Mary’s eyes, plunging her world into velvety black. Her other senses roared to life. The scent of Virginia’s lavender perfume. The sound of her own quickening breath.

The first touch was a ghost of a sensation. A feather-light tickle, tracing the line of her spine from the nape of her neck down to the waistband of her panties. Mary gasped, a shiver racing through her. The feather danced over her shoulder blades, circled the dimples at the base of her back. It was maddening. Teasing. Her skin prickled with anticipation, every nerve ending straining for more.

Then, a new sensation. A shocking, sharp cold at the small of her back.

Mary jolted. “Wha—?”

“Hush,” Virginia murmured, her voice close to Mary’s ear. “Just sensation. No thought.”

The ice cube glided over her skin, a blazing trail of cold that made her muscles tense before melting into a strange, tingling warmth. Virginia painted her back with it, slow, deliberate strokes. Up her sides, along her ribs. Mary’s breath came in shallow pants. The cold was a shock, but it was a focus. It burned away the mental clutter, leaving only the raw feeling on her skin.

She felt clever fingers at the clasp of her bra. The logic was fuzzy, drowned out by the pounding of her own heart. This is part of the exercise, she told herself as the garment loosened and was gently tugged away. The cool air touched her bare breasts, her nipples tightening instantly into hard peaks.

The ice found one.

A sharp, breathless cry tore from Mary’s throat. The cold was intense, a painful pleasure that arced straight to her core. Virginia held it there, letting the meltwater trickle down the sensitive curve. Then she switched to the other nipple, repeating the exquisite torture until Mary was squirming, a low whimper in her throat. The cold faded, replaced by a throbbing, hyper-sensitive heat.

Virginia’s hands, warm now, soothed the skin. Then they hooked into the waistband of Mary’s last remaining garment.

“Lift your hips,” Virginia instructed, her tone leaving no room for debate.

Mary obeyed, a flush of heat spreading across her chest and face as her panties were slid down her legs and discarded. She was completely naked, completely blind, completely at the mercy of the older woman’s hands.

The ice returned. Not on her back, not on her breasts. It traced a wet, freezing path down the valley of her stomach, over the gentle swell of her pelvis. Mary’s legs fell open of their own accord, a silent, desperate invitation.

The ice touched her clit.

Her whole body bowed off the bed. A choked, guttural sound escaped her. The sensation was unbearable—a sharp, crystalline shock that shattered the last of her resistance. She was panting, her hands fisting the sheets.

Just as the cold became too much to bear, it was gone.

Replaced by heat.

Soft. Wet. Unmistakable.

Virginia’s mouth closed over her, and Mary screamed.

It wasn’t a scream of fear, but of sheer, overwhelming release. The contrast was everything. The warm, velvet stroke of a tongue laving away the icy sting, soothing then stoking a new, deeper fire. Virginia’s lips were firm, her tongue deliberate, exploring every fold with a slow, worshipful attention that made Mary’s toes curl.

“Oh, God… Virginia…” Mary babbled, her head thrashing side to side on the pillow.

A finger, slick with her own arousal, pressed against her entrance. It didn’t push in. Just circled, a maddening promise. Virginia’s mouth never stopped its relentless, rhythmic work, sucking her clit, flicking over it, drawing sensations from her that Mary had forgotten she could feel.

The finger slid inside.

Mary cried out again, her inner muscles clamping around the intrusion. It was thick, filling. A second finger joined it, stretching her beautifully. Virginia fucked her with those fingers in a slow, deep rhythm, her mouth still sealed over Mary’s clit, sucking in time.

The pressure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter in Mary’s belly. The world narrowed to the points of contact: the skilled fingers pistoning inside her, the divine suction of that mouth, the rough texture of the duvet beneath her grasping hands. Her hips began to move of their own volition, meeting each thrust, chasing the friction.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she gasped, the warning a raw scrape in her throat.

Virginia hummed against her, the vibration shooting through Mary like lightning.

It broke her.

The orgasm ripped through her with violent, breathtaking force. Her back arched, her vision whiting out behind the blindfold. Wave after wave of pure, electric pleasure crashed over her, wringing choked sobs from her chest as Virginia’s fingers and tongue gently guided her through the storm, milking every last shuddering spasm.

Slowly, gently, Virginia withdrew. Mary collapsed onto the bed, boneless and spent, her body humming. She felt the blindfold being carefully untied and lifted.

Blinking in the dim light, she found Virginia’s face hovering above her. The older woman’s lips were glistening, her eyes dark with a satisfied warmth. She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her mouth.

Mary, her mind still floating in a haze of endorphins, could only manage a dazed, breathless smile in return. The crushing weight of her stress was gone, evaporated under Virginia’s expert ministrations.

Virginia leaned close, her voice a soft, intimate whisper near Mary’s ear. “Feeling more relaxed, dear?”

Mary nodded, a lazy, sated movement. “Mmhmm.”

“Good,” Virginia purred, her thumb stroking Mary’s damp cheek. “We can do it again next week. I have so many more… techniques to try.”

44 - FROM RESENTMENT TO FORBIDDEN DESIRE

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Fingering

The door to Annaleigh’s corner office clicked shut with a soft, final sound. Marcie’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of a week’s worth of seething resentment. She’d just been publicly eviscerated in front of three junior associates over a formatting error.

Marcie had taken the summer internship at her stepmom’s law firm with high hopes. She was rubbing elbows with the best in the industry. This experience could pave the way to a high-paying job and the life she’d always dreamed of.

Annaleigh didn’t look up from her monitor, her sleek blonde bob a perfect helmet. “If you’re here to re-file, the deadline is in twenty minutes.”

“Why are you like this?” The words burst from Marcie, hot and sharp.

Annaleigh’s fingers stilled on her keyboard. Slowly, she leaned back in her leather chair, her icy blue eyes finally lifting. Assessing. “Like what, Marcie?”

“So fucking hard on me! I’m trying. I am. But you’re… you’re impossible.”

For a long moment, Annaleigh said nothing. The air conditioner hummed. Then, a sigh. It wasn’t one of frustration, but something softer. Almost weary. “Sit down.”

Marcie didn’t move.

“Please.”

She sat, perched on the edge of the guest chair, her body thrumming with angry energy.

“I apologize,” Annaleigh said, the words precise, deliberate. “My criticism was disproportionate to the error. When we’re here, I’m not your stepmom. Sometimes, I forget that. I’m your boss, and I should be more professional.”

Marcie blinked, the wind momentarily knocked from her sails.

“But,” Annaleigh continued, steepling her fingers, “I am hard on you because I see what you’re capable of. You have a sharp mind. You’re just lazy with the details.” A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched her lips. “You remind me of myself. At twenty-two. All potential, no discipline.”

The admission was a shock. Marcie had only ever seen her stepmother as a polished, impenetrable fortress.

“As an apology,” Annaleigh said, closing her laptop with a decisive snap. “Let me buy you a drink. A real one. Not the swill the interns drink.”

—

The bar was all dark wood and low lighting, a world away from the sterile office. Two martinis appeared, cold and clear. Annaleigh had shed her suit jacket, the silk of her blouse clinging to the elegant slope of her shoulders. She spoke differently here. Her laugh was lower, warmer. She told a story about a disastrous first trial, her hands animating the air, and Marcie found herself leaning in, captivated by this new, unguarded version of the woman.

The second martini arrived. Their knees brushed under the small, high table. Marcie felt the contact like a static shock, but Annaleigh didn’t pull away. Instead, she held her gaze, her blue eyes darkening in the dim light. The chatter of the bar faded to a distant buzz.

Then, Annaleigh’s hand was on her knee. A simple, warm weight through the thin fabric of Marcie’s skirt. Marcie’s breath hitched. The touch slid higher, an inch, then two, Annaleigh’s thumb making a slow, deliberate circle on her inner thigh. Marcie’s pulse roared in her ears. She was paralyzed, electrified. Annaleigh’s expression didn’t change—she was still listening to the story Marcie had been clumsily trying to tell—but her fingers were speaking a different, decadent language.

“We should go,” Annaleigh murmured, her voice a husky thread that wound right through Marcie’s core.

—

The motel room was a study in cheap anonymity, but the door had barely closed before Annaleigh pushed her against it, claiming her mouth in a kiss that was nothing like Marcie had ever known. It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry. All tongue and teeth and a low, desperate sound from Annaleigh’s throat. Marcie kissed back, her hands tangling in that perfect blonde hair, ruining it.

Annaleigh’s hands were everywhere, pulling at Marcie’s blouse, popping buttons. The fabric gave way. “Off,” Annaleigh breathed against her mouth, yanking the skirt down over Marcie’s hips. In seconds, Marcie stood shivering in just her bra and panties, the cheap air conditioning raising goosebumps on her skin. Annaleigh stepped back, her gaze a physical caress. “Beautiful.”

She didn’t undress Marcie further. Instead, she sank to her knees on the scratchy motel carpet.

“Annaleigh, I’ve never—” Marcie started, her voice trembling.

“I know.” Annaleigh looked up, her eyes blazing with intent. “Just feel.” She hooked her fingers in the sides of Marcie’s lace panties and pulled them down. Cool air kissed her naked skin. Then Annaleigh’s hands were on her thighs, spreading them, and her mouth—her mouth—was there.

The first touch of Annaleigh’s tongue was a lightning strike. A flat, slow lick from bottom to top that made Marcie cry out, her head thudding back against the door. Annaleigh groaned, the vibration against Marcie’s most sensitive flesh sending another shockwave through her. This was it. This was the secret, the thing the boys had never even come close to finding. Annaleigh knew. She licked and sucked with a focused, relentless expertise, her tongue swirling around Marcie’s clit before dipping inside, tasting her, drinking her.

Marcie’s hands fisted in Annaleigh’s hair, holding on as the world dissolved into pure, aching sensation. The pressure built, a tight, delicious coil in her belly. She was babbling, a stream of “oh god” and “please” and “right there.” Annaleigh answered by sliding two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made Marcie see stars. The orgasm ripped through her, a violent, shuddering wave that arched her back and tore a ragged scream from her throat. Annaleigh stayed with her, gentling her licks, easing her down as Marcie trembled against the door, utterly spent.

Before Marcie could even catch her breath, Annaleigh was standing, her own clothes coming off in swift, efficient movements. The silk blouse, the tailored trousers, the lace bra. She stood before Marcie, gloriously naked. Her body was lean and toned, her breasts high and tipped with taut, rosy nipples. Marcie reached for her, drawn like a magnet. She lowered her head, taking one nipple into her mouth, tasting salt and perfume. Annaleigh gasped, her hands cradling Marcie’s head. “Yes. Like that.”

Marcie worshipped her breasts, licking and sucking, before her own curiosity, a burning, urgent need, drove her lower. She kissed her way down Annaleigh’s taut stomach, her hands gripping the firm swell of her hips, and pressed her face between Annaleigh’s legs.

The scent was musky, powerful. Marcie hesitated for only a second before mimicking what had felt so good. She licked a slow, tentative stripe. Annaleigh’s moan was a deep, encouraging rumble. Marcie did it again, gaining confidence, learning the shape of her, the silken folds, the hard little nub at the top. She found a rhythm, licking and sucking, her own arousal flaring back to life as Annaleigh’s hips began to rock against her mouth.

“Use your fingers,” Annaleigh panted, her voice strained. “Inside.”

Marcie obeyed, sliding two fingers into the incredible, slick heat. Annaleigh clenched around her, crying out. Marcie curled them, thrusting in time with her tongue on Annaleigh’s clit. The sounds Annaleigh made were raw, unfiltered, so different from her cool office demeanor. It was the most erotic thing Marcie had ever heard. She felt the moment it crested—Annaleigh’s whole body went rigid, a choked cry escaping her lips as her release gushed over Marcie’s fingers and chin, hot and abundant.

They collapsed together onto the bed, a tangle of damp limbs on the coarse polyester spread. Annaleigh pulled Marcie close, her skin hot. Marcie rested her head on Annaleigh’s shoulder, the scent of sex and sweat and perfume filling her senses. Her mind was a blank, blissful hum. She traced a finger over Annaleigh’s collarbone.

“My dad…” Marcie whispered into the dark.

“He can’t know,” Annaleigh said, her voice already regaining some of its familiar steel, though her arm tightened around Marcie. “This was… an understanding between us. A secret.”

Marcie nodded against her skin. A secret. A forbidden, incredible secret that had unraveled her entire world in an hour. The resentment was gone, incinerated in the heat of Annaleigh’s mouth. All that was left was a hungry, aching want, and the terrifying, thrilling knowledge.

45 - THE MASSAGE THERAPIST’S TABOO BETRAYAL

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Cheating / Massage / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Scissoring

The scent of lavender and eucalyptus hung heavy in the warm, dimly lit room. Melanie’s thumbs pressed into the tight knot of muscle at the base of Kellie’s neck, and a soft, relieved sigh escaped her sister-in-law’s lips.

“God, you’re a miracle worker,” Kellie murmured, her face buried in the cradle of the massage table.

“Just breathe into it,” Melanie said softly, her voice a practiced, soothing melody. Her hands worked with a confident rhythm, gliding over the sheet that covered Kellie’s back, her touch professional, detached. Or it was supposed to be.

Kellie shifted slightly. “It’s not just my shoulders that are tense, Mel.”

“Mmm?” Melanie hummed, focusing on the slope of a shoulder blade.

“It’s everything. With Craig.” Kellie’s voice was muffled, but the pain was clear. “It’s… it’s not working. He’s just… not there. Not for me. Not in that way.”

Melanie’s hands stilled for a fraction of a second. A line, invisible but potent, shimmered between them. Don’t get involved, a voice in her head warned. “I’m sure it’s just a rough patch,” she offered, the words hollow even to her. She resumed her kneading, but her focus was shattered. Her palms were suddenly hyper-aware of the warm, living flesh beneath the thin sheet, of the gentle curve of Kellie’s spine leading down to where the sheet draped over the swell of her hips.

“It’s not a patch. It’s a desert.” Kellie’s laugh was bitter. “He doesn’t touch me. Not like he means it. Not like I… need.”

Melanie’s breath caught. Her own skin felt too tight. The professional mask she wore cracked as her gaze traced the line of Kellie’s body. A treacherous heat, low and insistent, began to pulse in her own belly. This is wrong. She’s your brother’s wife. But her hands, of their own volition, softened. The strokes became slower, more lingering, the pressure less about therapy and more about… feeling.

“I shouldn’t be telling you this,” Kellie whispered.

“It’s okay,” Melanie heard herself say, her voice barely a breath.

Then Kellie was moving. She pushed up on her elbows, and the white sheet, the only barrier, slipped. It pooled around her waist, leaving her back completely bare. The soft light played over the smooth skin, the elegant line of her shoulders. And then she turned, rolling onto her side to face Melanie.

The sheet fell further.

Melanie’s world narrowed to the sight of Kellie’s bare breasts, full and pale in the dim light, the nipples taut and dusky pink. Her professional composure evaporated. She just stared, her mouth dry.

Kellie’s eyes, a deep, troubled blue, locked onto hers. There was no mistaking the look in them. It was hunger. A raw, aching need that mirrored the sudden, shocking ache between Melanie’s own thighs.

“Do you ever just… want more?” Kellie asked, the question a challenge, an invitation.

Melanie couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. Kellie reached out, her fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from Melanie’s cheek. The touch was electric. It shattered the last pretense.

Oh god.

Melanie leaned in. Or maybe Kellie pulled her. It didn’t matter. Their lips met.

It wasn’t tentative. It was a collision—a desperate, searching kiss that tasted of salt and lavender oil and pure, unadulterated want. Kellie’s mouth was soft and demanding, her tongue sweeping in to claim Melanie’s with a gasp. Melanie’s hands, which had been so careful, so clinical, now gripped Kellie’s bare shoulders, pulling her closer from the awkward angle.

Kellie broke the kiss, her chest heaving. “Touch me,” she breathed, her voice ragged. “Please. Anywhere.”

The permission, the plea, unleashed something. Melanie’s hand, trembling slightly, slid from Kellie’s shoulder, over the dip of her waist, and under the crumpled sheet. Her fingertips found the hot, slick apex of Kellie’s thighs. Kellie cried out, a sharp, beautiful sound, and arched into the touch.

Melanie kissed her again, deep and consuming, as her fingers explored. The flesh was impossibly soft, already wet and eager. She traced the swollen lips, learning her heat, her texture, before sliding a single finger inside.

Kellie moaned into her mouth, her hips rocking forward to take Melanie deeper. “Yes… more.”

Melanie added a second finger, curling them, finding a rhythm that made Kellie whimper and clutch at her back. The scent of arousal, musky and sweet, mixed with the essential oils, an intoxicating perfume. Melanie watched Kellie’s face, her eyelids fluttering, her lips parted on silent pleas. She was beautiful in her abandon.

Then Kellie’s hands were on her, urgent and greedy. She tugged at Melanie’s tank top, pulling it over her head. Her mouth left a trail of searing kisses down Melanie’s neck, over her collarbone, until she took a stiff, aching nipple into her mouth. Melanie gasped, her head falling back. The sensation was blinding—the wet heat of Kellie’s mouth, the clever swirl of her tongue, all while Melanie’s fingers were still buried deep inside her, moving faster now.

“My turn,” Kellie panted, pushing gently at Melanie’s shoulders. “On the table. Now.”

Melanie obeyed, a puppet to her own desire. She climbed onto the padded table, her skin sticking to the warm vinyl where Kellie had just been lying. Kellie stood between her spread legs, her eyes dark with lust as she pushed Melanie’s loose pants and underwear down her thighs in one swift motion.

The cool air hit Melanie’s exposed flesh, but it was nothing compared to the heat of Kellie’s gaze. Then Kellie lowered her head.

The first touch of Kellie’s tongue was a lightning bolt. A slow, deliberate lick from her opening all the way up to her throbbing clit. Melanie jolted, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Her hands fisted in Kellie’s dark hair, not to guide, but to anchor herself as the world dissolved into pure sensation.

Kellie feasted. Her mouth was relentless, worshipful. She licked and sucked, her tongue flicking rapidly over Melanie’s clit before plunging deep inside her. The sounds were obscene, wet and desperate, and Melanie drowned in them. Pressure built, a terrifying, glorious coil tightening in her core. She was babbling, words without meaning, pleas and curses mingling together.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, Kellie pulled away, her chin glistening. “I want to feel you,” she said, her voice husky. She climbed onto the table, straddling Melanie’s thighs. Then she shifted higher, aligning their bodies, so her wet, open core met Melanie’s.

The contact was exquisite. A shock of slick, hot friction. Kellie rocked her hips, grinding down, and their swollen clits slid together in a tight, maddening rhythm. Melanie met her thrust for thrust, their bodies finding a perfect, sinuous sync. She could feel Kellie’s heat, her wetness, the hard nub of her pleasure rubbing insistently against her own.

Melanie’s hands gripped Kellie’s hips, urging her faster, harder. Their moans mingled, their breaths coming in sharp, shared gasps. The table creaked softly beneath them. The world was reduced to this: the slick, frantic meeting of their bodies, the building tremor in their muscles, the shared, frantic race toward release.

It hit Melanie first. A wave so powerful it stole her vision. Her back arched off the table as a silent scream locked in her throat. Pleasure detonated, radiating out from her center in endless, crashing pulses. Through the haze, she felt Kellie shudder above her, a sharp, keening cry breaking free as her own climax ripped through her. Their juices mixed, a hot flood between their grinding bodies, the final, intimate seal on what they’d done.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing in the scented air.

Slowly, Kellie collapsed beside her on the narrow table. They lay there, skin cooling, reality seeping back into the room with the fading scent of sex.

Finally, Melanie sat up. She reached for her clothes, her movements stiff. She couldn’t look at Kellie. “That was a mistake,” she said, her voice foreign to her own ears. “A one-time… lapse. It can’t happen again.”

Kellie just watched her, a knowing, sad smile touching her swollen lips. She said nothing.

Melanie dressed quickly, the soft cotton of her clothes feeling like a lie against her sensitized skin. As she fastened her pants, her fingers brushed her own damp flesh beneath the fabric. A fresh, traitorous jolt of desire sparked. She closed her eyes, willing it away.

But deep down, in a place she refused to acknowledge, she knew she wanted more.

46 - FROM ROOMMATES TO TABOO ROMANCE

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Kissing / Nipple Play / Vibrator / Cunnilingus

The silence in the apartment was a physical thing. Heavy. Electric.

Casey stared at the text on her laptop screen, not really seeing it. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs, the echo of Hayden’s words still ringing in her ears. I’m falling for you.

Across the small living room, Hayden hadn’t moved from the edge of the couch. Her posture was rigid, defensive, but her eyes—those dark, expressive eyes Casey had spent a lifetime trying to read—were wide with naked vulnerability.

They’d agree to share an apartment to save costs. Rent in New York City was astronomical, and neither woman could afford to live here alone. Casey had been reluctant. The stepsisters had always been rivals in every way. But they both had to admit that if they wanted to go to college in NYC, they would have to live together.

Now, Hayden’s confession threatened the rivalry they’d spent years building.

—

“Say something,” Hayden whispered, her voice cracking.

The petty arguments over stolen shampoo and borrowed clothes, the years of ‘you’re just jealous’ and ‘you’re copying me’… it all melted away. It hadn’t been hatred. It had never been hatred. It was a frantic, desperate dance around a truth too terrifying to name.

Casey stood up. The floorboards creaked under her feet as she closed the distance. She stopped just inches from Hayden, close enough to see the faint tremor in her step-sister’s lower lip.

“I feel it too,” Casey breathed.

The confession hung between them for a heartbeat. Then Hayden surged forward.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision—a release of years of pent-up tension. Hayden’s mouth was hot and insistent against hers, lips parting instantly. Casey gasped into the kiss, her hands flying up to tangle in Hayden’s dark, silky hair. The taste was mint and coffee and something uniquely Hayden. It was a flavor Casey realized, with a dizzying jolt, she’d been craving her whole life.

Hayden’s hands slid from Casey’s face, down her neck, over her shoulders. They fumbled with the hem of Casey’s soft cotton t-shirt, breaking the kiss just long enough to yank it up and over her head. The cool apartment air pebbled Casey’s skin, but Hayden’s gaze was like a furnace.

“You have no idea,” Hayden murmured, her eyes dropping to Casey’s simple lace bra. “No idea how long I’ve wanted to see you like this.”

Casey could only watch, breathless, as Hayden’s fingers traced the swell of her breasts above the lace. Then, with a deft flick, the front clasp came undone. The bra fell away.

Hayden didn’t just look. She worshiped. Her head dipped, and her mouth closed over one tight, pink nipple.

“Oh god,” Casey choked out, her head falling back.

The sensation was a bolt of pure lightning, straight from her breast to the molten core between her legs. Hayden’s tongue was relentless—flicking, circling, sucking until Casey’s knees buckled. She steadied herself on Hayden’s shoulders, fingers digging into the fabric of her shirt.

Hayden switched to the other breast, giving it the same torturously slow, thorough attention. Her teeth grazed the sensitive peak, and Casey cried out, a sharp, needy sound she didn’t recognize as her own.

“Hayden… please…”

“Please what?” Hayden breathed against her damp skin, her hands sliding down to unbutton Casey’s jeans. She pushed them and her panties down in one rough, urgent motion. Casey stepped out of the pile of clothing, standing completely bare and trembling in the middle of their shared living room.

Hayden stood back up, her gaze raking over Casey’s naked form. The approval in her eyes made Casey feel powerful, desired. “Bedroom. Now.”

She took Casey’s hand, leading her down the short hall. Their hands were slick with sweat, their grip tight. Hayden pushed the bedroom door open and guided Casey backwards until her legs hit the edge of the mattress. She sat down.

Hayden knelt on the floor between her spread knees. The intimacy of the position made Casey’s breath catch. But Hayden didn’t go where Casey desperately wanted her to go. Instead, she reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out a sleek, purple vibrator.

“I bought this,” Hayden said, her voice low and husky, “and only ever thought of you when I used it.”

The admission sent a fresh wave of heat through Casey. She watched, mesmerized, as Hayden flicked it on. A low, steady buzz filled the room.

Hayden’s free hand returned to Casey’s inner thigh, pushing her legs wider. She didn’t tease. She brought the humming tip of the vibrator directly to Casey’s clit.

The effect was instantaneous. A violent, shocking pleasure ripped through her. “Fuck!” she gasped, her back arching clear off the bed.

Hayden held it there, the relentless vibration turning her nerves to liquid fire. She traced slow, tight circles, her eyes locked on Casey’s face, watching every twitch, every gasp. The pressure built faster than Casey had ever experienced—a coiling, unbearable tension in her belly.

“I’m… I can’t…” Casey panted, her hips beginning to rock against the device, chasing the sensation. “Hayden, please, I need more…”

“Tell me what you need,” Hayden commanded, her thumb pressing down harder.

“I need your mouth! God, please, eat me, please!”

The vibrator clicked off. In the sudden silence, Casey could hear her own ragged breathing. Then Hayden dove forward.

Her tongue was a hot, wet stripe up Casey’s soaked center. Casey screamed. It was better than the vibrator, infinitely better—live, hungry, and precise. Hayden licked broad, flat strokes, then zeroed in on her clit with a focused, rhythmic suction that made Casey see stars. Her hands fisted in the sheets, her heels digging into Hayden’s back.

“Right there, yes, don’t stop,” she babbled, her body winding tighter and tighter.

Hayden didn’t stop. She added a finger, then two, sliding them deep inside Casey’s aching heat. She curled them, finding a spot that made Casey’s entire body jolt. The dual sensation—the deep, filling stretch and the exquisite torture on her clit—was too much. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm tore through her with a silent, breathless intensity for a second before the wave broke. A raw, guttural cry was ripped from her throat as she convulsed around Hayden’s fingers, her vision whiting out. Pleasure, sharp and sweet, flooded every nerve ending. Hayden worked her through it, gentling her strokes until the last tremors subsided.

Casey lay boneless, spent, watching through heavy-lidded eyes as Hayden slowly stood. Her chin was glistening. She looked utterly debauched and more beautiful than Casey had ever seen her.

Without a word, Hayden pulled her own shirt over her head, shimmied out of her jeans and underwear. Casey’s mouth went dry. Hayden’s body was all lean muscle and soft curves—small, perfect breasts, a flat stomach, and a thatch of dark hair between her thighs.

“My turn,” Casey rasped, finding a reserve of strength she didn’t know she had. She reached for the vibrator Hayden had left on the bed.

Hayden crawled onto the mattress, lying back. Casey straddled her thighs, her own satisfaction making her feel bold, greedy. She brought the vibrator to Hayden’s core, watching her sister’s face intently.

The moment the buzz touched her, Hayden’s eyes slammed shut. A sharp gasp escaped her lips. Casey mimicked what Hayden had done to her—slow circles, then focused pressure. She watched Hayden’s body come alive: the arch of her neck, the tight pinch of her nipples, the way her hips began to stutter off the mattress.

“Casey…” Hayden moaned, her hands scrabbling at Casey’s hips.

Casey leaned down, capturing one of Hayden’s nipples in her mouth, sucking hard as she pressed the vibrator firmly against her clit.

Hayden’s climax was a violent, beautiful thing. Her back bowed, a broken, sobbing cry tearing from her throat as she shook, her inner muscles fluttering visibly around nothing. Casey held the vibrator in place until Hayden’s cries softened into whimpers, then she turned it off.

They collapsed together in a tangle of slick limbs, hearts hammering against each other. Hayden nuzzled into Casey’s neck, her breath warm and slow. In the quiet aftermath, the truth settled over Casey with a profound, simple clarity. The rivalry, the jealousy… it had all been a desperate, clumsy disguise for this. For her.

47 - LUST IN THE CONSERVATORY

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Cheating / Wealthy / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus

The conservatory air was thick with the scent of damp earth and night-blooming jasmine, a humid blanket that made Caroline’s silk blouse cling to her skin. Rain drummed a steady rhythm on the glass roof, isolating them in a world of emerald green and mist.

Antoinette’s hand, cool and smooth, brushed against hers as she pointed to a rare orchid. “It’s called Paphiopedilum rothschildianum. Rather demanding, but worth the effort.”

Caroline’s breath hitched. The casual contact felt electric. “It’s beautiful.”

“Some things are,” Antoinette murmured, her grey eyes holding Caroline’s, “even when they’re… complicated.”

The unspoken words hung between them, heavier than the humid air. All morning, through the stilted brunch with Gabriel’s austere aunts and pompous uncles, Caroline had felt Antoinette’s gaze—a palpable heat that tracked her movements, lingered on her lips when she sipped her coffee. It was a silent, thrilling rebellion against the starch-collared propriety of the reunion.

“Complicated,” Caroline repeated, her voice barely a whisper. “That’s one word for it.”

Antoinette took a step closer. The space between them vanished. Caroline could see the faint freckles across the bridge of her nose, the subtle pulse at the base of her throat. “I shouldn’t say this,” Antoinette breathed, her lips so close Caroline felt the warmth of them. “But I’ve thought of nothing else since you arrived. The way you laugh. The way you listen.”

Loyalty to Gabriel, her sweet, oblivious husband chatting port in the library, was a faint echo. Here, now, it was drowned out by the roar of her own blood, by a craving she’d never allowed herself to name. This wasn’t just attraction; it was a recognition.

“Antoinette, we can’t…”

“Can’t we?” A slow, knowing smile touched Antoinette’s mouth. Her finger traced the line of Caroline’s jaw, a feather-light touch that made her knees weak. “Just a moment. One moment, in all this green. No one will ever know.”

Caroline’s resistance shattered. With a soft sigh that was both surrender and invitation, she tilted her face up.

The kiss was not hungry, not at first. It was a question—a soft, searching press of Antoinette’s lips against hers. Then it deepened. Antoinette’s tongue traced the seam of Caroline’s mouth, and she opened for her with a shuddering gasp. The taste was of Earl Grey and mint, elegant and illicit. Antoinette’s hands came up to cradle Caroline’s face, thumbs stroking her cheeks as the kiss turned languid, then demanding. It was a conversation of sighs and tiny moans, a confession more eloquent than any words.

When they finally parted, Caroline was dizzy. “Oh god.”

“Just us,” Antoinette corrected, her voice husky. Her fingers went to the buttons of Caroline’s blouse. Each pearl button slipped free with a deliberate, agonizing slowness. The silk whispered open, cool air and Antoinette’s gaze hitting Caroline’s flushed skin. The blouse pooled on the mossy tiles. Antoinette’s hands were on her waist, skimming over her hips, pushing her sensible linen trousers and underwear down in one fluid motion. Caroline stepped out of them, standing naked and trembling in the verdant glow.

“You are exquisite,” Antoinette said, her voice full of reverence. Then, never breaking eye contact, she began her own undressing. The cashmere sweater lifted, revealing a taut stomach. The tailored trousers dropped, and Caroline’s mouth went dry. Antoinette was all lean, athletic lines—sharp hips, strong thighs, small, perfect breasts tipped with tight, dusky peaks. She was a sculpture come to life.

She guided Caroline to a wrought-iron bench nestled beneath a canopy of ferns. Antoinette sat, her skin pale against the dark metal. “Come here,” she commanded, soft but firm.

Caroline straddled her lap, their bodies sliding together in a shock of slick, hot contact. Antoinette’s skin was like heated satin. They kissed again, deeper, messier, hands roaming—Caroline tangling in Antoinette’s dark, silken hair, Antoinette mapping the curve of Caroline’s spine, the swell of her rear. The friction of their torsos, breast against breast, sent jolts of pure need straight to Caroline’s core, which was already aching, already wet.

Antoinette’s hand slid between them, fingers trailing through Caroline’s slickness with a hum of approval. “So ready for me,” she whispered against Caroline’s throat.

One finger, then two, entered her without warning, a smooth, filling penetration that made Caroline cry out, her head falling back. Antoinette’s thumb found her clit, circling with a pressure that was instantly perfect. She set a rhythm—deep, curling strokes inside that touched a spot that made Caroline see stars, combined with that insistent, maddening circles.

“That’s it,” Antoinette coaxed, her own breath coming in ragged pants as she watched Caroline unravel above her. “Let go. I want to feel you come on my hand.”

The coiling tension was unbearable, a wire pulled taut. Antoinette’s fingers pumped faster, her thumb relentless. Caroline’s hips bucked, meeting every thrust, her internal muscles clenching around the invading digits. The world narrowed to the slick sound of their joining, the scent of sex mingling with the flowers, the searing pleasure building in her belly.

“I’m… Antoinette, I’m going to…”

“Come.” The command was a hot breath in her ear.

The orgasm tore through her, a violent, shuddering wave that clenched every muscle. She convulsed around Antoinette’s fingers, a choked scream escaping her lips as pleasure, white-hot and blinding, radiated out from her center. Antoinette held her through it, fingers still gently working, prolonging the spasms until Caroline slumped against her, boneless and gasping.

After a moment, Antoinette gently extracted her glistening fingers and laid Caroline back on the bench. The iron was cool against her heated skin. Antoinette stood over her, her expression one of fierce hunger. “I need to feel your mouth on me.”

She stretched out on the bench, parting her thighs, and guided Caroline’s head between them. The scent here was musk and salt. Caroline needed no further instruction. Her tongue found Antoinette’s core, lapping at the swollen folds, tasting Antoinette’s unique, heady flavor.

Antoinette’s back arched off the bench, a sharp gasp echoing in the glass dome. Caroline licked and suckled, exploring every fold, finding the hard, eager nub of her clit and focusing there. She used the flat of her tongue, then the tip, varying the pressure as Antoinette’s hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on.

“Yes, right there… don’t stop… please.” Antoinette’s pleas were a broken mantra.

Caroline slid a finger inside her, then another, mirroring Antoinette’s earlier rhythm. She could feel the tightening, the flutter around her fingers. She redoubled her efforts on Antoinette’s clit, sucking it gently, flicking her tongue over the sensitive peak.

Antoinette’s climax hit silently at first—a full-body rigidity, a gasp that caught in her throat. Then a low, guttural moan broke free as she pulsed around Caroline’s fingers, her hips grinding upward, seeking more contact, more sensation. Caroline drank her in, soothing her through the tremors until she finally went limp, her thighs falling open.

The rain had softened to a drizzle. They dressed in a hurried, wordless ballet, fingers fumbling with buttons, avoiding each other’s sated eyes. The ordinary act felt surreal.

As they straightened their clothes, Antoinette caught Caroline’s hand. “This stays here. Among the blooms.”

Caroline nodded, her heart still hammering. “When can we do it again?”

48 - A DRUNKEN INDISCRETION, A TABOO PUNISHMENT

FFF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Mother-in-Law / BDSM / Group Sex / Wealthy / Flogging / Dildo / Anal

The summons came not from Cedrick, but from his mother. That was how Briana knew it was serious.

Her stomach was a knot of cold dread as the family chauffeur drove her up the winding, manicured drive to the Everett estate. The viral video—a blurry, thirty-second clip of her laughing too loudly, stumbling in her heels, and accidentally flashing the crowd at an exclusive nightclub—had played on a loop in her mind for days. Cedrick had been icy. His family would be worse.

Elaine Everett waited in the cavernous living room, a portrait of chilled elegance. Beside her, perched on the edge of a silk settee, was Stephanie, Cedrick’s sharp-eyed sister. The air smelled of old money and fresh disapproval.

“Sit,” Elaine said, not looking up from her tea.

Briana perched on the indicated chair, her knees pressed tightly together. “Elaine, Stephanie. I am so, so sorry. It was a moment of poor judgment. I’d had too much to drink, I—”

“You made the Everett name a laughingstock,” Stephanie cut in, her voice like shattering crystal. “Trending on social media. For that.”

“It will never happen again,” Briana pleaded, her voice trembling. “I promise. I’ll do anything.”

Elaine finally set her cup down. The click against the saucer was final. “Anything is a generous offer, Briana. And you are, it seems, in need of significant correction.” A slow, cold smile touched her lips. “You’ve been a very bad girl.”

The words, delivered with such clinical calm, sent an unexpected shiver down Briana’s spine. It wasn’t just fear. There was a dark, curious thrill in it.

“Stephanie,” Elaine said, nodding toward the far wall.

Without a word, Stephanie stood and walked to a paneled wall, pressing a hidden seam. A section swung inward, revealing a dimly lit staircase leading down. Briana’s breath hitched.

“Come along,” Stephanie said, her tone leaving no room for debate.

The descent was silent save for the click of their heels on stone. The air grew cooler, carrying a scent of leather and clean metal. The room at the bottom was not what Briana’s panic had conjured. It was elegant, in its way. Polished dark wood, racks of intriguing implements, a large, leather-padded bench in the center. Two leather cuffs hung from the ceiling on slender chains.

It was a dungeon. A real one.

Briana stopped, her heart hammering against her ribs. “I… I don’t understand.”

Elaine glided past her, running a hand over the back of the leather bench. “You wished to remain part of this family, did you not? To make amends? This is how amends are made in this house. We correct the behavior. We reinforce the expectations.” She turned, her gaze piercing. “Physically. Do you accept these terms?”

The choice was an illusion. Briana knew it. To walk away was to walk away from Cedrick, from her life. But more than that, the coiled heat in her belly, the shameful pulse between her legs at the sight of the room… it wasn’t just terror. It was a terrifying want.

“I accept,” she whispered.

“Good girl,” Elaine purred. “Now. Remove your clothes. All of them.”

Her fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, the zipper of her skirt. Each article that fell to the floor felt like a layer of her old self dissolving. Soon, she stood naked in the cool air, arms wrapped around herself.

“To the bench,” Stephanie commanded, her earlier venom replaced by a cool, professional demeanor. “Bend over. Grip the other side.”

The leather was cool and smooth against Briana’s stomach and thighs. She stretched forward, her breasts pressing into the padding, and grasped the far edge. Her entire body was exposed, presented.

She heard the soft swish of something through the air before she saw it. Stephanie stepped into view, holding a flogger with multiple, soft black falls. “Count for me,” she said.

The first strike landed across her upper back. It was a sting, sharp and sudden, followed by a warm bloom.

“One,” Briana gasped.

Thwack. Lower, across the swell of her rear. The sensation deepened, a bright pain that melted into a radiating heat.

“Two.”

Thwack. Thwack. Stephanie worked with a rhythmic precision, painting Briana’s skin with fire. The counts became moans. The initial shock was transforming, the pain blossoming into a strange, heavy pleasure that pooled low in her belly. She was panting, pushing back slightly into each blow.

Then, a new sensation. A sharper, more focused sting. Elaine stood on her other side, wielding a longer flogger. They worked in tandem now, a cruel symphony on her flesh. Briana cried out, her knuckles white on the bench.

“Enough,” Elaine said. The blows ceased. The throbbing heat was all-consuming. “Stand up. Arms above your head.”

Briana swayed as she stood. Stephanie guided her to the center, beneath the hanging cuffs. The cool leather closed snugly around each wrist. A soft click of a buckle, and she was secured, arms stretched upward, body utterly open.

Elaine approached, holding a sleek, obsidian-black dildo. She trailed the cool, smooth tip down Briana’s sternum, over her quivering stomach. “You seem… excited,” she murmured, noting the hard peaks of Briana’s nipples, the glistening evidence at the apex of her thighs.

Briana could only whimper.

Elaine’s fingers, cool and sure, found her first. A slow, circling touch on her clit that made Briana jolt in her restraints. Then one finger, then two, sliding inside her with ease. Briana was so wet, so ready. Her hips gave an involuntary jerk.

“Please,” Briana begged, the word torn from her. “Please, Elaine.”

“Since you ask so nicely,” Elaine said. She positioned the polished tip at Briana’s entrance and pushed.

It was a slow, inexorable invasion. The stretch was immense, the silicone firm and unyielding. It filled her completely, a deep, claiming pressure. Elaine began to move it, shallow thrusts that made Briana cry out.

Then she felt Stephanie behind her. A cool, lubricated pressure, there, at her most forbidden place. Briana froze.

“Relax,” Stephanie whispered, her breath hot on Briana’s neck. “You wanted to make amends. Take it.”

The pressure increased, a burning, impossible stretch. Briana sobbed, pushing back against it, her body torn between panic and a dark, devouring need. It breached her, a searing fullness that stole her breath. Stephanie slid it deeper, until Briana was impaled front and back, stuffed beyond belief.

They found a rhythm. Elaine thrust the dildo into her pussy, and as she withdrew, Stephanie pushed into her ass. It was a relentless, driving piston motion. The pain in her ass transmuted, sharp sparks igniting into waves of shocking, degrading pleasure. The friction on her clit from the base of Elaine’s toy, the deep, grinding fill—it was too much.

Her world shattered into white-hot fragments. A scream ripped from her throat, raw and ragged, as her body convulsed, clamped violently around the invading objects. Wave after wave of brutal, mindless pleasure tore through her, her muscles seizing, her cries echoing off the stone walls.

Slowly, the movements stilled. The toys were withdrawn, leaving her empty and clenching around nothing. Her arms were released, the cuffs unbuckled. She collapsed to her knees on the soft rug, trembling violently, spent.

“Get dressed,” Elaine said, her voice once again the cool, composed matriarch. “The car will take you home.”

Briana gathered her clothes with shaking hands, the fine fabric feeling alien against her sensitive, marked skin.

As she reached the dungeon door, Elaine’s voice stopped her. “Remember this feeling, Briana. Remember the cost of your… indiscretions. You are an Everett now. Your conduct reflects on us all.” She paused, letting the weight of the words, and the memory of the pleasure, hang in the air. “Never embarrass this family again

49 - SUNSCREEN AND FORBIDDEN DESIRE

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus

“Oh, my god, Destiny, yes… right there.”

The words, a throaty moan more than speech, hung in the humid air. Destiny’s fingers, slick with coconut-scented sunscreen, stilled on the sun-warmed skin of her mother-in-law’s lower back. Nadia’s back was a perfect, toned arch, her body sprawled across the white lounger like an offering to the sun. A single, treacherous drop of sweat traced a path between Destiny’s own breasts, hidden by her modest black bikini.

—

This had started so simply.

The sprawling Mediterranean-style villa was quiet, a tomb of tasteful beige and money. Pete and his father had left over an hour ago, their golf bags a promise of a long, empty afternoon. The silence felt heavy, expectant. Destiny had changed into her bikini, the act itself feeling strangely deliberate in the guest room’s cool air.

She found Nadia by the infinity pool, a vision of curated leisure on a white lounger. Nadia was fifty but looked a decade younger, her body a testament to Pilates and personal chefs. She wore a tiny, azure-blue bikini that left little to the imagination.

“There you are, darling,” Nadia said without opening her eyes, her voice smooth as the vodka she sipped at dinner. “The sun is divine. You should join me.”

“I was thinking of a swim,” Destiny replied, her own voice sounding small.

“Swim later. Be a dear and hand me my lotion?”

Destiny took the bottle. The lotion was warm. She squeezed a dollop into her palm.

“My shoulders, please,” Nadia murmured, shifting slightly. “I can never reach the middle properly.”

—

That was how it began. Destiny knelt on the edge of the lounger, her knees sinking into the thick cushion. She spread the lotion over Nadia’s shoulders, working it into the skin. The muscles were firm, the skin impossibly smooth. A low, contented hum vibrated under her palms.

“Mmm, you have wonderful hands, Destiny,” Nadia sighed. “Strong, but gentle.”

Destiny’s movements became slower, more deliberate. She felt a heat that had nothing to do with the sun coiling low in her belly. This is wrong. This is your husband’s mother. She tried to focus on the scent of coconut, the distant chirp of a bird.

Then Nadia shifted again, reaching behind her back. With a casual flick, she untied her bikini top. She pulled it away from her body and tossed it onto the adjacent table without a word, lying back down completely bare from the waist up.

Destiny froze. Her hands hovered inches above Nadia’s now-exposed skin.

“Nadia, I… your top…”

“It was in the way, darling. Don’t stop. The lotion, please. Don’t forget here.” Nadia’s hand came up and gestured vaguely toward her own chest.

The command was gentle, but absolute. Destiny’s heart hammered against her ribs. “This is… this is inappropriate.”

“Is it?” Nadia turned her head, one eye opening to look at Destiny. A sly, knowing smile played on her lips. “It’s just skin. And you want to, don’t you? I can feel it in your touch. The hesitation is delicious.”

The truth of it was a lightning strike. She did want to. The desire was a shocking, electric thing, cutting through years of polite deference. It was the look in Nadia’s eye, the power in her stillness, the sheer, audacious taboo of it all.

Destiny’s resistance crumbled. She squeezed more lotion, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet. She placed her palms flat on Nadia’s upper back, then slowly, so slowly, slid them forward, over the pronounced shoulder blades, until her thumbs grazed the sides of Nadia’s breasts.

A sharp intake of breath. Not her own. Nadia’s.

Emboldened, Destiny let her hands cup the full, heavy weight of Nadia’s breasts. They were perfect, tipped with tight, rosy nipples that pebbled instantly under her touch. She kneaded gently, spreading the lotion, her fingers learning the texture, the incredible softness overlying firm muscle.

“Yes,” Nadia whispered, a commandment.

Destiny leaned forward without thinking. Her mouth found one taut peak. She licked, first a tentative circle, then drew the whole nipple into her mouth, sucking gently.

Nadia’s back arched clear off the lounger, a silent cry on her lips. Her hands came up, tangling in Destiny’s hair, not guiding, just holding on. “The other one,” she gasped. “Don’t be greedy.”

Destiny switched, lavishing the same attention on the other breast, her own core aching with a desperate, throbbing need. The taste of salt, sunscreen, and pure, feminine power was intoxicating.

Then Nadia moved. In one fluid motion, she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottom and pushed it down her hips, kicking it off completely. She was bare now, utterly exposed, her legs falling open slightly in a blatant invitation.

“You know what I want,” Nadia said, her voice husky. “Don’t make me ask twice.”

Destiny didn’t need to be told. The world had narrowed to this lounger, this woman, this pounding need. She slid down the cushion, settling between Nadia’s thighs. The view was dizzying. Nadia was neatly waxed, her folds already glistening with evidence of her arousal.

Destiny didn’t tease. She leaned in and dragged her tongue through Nadia’s center in one long, slow stroke.

The sound Nadia made was pure, unfiltered pleasure. It spurred Destiny on. She anchored her hands on Nadia’s hips and feasted. She licked and sucked, exploring every fold, circling Nadia’s clit with focused pressure before flicking it rapidly with the tip of her tongue. She drank her in, the musky, primal flavor, the way Nadia’s hips began to rock in a desperate rhythm against her mouth.

“Just like that… god, your mouth is magic… don’t stop, I’m so close…”

Destiny pushed two fingers inside, curling them upward. Nadia’s inner muscles clenched around her instantly, tightly. She worked her fingers in time with her tongue, feeling the tension coiling.

Nadia shattered. Her climax was a violent, beautiful thing. Her body bowed, a sharp cry tore from her throat, and her hips ground against Destiny’s face as wave after wave of pleasure wracked her. Destiny didn’t let up, gentling her touch but continuing until Nadia’s trembling subsided into weak, shuddering sighs.

Slowly, Nadia pushed herself up on her elbows. Her eyes were dark, sated, and blazing with new intent. “My turn,” she purred.

Before Destiny could process it, Nadia had her standing. Deft fingers untied Destiny’s bikini top, letting it fall. The bottoms were next, pushed down her legs. The sun felt shockingly intimate on her bare skin.

“Lie down,” Nadia instructed, pointing to the lounger she had just vacated.

Destiny obeyed, sinking onto the cushion still warm from Nadia’s body. Nadia knelt between her legs, her gaze roaming over Destiny’s nakedness with open appreciation. “Beautiful,” she murmured, and then she lowered her head.

Where Destiny had been fervent, Nadia was agonizingly slow. She kissed Destiny’s inner thighs, nibbled gently, her breath hot. She avoided the one place Destiny needed her most, until Destiny was whimpering, her fingers clutching at the lounge chair’s fabric.

Finally, the first touch of Nadia’s tongue. It was expert, precise. She licked broad, slow strokes before zeroing in on Destiny’s clit, sucking it gently into her mouth. Her fingers joined, one, then two, sliding in with ease, finding a rhythm that had Destiny seeing stars.

The buildup was exquisite torture. Nadia read her body perfectly, slowing when she was too close, building her up again. The coil inside Destiny wound tighter and tighter, a spring of pure sensation. She could hear the wet, filthy sounds, could smell their combined arousal on the hot air.

“I can’t… Nadia, please…”

“Come for me,” Nadia ordered against her, her voice a vibration that sent Destiny over the edge.

The orgasm exploded through her, a white-hot wave of pure release. It ripped a scream from her throat, her body convulsing as pleasure detonated in every nerve ending. Her juices flowed, and Nadia drank them down, not stopping until the last tremor had subsided.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing and the distant hum of a pool filter.

The spell broke with the crunch of gravel from the driveway.

“Quickly,” Nadia said, suddenly all business. They scrambled, a frantic, silent dance of tying strings and adjusting fabric. They were just settling onto separate loungers, Destiny’s heart still trying to beat its way out of her chest, when the patio door slid open.

“There’s my beautiful girls!” Pete’s voice called out, too loud, too normal.

Destiny turned, a smile plastered on her face. Her body thrummed with the aftershocks of pleasure. Guilt was a cold stone in her stomach, but beneath it, humming louder, was the undeniable truth: she had enjoyed every forbidden, glorious second.

Pete leaned down to kiss her cheek. “Have a nice afternoon, babe?”

Destiny’s eyes met Nadia’s over his shoulder. Nadia gave a slow, secret smile, licking her lips once, deliberately.

“You have no idea,” Destiny breathed, the lie tasting of coconut and sin.
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“It doesn’t have to be too late.”

The words hung in the quiet kitchen, a bold declaration Rebecca hadn’t known was in her. Across the small table, Samantha’s eyes, usually so warm and crinkled with laughter, widened. The hum of the refrigerator filled the silence for one heartbeat, two.

Then Rebecca leaned in. Or maybe Samantha did. It didn’t matter.

Their lips met.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a dam breaking. Months—years, maybe—of stolen glances, of lingering touches as they passed a baby, of a deep, resonant loneliness they’d only ever hinted at, all poured into that first contact. Samantha’s mouth was soft, yielding for only a second before she met Rebecca’s hunger with her own. A soft, shocked moan vibrated between them, and Rebecca tasted coffee and the faint, comforting scent of Samantha’s vanilla lotion.

—

With Blake working overseas, the silence of the house felt heavy. Rebecca was overwhelmed, and caring for two young children alone had pushed her to her breaking point. Samantha had stepped in without hesitation, moving into the guest room and becoming a lifesaver. She tackled the endless chores and kept the kids happy with a patient, steady energy that Rebecca lacked.

Rebecca was deeply grateful, but lately, a new feeling had begun to edge out her appreciation. There was a quiet spark of attraction that she tried to ignore, a heat that rose in her chest whenever their hands brushed over a shared load of laundry. She told herself it was wrong, but she couldn't stop noticing the way Samantha moved or the kindness in her gaze.

One evening, after the children were finally asleep, the house grew still. They sat together at the kitchen table, the only light coming from the warm glow of the overhead lamp.

“You’ve done so much for us. I really can’t thank you enough,” Rebecca said, her eyes meeting Samantha’s across the polished wood.

“There’s no need for that,” Samantha replied, her voice soft in the quiet room. “I was a single mother once, too. I remember exactly how this exhaustion feels.”

“Do you ever get lonely?” Rebecca asked. The question felt heavy, her voice barely a whisper.

Samantha paused, her fingers tracing the rim of her coffee mug. “Sometimes,” she admitted. “I used to tell myself I’d start dating again once Blake grew up. But the years slipped away, and now... I feel like it’s too late for that part of my life.”

Rebecca leaned forward, looking at Samantha—really looking at her. She didn’t just see her mother-in-law or her children’s grandmother. She saw a beautiful, vibrant woman with her own hidden desires. In the soft light, the age gap didn't feel like a barrier; it felt like a mystery she desperately wanted to solve.

—

Rebecca pulled back, breathless, her hand flying to her own lips. “Sam, I’m—”

“Don’t you dare apologize,” Samantha whispered, her voice husky. Her own fingers trembled as she reached out, tracing Rebecca’s jawline. “God, don’t you dare.”

That was all the permission Rebecca needed.

The kiss deepened, messy and urgent. Rebecca stood, her chair scraping loudly on the tile, and Samantha rose to meet her. They stumbled against the kitchen island, hips colliding, hands grasping at fabric. Rebecca fumbled with the buttons of Samantha’s sensible cardigan, her fingers clumsy with desire. Samantha helped, shrugging it off, letting it fall to the floor without a second glance.

“The kids,” Samantha breathed against Rebecca’s neck, even as her hands slid under Rebecca’s t-shirt, palms hot on her bare back.

“Asleep for hours,” Rebecca gasped, arching into the touch. “Monitor’s right there.” She nodded to the counter, where the small device glowed with a soft green light, silent.

That was the last of the outside world.

Rebecca took Samantha’s hand, lacing their fingers together. She led her from the sterile light of the kitchen, down the dim hall, past the closed door of her own marital bedroom, and into the guest room where Samantha had been staying. The room smelled like her—clean linen and that same vanilla.

The moment the door clicked shut, the last thread of restraint snapped.

They undressed each other slowly, yet with a frantic edge. Every new inch of exposed skin was a revelation. Samantha’s hands, capable and strong from years of work, pushed Rebecca’s jeans and panties down her hips. Rebecca returned the favor, unzipping Samantha’s slacks, marveling at the warmth of her stomach, the curve of her hips in simple cotton briefs.

Naked, they fell onto the bed, a tangle of limbs and heated skin. Rebecca covered Samantha’s body with her own, their breasts pressing together, nipples already hard peaks. They kissed again, deep and searching, as their hands began to roam.

Rebecca’s fingers slid between Samantha’s legs first. She was already wet, hot silk against her exploring touch. A guttural, broken sound tore from Samantha’s throat as Rebecca’s middle finger found her entrance and pushed slowly inside.

“Yes,” Samantha hissed, her hips bucking off the mattress. “Oh, Rebecca…”

Rebecca watched her, mesmerized. She added a second finger, curling them, learning the rhythm that made Samantha’s back arch. Samantha’s own hand was between Rebecca’s thighs, mirroring the motion, her fingers slick and sure as they circled Rebecca’s clit before plunging deep. The dual sensations—giving and receiving—made Rebecca’s vision blur. The room filled with the sounds of their panting breaths and the wet, rhythmic slide of their hands.

Samantha guided Rebecca down her body with gentle pressure on her shoulders. Rebecca went willingly, her mouth trailing a blazing path down Samantha’s neck, over her collarbone. She took one taut, pink nipple into her mouth, sucking hard, then grazing it with her teeth. Samantha’s fingers twisted in her hair, not pushing, just holding on.

“More,” Samantha pleaded, her voice ragged.

Rebecca moved lower, over the soft swell of her stomach, through the neatly trimmed silver-blonde curls. She kissed the inside of Samantha’s thighs, inhaling her musky, potent scent. Then she pressed her mouth to her.

The taste was intoxicating—salty, sweet, uniquely Samantha. Rebecca licked slowly, broadly, before focusing on the tight bud of her clit. She flicked her tongue over it, then sucked it gently between her lips.

Samantha cried out, her thighs tensing around Rebecca’s head. “Don’t stop… please don’t stop.”

Rebecca had no intention of stopping. But she wanted more. Remembering the small, discreet vibrator tucked in her own nightstand—a relic from before children, before the constant exhaustion—she reached a shaky arm toward the guest room’s equivalent drawer. Her fingers closed around smooth, cool silicone.

She pulled back, holding the purple toy between them. Samantha’s eyes, dark with lust, fixed on it. She gave a slow, eager nod.

Rebecca switched it on. A low, insistent buzz filled the room. She guided the rounded tip through Samantha’s slick folds, letting it vibrate against her clit. Samantha jolted, a full-body shudder rolling through her.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered.

Rebecca lowered her head again, her tongue joining the vibrator’s relentless rhythm. She licked and sucked as the toy buzzed against Samantha’s most sensitive flesh. She could feel the tension coiling tighter and tighter inside the older woman, feel the muscles in her abdomen clenching.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” Samantha’s warning was a choked gasp.

Rebecca pushed the vibrator harder against her, her mouth working feverishly. The orgasm hit Samantha like a tidal wave. Her body bowed off the bed, a raw, uninhibited cry tearing from her throat as she shook, her inner walls pulsing wildly around nothing. Rebecca held her through it, gentling her tongue, reducing the vibrator to a soft hum until the last tremor subsided.

Samantha lay boneless, breathing in ragged gulps. After a moment, her eyes fluttered open. They were soft, sated, but then sparked with a new intensity. Without a word, she gently pushed Rebecca onto her back.

“My turn,” Samantha murmured, her voice thick.

She kissed her way down Rebecca’s body with a deliberate, worshipful slowness. When she reached her center, she didn’t hesitate. She buried her face between Rebecca’s legs, her tongue lapping up her arousal with hungry, broad strokes.

It was overwhelming. Samantha’s technique was different, less frantic, more experienced. She mapped Rebecca’s anatomy with her tongue, finding spots Rebecca didn’t know she had. Just as Rebecca was climbing toward her own peak, she felt Samantha’s hand, slick with her own wetness, trail lower.

The cool tip of the vibrator, still humming softly, pressed against her other entrance.

Rebecca froze for a fraction of a second. “Sam…?”

“Shhh,” Samantha soothed, looking up from between her thighs. Her eyes were smoky with desire. “Just a little. Tell me to stop and I stop.”

Rebecca bit her lip, then nodded, a thrill of forbidden heat shooting through her. “Okay.”

Samantha turned the vibrator to its lowest setting. With agonizing slowness, she pushed the tip past the tight ring of muscle. The sensation was a shock—a deep, internal buzzing that seemed to radiate through her entire pelvis. At the same time, Samantha’s mouth returned to her clit, her tongue circling in perfect, counter-point rhythm.

The dual assault was devastating. The vibrator filled a deep, aching emptiness she hadn’t acknowledged, while Samantha’s tongue drove her toward a frantic, urgent climax. The pleasure built, a coil of white-hot wire in her gut, pulled tighter and tighter.

“I can’t… I’m going to…” Rebecca babbled, her hands fisting in the sheets.

Samantha hummed against her, the vibration of her voice mingling with the toy’s. It was the final trigger.

Rebecca came with a shattered cry, her back arching violently off the mattress. Her climax was a torrent, a gushing release that soaked Samantha’s chin and the sheets beneath her. Wave after wave of electric pleasure crashed through her, drawn out by the persistent, gentle buzz inside her and the soft, lapping strokes of Samantha’s tongue until she was spent, trembling and oversensitive.

Samantha carefully withdrew the vibrator, clicking it off. She crawled up the bed and gathered Rebecca into her arms, holding her close as they both caught their breath. The scent of sex and sweat and vanilla filled the air.

In the quiet dark, curled against Samantha’s soft, warm body, the guilt began to creep in. Sharp, cold tendrils winding around the afterglow. Blake. Your husband. Her son.

But as Samantha’s arm tightened around her, and she placed a soft, tender kiss on Rebecca’s shoulder, another feeling, warmer and more profound, settled deep in her chest. A wanting so fierce it almost eclipsed the shame. She nuzzled closer, her hand resting on Samantha’s stomach, feeling the steady rise and fall of her breath.
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