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1 - THE SOUND IN STEPDAUGHTER’S BEDROOM
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The key turned with a smooth click. Vince pushed the door open to a silent house, the air still and warm. Early. Too early. His meeting had cratered, the client canceling at the last minute. He dropped his briefcase by the stairs, the thud loud in the quiet. A normal Thursday. His wife wouldn’t be home for another hour. Rylee was probably upstairs, studying or lost in her headphones.

He loosened his tie, heading for the kitchen. A glass of water. Maybe start dinner. A peace offering for being home early and useless.

That’s when he heard it.

A sound. From upstairs. Muffled, but distinct. A low, choked cry.

His pulse jumped. Rylee?

Another sound followed it—a sharper gasp, then a shaky, rhythmic sigh. It didn’t sound like pain. Not exactly. It sounded… strained. Stifled. Vince stood frozen, the glass halfway to the sink. His mind spun through possibilities. She’d fallen. She was sick. Something was wrong.

He moved without thinking. Took the stairs two at a time, his dress shoes heavy on the wood. The sounds grew clearer as he reached the landing. Her door was shut, but the noises seeped through the gap at the bottom—soft, wet sounds, punctuated by those same breathy moans. His heart hammered against his ribs. What the hell is going on?

“Rylee?” he called out, his voice tight. No answer, just another muffled cry.

Panic, sharp and hot, sliced through him. He didn’t knock. He grabbed the knob, twisted, and shoved the door open.

The scene hit him like a physical blow.

Rylee was on her bed, propped against a pile of pillows. Her head was thrown back, her eyes closed, her mouth a perfect, slack O. She was naked from the waist down, her jeans and panties a tangled heap on the floor. One hand was braced beside her hip. The other…

The other was between her legs, working a sleek, pale pink dildo in and out of herself. The movement was slow, then frantic, then slow again. The slick, intimate sound of it filled the room. Her hips lifted off the mattress to meet each inward push, a thin sheen of sweat making her skin glow in the afternoon light.

Vince’s brain short-circuited. He stood rooted in the doorway, his apology already dying on his lips. He should look away. He should back out. He should run.

But he didn’t.

Rylee’s eyes fluttered open. She didn’t startle. She didn’t scramble for the sheet. A slow, knowing smile curved her lips as she met his stunned gaze. Her hand never stopped its rhythm.

“Hey, Vince,” she said, her voice husky, raw. “You’re home early.”

“I… I heard… I thought…” The words crumbled in his mouth. His face burned. His cock, traitorous and heavy, stirred to life, thickening against the constraint of his slacks.

“You thought I was hurt?” she finished for him, her smile widening. She dragged the toy out almost completely, then pushed it back in with a deliberate, deep stroke. A shiver wracked her body. “I’m not hurt.”

“Rylee, this… God, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t…” He forced his eyes to the floor, but the image was seared into his mind. The curve of her thigh. The dark thatch of curls. The glistening length of silicone disappearing into her body.

“Don’t be sorry.” Her tone was a dare. “Close the door.”

His head snapped up. “What?”

“Close. The. Door.” She enunciated each word, her gaze locked on his. Her free hand drifted up to cup her own breast through her thin t-shirt, her thumb circling a peaked nipple. “Unless you want the whole neighborhood to hear how wet I am for you.”

The words were a punch to his gut. Arousal, hot and shameful, flooded his veins. “Rylee, stop. This is… it’s wrong. It’s inappropriate.” The protest was weak, automatic. His feet carried him forward. His hand reached back, pushed the door shut with a soft click. The lock engaged with a decisive snick.

“Is it?” she breathed. She pulled the toy out, set it aside on the rumpled comforter. She spread her legs wider, giving him an unobstructed view of her swollen, flushed sex. Her fingers parted her own folds, glistening with her arousal. “Does this look wrong to you? Or does it look good?”

Vince’s breath caught. Every moral warning screamed in his head, but the roar of his own blood was louder. He took another step. The scent of her—musky, sweet, utterly feminine—wrapped around him.

“I wanted you to see,” she whispered, her eyes dark with intent. “I’ve waited for you to see.”

That was the final fracture. The last shred of resistance snapped. A low groan escaped him as he crossed the room, kneeling at the foot of the bed. His hands, which had shaken moments before, were steady as they slid up her calves, over her knees, settling on the inside of her thighs. Her skin was impossibly soft, fever-hot.

“Tell me to stop,” he rasped, his voice unrecognizable.

“No.”

He leaned forward, and his mouth found her.

The first touch of his tongue was a revelation. She was heat and silk and salt. Her taste exploded on his senses, rich and addictive. She cried out, her back arching off the bed. Her hands flew to his hair, not pushing him away, but fisting in the short strands, holding him to her.

“Oh, fuck, Vince… right there…”

He lost himself in her. In the frantic pulse of her clit against his tongue. In the way her thighs trembled against his cheeks. He licked and sucked, his own need a frantic drumbeat in his skull. He drove his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, mimicking the act he desperately craved. Her moans became screams, raw and unfiltered, and the sound of them, the sheer wanton pleasure in them, made his dick ache.

He pulled back, breathing hard, his chin slick with her. He looked up her body. Her t-shirt was rucked up under her arms, her breasts bare and heaving. Her eyes were wild.

“I need more,” she panted. “Please. I need you.”

Vince stood, his movements rough with urgency. He tore at his belt, his zipper, shoving his slacks and boxers down his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid, the tip already leaking.

Rylee’s eyes locked onto it. A hungry sound tore from her throat. She pushed herself up, scrambling to the edge of the bed, and before he could move, her mouth was on him.

Her lips were a silken brand. She took him deep, her throat working around his head, then pulled back to swirl her tongue around the sensitive ridge. She was messy, eager, all wet heat and suction. Saliva coated his length as she bobbed her head, her hand pumping what she couldn’t take. Her eyes, looking up at him from under her lashes, held a challenge and a promise.

“Christ, Rylee…” he choked out. The sight of her—his stepdaughter—on her knees, sucking his cock with frantic devotion, shattered the last fragments of his sanity. His hips jerked forward, fucking her mouth in shallow thrusts. She took it, gagging a little, then moaning around him, the vibration traveling straight to his balls.

He couldn’t last. Not like this. He pulled back, his cock sliding from her lips with a wet pop.

“On your back,” he commanded, his voice a guttural rasp.

She obeyed instantly, falling back onto the mattress, legs spread and knees bent. Vince climbed over her, settling his weight between her thighs. The head of his cock nudged against her soaked entrance. He looked down into her face, her lips swollen from his, her pupils blown black with need.

“This is a mistake,” he said, the words hollow even to his own ears.

“Then make it,” she breathed, lifting her hips.

He pushed inside.

The feeling was catastrophic. She was tight, scorching hot, impossibly wet. She enveloped him, a silken, clinging fist that stole the air from his lungs. A broken sound, half his, half hers, ripped through the room.

For a second, he didn’t move. He just stayed buried to the hilt, feeling her inner muscles flutter and grip him. Her legs came up, locking around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back.

“Move,” she begged, her nails scoring his shoulders through his shirt. “Please, Vince, fuck me.”

He withdrew, almost to the tip, then drove back in. Hard. The slap of skin on skin was obscenely loud. She cried out, a sharp, delighted sound. He found a rhythm, a brutal, driving pace. Each thrust buried him deeper, the angle hitting a spot that made her entire body jolt. The bed frame slammed against the wall in a steady, frantic beat.

Her moans were a continuous stream now, filthy words and pleas. “Yes! God, yes! Right there! Don’t stop! Fuck me harder!”

He gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, using the leverage to piston into her. Sweat dripped from his brow onto her chest. Her t-shirt was shoved up under her chin, her breasts bouncing with each powerful impact. He leaned down, capturing a nipple in his mouth, sucking hard. She screamed, her inner walls clamping down on him like a vise.

The pressure in his groin was a coiled spring, winding tighter with every plunge. He was close. So close.

“Turn over,” he grunted, pulling out of her.

She whimpered at the loss but scrambled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. The view was devastating—the reddened marks of his hands on her hips, the glistening evidence of their joining dripping down her inner thighs. He positioned himself behind her, one hand guiding his cock back to her entrance.

This time, the penetration felt deeper, more invasive. He slid into her welcoming heat with a single, smooth stroke that made her bury her face in the comforter with a muffled scream. He set a new pace, harder, faster, each thrust driving her forward on the bed. He gripped her hips, holding her still for his assault. The sound of their joining was wet, rhythmic, animal.

“You feel… so fucking good…” he ground out, the words torn from him. He’d never felt anything like this. The wrongness of it sharpened the pleasure, made it brighter, more vicious.

“I’m gonna come,” she sobbed, her body beginning to tremble. “Vince, I’m gonna…”

Her climax hit her. Her back arched, a strangled scream tearing from her throat as her pussy convulsed around his cock in violent, milking pulses. The sensation was too much. The coil inside him snapped.

With a raw shout, he drove into her one last time, hilting himself as his own release tore through him. Hot jets of cum spurted deep inside her, wave after wave of blinding, guilty pleasure. He collapsed over her back, his weight pressing her into the mattress, his face buried in her hair. Their ragged breaths were the only sound in the room, mingling with the fading echo of the headboard’s tattoo against the wall.

Slowly, the world seeped back in. The smell of sex, thick and pungent. The sticky heat of their bodies. The digital clock on her nightstand, its red numbers a glaring accusation.

4:47.

His wife would be home soon.

Panic, cold and clean, washed over the fading heat of his arousal. He pulled out of her, a rush of fluid following his softening cock. He stumbled off the bed, his legs shaky, and fumbled for his pants.

Rylee rolled onto her side, watching him with heavy-lidded eyes, a satisfied, cat-like smile on her face. She made no move to cover herself.

“We… we can’t…” Vince stammered, his voice hoarse as he fastened his belt. “This was a mistake, Rylee. A one-time… it can’t happen again.”

She pushed herself up on one elbow, the smile turning into a soft laugh. It wasn’t a happy sound. It was knowing. Victorious.

Vince grabbed his shirt, not meeting her eyes, his heart pounding with a dreadful, exhilarating certainty. He told himself, no, he promised himself, he would never do it again.

Deep down, he knew he was lying.

2 - STEPDAUGHTER’S EMBARRASSING PROBLEM
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The kitchen tiles felt cool under Harrison’s stocking feet as he poured a second cup of coffee. His wife, Evelyn, had left for her shift at the hospital two hours ago, the morning silence now a comfortable blanket over the suburban house. Then he heard it—a shuffle, a quiet intake of breath.

His stepdaughter, Piper, stood in the doorway, her hands wringing the hem of an oversized hoodie. Her face, usually bright with a sarcastic wit that matched her mother’s, was pale. Her eyes, wide and blue, darted from his face to the floor and back.

“Harrison? Can I… talk to you?”

The tremor in her voice pulled him upright. He set his mug down. “Of course, Pipe. Anything. What’s wrong?”

She didn’t move from the threshold. “You have to promise not to tell Mom. You have to.”

“You’re scaring me a little,” he said, keeping his tone gentle. “But okay. I promise. Whatever it is, we can handle it.”

She took a tentative step into the kitchen, her gaze fixed on the pattern of the linoleum. “It’s embarrassing. It’s so stupid.”

“Nothing’s stupid if it’s bothering you.” He leaned against the counter, giving her space. “Just say it.”

A long, shaky breath escaped her. “I was… you know. Masturbating.”

A flicker of surprise, but he kept his face neutral. She was eighteen. An adult. This was normal. He nodded, encouraging.

“I used a vibrator. A small one. And I… I got curious. I put it… in my ass.” The words rushed out, hot and ashamed. “And now it’s stuck. I can’t get it out. I’ve been trying for an hour. I’m freaking out.”

The image formed instantly in his mind—Piper, in her room, exploring her own body with a clinical curiosity that mirrored his own at that age. The absurdity of the situation almost made him laugh, but the raw panic in her eyes stifled it. This was a medical issue. He was a doctor.

“Okay,” he said, his voice shifting into the calm, professional cadence he used with anxious patients. “First, take a breath. Masturbation is perfectly natural. Exploration is natural. And a stuck object is a mechanical problem. We can fix it. Where is it now?”

“Up… up there,” she whispered, her cheeks flaming.

“Right. We’ll need to retrieve it. It’s a simple procedure. We’ll go to your room. You’ll need to be on your hands and knees. I’ll need to examine you.”

She looked like she might faint. “You’re going to… look?”

“Piper, I’m a doctor. This is what I do. I need to see what we’re dealing with. It will be clinical. I promise.” He moved past her, heading for the hall closet where he kept a box of medical supplies. He pulled out a pair of latex gloves and a small tube of lubricant. “Come on. Let’s get this sorted before your mom gets home.”

Her room smelled of vanilla perfume and clean laundry. She stood by her unmade bed, frozen. Harrison closed the door softly. “It’s just us. No one else needs to know. Ever. Now, sweatpants off, please. Get on the bed on your hands and knees.”

With a mortified sigh, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her grey sweatpants and pushed them down, along with a pair of simple cotton panties. She moved quickly, scrambling onto the center of the mattress, presenting herself to him. Her skin was flawless, the gentle curve of her backside pale in the morning light filtering through her blinds.

Harrison snapped the gloves on, the sound loud in the quiet room. He squeezed a generous amount of cool lubricant onto his index finger. “This might feel strange. Try to relax. Tensing up will make it harder.”

He knelt on the bed behind her. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic, unprofessional rhythm. Clinical. This is clinical. He placed his clean hand on the small of her back, feeling her flinch. “Easy. Deep breath.”

He guided his lubricated finger to her anus. It was tight, a puckered rose of nervous muscle. He applied steady, gentle pressure. “Relax for me, Piper.”

A shudder went through her, and then the ring of muscle yielded. His finger slid inside, into incredible, clenching heat. He moved slowly, feeling past the initial resistance. And there it was—the hard, smooth plastic of the vibrator, lodged just past the inner sphincter.

“I feel it,” he murmured. “It’s right there. Not deep at all. I’m going to try to hook it.”

He crooked his finger, pressing against the base of the toy. As he worked, a new sensation registered. Slickness. Heat that wasn’t from the rectum. His knuckle brushed against the swollen, humid flesh of her vulva just below. She jerked.

“Sorry,” she gasped.

“It’s fine. Almost…” He nudged the vibrator, feeling it dislodge. But his attention was split. With each small movement of his finger inside her ass, a corresponding wet sound came from her pussy. His own breath grew short. He could smell her arousal now, a musky, sweet scent cutting through the vanilla.

He focused on the task, finally getting a secure purchase on the toy. With a slow, careful pull, he extracted it. The small pink vibrator emerged, glistening with lube and natural secretions. He set it on the nightstand.

“There. All done.” His voice was thicker than he intended.

He pulled his finger out. Piper didn’t move. Her head was bowed, her back still arched. A quiet, choked sound escaped her.

“Piper?”

“I’m sorry,” she whimpered. “I… I got so wet. I couldn’t help it. That felt… I’m so embarrassed.”

Harrison stripped off the soiled glove, tossing it aside. The air between them crackled. Her confession hung there, an invitation. The doctor in him receded, drowned out by a pounding, possessive hunger. He looked at her, so exposed, so vulnerable, so desperately aroused by his touch.

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” he said, his own desire giving the words a rough edge. “The nerve endings are close together. Stimulation in one area can trigger arousal in another. It’s a physiological response. It’s natural.”

He placed his bare hand on her lower back again. Her skin was fever-hot. “Are you… curious about that feeling? About how it could feel with… more focused attention?”

She turned her head, just enough to look at him over her shoulder. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. No fear now. Just a hungry, questioning need. “Yes,” she breathed.

“Roll over.”

She obeyed, moving as if in a dream, settling onto her back. She didn’t cover herself. She just looked at him, her chest rising and falling fast. Harrison moved between her legs, pushing them wider with his hands. The view was obscene and beautiful. Her pubic hair was a neat, dark triangle. Her labia were flushed a deep pink, glistening, parted. The scent of her was overwhelming.

“Let me show you,” he murmured, and lowered his head.

His first contact was a slow, flat stroke of his tongue from her perineum up to her clit. She cried out, a sharp, shocked sound. Her hips bucked off the mattress. He held her down with a firm hand on her stomach, then dove in. He licked into her, tasting her unique salt and sweetness. He circled her entrance, teased her swollen outer lips, before zeroing in on the hard little bud of her clit.

He sucked it gently, then licked it with fast, precise flicks. Piper’s hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his hair. She wasn’t guiding him, just holding on. “Oh god… Harrison… I’ve never…”

He hummed against her, the vibration making her shriek. Her legs clamped around his ears. He worked her with a single-minded intensity, listening to the symphony of her gasps and moans. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a rough patch inside her front wall. He pressed there, relentlessly, as his tongue danced on her clit.

Her orgasm hit suddenly. Her whole body arched, rigid. A broken, wordless scream tore from her throat. She pulsed around his fingers, her inner muscles fluttering in a rapid, delicious rhythm. He kept his mouth on her, gentling his motions, drinking every drop of her release until she collapsed, boneless, onto the bed.

He lifted his head, his mouth wet with her. She stared at the ceiling, dazed. He unbuttoned his jeans, shoving them and his boxers down just enough to free his erection. It sprang out, thick and aching, beads of moisture already glistening at the tip.

“Look at me, Piper.”

She turned her head. Her eyes locked onto his cock. A fresh tremor went through her.

“Have you ever put one in your mouth?”

She shook her head, mute.

“Come here.” He sat back on his heels.

She pushed herself up, moving on shaky limbs. She knelt before him, her gaze fixed on his length. He took himself in hand, guiding the broad head to her lips. “Open. Just use your lips and tongue at first. No teeth.”

Her mouth opened. He slid the tip inside. The heat of her, the tentative flick of her tongue against his slit, sent a jolt of pure lightning down his spine. “Fuck, yes. Like that.”

He let her experiment, holding still as she learned the shape of him. She grew bolder, taking him deeper, her lips forming a tight seal. Her hand came up, mirroring his, her fingers wrapping around his base. The sight—his stepdaughter, her mouth stretched around his cock, her eyes wide and curious—unraveled him.

“Good. So good,” he grunted. He let her set the pace for a few more glorious moments before the need for more became unbearable. “That’s enough. Lie back.”

She released him with a soft pop. She fell back onto the pillows, her body open and waiting. Harrison positioned himself over her, his weight on his forearms. He nudged at her entrance, still slick from his mouth and her own arousal.

“This might sting for a second,” he warned, though she was so wet he doubted it.

He pushed. The head of his cock breached her, spreading her open. She gasped, her nails digging into his biceps. He sank deeper, an inch, then two, in a slow, relentless slide. She was tight, impossibly so, a silken, clutching heat that made his vision blur.

“Jesus Christ, Piper,” he groaned, fully sheathed inside her.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him even deeper. He began to move. Short, shallow thrusts at first, letting her adjust. Then longer, deeper strokes that dragged a moan from both of them. The bedsprings creaked a steady rhythm. He watched her face—her lips parted, her eyes squeezed shut, then flying open as he hit a spot that made her see stars.

“Right there,” she pleaded. “Please, right there.”

He obliged, angling his hips, pounding into that exact spot with a focused, driving force. Her moans climbed in pitch, becoming a continuous, keening sound. One of her hands slipped between their bodies, her fingers finding her clit. The sight of her touching herself while he fucked her pushed him to the edge.

“I’m going to come,” he gritted out. “Where do you want it?”

Her eyes met his, blazing with a new, raw ownership. “Inside. I want to feel it.”

The permission, the demand in her voice, shattered his last shred of control. He drove into her one final, brutal time, his body locking as the orgasm erupted from his core. Heat flooded his veins, concentrating, then pulsing out of him in thick, urgent spurts deep inside her. He groaned, a raw, animal sound, collapsing onto her as the last tremors shook him.

For a minute, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Harrison, still buried inside her, turned his head to look at her. Her expression was one of stunned, sated wonder.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. He rolled onto his side, facing her. A pearl of his release leaked from her, onto her thigh. The sight sent a fresh, guilty thrill through him.

He traced a finger down her cheek. “You can’t tell anyone, Piper. Not ever. This is our secret.”

“I promise,” she whispered, her voice small. “I won’t tell.”

3 - PREGNANT WITH STEPDAD’S BABY
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The guilt was a physical thing, a cold, leaden weight in Daryl’s gut that no amount of time seemed to dissolve. Months had passed since that night—since the heat, the whispered secrets, the catastrophic crossing of a line that could never be uncrossed. He’d sworn it was a mistake. A one-time lapse in judgment fueled by loneliness and cheap whiskey and the startling, unfamiliar comfort he’d found in Katrina’s youthful sympathy. He’d promised himself, promised the silent, judging walls of his own bedroom, that it would never, ever happen again.

The memory of it now, as he stared blankly at the football game flickering on the living room TV, was a sharp pinch behind his eyes. Her skin had been so soft. Her sighs so trusting. The feel of her, tight and warm around him—

He cut the thought off, a hard, mental slam of a door. Never again.

"See you in an hour!" his wife, Marianne, called out, her voice bright with the simple mission of the afternoon. The front door clicked shut, the heavy thud of the bolt sliding home echoing in the sudden silence of the house. Daryl watched through the living room window as the car backed out of the driveway, the gravel crunching under the tires until she finally disappeared around the corner.

Katrina appeared in the doorway to the hall. She leaned against the frame, arms crossed. She was wearing those soft, grey sweatpants and an old t-shirt, her hair piled in a messy bun. She looked young. She was young. Twenty. A chasm of years and wrongness stood between them.

“Mom’s gonna be a while,” she said. Her voice was quiet, flat.

Daryl muted the TV. The sudden silence was thick. “Yeah. Heard.”

“We need to talk.”

His stomach tightened. “Katrina…”

“Now, Daryl.” Her gaze held his, steady and unblinking. There was no trace of the girl who’d shyly kissed him months ago. This was someone else. Someone with a secret too heavy to carry alone.

He nodded, a stiff jerk of his chin. She turned and walked down the hall toward her bedroom. He followed, his legs feeling numb. The familiar beige carpet, the family photos on the wall—Marianne smiling, Katrina as a gap-toothed kid—they all seemed to accuse him as he passed.

Her room smelled like vanilla lotion and clean laundry. She closed the door behind him. The click of the lock was deafening.

“What’s going on?” he asked, his voice rough.

She didn’t answer. She walked to her dresser, opened the top drawer, and pulled out a small plastic stick. She held it out to him.

He took it. His vision seemed to tunnel, focusing on the little digital window. A single word glared back at him in stark, blue letters.

PREGNANT.

The air left his lungs in a rush. The room tilted. He sat down heavily on the edge of her bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. He stared at the test, then at her, then back at the test. The word didn’t change. It was a verdict. A life sentence.

“Oh god,” he whispered. The cold weight of guilt exploded into a searing, all-consuming panic. “Oh god, Katrina.”

“Yeah,” she said. She remained standing, shoulders tense, watching him.

“Are you… are you sure?”

“I’ve taken three.”

The finality of it crushed him. He’d ruined it. All of it. Her future. Marianne’s trust. The fragile scaffolding of their family. He’d taken a single, selfish night and turned it into a permanent, growing catastrophe.

He dropped his head into his hands, the plastic test digging into his palm. “I’m so sorry. This is all my fault.”

“It takes two.”

He looked up. Her expression was unreadable. “What do you want to do?” The question felt inadequate, pathetic. “Whatever it is. I’ll support you. I’ll pay for… whatever you need. You don’t have to… we can figure this out.” The words tumbled out, a desperate, disjointed stream. “Your mom… she can never know. We’ll say it’s a boy from school, or—”

“I’m not getting rid of it.” Her voice cut through his rambling, clear and firm.

Daryl stared. “Katrina…”

“I’m having this baby.”

The panic mutated, twisting into a sharp, sickening dread. “Do you understand what that means? The questions? Your mother? For Christ’s sake, think.”

“I have been thinking!” Fire flashed in her eyes for the first time. “For weeks. I’ve thought of nothing else. And I’m not… I’m not afraid.” She took a step toward him. “I love you, Daryl.”

The words hit him like a physical blow. He shook his head, a frantic, denying motion. “No. Don’t say that. That’s not… it was a mistake. We were both confused.”

“I wasn’t confused.” Another step. She was close now. He could see the faint dusting of freckles across her nose, the determined set of her jaw. “I’ve loved you since you married my mom. Since you fixed my bike. Since you stayed up with me when I was sick. That night… that wasn’t a mistake for me. It was everything I wanted.”

Her confession hung in the vanilla-scented air, terrifying and beautiful. It clawed at the wall of his guilt, finding the cracks. He remembered her touch not with shame now, but with a startling, electric clarity. The rightness of her body against his. The way she’d looked at him—not as a stepfather, but as a man.

“This is impossible,” he breathed, but the conviction was bleeding out of him, replaced by a roaring, inevitable pull.

“It doesn’t have to be.” She knelt on the floor in front of him, her hands coming to rest on his knees. Her touch burned through the fabric of his jeans. “We can be together. We can have this. A family. Our family.”

He was losing. The fight drained out of him, replaced by a wave of sheer, desperate want. She was offering him everything—a chance to grasp the forbidden happiness he’d only tasted once. To claim her. To claim the life growing inside her. The consequences were a distant thunderstorm, but here, in this locked room, there was only her eyes, her hands, her truth.

“We’ll destroy everything,” he said, but it was a weak protest, a final formality.

A small, triumphant smile touched her lips. She saw his surrender. “Some things are worth destroying.”

His control snapped.

He reached for her, one hand cradling the back of her head, the other still clutching the damning pregnancy test. He brought his mouth down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. A seal on a pact. Her lips parted for him instantly, and a low moan vibrated from her throat into his. The taste of her—mint toothpaste and something uniquely Katrina—unlocked a hunger he’d kept chained for months. He dropped the test. It clattered on the floor, forgotten.

He kissed her deeply, his tongue sweeping against hers, fueled by fear and desire and a shocking, possessive joy. She’s mine. And she’s having my child. The thought was a lightning strike, terrifying and exhilarating.

His hands moved from her face, skating down her neck, over the thin cotton of her t-shirt. He found the hem and pushed up, breaking the kiss only to pull the shirt over her head. She didn’t wear a bra. Her breasts were fuller than he remembered, the nipples a deep rose, already peaked and tight. Because of the pregnancy, he realized, and the knowledge sent another jolt through him.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick. He lowered his head, taking one tight peak into his mouth. She gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him to her. He laved her with his tongue, then sucked, gently at first, then with more pressure. Her back arched, pushing her breast more firmly into his mouth. A soft, continuous whimper escaped her.

He switched to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, his hand coming up to knead and tease the first. Her skin was fever-warm, silken under his palms and lips. He trailed kisses down the soft plane of her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel. He felt the faintest, new curve below her belly button. His child. His.

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her sweatpants and her panties, dragging them down in one motion. She kicked them off her ankles. She was standing completely bare before him.

He drank her in. The flare of her hips, the neat triangle of dark blonde curls, the secret, glistening folds he remembered in his dreams. He was so hard it was a dull ache.

She dropped to her knees in front of him. Her hands went to his belt, her fingers fumbling with the buckle. He watched her, mesmerized, as she undid his jeans, pushed them and his boxers down his thighs. His cock sprang free, thick and eager, the tip already leaking.

Her small hand closed around him. The contact was electric. She stroked him, once, twice, her grip firm and knowing. A ragged groan tore from his throat. “Katrina…”

She didn’t answer with words. She leaned forward, her breath a warm ghost over the sensitive head, and then her mouth was on him.

Ah, Christ. His knees nearly buckled. Her lips were a soft, hot ring as she took him in, her tongue swirling around the crown. She moved slowly, learning his shape again, her mouth a wet, perfect heaven. He looked down, watching her head bob between his legs, her eyes closed in concentration. The sight was obscenely beautiful. His stepdaughter, on her knees, pregnant with his baby, sucking his cock while her mother was out grocery shopping.

The depravity of it, the sheer wrongness, only fueled the fire. He threaded his hands through her hair, not forcing, just holding, feeling the vibrations of her hums along his length. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing to accept him, and the hot, tight pressure was unbelievable. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

“That’s it,” he breathed, his hips giving a tiny, involuntary thrust. “Just like that. God, your mouth…”

She picked up her pace, sucking with more urgency, one hand pumping the base of his shaft in time with her mouth. Pleasure coiled tight in his gut, a spring wound to breaking. He couldn’t come like this. Not yet.

Gently, he pulled her off. A string of saliva connected her swollen lips to his glistening tip. Her eyes were glassy with desire.

“On the bed,” he ordered, his voice rough. “On your back.”

She scrambled onto the mattress, lying back against the pillows. He shoved his clothes the rest of the way off and followed, looming over her. He kissed her again, deeply, tasting himself on her lips. He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging against her entrance. She was soaking wet, hot silk against his sensitive skin.

He looked into her eyes. “Last chance to tell me to stop,” he said, the words a gravelly whisper.

She wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him closer. “Keep going.”

He pushed inside.

The sensation was a revelation. She was tighter than before, but impossibly slick, her body welcoming him with a heated clutch that made his vision blur. He sank into her slowly, an inch at a time, watching her face. Her lips parted, her eyes fluttering shut. A sharp, breathy gasp escaped her as he filled her completely, his hips flush against hers.

“Daryl…” she moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders.

He held still for a moment, buried to the hilt, savoring the feel of her around him, the intimate connection that now had a permanent, biological reality. Then he began to move.

Withdrawing almost all the way, then sliding back in with a steady, deep stroke. The friction was exquisite. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, gripping, milking. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, the bedsprings creaking in quiet protest beneath them. Each thrust was a punctuation mark in their silent, world-ending conversation. Mine. Yours. Ours.

Her breaths became short, sharp pants. Her head tossed side to side on the pillow. “Right there… oh, don’t stop…”

He wouldn’t. Couldn’t. His world narrowed to the slick, hot junction of their bodies, the slap of skin on skin, the smell of sex and her perfume. He drove into her, over and over, chasing a peak that was already blindingly close. Her legs tightened around him, her heels digging into the small of his back.

“I’m gonna… Daryl, I’m gonna come…” she choked out.

“Come for me,” he grunted, his pace turning frantic, brutal. “Come on my cock.”

Her back arched clear off the bed. A silent scream shaped her mouth as her orgasm hit. Her pussy clenched around him in rhythmic, violent pulses, a velvet vise that stripped away the last of his control.

With a raw, guttural shout he’d never heard from his own throat, he plunged deep and came. It was a volcanic eruption, heat and power surging from his core as he emptied himself into her. Jet after jet of his release filled her, claiming her, seeding her already fertile womb. The possessive, animal rightness of it was overwhelming. He collapsed on top of her, spent, his face buried in the sweat-dampened curve of her neck.

For long minutes, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the distant hum of the house. The reality of their situation began to seep back in, cold around the edges of their warm, tangled limbs.

He shifted, pulling out of her with a soft, wet sound. He rolled onto his side, gathering her against him. She nestled into his chest, her hand resting on his pounding heart.

“It’s going to be a war,” he said into her hair, his voice hoarse. “Your mother… I’ll lose her. She’ll hate me. She might hate you.”

Katrina’s fingers traced idle patterns on his skin. “I know.”

“We could lose everything. The house. Friends. Everything we care about.”

“I know that, too.” She looked up at him, her eyes clear and calm. “But we have each other. And we have this.” Her hand drifted down to rest on her lower stomach.

He covered her hand with his own. The future was a terrifying, jagged cliff edge. But holding her, feeling the proof of their union between them, a strange, defiant peace settled over him. The die was cast. There was no going back to the grey, guilty half-life before.

“As long as we’re together,” she whispered, echoing his own chaotic thoughts, “I can handle anything.”

He believed her. In that moment, he believed they could conquer anything. He kissed her forehead, his mind already racing through a thousand impossible scenarios—confessions, moves, new names, a life built on the ruins of the old one. The fear was still there, a cold knot under his ribs, but it was now intertwined with a thrilling, desperate hope.

Daryl heard the garage door open. Marianne was home. Their time in this bubble was running out.

“Your mom is back,” Daryl murmured.

“I don’t want you to go.”

“I have to.” He started to sit up, the cool air hitting his skin making him shiver.

The room smelled intensely of sex. The pregnancy test still lay on the floor by the bed, the blue letters staring up at them both like a silent judge. The undeniable proof that their secret was about to become a permanent reality.
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The red light on the hallway camera blinked, a tiny malevolent eye recording her every stumble. Tessa fumbled with her keys, the metallic scrape too sharp in the silent midnight house. She pushed the door open, the scent of her night—cigarette smoke, cheap beer, the earthy hint of weed—clinging to her like a second skin. Her heels made soft taps on the tile.

The kitchen light flared on, blinding her.

Grant sat at the head of the oak table, a mountain of quiet fury in a worn police department t-shirt. His arms were crossed, his gaze flat and assessing. The digital clock on the microwave glowed 2:47 AM.

Since Grant had married Tessa’s mom, he’d been strict, always trying to be the disciplinarian. His years on the police force hadn’t just shaped his career; they had calcified into a rigid, uncompromising parenting style that left no room for Tessa’s rebellion. He didn’t just set rules; he enforced them with a clinical, heavy-handed authority.

“Nice of you to join us,” he said. His voice was low, a controlled rumble.

Tessa’s heart hammered against her ribs. She lifted her chin. “I’m eighteen. I don’t have a curfew.”

“In my house, you do.” He didn’t move, but his presence seemed to fill the room, pushing the air out. “And in my house, you don’t come home smelling like a dive bar and a dispensary. Look at you.”

He was looking at her. And she knew it. A black mini-skirt that barely covered her thighs, a silky top that dipped low, smudged eyeliner. She leaned against the doorframe, feigning a calm she didn’t feel. “So what? What are you gonna do about it, Grant? Wake up mom?”

He moved then. Not fast, but with a heavy, inevitable certainty. The chair legs scraped the floor. He stood, and the overhead light carved shadows into the hard planes of his face. “You think eighteen makes you an adult? You have the sense of a goddamn gnat.” He took a step closer. The smell of his soap, clean and sharp, cut through her own stale scents. “You’re reckless. You’re stupid. And you’re about to learn there are still consequences.”

A hot spike of defiance shot through her fear. “Oh yeah? Like what? You gonna ground me? Take my phone?” She gave a brittle laugh. “You’re not my dad.”

“No,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper that prickled the hair on her neck. “I’m not. Which means I don’t have to be nice about it.” He reached out, his fingers wrapping around her upper arm. His grip was firm, unbreakable. He pulled her away from the door, his other hand snatching a straight-backed wooden chair from the table. He sat down heavily, the old wood creaking under his weight.

Confusion, then a dawning, impossible understanding froze her. “What are you doing?”

He adjusted his position, his thighs spreading slightly. “What you should have gotten a long time ago. You’re not too old for a spanking, Tessa.”

Laughter bubbled up, hysterical and thin. “You’re insane. Let go of me!”

He didn’t. With a single, efficient tug, he pulled her off balance. The world tilted. Her stomach swooped. Then she was falling forward, over the hard ridge of his lap. The edge of the seat dug into her hips. The rough fabric of his sweatpants scratched the exposed skin of her thighs. Her hands slapped the cool tile floor for balance, her skirt riding up to her waist. The air in the kitchen felt frigid against her bare skin.

“Stop! Get off!” she shrieked, wriggling, her heels kicking at nothing.

His left arm came down like a bar across the small of her back, pinning her in place. “Be still.”

The first smack landed.

It wasn’t a tap. It was a solid, open-palmed crack that exploded across the seat of her thin panties. A sharp, stinging heat bloomed instantly. She gasped, more from shock than pain.

The second followed. And a third. Each one a separate, startling event of sound and sensation. The sting built, layer upon layer, a fierce, spreading warmth. Her struggles weakened, replaced by shaky breaths. Each impact jolted through her, a shocking, rhythmic punctuation to the humiliating position. She squeezed her eyes shut, teeth gritted. This wasn’t happening.

His hand came down again, lower this time, the sharp slap landing on the tender skin where her thigh met her bottom. A choked sound escaped her throat—not quite a sob, not quite a moan.

Then his hand stilled. It rested, heavy and hot, on the punished curve of her ass. She could feel the calluses on his palm through the lace of her panties. Her whole body trembled, suspended over his lap. The only sounds were her ragged breathing and the low hum of the refrigerator.

His fingers moved.

Not to strike. They slid, slowly, tracing the fevered skin he’d just reddened. A slow, curious glide from the crest of one cheek down to the damp junction of her thighs. She froze, every muscle locking.

His finger slipped beneath the lace edge of her panties, into the humid heat between her legs.

She jolted as if electrocuted. “Grant.” The word was a breathless puff against the floor.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured, his voice thick with something she’d never heard from him before. His finger pressed, finding her slit through the slick fabric. A jolt of pure, undiluted pleasure-pain shot up her spine. Her hips gave an involuntary twitch forward, seeking the pressure. Oh god.

“I know what you do,” he said, his finger making a slow, circular motion that made her toes curl in her shoes. “I see everything. The cameras aren’t just for burglars.”

Her mind scrambled. The backyard. Last weekend. Jason. The blanket under the oak tree, his frantic hands, her own whispered urgency.

“I watched you,” Grant continued, his finger hooking into the leg of her panties, pulling them aside. The cool air hit her exposed flesh, followed immediately by the shocking, intimate touch of his bare skin on hers. One blunt finger slid along her folds, gathering wetness. “I watched you let that boy fuck you right there on the grass. Saw you arch your back for him. Heard the little noises you made.”

Shame burned through her, hotter than the spanking. But beneath it, coiling low in her belly, was a treacherous, molten thrill. He’d seen her. He’d watched.

His finger pushed inside her, just to the first knuckle. Her inner muscles clenched around it, a tight, helpless spasm. A whimper leaked from her lips.

“You liked putting on a show,” he growled. His finger plunged deeper, a smooth, sure invasion. “So show me now.”

He started to move his hand, his finger fucking into her with a steady, relentless rhythm. A second finger joined the first, stretching her, filling her in a way Jason’s fumbling never had. The pad of his thumb ground against her clit with every thrust. The dual sensations—the deep, full feeling and the rough, perfect friction—unraveled her. Her back arched, presenting herself to his hand. A low, continuous moan vibrated in her throat. The earlier sting on her ass melted into a background throb, a counterpoint to the acute pleasure he was wringing from her core.

“That’s it,” he grunted. His fingers curled, stroking a spot inside her that made her vision whiten at the edges. Her hips began to rock, meeting his thrusts, chasing the crest of a wave she could feel building, terrifying and inevitable.

Just as the tension coiled to its breaking point, he withdrew his fingers.

The emptiness was a physical ache. She cried out, a wordless sound of protest.

He shifted beneath her, his arm loosening its hold. “Up. On your knees.”

Dazed, liquid with need, she pushed herself up. She knelt on the floor between his spread legs, looking up at him. His face was flushed, his eyes dark pools of intent. He didn’t speak. He just unfastened the drawstring of his sweatpants and pushed them down, along with his boxers.

His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already fully hard. The sight of it, so blunt and real, stole the air from her lungs.

He fisted it at the base, guiding the swollen, ruddy tip toward her mouth. “Open.”

Her lips parted obediently. The first touch of him, the smooth, hot skin, the salt-bitter taste, made her flinch. He didn’t force it. He painted her lips with the moisture beading at his slit, then traced the plump curve of her lower lip.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

The praise, in that rough voice, did something to her. She leaned forward, taking him into her mouth. He was too big, stretching her jaws. She could only manage the first few inches. She swirled her tongue, experimenting.

A harsh groan ripped from his chest. His hand came to the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. Not yanking, just holding. Guiding. “Yeah. Just like that.”

He began to move. Short, shallow thrusts at first, letting her adjust. Then deeper, his hips pushing forward, the head of his cock nudging the back of her throat. Her eyes watered. She relaxed her throat, letting him slide deeper on the next push. The feeling of being used, of her mouth being filled by him, sent a fresh rush of wetness between her own legs. She moaned around him, the vibration making his thighs tense.

“Fuck,” he breathed. He pulled back, his cock slipping from her lips with a wet pop. “Stand up. Take it all off.”

Her fingers trembled as she stood. She peeled off her top, her skirt, her soaked panties. She stood naked before him in the harsh kitchen light, her skin pebbled with goosebumps, her nipples drawn into tight peaks. His gaze raked over her, possessive and hungry.

“Turn around. Hands on the table. Bend over.”

She obeyed, the smooth, polished wood cool under her palms. She bent at the waist, presenting herself to him. She heard him stand, the rustle of clothing kicked aside. Then his hands were on her hips, heavy and hot. The broad, blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, nudging through her slickness.

He pushed inside.

It was a slow, inexorable stretch. He was so much bigger, so much more substantial than his fingers. Her breath caught in a sharp gasp as he filled her, inch by relentless inch, until his hips met the curve of her ass. A full, aching pressure bloomed inside her. For a moment, they were both still, joined in the silent kitchen.

Then he pulled back and drove into her again.

A cry tore from her throat—loud, unbidden. His hand flew from her hip and clamped over her mouth, muffling her. His lips brushed her ear, his breath hot. “Quiet. You’ll wake your mother.” The words were a thrilling, dangerous whisper against her skin.

He fucked her then. Hard, deep, punishing strokes that drove her up onto her toes with every thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin, wet and rhythmic, filled the room. The table legs squeaked against the floor. With his hand over her mouth, her senses narrowed to the feeling of him—the drag of him inside her, the stretch, the deep, grinding friction that sparked white fire along her nerves. Her own pleasure mounted, a coiling, screaming tension eclipsing everything—the shame, the fear, the wrongness of it.

His other hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit. Two rough circles and she shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and silent against his palm. Her inner walls clenched around his cock in frantic, fluttering pulses. A strangled sob vibrated against his hand, her knees buckling. He held her up, his own rhythm becoming frantic, brutal.

With a guttural groan, he slammed into her one last time and held there. She felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release deep inside her, a flood of intimate heat. He shuddered against her back, his weight heavy.

For a long minute, the only sounds were their ragged breaths.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A trickle of warmth slid down her inner thigh. He removed his hand from her mouth. The cool air felt sharp on her damp lips.

He stepped back. She heard him pulling his clothes back on.

Tessa stayed bent over the table for a long moment, her forehead resting against the cool wood, her body trembling with the aftershocks of a climax that had been more intense than anything she’d ever known. The silence of the house felt different now—no longer empty, but heavy with the weight of the secret they had just forged in the dark.

She heard the snap of his waistband and the clink of his belt. When she finally found the strength to stand, her legs felt like water. She turned, clutching her discarded clothes to her chest, her face burning as she looked at him. Grant was already back in his "Officer" persona, his face a mask of stoic control, though his eyes remained dark, tracking the way her chest heaved.

"Clean up," he said, his voice regaining that low, disciplinary rumble. "And get to bed. If I see you on those cameras tomorrow morning looking like you didn't get eight hours of sleep, we're going to have another talk."

The threat didn't make her flinch this time; it made her core throb. He reached out, his hand catching her chin, forcing her to look up at him. "This never happened, Tessa. Not a word to your mother. Not a word to your friends. If I find out you’ve opened your mouth, the next lesson won't be nearly as pleasant."

"I won't tell," she whispered, her heart racing. "I promise, Grant."

He held her gaze for a beat longer, his thumb grazing her lower lip, before he turned and walked toward the hallway without a backward glance. Tessa watched him go, the ghost of his touch still searing her skin. She looked down at the puddle of her clothes on the floor and then up at the red eye of the security camera. She knew he’d be watching the footage later. She knew he’d be watching her every move from now on.

And as she climbed the stairs to her room, her hand trailing along the banister, Tessa realized she wasn't just okay with it—she was already counting down the minutes until she could break the rules again.
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“You’re too beautiful for your own good, you know that?”

Lily’s lips curved into a smile that wasn’t sweet at all. It was a challenge, hot and sharp as the air in the room. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to hear you say that.”

Gabe’s heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat warning of collapse. He forced his eyes away from the shadow of her nipples beneath the pale silk, from the way the thin fabric clung to every curve the humid night air offered up. “Lily. We can’t.”

“Why?” The single word hung between them, thick with the scent of jasmine from the open window and something else, something muskier, more dangerous.

He had no answer. Or rather, he had a hundred answers, each one crumbling to dust under the weight of her gaze. She was eighteen. His stepdaughter. A line etched in stone, in law, in the fragile peace of their family.

But the stone was melting tonight.

—

The heat had won hours ago.

Gabe lay in his own bed, sheets kicked to the floor, boxers the only concession to modesty. The oppressive blanket of the summer night pressed down, suffocating. He’d heard the soft thump and subsequent sigh of frustration from Lily’s room down the hall when her window AC unit gave its last, pathetic rattle and died. He’d almost gone to check, almost offered to look at it. He didn’t.

Instead, he’d retreated to the living room, the ceiling fan there doing a marginally better job of moving the soupy air around. He’d clicked on the TV, not seeing it, the blue glow painting the dark room in ghostly shades. He was trying, trying so damn hard to be the adult, to be the wall against this tide that had been rising in him since… God, since she’d turned eighteen last month? Longer? He shut the thought down.

The soft pad of bare feet on hardwood made the fine hairs on his arms rise.

He didn’t turn. He kept his eyes on the meaningless news report.

She appeared in the doorway, backlit by the hall light. The sight stole the air from his lungs. A slip of a nightgown, silk or satin, the color of moonlight. It ended mid-thigh, and the cut of it left little to imagination. The swell of her breasts, the taut peak of her nipples, the gentle flare of her hips—all were outlined in devastating clarity.

“Can’t sleep either?” Her voice was husky with the heat, or something else.

“Fan’s better in here,” he managed, his own voice rough.

She drifted into the room, a phantom of heat and silk. She stopped by the sofa, her thigh inches from his bare shoulder. He could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. “My room’s an oven.”

“I heard it give out.”

“A heroic death.” She smiled down at him, and in the flickering TV light, she looked older. Not a girl. A woman. “Mind if I join you?”

Before he could form a protest, she sank onto the sofa beside him, tucking her legs underneath her. The movement made the nightgown ride up, exposing a smooth expanse of pale thigh. Gabe stared resolutely at the television, his knuckles white where he gripped his own knee.

Silence stretched, taut as a wire. The only sounds were the droning fan and the frantic rush of blood in his ears.

“It’s crazy, this heat,” she murmured, leaning back. Her arm brushed his. A spark, immediate and electric, jolted up his side. “Makes you feel… reckless.”

“Lily.” It was a warning, weak and breathless.

She turned her head to look at him. Her eyes were dark pools, reflecting the TV’s glow. “You look good, Gabe. You always do.”

The compliment, so direct, so utterly inappropriate, landed like a physical blow. He finally turned to face her, the wall he’d been building all night cracking. “You can’t say things like that.”

“Why not? It’s true.” She shifted, turning her body toward him, one knee now pressing against his thigh. “I think about you. I have for a while now.”

The admission hung in the hot air, shimmering with peril. Every moral, every societal rule screamed at him to get up, to walk away, to be the father she needed.

He was frozen.

“Since when?” The question was out before he could stop it, a hungry, shameful thing.

“Since my birthday,” she said, no hesitation. “Maybe before. But that night, when you hugged me… I felt it. I know you did too.”

He had. A hug that lasted a beat too long, the feel of her young body against his, the sudden, shocking hardness that had stirred in his boxers. He’d shoved it down, buried it under layers of guilt. But here it was, dug up and blazing between them.

“This is a line,” he said, the words ash in his mouth. “A line we can’t uncross.”

“What if I want to cross it?” Her hand came up, her fingertips grazing his stubbled jaw. The touch was fire. “What if I’ve been dreaming about crossing it?”

His control shattered.

The groan that tore from his chest was pure surrender. He caught her wrist, not to push her away, but to hold her touch against his skin. “Christ, Lily… you’re too damn beautiful. It’s been torture.”

Her smile then was victorious, radiant. “Then stop torturing yourself.”

She moved, fluid and sure, swinging a leg over his lap to straddle him. The thin silk of her nightgown was all that separated her heat from his. He could feel the warmth of her core, a searing brand against his aching cock, which strained against his boxers, thick and urgent.

“See?” she whispered, her breath hot against his lips. “You want this too.”

His hands came up, gripping her hips through the silk, holding her there as if she might vanish. “This is wrong.”

“It doesn’t feel wrong.” She leaned down, her lips a hair’s breadth from his. “It feels inevitable.”

He closed the distance.

The kiss was not gentle. It was a collision, a release of months, years, of suppressed want. His mouth slanted over hers, demanding, and she met him with equal fervor, her lips parting, her tongue seeking his. The taste of her—mint toothpaste and something uniquely Lily—exploded on his senses. One of his hands slid up her back, tangling in the thick silk of her hair, pulling her closer. The other stayed on her hip, fingers digging into the soft flesh.

She rocked against him, a slow, grinding motion that made him see stars behind his closed eyelids. The friction, even through the layers of fabric, was exquisite torment.

He broke the kiss, breathing ragged. “We can’t… here…”

“No one’s here,” she panted, her eyes glazed with need. “Mom’s gone until Sunday.”

The last thread of his resistance snapped. With a growl, he grabbed the hem of her nightgown and pulled it up, over her head, tossing it aside. She knelt above him, gloriously naked, her skin glowing in the dim light. Her breasts were full, tipped with taut, rosy peaks. He took one in his hand, the weight perfect, and lowered his mouth, sucking the nipple deep.

She cried out, her back arching, fingers clawing into his shoulders. “Yes…”

He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his tongue circling, teeth grazing gently, until she was gasping. Her hands fumbled between them, sliding beneath the waistband of his boxers. Her fingers wrapped around him, and the shock of her cool touch on his burning flesh drew a ragged groan from his throat.

“God, Lily…”

She stroked him, her grip firm, her thumb swiping over the slick head. He was painfully hard, every nerve ending screaming. He watched, mesmerized, as her head dipped, her hair falling like a curtain around them.

Her mouth was hot, wet, perfect. She took him slowly, her tongue flat against the underside as she sank down, her lips stretching to accommodate him. The sensation was so intense, so filthy and perfect, that his head fell back against the sofa with a thud. His hands went to her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she began to move.

She was not practiced, but she was eager, passionate. She sucked him deep, then pulled back, her tongue swirling around the tip before diving down again. A string of saliva connected her lips to him when she came up for air, and the sight of it, of her glistening mouth on his cock, pushed him closer to the edge.

“Wait… stop,” he gasped, tugging gently on her hair. “I want to taste you.”

A flash of raw hunger crossed her face. She rose, her body gleaming with a light sheen of sweat, and shifted, moving to lie back against the cushions, her legs falling open in invitation.

Gabe slid to his knees on the floor before the sofa. The sight of her, laid bare for him, her folds already glistening with her own arousal, was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen. He leaned in, the scent of her—musky, sweet, entirely female—filling his head. He didn’t tease. He put his mouth on her, his tongue finding her clit in one long, flat stroke.

She jolted, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Her hands flew to his head, fingers twisting in his hair. He lapped at her, savoring her flavor, the way she pulsed against his tongue. He focused on that sensitive nub, circling it, flicking it, then sucking it gently between his lips.

“Gabe… oh, fuck…” Her hips bucked off the cushions, seeking more pressure, more friction.

He gave it to her. He drove his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, then returned to her clit, relentless. He could feel her tightening, her thighs beginning to tremble where they bracketed his head. Her moans grew higher, more desperate.

“I’m… I’m going to…”

He doubled his efforts, sliding two fingers inside her curling them upward. She came with a shattered scream, her body bowing off the sofa, her inner muscles clamping rhythmically around his fingers. He rode out her climax with his mouth, gentling his strokes until she collapsed back, boneless and gasping.

He rose over her, his own need a throbbing, urgent beast. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips. She kissed him back hungrily, her hands roaming his back, his shoulders.

“Now,” she breathed against his mouth. “Please, Gabe. Now.”

He fumbled with a condom from his wallet—a relic from a life that felt a century ago—sheathed himself, and positioned himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, dark and blown wide with pleasure. “Last chance to be sensible.”

She wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back. “Fuck sensible.”

He pushed inside.

The heat, the tight, wet clutch of her was staggering. He sank in slowly, an inch at a time, giving her body time to stretch, to accept him. Her breath came in hot pants against his neck, her nails scoring his shoulders. When he was fully seated, buried to the hilt, they both went still, overwhelmed by the sheer, illicit perfection.

Then he moved.

The first stroke was slow, deep, a deliberate drag that made her eyes roll back. The second was faster. Soon he was pistoning into her, the slick, wet sounds of their coupling mixing with their ragged breaths and the creak of the sofa springs. The humid air clung to their sweat-slicked skin, amplifying every sensation, every slap of flesh.

“Harder,” she begged, her head thrashing side to side. “Don’t hold back.”

He didn’t. He fucked her with a year’s worth of pent-up desire, each thrust driving her higher into the cushions. He changed the angle, and she gasped, her eyes flying open. “There! Right there!”

He hammered that spot, the one that made her see stars, his own pleasure coiling tight and low in his gut. He wanted to see her come again. He wanted to feel it.

“Touch yourself,” he gritted out, his rhythm becoming punishing. “Show me.”

Her hand slipped between their grinding bodies, her fingers finding her clit. A few frantic circles and she was screaming again, her inner walls milking his cock in violent, pulsing waves. The sight of her coming undone beneath him, because of him, shattered his last shred of control.

He drove into her one last time, deep and final, his body locking as he followed her into the abyss. A ragged, broken sound escaped him, lost against the curve of her shoulder, as he felt his own release pulse against the thin barrier of the latex. For a long, heavy minute, there was only the sound of the ceiling fan and their frantic, synchronized gasps.

The air felt even heavier now, thick with the weight of the line they had finally, irrevocably crossed. Gabe slowly pulled away, his eyes avoiding hers as he dealt with the condom, the mundane act feeling obscenely domestic in the wake of their betrayal. He sat on the edge of the sofa, his head in his hands, the blue light of the television casting long, accusing shadows across the floor.

“Gabe?” Lily’s voice was soft, devoid of the earlier defiance, yet she didn't sound like she regretted a single second. She sat up, her pale skin glowing in the dark. She reached out, her hand resting on the tensed muscle of his bare back. “Don't. Don't look like that.”

“Your mother...” he started, the words feeling like lead in his throat. “If she ever found out, Lily, I’d lose everything. You’d lose everything.”

“She won't,” Lily whispered, moving closer until her chest was pressed against his back, her arms wrapping around his neck. She pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the base of his skull, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. “It’s our secret. And it wasn’t a mistake, Gabe. You know it wasn't.”

He closed his eyes, leaning back into her embrace even as his mind screamed at him to run. The guilt was a cold weight in his stomach, but the memory of her skin, her heat, and the way she’d just looked at him was a fire he wasn't ready to put out. He turned in her arms, pulling her into a kiss that was quieter this time, but no less desperate. The summer night was far from over, and he knew that the line wasn't just crossed—it had been erased forever.
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“Do you have any idea what your mother would do?”

The words hung in the humid air of the basement weight room, a low, strained question from Marcus. He’d pulled back from the kiss, his hands still cradling her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. His breathing was shallow, his eyes dark.

Mia didn’t answer with words. Her fingers, slick with her own sweat, twisted into the fabric of his t-shirt. She pulled.

He came back to her mouth like a man drowning.

That was how it started. Or rather, that was the point of no return.

—

An hour earlier, the rhythm was different. The only sounds were the metallic clank of weight plates, the steady hiss of her own breath, and the low hum of the dehumidifier fighting a losing battle. Mia, at twenty-one, found a strange peace in the ritual. Her gym membership had lapsed, a casualty of post-graduate budgeting, but the house she shared with her mother and stepfather had this private sanctuary in the basement. Marcus, a financial advisor with a taste for nice things, had outfitted it years ago: professional-grade rubber mats, a full rack, a sleek adjustable bench, even a mirrored wall.

She was on her third set of hip thrusts, the bar heavy across her pelvis, when the door at the top of the stairs opened. Footsteps, familiar and measured, came down.

“Just me,” Marcus called out, his voice echoing slightly off the concrete walls. “Wanted to check the cable pulley. Sounded gritty last week.”

Mia finished her rep, easing the bar back onto the safety racks before sitting up. “It’s been fine for me.”

Marcus, at forty-five, moved with an athlete’s awareness. He was dressed in dark jeans and a simple grey tee that stretched across his shoulders. He’d always kept in shape, a fact Mia had noticed in a detached, aesthetic way for years. Lately, the noticing felt different. Sharper.

“I better just check it,” he said, a half-smile playing on his lips as he walked to the machine. He gave the cable a few experimental pulls, the muscles in his back and arms shifting under the cotton. The machine was silent.

“Seems okay,” Mia said, standing. She wiped her forehead with the back of her wrist. She was poured into high-waisted black spandex leggings and a matching sports bra. The room’s heat had plastered the fabric to her skin, making every curve and dip obvious. A fine sheen of sweat made her glow under the fluorescent lights.

“I guess it’s alright,” Marcus said, turning. His eyes swept over her, a quick, professional glance that lingered a beat too long on the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “You’re working hard. Need a spot?”

“I was about to bench.” The words came out softer than she intended.

“Go for it. I’ll rack the weight.”

She lay back on the cool leather of the bench, the scent of it and her own perfume filling her nose. She heard the clatter of plates as he added more to the bar. “That’s too much,” she said.

“You can handle it. I’ve seen you.” His voice was closer now. He stood at the head of the bench, his hips level with her eyes. “Just one. I’ve got you.”

She gripped the bar, her knuckles whitening. She pushed it up, locking her elbows, then began the slow descent to her chest. The weight was serious. It pressed the air from her lungs. Halfway down, her arms trembled.

“Easy,” Marcus murmured. His hands didn’t touch the bar. They hovered, inches from her own on the steel. His body leaned over her, his torso blocking the light. She was enveloped in his space, his scent—clean soap, a faint trace of his cologne, something warm and male. The heat from his skin radiated against her upturned face, her throat, the exposed plane of her stomach.

She pushed the weight back up, the strain a bright fire in her muscles. At the top, she let out a shaky breath. She held it there, her arms trembling with the effort and with something else. Finally, she re-racked the weight.

“Marcus.” Her voice was a thread of sound.

“I’m here.”

“Do you ever feel… a spark?” The question hung between them, absurd and dangerous. “With me, I mean. Not with Mom.”

The silence that followed was absolute, broken only by the hum of electricity. His drifted down, his fingertips brushing a stray, sweat-damp strand of hair from her temple.

“Mia.” Her name was a sigh, a surrender. “You have no idea.”

“I think I do.” She let go of the bar entirely. Her hands fell to her sides, palms pressing into the slick leather. “Boys my age are… boys. They don’t look at me the way you do. They don’t make me feel…”

“How do I look at you?” He re-racked the bar with a solid clang. The sound was final. He didn’t straighten up. He remained leaning over her, caging her in.

“Like you see me,” she whispered. “All of me. And you want it.”

A low sound escaped him, almost a groan. “You’ve grown into a stunning woman, Mia. It’s been… a struggle. To stay just your stepdad. To just be in the same house and pretend I don’t notice.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Every nerve ending was on fire, hyper-aware of the inch of space between his body and hers. The air was thick, syrupy with heat and tension. She lifted a hand, her fingers brushing the rough denim covering his thigh. “So stop pretending.”

He moved like lightning. One hand slid behind her neck, the other bracing on the bench by her hip. His mouth crashed down on hers.

The first kiss was all desperation, a pent-up floodgate bursting open. His lips were firm, demanding. Hers parted instantly, a soft gasp lost in his mouth. The taste of him was mint and coffee and something uniquely Marcus. His tongue swept against hers, and a jolt of pure, undiluted lust shot straight to her core, making her arch up off the bench.

This was the moment he pulled back, his chest heaving. “Do you have any idea what your mother would do?”

Mia answered by fisting her hands in his shirt and dragging him back down.

The second kiss was slower, deeper, a deliberate exploration. His hand left the bench and skimmed up her side, his thumb sliding over the lower curve of her breast where it swelled above her sports bra. A sharp, sweet ache blossomed there. She moaned into his mouth, her hips shifting restlessly on the leather.

He broke the kiss, his lips trailing fire down her jaw to her throat. “This is crazy,” he breathed against her damp skin. “We should stop.”

“I don’t care.” She tugged at his shirt. “Off. Please.”

He obliged, pulling the tee over his head in one swift motion. His chest was solid, defined, with a dusting of dark hair. Mia’s hands were on him immediately, mapping the hard planes, feeling the frantic beat of his heart under her palm.

“My turn,” he growled. His fingers hooked under the tight elastic of her sports bra. He dragged it up, over her breasts, and then off entirely, tossing it aside. The cool air hit her heated skin, tightening her nipples into hard, sensitive peaks.

He didn’t pause to look. He lowered his head and took one taut peak into his mouth.

The sensation was electric. The wet heat of his mouth, the rough scrape of his tongue, the gentle suction. A ragged cry tore from her throat. Her fingers plunged into his hair, holding him to her. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his teeth grazing lightly, making her jerk and whimper. The bench felt too small, the room too hot. She was drowning in sensation.

His hand slid down her stomach, over the slick spandex, and cupped her between her legs. Even through the fabric, the pressure was exquisite. She ground against his palm, a raw, needy motion.

“Marcus, please.”

He stood up suddenly, leaving her bereft and cold. But his eyes were blazing. He undid his belt, the leather sliding free with a hiss. He unbuttoned his jeans, pushed them and his boxer briefs down just enough to free himself.

Mia’s breath caught. He was thick, fully erect, the head flushed a dark red. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. The sight sent a fresh surge of wetness between her own legs.

“See what you do?” he said, his voice rough. He took her hand and wrapped her fingers around him. The skin was hot, smooth as velvet over the rigid steel beneath. She stroked him, once, twice, feeling him swell further in her grip.

That was all the encouragement she needed. She slid off the bench, her knees hitting the rubber mat. She looked up at him, her gaze holding his, and then leaned forward. Her tongue darted out, tracing that bead of moisture, tasting his salt and musk. A violent shudder ran through him.

She opened her mouth and took him in.

The feeling was overwhelming—the weight of him on her tongue, the stretch of her lips, the heady, masculine scent of him. She moved slowly at first, learning his shape, the sensitive ridge beneath the head. She used her tongue, swirling it around the tip before sinking down deeper, taking more of him. Her hand worked the base in a tight, twisting motion.

His groan echoed off the walls. His hands returned to her hair, not forcing, but cradling her head, his thumbs stroking her temples. “God, Mia… your mouth. So good.”

She lost herself in the rhythm, in the sounds he made, in the way his hips began a subtle, involuntary thrust. The power was intoxicating. She took him deeper, until he hit the back of her throat, and she relaxed, letting him slide further. His choked gasp was her reward.

“Enough,” he gasped, pulling her gently but firmly back by her hair. “I want to taste you.”

He helped her up, his hands urgent on her leggings. He peeled them down her legs, taking her underwear with them. The air was cool on her wet, exposed flesh. He guided her back onto the bench, but this time she lay along its length, her head propped on the padded end.

Marcus dropped to his knees between her splayed legs. For a long moment, he just looked, his eyes dark with hunger. Then he bent forward.

The first touch of his tongue was a soft, searching stroke from her opening all the way up to her clit. Mia cried out, her back bowing off the bench. He did it again, slower this time, lapping at her like she was something precious. Then he zeroed in on the swollen, aching bundle of nerves.

He was not gentle. He feasted. His mouth sealed over her, his tongue flicking and circling with a relentless, expert precision. One hand pressed down on her lower belly, holding her in place, while the other slid two fingers inside her.

The double assault shattered her. Pleasure coiled, tight and burning, deep in her belly. She thrashed her head, her heels digging into the mats for purchase. “Yes, right there, don’t stop, don’t stop!”

He added a third finger, stretching her, curling them to stroke a spot inside that made stars burst behind her eyelids. His tongue kept its relentless rhythm on her clit. The pressure built, a scream gathering in her lungs. It broke over her in a violent, convulsing wave. Her entire body seized, her vision whiting out as she came with a choked, sobbing cry against the back of her hand.

Before the tremors even subsided, he was moving. He flipped her over onto her stomach with a strength that left her dizzy. He pulled her hips back until she was on her knees, her upper body slumped over the cool leather of the bench. She felt the broad, blunt head of him nudge against her, slick from her own arousal and his mouth.

He pushed inside.

The stretch was breathtaking, a perfect, burning fullness. He seated himself to the hilt in one long, slow thrust, a groan tearing from his chest. For a second, neither of them moved, joined completely, his body covering hers.

Then he began to move.

His pace was punishing, each powerful thrust driving her forward on the bench. His hands gripped her hips hard, his fingers digging into her flesh, holding her steady for his deep, claiming strokes. The sound of skin slapping against skin, of their ragged breaths, filled the room.

“So perfect,” he grunted, his voice strained. “So damn tight around me.”

Mia could only gasp, each drive of his hips sending fresh sparks of pleasure through her oversensitized nerves. The angle was deep, hitting places that made her see stars. She pushed back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust, the leather of the bench squeaking beneath them.

One of his hands slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again. The touch was electric, sending her careening toward another peak. The coil wound tighter, hotter, until it snapped. Her second orgasm ripped through her, a silent, convulsing wave that milked him, pulling a harsh, guttural shout from his throat.

He drove into her three more times, deep and hard, before he stilled, his body going rigid against hers. She felt the hot pulse of his release inside her, a final, intimate claim. He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her into the bench, his face buried in the sweat-damp hair at her neck.

For long minutes, the only sound was their struggling breaths, slowly synchronizing. The humid air, thick with the scent of sex and sweat, clung to their skin.

Finally, Marcus shifted, slipping out of her. He turned her gently, pulling her against his chest as he sat on the edge of the bench, cradling her in his lap. She nestled into him, boneless, her ear pressed over the frantic drum of his heart.

“Mia,” he whispered into her hair. His voice was raw, stripped bare. “This… the risk…”

She lifted a heavy hand and pressed her fingers to his lips. Her own voice was a husky rasp. “It’s our secret. No one will know.”
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The air between them crackled through the entire meal.

Bethany, twenty-two and sharp with the confidence of a new degree, swirled her wine. The heavy crystal glass felt cool in her palm. Across the linen-draped table, Jack watched her. His eyes, a steady blue she’d known for ten years, held a focus now that made her pulse skip. He wasn’t looking at her face, not really. He was tracing the line of her bare shoulder where the thin strap of her black dress had slipped.

“To the graduate,” he said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the restaurant’s murmur. He lifted his own glass. “The first in the family.”

“Thanks, Daddy. It means a lot, coming from you,” she said, and the words hung there, loaded. He’d married her mother when she was twelve. For a decade, he’d been Stepdad Jack. Reliable. A little distant. Safe.

Except in the last six months, he hadn’t felt safe at all. He’d felt like a current under still water, pulling at her ankles.

“I’m really proud of you,” he said, a slow smile touching his lips. He didn’t look away. “Becoming such a fine young woman.”

A woman. She laughed, a soft, breathy sound. “Well, you raised me. You taught me well.”

“Watching you grow up has been an honor.” He leaned forward, elbows on the table, closing the space. The cologne he wore—something woodsy and expensive—drifted toward her.

The waiter appeared, clearing their plates, a merciful interruption to the heat climbing up her neck. When they were alone again, Jack’s foot brushed against hers beneath the table. It wasn’t an accident. The contact was firm, deliberate, holding for a three-count before retreating.

Her skin tingled.

—

Back in the hotel suite, the silence was louder. The door clicked shut, sealing them in a world of plush carpet and panoramic city views twinkling beyond the floor-to-ceiling glass. The celebratory champagne from last night stood half-finished on the wet bar.

“You’re tense,” Jack said, shrugging out of his suit jacket. He draped it over a chair. His white dress shirt was open at the collar, sleeves rolled to his forearms. She’d never noticed the dusting of dark hair there before. Or the strength in his hands. “All that studying. You’ve got knots.”

“I’m fine,” she said, but her voice was thin.

“You’re not.” He walked toward her, not stopping until he was close enough for her to feel the warmth radiating from him. “Turn around.”

A command. Gentle, but absolute.

Her breath caught—a sharp intake she couldn’t suppress. She turned, presenting her back to him. His hands landed on her shoulders, thumbs digging into the tight muscle at the base of her neck. A low groan escaped her. It was too good. His fingers were strong, knowing, working a deep, melting pressure into her.

“See?” he murmured, his mouth near her ear. His breath stirred her hair. “Tension.”

He worked in silence for minutes, his hands moving down her spine, pressing through the silky fabric of her dress. Each stroke loosened something in her body and tightened something else, lower down. A coil of pure, liquid heat began to gather in her belly.

“This isn’t helping,” he said, his voice rougher. “The fabric’s in the way.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is it. This is the line.

She didn’t move to stop him when his fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress. The sound of it sliding down was obscenely loud. The dress loosened, pooling at her waist. Cool air hit her skin. He helped her slide it off her arms, letting it fall to the floor in a whisper of expensive material.

She stood before him in only her matching lace bra and panties. The suite’s soft lighting painted her skin in gold.

“Better,” he said, the word a low vibration. His hands returned to her bare back, now sliding over her shoulder blades, down the indent of her spine. The calluses on his palms scraped deliciously against her. “Lie down. On the bed.”

She moved on unsteady legs, lowering herself onto the king-sized mattress. The comforter was cool beneath her stomach. She heard him move behind her, then felt the bed dip as he climbed on, straddling her hips. His weight was solid, anchoring. His thighs caged her.

His hands began again, wider now, sweeping from the sides of her ribs down to the curve of her waist. He kneaded the flesh of her lower back, his thumbs slipping just beneath the elastic of her panties. A shock jolted through her. She pressed her face into the pillow, a muffled sound catching in her throat.

“Shhh,” he soothed, but his hands didn’t stop. They traced the upper swell of her backside, over and over, each pass dipping a fraction lower. The lace of her panties grew damp where his fingers brushed.

Then his palm settled, warm and full, over one cheek of her ass. He squeezed. Not a tentative touch, but a possessive, testing grip. Her hips shifted involuntarily, pushing back into his hand.

“Jack…” His name was a question, a plea.

“Just relaxing you,” he said, his tone all innocence, but his hand was moving again. His fingers traced the crease where her thigh met her buttock, teasing, stroking. Then, with a slow, inexorable pressure, he slid his hand beneath the lace.

The contact was electric. His rough, warm palm met the smooth skin of her bare backside. He cupped her fully, his fingers splaying, his thumb digging into the soft, sensitive flesh. A sharp gasp tore from her lips.

“So soft,” he growled, his own breath becoming ragged. He began to massage her there, his grip firm, his movements circular and intimate. His other hand joined, both sliding beneath the fabric now, working her, claiming her. The lace waistband stretched and pulled, a fragile barrier.

His fingers drifted lower, tracing the inner seam of her thigh. Higher. They brushed against the outer lips of her pussy, already slick with her arousal.

She jerked, a full-body shudder rippling through her.

“Easy,” he whispered, but his finger didn’t retreat. It pressed forward, sliding through her wetness, finding her opening. He circled it once, twice, a maddening promise, before pushing inside.

The invasion was slow, deep, perfect. He filled her, the stretch a blinding, welcome shock. She cried out, the sound swallowed by the pillow.

“God, you’re wet,” he breathed, his hips shifting against her.

She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressed against her thigh through his trousers. He began to move his finger, a steady in-and-out rhythm that made her toes curl into the sheets. A second finger joined the first, stretching her further, lighting up nerves she didn’t know she had. His thumb found her clit, rubbing tight, urgent circles.

The pleasure built fast, a spiraling coil tightening in her core. Her back arched, pushing her ass harder against his hand, taking his fingers deeper. Sounds spilled from her—whimpers, pants, his name broken into syllables.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice thick.

She scrambled to obey, rolling onto her back, her chest heaving. He knelt between her legs, his eyes dark, hungry, drinking her in. Her nipples were hard peaks against the lace of her bra. With a quick, efficient motion, he reached behind her, unsnapped the clasp, and pulled the garment away. Her breasts fell free, and his gaze burned on them.

He didn’t hesitate. He bent his head, his mouth closing over one taut peak. The sensation was raw, direct. His tongue lashed her, his teeth grazed, his lips sucked deep. A jolt of pure need shot straight to her cunt. She tangled her hands in his hair, holding him to her. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same fierce attention, his free hand pinching and rolling the wet nipple he’d just abandoned.

All the while, his other hand was between her legs, his fingers still working inside her, his thumb still pressing on her clit. She was climbing, writhing, completely lost to the dual assault.

He pulled his mouth away with a wet sound, his lips glistening. “I need to taste you,” he said, and it wasn’t a request. He hooked his fingers into the sides of her panties and dragged them down her legs, tossing them aside.

Then he pushed her thighs apart, wide, and lowered his face between them.

The first flat stroke of his tongue up her center made her back bow off the bed. It was hot, wet, demanding. He licked her like a man starving, his mouth sealing over her clit, sucking hard. She screamed, her hands fisting in the sheets. He settled into a rhythm, his tongue flicking, lapping, probing, while his nose nudged against her sensitive flesh.

“Jack, please… I’m going to…” Her words dissolved into a ragged moan.

He grunted against her, the vibration sending fresh shocks through her. He slid two fingers back inside her, curving them, finding a spot that made her vision blur. He fucked her with his fingers and feasted on her with his mouth, relentless, until the orgasm shattered her. It rolled through her in violent, pulsing waves, wringing a raw, continuous cry from her throat. Her legs shook, clamping around his head.

He rode it out with her, gentling his mouth, licking her through the tremors until she collapsed, boneless and gasping.

He rose above her, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His eyes were wild. He fumbled with his belt, his fly, shoving his trousers and boxers down just enough to free his cock. It stood thick and rigid, the tip glistening.

“Look at me,” he said, his voice a graveled command.

She forced her eyes open, meeting his gaze.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick, swollen flesh. “This,” he said, pushing forward an inch, stretching her anew, “is what we’ve both wanted.”

Then he drove into her, one deep, claiming thrust that buried him to the hilt.

The air punched from her lungs. He filled her completely, a hot, hard presence that chased the last echoes of her climax into a fresh surge of sensation. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He pulled back and slammed home again, setting a brutal, demanding pace from the start.

The bed rocked with the force of it. Each thrust jolted through her, friction and fullness igniting a fresh, desperate heat. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his back, meeting him thrust for thrust. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her own choked cries—it was a symphony of hunger.

He fucked her like he was trying to brand himself inside her. One hand gripped her hip, the other braced by her head, his arms corded with strain. Sweat dripped from his brow onto her chest.

“So good,” he grunted, his rhythm faltering for a second as pleasure gripped him. “Fuck, Bethany, you feel… unbelievable.”

She could only moan, her senses overwhelmed by the sheer physical reality of him—the musky scent of his skin, the power in his driving hips, the scrape of his shirt against her nipples.

He changed angles, pulling her leg higher over his shoulder, and the new depth made her cry out. The coiled tension began building again, tighter, faster this time.

“Not enough,” he rasped, suddenly pulling out of her. The emptiness was a shock. “On your knees. Now.”

She moved, her body obeying before her mind could catch up. She got onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his cock nudging at her entrance from behind.

He entered her again, this angle deeper, more invasive. He seated himself fully with a groan that sounded torn from his chest. One hand fisted in her hair, not pulling, just holding, as the other stayed locked on her hip, guiding her back onto him with each powerful thrust.

The view was the city lights, blurred through the glass. The feeling was him, taking her, owning her. The sound was their bodies connecting, wet and hard. He pounded into her, each drive hitting a spot that sparked white behind her eyelids.

“I’m close,” he warned, his voice strained. “Come with me.”

It was all the permission she needed. The friction, the depth, the sheer taboo thrill of it all crested and broke. Her second orgasm crashed over her, a deep, internal quaking that clenched around his cock. She screamed into the comforter, her body shaking violently.

Her spasms triggered his. With a raw, guttural shout, he buried himself as deep as he could go and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, wave after wave, as he shuddered against her back.

Slowly, the world came back. The frantic rhythm stilled. He slumped over her, his weight heavy and welcome, his breaths hot against her shoulder. He softened inside her, but didn’t pull out. For a long minute, there was only the sound of their breathing and the distant hum of the city.

He finally moved, slipping from her body. She collapsed onto her side, spent. He lay down beside her, facing her. His fingers traced a slow path from her temple, down her cheek, to her swollen lips.

Her mind, fuzzy with endorphins, began to clear. The reality of what they’d just done settled in the quiet room.

“My mom…” she started, the words a whisper.

“Will never know,” Jack finished, his voice firm, final. His thumb brushed her lower lip. “This is ours. This weekend is ours.”

He leaned in, kissing her softly, a startling contrast to the frenzy of moments before. “Get some sleep,” he murmured against her mouth. “We have two more days.”

He pulled her against him, her back to his chest, his arm a heavy band around her waist. As she drifted, the sticky evidence of their coupling cooling on her thighs, a slow smile touched her lips. Two more days.

The thought was a spark in the darkness, warm and bright and utterly, completely forbidden.

8 - FORBIDDEN DESIRES IN STEPDAD’S OFFICE
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The house was too quiet, the kind of silence that pressed against the eardrums. Chloe wandered the empty hallways, the soft cotton of her sleep shorts whispering against her thighs. Her mother had gone to bed early. And Paul was in his office. Always in his office.

She paused outside the closed door. A strip of warm light glowed from beneath it. She didn’t knock. The handle turned under her palm with a smooth, silent click.

Paul looked up from his laptop, the blue screen light etching sharp lines into his face. He didn’t seem startled. His eyes, a deep, weary brown, just settled on her. “Chloe.”

“I couldn’t sleep,” she said, her voice smaller than she intended. She leaned against the doorframe, the wood cool through her thin tank top.

“I don’t mind the interruption.” He pushed his chair back a fraction, the gesture an unspoken invitation. “Work is a poor companion tonight.”

She stepped inside, the plush rug soft under her bare feet. The room smelled like him—clean laundry, cedar, and the faint, dry scent of paper. She sat down in the leather armchair opposite his desk, pulling her knees to her chest.

“How’s school?” he asked, his gaze not leaving her face.

A sigh escaped her. “Fine. Classes are fine. It’s… everything else.”

“Everything else?”

“Dating.” The word felt juvenile in the thick air of the room. “The guys. They’re just… boys. Immature. Playing games I don’t have the rulebook for.” She traced a pattern on the chair’s arm, her fingers trembling slightly. “It’s exhausting.”

Paul was quiet for a long moment. The clock on the wall ticked, each second a tiny hammer-strike. “They’re fools,” he said finally, his voice low and rough. “You’re… you’re a stunning woman, Chloe. You deserve someone who sees that. Someone who knows how to treat you. A good man.”

Her pulse skipped, a sudden, hot rhythm in her throat. His words weren’t paternal. They were weighted, deliberate. The space between them seemed to shrink, charged with all the unspoken things from years of living under the same roof—the accidental touches in the kitchen, the held glances a beat too long, the electric silence that followed.

Her mouth was dry. “What if…” she started, then stopped. She looked directly at him, letting every forbidden thought shine in her eyes. “What if the only good man I see… is right here?”

The air left the room. Paul’s jaw tightened. He stood, a slow, powerful uncoiling of his frame. He came around the desk, not to her, but to lean back against its solid edge, facing her. A foot of space separated them.

“Chloe.” Her name was a warning and a plea.

“It’s true,” she whispered. She stood up, taking a step closer to him. She could feel the heat radiating from him. “For years, Paul.”

His control shattered. One hand came up, his fingers brushing her cheek, then threading into the hair at the nape of her neck. The touch was electric, shocking in its tenderness and its sheer, undeniable claim. He pulled her in, his mouth meeting hers.

The first kiss was a question, soft, searching. Then the answer came. His lips parted, his tongue sweeping against hers, and a raw noise vibrated in his chest. Her hands flew to his shoulders, gripping the solid muscle there. The kiss deepened, turned hungry, a dam breaking after a long, slow leak. His other arm banded around her waist, hauling her flush against him. She could feel the hard proof of his desire pressing against her belly, and a bolt of pure, liquid heat shot straight to her core.

He tore his mouth away, breathing ragged. “This is wrong.”

“Do you want to stop?” Her own breath came in short gasps.

His eyes, dark and blazing, gave her the answer. “No.”

Their mouths crashed together again, fiercer this time. His hands were everywhere—skimming down her back, cupping her rear through the thin shorts, pulling her even tighter against his erection. Then his fingers found the hem of her tank top, sliding underneath. The calloused pads of his thumbs brushed over the sensitive peaks of her breasts, over the lace of her bra. She arched into the touch, a sharp gasp breaking their kiss.

“Paul…”

He didn’t hesitate. He tugged the tank top up and over her head, letting it fall to the rug. His eyes drank in the sight of her in her simple lace bra, her skin flushed. With a deft motion, he unfastened the front clasp. It gave way, and her breasts spilled free into the cool office air. His groan was pure, unadulterated want.

He bent his head, his mouth closing over one taut nipple. The sensation was so intense, so direct, her knees buckled. He held her up, his tongue laving, teasing, then sucking deeply. Waves of pleasure radiated out, making her clench empty and aching between her legs. His other hand palmed her other breast, rolling the nipple between his fingers. She cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“I need to feel you,” he growled against her skin.

His hands went to his own belt. The rasp of the leather, the click of the buckle, the zipper’s hiss—each sound was obscenely loud. He pushed his trousers and boxers down just enough to free himself.

Her gaze dropped. He was thick, rigid, the head flushed a deep red. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. Her mouth watered.

“Touch me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Her hand, trembling, reached out. Her fingers wrapped around his length. The skin was silken hot, the shaft like steel beneath. A jolt went through her at the sheer reality of him. She began to move her hand, a tentative stroke.

“Like that,” he encouraged, his head falling back. “Just like that.”

Emboldened, she tightened her grip, establishing a rhythm. His hips pushed faintly into her fist. The pre-ejaculate slicked her movements, making the glide smooth, sensual. He watched her, his eyes heavy-lidded, his breath coming in harsh pants. The power of it, of seeing this strong man unraveling under her touch, sent a fresh surge of wetness between her own legs.

She wanted more. Needed to taste him.

Slowly, she sank to her knees on the soft rug. The perspective was dizzying—him looming above, his cock level with her lips. She looked up, meeting his stunned, fevered gaze, before leaning forward. Her tongue darted out, catching the salty drop from his tip. His whole body shuddered.

She opened her mouth and took him in.

The feeling was incredible. The weight on her tongue, the musky, clean scent of him, the way his fingers flexed in her hair. She explored with her mouth, learning his shape, sucking gently on the head before taking him deeper. A choked curse fell from his lips. His hands cradled her head, not forcing, just holding, as she found a rhythm. Hollowing her cheeks, sliding up and down, her other hand working the base. Saliva gathered, making wet, lewd sounds in the quiet room. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the muscles of his abdomen clenching.

“God, Chloe… that’s… fuck.”

He pulled her up, his kiss desperate and delicious. His hands made quick work of her shorts and panties, pushing them down her legs. She stepped out of them, completely naked before him. His gaze was a physical caress, sweeping over every curve, every shadow.

“Up,” he said, his voice thick. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing, setting her bare bottom on the cool, polished wood of his desk. Papers crunched beneath her, pens scattered. He stood between her spread thighs, his hands running up her outer legs, making her skin pebble with goosebumps.

Then he knelt.

His mouth was on her inner thigh, nipping, kissing a trail upwards. When his breath fanned over her slick folds, she whimpered. His tongue parted her, a long, slow, flat stroke from bottom to top. Her back arched, a cry tearing from her throat. He did it again, and again, before zeroing in on her clit. His tongue circled the swollen bud, flicked it, then drew it into his mouth to suck.

Pleasure, white-hot and blinding, screamed through her. Her hands gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles white. He added a finger, sliding one, then two inside her. They curled, finding a spot that made her see stars. The dual assault of his mouth and his fingers, the rough scrape of his stubble on her tender flesh, was too much. She was panting, begging, a stream of “please” and “yes” and “Paul.”

He rose, his mouth glistening. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her soaked opening. He looked into her eyes, a final, silent question.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Now.”

He pushed forward.

The stretch was exquisite, a full, burning pressure that stole her breath. He filled her completely, a perfect, shocking fit. He held still, letting her adjust, his forehead damp against hers. Then he began to move.

Slow at first, deep, measured thrusts that rubbed every nerve inside her. Each withdrawal was an agony, each plunge back in a relief. The desk creaked in time with their rhythm. His hands were on her breasts, pinching her nipples, then one hand slid down to where they were joined, his thumb finding her clit again.

Sensation overloaded her system. The friction inside, the clever pressure outside, the sight of his intense focus on her face—it built a fire in her belly, tightening, coiling.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Paul, I’m so close.”

“Let me feel it,” he grunted, his thrusts growing faster, harder. “Cum for me.”

The command, the raw need in his voice, tipped her over. Her climax ripped through her, a violent, pulsing wave that clenched around his invading length. She shook, cried out, her vision spotting as pleasure seized her.

Feeling her convulse around him broke his control. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last, deep time, and held. She felt the hot, urgent pulses of his release inside her, the throbbing of his cock as he emptied himself.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He slumped against her, his weight a comforting anchor. Then, slowly, he softened and slipped from her. He helped her down from the desk, her legs wobbly.

The reality of the room—the scattered papers, their discarded clothes, the scent of sex—crashed back in. Paul took a step back, running a hand through his hair. His expression was stark, horrified.

“That was a mistake,” he said, the words like stones. “A terrible mistake.”

“No, it wasn’t,” Chloe insisted, reaching for him, but he evaded her touch.

“I could have gotten you pregnant,” he said, his voice hollow. “My god, what was I thinking?”

A small, secret smile touched her lips. She moved to him, placing a hand on his chest, feeling the frantic beat of his heart. “No one will find out,” she whispered, her voice steady, sure. “And I’m on birth control. I have been for years.” She let her hand slide lower, over his abdomen. “This was real. This was… everything.”

She looked up at him, her eyes bright with hope and fresh desire. “And I really, really hope we do it again.”
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The garage was dark save for the single bulb hanging over the workbench, its yellow light carving Reid’s silhouette out of the shadows. He leaned against the heavy steel toolbox, arms crossed, watching as Tess guided the ‘69 Camaro back into its spot. The engine’s low growl faded into a cough, then silence. The scent of hot oil and exhaust hung in the air, thick and metallic.

Tess killed the lights, but the door never opened. She just sat there, hands frozen on the wheel.

Reid pushed off the toolbox. His boots made a soft, solid sound on the concrete. He stopped by the driver’s side door, waiting.

It opened. Tess slid out, not meeting his eyes. Her shirt was a little rumpled, her cheeks flushed from the night air—or maybe from the fear of getting caught.

“Keys,” he said, his voice flat.

She dropped them into his open palm. Her fingers brushed his skin, a quick, electric touch. He closed his fist around the metal, still warm from the ignition.

“You know the rules, Tess.”

“I was careful.”

“Careful isn’t permission.” He walked to the front of the car, his palm settling on the sleek, midnight-blue hood. It radiated a deep, residual heat. “Expensive things need respect. You didn’t show it any.”

She shifted her weight, defiance tightening her shoulders. “So what? You’re gonna ground me? I’m twenty-two.”

“No.” He looked at her then, his gaze steady. “You’re going to pay the toll.”

Her breath caught, but her eyes flashed. “What toll?”

“Come here.”

For a heartbeat, she didn’t move. Then, with a slow roll of her eyes that didn’t quite mask her curiosity, she walked around to stand before him, the car’s hood between them.

“Bend over. Put your hands flat on the hood.”

Her pulse hammered in her throat. She glanced at his face, searching for a joke, finding none. The air in the garage tightened. Slowly, she leaned forward, the denim of her shorts pulling taut across her backside. Her palms met the metal. It was startlingly warm, almost hot, a stark contrast to the cool night clinging to her skin.

Reid moved behind her. His shadow engulfed her. She heard the soft rustle of his jeans as he adjusted his stance.

The first smack landed without ceremony. A sharp, clean crack of his palm against the seat of her shorts. She jolted, a gasp tearing from her lips. The sound echoed off the concrete walls.

The second came harder. A bloom of heat spread through the fabric. The third, fourth, fifth—each one precise, measured, turning the initial sting into a deep, throbbing warmth. She clenched her teeth, fingers splaying against the hood. Her eyes squeezed shut, but a low moan escaped as the spanking continued, each impact driving her hips forward against the unyielding metal.

When he finally paused, her skin felt alive, glowing with a fierce, internal fire. Her breathing came in ragged pulls.

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

Tess twisted her head, looking back over her shoulder. Her cheeks were wet, but her eyes held no apology. Instead, they burned with a bright, defiant hunger. “I’ve wanted you to take charge like this,” she whispered, the words raw, “since I was eighteen.”

Reid went very still. The confession hung between them, potent as gasoline fumes. He let out a slow breath. “Every damn time I see you,” he admitted, the pretense crumbling, “I have to remind myself I’m your stepfather.”

His hands went to the button of her shorts. He popped it open, the zipper’s rasp loud in the quiet garage. He tugged, and the denim slid down her thighs, pooling at her knees. Her panties followed, a scrap of lace he drew down with a single, purposeful hook of his finger.

The night air kissed her exposed skin, raising goosebumps. The metal of the hood was a shocking, delicious cold against her belly and thighs, a perfect counterpoint to the heat of the spanking and the new, slick heat gathering between her legs.

Reid’s hands smoothed over the curves of her rear, his thumbs tracing the flushed, sensitive skin. He leaned down, his breath hot against the back of her thigh.

His mouth found her first there, a soft, open-mouthed kiss on the tender skin. Then he moved inward.

His tongue swept through her folds in one long, slow stroke. Tess cried out, her back arching, hands scrambling against the slick paint of the hood. He did it again, savoring her taste, the salt and musk of her desire. He licked her, firm and thorough, circling her clit until her knees trembled. Then he pushed deeper, his tongue plunging inside her, fucking her with it, the wet, intimate sound mixing with her choked whimpers.

He didn’t stop there. His tongue traced lower, a teasing line to the tight furl of her ass. He licked there, too, a broad, wet stripe that made her whole body tense, then melt. He alternated, devoting attention to her pussy until she was gasping, then tracing back to her ass, until she was a shaking, pleading mess, pressing back against his mouth.

“Please,” she begged, the word shattered. “Reid, please.”

He stood. The sound of his belt buckle coming undone was a sharp, metallic promise. His zipper followed. He freed himself, the hard length of him brushing against her throbbing skin.

He guided himself to her entrance, the broad head nudging through her wetness. With one hand on her hip, he pushed forward.

He filled her in a single, deep, claiming stroke. Tess screamed, a sound of pure, unfiltered relief. He was so much, stretching her, owning the emptiness he’d stoked with his mouth.

He set a pace that was pure power, a deep, rhythmic piston stroke that mirrored the muscle car now cooling beneath them. Each thrust drove her forward, her breasts rubbing against the hood, her nipples pebbled tight from the cold metal and the sheer intensity. His hips met the curve of her ass with a solid, fleshy slap on every drive home.

“Is this what you wanted?” he growled, his voice strained with the effort of his control. One hand anchored on her hip, the other tangled in her hair, not pulling, just holding.

“Yes! God, yes,” she sobbed, pushing back to meet him. Every nerve was on fire. The coil in her belly wound tighter, fueled by the rub of the car beneath her, the bite of his grip, the relentless, perfect friction of him moving inside her.

Reid’s thrusts lost their rhythm, turning jagged and urgent. His breath sawed in her ear. “Tess… I’m—”

“Inside me,” she cut him off, her voice a desperate command. “Do it.”

With a raw groan that seemed torn from his chest, he slammed into her one final time, his body locking, pulsing as he spilled heat deep into her core. The sensation of his release, the hot, sudden flood, was the final trigger. Her own climax detonated, a white-hot wave that shattered her from the inside, wracking her with violent, silent tremors as she clenched around him, milking every last drop.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the faint tick-tick-tick of the cooling engine.

Slowly, he softened and slipped from her. He helped her stand, her legs wobbling. He turned her to face him, his hands gentle now on her bare arms. Her clothes were still tangled at her knees. In the dim light, her eyes were huge, sated, secretive.

He smoothed her hair. “No one can know.”

A slow, knowing smile touched her swollen lips. “I know.” She leaned into his touch. “When’s the next toll due?”
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The phone slipped from Jaelyn’s fingers, clattering on the hardwood floor of her childhood bedroom. Her ex’s voice, sharp and final, still seemed to echo in the quiet dark. A sob tore from her throat before she could stop it, a raw, ugly sound that filled the too-empty space.

Footsteps, soft and steady, approached down the hall. A gentle knock. “Jaelyn?” Ashton’s voice was a low rumble through the door. “Everything okay?”

She couldn’t answer, could only press the heels of her hands against her eyes as if to push the tears back in. The door opened a sliver, letting in a blade of hallway light that framed his broad silhouette. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him with a soft click. He didn’t turn on the lamp. He just stood there, a solid presence in the dimness.

“Bad call?” he asked, his voice closer now.

She nodded, a jerky motion. His weight settled on the edge of the mattress beside her, making the old springs creak. The familiar scent of his soap, clean and masculine, wrapped around her. For weeks, he’d been her anchor—fixing up the room, bringing her coffee, listening with a patience her biological father had never shown. He was her stepfather, had been since she was twelve. But in the wreckage of her divorce, he’d become something else. A quiet, steady strength that made other men seem like boys.

His arm went around her shoulders, pulling her against his side. She went willingly, burying her face in the soft cotton of his t-shirt, inhaling that scent. “He said… he said I was too much work,” she choked out.

Ashton’s hand stroked down her back, a slow, warm drag. “He’s a fool,” he murmured, his voice vibrating in his chest. “You deserve a real man. One who knows how to cherish you. How to… handle you.”

The words, the way he said handle, sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with grief. The heat of his body seeped through her thin sleep shirt. She became acutely aware of the hard muscle of his arm, the solid wall of his chest. This wasn’t a father’s comfort. This was something charged, something different.

She tilted her head back to look at him. In the faint light from the window, she could see the strong line of his jaw, the shadow of stubble. His eyes were dark pools, fixed on her face. The air between them thickened, became difficult to breathe.

“I don’t want a real man,” she whispered, the confession slipping out before fear could catch it. “I want you.”

His hand stilled on her back. His entire body went rigid. “Jaelyn… we can’t. You know we can’t. It’s wrong.”

“Is it?” she breathed, her heart hammering against her ribs. “Because it doesn’t feel wrong. It feels like the only right thing left.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. The conflict in his eyes was a storm. She saw the moment the dam broke. The moment want overrode should. A low groan escaped him. “God help me,” he whispered, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. A hungry, desperate collision of lips and tongue that stole the breath from her lungs. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs rough against her cheeks. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her fingers tangling in the short hair at the nape of his neck. The taste of him—coffee and mint and pure, unadulterated man—was intoxicating.

He broke the kiss, his breath coming in ragged bursts. “Your mother is asleep down the hall,” he said, his voice a gravelly warning.

“Then we’ll be quiet,” Jaelyn answered, her own voice sounding foreign to her, thick with desire.

His eyes blazed. He shifted, his hands moving to the hem of her sleep shirt. In one smooth motion, he pulled it up and over her head, tossing it aside. The cool night air brushed her skin, pebbling her nipples into tight buds. His gaze dropped to her breasts, and the sheer heat in his look made her stomach clench.

“So beautiful,” he muttered, more to himself than to her. He bent his head, his mouth finding one peak while his thumb circled the other. The wet heat of his tongue, the gentle scrape of his teeth, sent a bolt of pure lightning straight to her core. She gasped, arching into his mouth, her own hands fisting in the sheets. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his suckling firm and insistent, pulling deep, aching sensations from a place low in her belly. A soft, helpless whimper escaped her lips.

He lifted his head, his own breathing uneven. “Shhh, baby,” he soothed, but his eyes were wild. He stood up from the bed, his movements deliberate. His eyes never left hers as he undid the button of his jeans, slid the zipper down. He pushed them and his boxer briefs down over his hips in one motion.

Jaelyn’s breath caught. In the dim light, he was magnificent. Thick, long, and fully erect, his cock stood out from a thatch of dark hair. A pearl of moisture already beaded at the tip. The sight of him, of that part of him she’d never dared imagine but had craved nonetheless, made her mouth water.

He stepped closer to the bed. She didn’t wait for an invitation. She slid off the mattress and onto her knees on the rug before him, the hardwood firm beneath her. Her hands came up to cradle his hips, her thumbs stroking the sharp cut of muscle there. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over the heated skin of his shaft.

Looking up at him, she saw his jaw clenched, his nostrils flared. She pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the head, tasting the salty-sweet prelude of him. A sharp tremor went through his body. Emboldened, she opened wider, taking him into her mouth.

The feeling was overwhelming. The solid weight of him on her tongue, the velvety skin over steel, the musky, masculine scent of him filling her senses. She relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, her lips forming a tight seal as she began to move. Up and down, slow at first, then with more confidence. One of his hands buried itself in her hair, not forcing, just holding, guiding. The other braced against the wall.

“Jesus, Jaelyn,” he gritted out, the words strained.

She hummed in response, the vibration making his hips jerk. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the taste and feel of him. Her own need was a throbbing ache between her legs, but this—pleasuring him, feeling him grow even harder, listening to his stifled groans—was its own exquisite torture. She swirled her tongue around the head, then plunged down again, taking him as deep as she could until her nose pressed against the coarse hair at his base.

His fingers tightened in her hair. “Stop… stop, or I’ll finish right here.”

She released him with a wet, soft pop, looking up. His face was a mask of tortured pleasure. She rose to her feet, her own body trembling. Without a word, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her sleep shorts and panties, pushing them down her legs. She stepped out of them, naked now before him.

The way he looked at her… it was as if he were seeing her for the first time. His gaze traveled from her flushed face, down her throat, over her still-tight breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, the curve of her hips, to the apex of her thighs. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard.

“On the bed,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She scrambled back onto the mattress, laying down. But he shook his head. “No. On top. I need to see you. And you need to control the pace. We have to be quiet, remember?”

Understanding dawned. She moved to straddle him as he sat back against the headboard. The thick crown of his cock nudged against her wet heat. She positioned herself, her hands on his shoulders for balance. His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh.

Slowly, so slowly it was agony, she lowered herself onto him.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. He filled her completely, a perfect, burning friction that made her eyes roll back. She paused, fully seated, letting her body adjust to the incredible intrusion. He was deeper than anyone had ever been. This is Ashton, her mind screamed. This is wrong. But her body sang a different song, a chorus of yes, yes, yes.

“Move, baby,” he urged through clenched teeth. “Ride me.”

She began to rise, then sink back down, establishing a slow, rolling rhythm. The angle was perfect, each descent grinding that sensitive bundle of nerves against him. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, sharp and insistent. She bit her lip to keep from crying out, the sounds escaping as harsh, panting breaths. His hands slid from her hips to her ass, squeezing, helping her find the tempo.

She looked down at him. His head was thrown back against the headboard, his eyes closed, his expression one of intense concentration. Beads of sweat dotted his forehead. She leaned forward, changing the angle, and was rewarded by his sharp intake of breath. His eyes flew open, locking with hers. The connection was electric, more intimate than the joining of their bodies.

“Faster,” he whispered.

She obeyed, her movements becoming more urgent, less controlled. The slick sounds of their joining filled the quiet room, a scandalous music. The headboard began a soft, rhythmic tap against the wall. Too loud. She tried to slow, but the need was cresting, breaking over her.

“Ashton, I’m… I’m going to—”

“Switch,” he growled, his voice thick. In a swift, powerful motion, he rolled her beneath him. The sudden change, the feeling of his weight pressing her into the mattress, sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her. He hooked her legs over his arms, spreading her wide, and drove back into her in one deep, devastating thrust.

“Oh god,” she sobbed into his shoulder, her teeth sinking into the fabric of his shirt to muffle the sound.

He set a brutal, punishing pace, each stroke hitting a spot deep inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the ragged symphony of their breathing, the overwhelming sensation of being utterly taken. The forbidden nature of it, the risk, only fueled the fire. This was her stepfather. The man who’d taught her to drive. The man who was married to her mother. And he was fucking her with a raw, untamed passion her ex-husband had never possessed.

The coil inside her snapped.

Her climax ripped through her without warning, a silent, seismic event. Her back arched off the bed, her mouth open in a soundless scream. Pleasure, white-hot and shattering, radiated from her core, washing through every nerve ending. Her inner muscles clenched around him in frantic, rhythmic pulses.

The sensation pushed him over the edge. With a choked, guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and stilled. She felt the hot, sudden surge of his release deep inside her, a final, claiming heat that seemed to go on and on. He collapsed atop her, his body shuddering, his face buried in the crook of her neck.

For long minutes, the only sounds were their slowing heartbeats and the rush of blood in their ears. The reality of what they’d done began to seep into the room, cold and sharp around the edges of the fading warmth.

Slowly, he rolled off her, coming to lie on his back beside her. They both stared at the familiar ceiling of her childhood room, their breathing gradually returning to normal.

“That was a mistake,” Ashton said finally, his voice flat.

Jaelyn turned her head to look at his profile. “I know.”

Silence stretched between them, heavy and full.

He turned his head, his eyes meeting hers in the dark. The conflict was back, but beneath it burned the same undeniable hunger. “I want more.”
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“Stand in the corner. Now.”

David’s voice cut through the dense air of the den, low and final. Elena’s pulse thrummed in her ears, a frantic counter-rhythm to the heavy silence that followed his command. She moved, the plush carpet muffling her steps, her back to the room, to him. The mahogany panels of the corner seemed to press in on her.

This was how it started.

—

An hour earlier, the house had felt empty, a cavern waiting to be filled. Her mother’s suitcase was by the door, her perfume still a faint ghost in the hallway. “I need this retreat, Elena. I am at my wit’s end with you,” she’d said, her voice thin with frustration. “David will handle your… consequences. Listen to him.”

Elena had just nodded, the sweet, skunky scent of the joint she’d been caught smoking still clinging to her clothes like a guilty confession. She was eighteen, a legal adult for three months now, but in this house, she might as well have been twelve.

David waited until her mother’s car vanished down the street. He didn’t call for her immediately. He let the tension build, a storm gathering in the quiet rooms. Finally, he summoned her. “Elena. My den.”

He was behind his broad, oak desk when she entered, the picture of stern authority. He was forty-two, with lines of discipline etched beside his mouth and a gaze that never seemed to soften. “Close the door.”

She did. The click of the latch was impossibly loud.

“Your mother left me in charge of your punishment,” he began, his fingers steepled. “Smoking in the house. Disrespect. A consistent pattern of behavior that suggests you have no interest in following the rules.”

Elena lifted her chin, a flicker of defiance. “You treat me like a kid. I’m not a child.”

A muscle in his jaw twitched. “No. You’re not. And that’s the problem, isn’t it?” He stood, slowly, coming around the desk. He leaned back against its edge, crossing his arms. The fabric of his shirt stretched over his shoulders. “You want to be an adult? You will be treated like a woman. A woman who needs to learn control.”

Her breath caught, but not in the clichéd way. Her lungs simply seized for a second, the air turning thick. “What does that mean?”

“It means,” he said, picking up a slender, supple leather crop from the desk, its surface gleaming under the lamplight, “the rules have changed. Strip. Down to your underwear. Then stand in the corner and face the wall.”

Heat flooded her face, then drained away, leaving her cold. “You can’t be serious.”

“I have never been more serious.” His voice held no room for argument. “Do it, Elena. Or I will call your mother back from her retreat and inform her that her daughter is not only a liar and a rule-breaker, but also a coward.”

The challenge, laced with cold disappointment, worked. Her fingers, clumsy and cold, went to the hem of her t-shirt. She pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the floor. The den was warm, but the air prickled against her exposed skin. She unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down her hips, stepped out of them. She stood before him in a simple set of ivory lace—a bra that suddenly felt flimsy, panties that seemed more like a suggestion than coverage. She felt his gaze like a physical touch, scanning her, assessing. She turned before he could order it, walking to the corner on legs that felt unsteady.

The wall’s wood panels were cool against her forehead. She heard him move behind her, his footsteps quiet on the carpet. He stopped close. So close she could feel the heat radiating from his body, could smell the clean, sharp scent of his soap mingled with something else, something darker and more personal.

“The first new rule,” he said, his voice a murmur near her ear. “You will listen. Truly listen. When I speak, you will hear me.” The flat, soft tongue of the crop tapped against the back of her thigh, just above her knee. A whisper of a threat. Then, with a swift, precise flick of his wrist, it landed.

The sound was a sharp, crisp snap. The pain was immediate—a bright, startling sting that bloomed across her skin, more shock than agony. She jerked, a gasp tearing from her throat.

“You will not bring contraband into this house,” he stated, his tone even, pedagogical.

Snap. Another sting, an inch higher. Her flesh tingled, warm and alive.

“You will not disrespect your mother, or me, with your actions.”

Snap. This one on the other thigh. She flinched, her nails digging into her own palms. The pain was sharp, clean, and underneath it, a treacherous, warming flush began to spread through her belly. Shame and something else, something liquid and hot, twisted together.

“You will conduct yourself with the maturity you claim to possess.” He said it right as the crop found the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, a lighter, teasing tap this time. It was almost a caress. The contrast was dizzying.

Tears, hot and sudden, welled in her eyes. Not from the pain, which was already fading into a throbbing warmth, but from the confusion, the intensity, the sheer shocking intimacy of it. “I only did it…” she whispered into the wood grain.

“What?” His voice was closer. He was right behind her now. “Speak clearly.”

She swallowed. “I only acted out… because you never pay attention to me. Not really. Not unless I’m in trouble.”

The silence that followed was profound. The heavy atmosphere in the room shifted, cracked open. She heard him place the crop back on the desk. Then his hands were on her shoulders, turning her around to face him. His expression was unreadable, a mask of stern control, but his eyes… his eyes were a storm.

“Look at you?” he echoed, his voice rough. “Elena, I haven’t been able to look away since the day you turned eighteen. I watch you walk through a room and my throat goes dry. I hear you laugh and I have to leave. Your defiance, your fire… it’s all I think about. This punishment?” He gave a short, harsh laugh. “It’s not for you. It’s the only excuse I have left to touch you.”

The confession hung between them, a live wire. All her bravado, all her acting out, had been a desperate ploy for this exact attention, and now that she had it, the reality was terrifying. Exhilarating. His gaze dropped to her mouth, then lower, over the lace of her bra, down her stomach, to the damp patch already darkening the front of her panties. She wasn’t afraid. She was alight.

His control shattered. A low groan escaped him as he pulled her against him, his mouth crashing down on hers. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was possession, hunger, a year of pent-up want unleashed. His tongue delved into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her. She kissed him back, her hands fisting in his shirt, her body arching into the hard planes of his. The sting on her thighs flared anew, a bright counterpoint to the heat pooling between her legs.

He broke the kiss, breathing ragged. “You want my attention? You have it. Every bit of it.” He guided her backwards until her calves hit the worn leather of his armchair. “Sit.”

She sank into it, the cool leather a shock against her heated skin. He produced two long, deep blue silk ties from a drawer. His motions were efficient, focused. He took her right wrist, looped the silk around it, and secured it to the thick arm of the chair. He did the same with her left. The bindings were firm, inescapable, but the silk was sinfully soft against her skin. She was spread, anchored, utterly exposed before him. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum of anticipation.

He stood over her, his eyes drinking her in. “So beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. His thumb brushed over the peak of her nipple through the lace. A sharp, sweet jolt shot straight to her core. He did it again, then pinched, gently at first, then with more pressure. The sensation was a bright wire of pleasure-pain that made her cry out, her back lifting off the chair.

“Sensitive,” he noted, a dark approval in his tone. He repeated the treatment on the other side, watching her face as she writhed against her restraints, her breaths coming in short, sharp pants.

His hand left her breast, trailing down her quivering stomach. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties. “Lift your hips.”

She did, and he slid them down her legs, discarding them. The air in the room touched her most intimate skin, a cool kiss that made her shudder. He knelt before the chair, his shoulders pushing her knees apart. The view from her bound position was surreal—the top of his dark head, the broad line of his shoulders, the denim of his jeans strained tight across his thighs.

He didn’t speak. He just looked, his gaze a physical weight on her naked flesh. Then he leaned in and blew a soft, warm breath over her curls. She jerked, a moan escaping her. His tongue followed, a slow, flat stroke from bottom to top.

Electric. The word shattered in her mind. Every nerve ending she owned was suddenly concentrated in that one place. He did it again, slower, savoring her taste. Then his mouth closed over her, his tongue seeking, finding her clit. He licked her with firm, steady strokes, his hands coming up to hold her hips down as she bucked against him.

The sensations were too much, too intense. The soft scrape of his stubble on her inner thighs, the hot, wet suction of his mouth, the clever flicking of his tongue—it built a coil of tension deep inside her, winding tighter and tighter. He added a finger, sliding one, then two inside her with ease. She was drenched, her own wetness a slick, hot confession. He curled his fingers, finding a spot that made her scream, the sound muffled by her own arm as she bit into it.

“David… please…” she begged, the word a broken sob.

He growled against her, the vibration sending another shockwave through her. He redoubled his efforts, his tongue and fingers working in a relentless, devastating rhythm. The coil snapped. Pleasure erupted through her, a blinding, white-hot wave that crashed over her, dragging a long, ragged cry from her throat. She shook, her bindings pulling taut as the contractions pulsed through her, his mouth gentling, drinking her in until she was spent, boneless against the leather.

He rose, his own breathing harsh. His eyes were black with desire, his erection a prominent bulge in his jeans. He untied her wrists with swift movements, the silk falling away. He rubbed the marks left behind, his touch now strangely tender. “Stand up.”

She did, her legs trembling. He turned her, bending her forward over the polished surface of his desk. The wood was cool and smooth under her cheek. He pressed against her from behind, the hard length of him grinding into the cleft of her ass. One hand splayed on her back, holding her down. The other worked his belt, his zipper.

She heard the tear of a foil packet, the rustle of clothing. Then the broad, blunt head of him was pressing against her entrance, nudging through her slick folds. He pushed inside with one relentless thrust.

She gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him. He was big, the fullness a shock after the frantic peak of her orgasm. He didn’t move for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust. His body covered hers, his mouth at her ear.

“This,” he gritted out, “is what happens to women who break the rules in my house.”

Then he moved. Withdrawing almost completely, then plunging back in. A deep, punishing rhythm that shook the desk. Each thrust jolted through her, sparking the embers of her pleasure back to life. The earlier sting on her thighs flared with every impact, a delicious reminder. He gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, holding her steady for his taking.

The sounds were obscene—the slap of skin on skin, their mingled gasps and grunts, the creak of the desk. Her vision blurred. Sensation overwhelmed thought. There was only this: the deep, filling friction, the heat of his body, the raw, unfiltered power of his possession. Another orgasm began to build, deeper this time, a slow, inevitable swell.

“David… I’m gonna…”

“Come,” he commanded, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic. “Come on my cock, Elena. Now.”

It was the permission she didn’t know she needed. The wave broke, a deep, rolling climax that clenched around him, milking him. With a raw shout, he drove into her one final, shuddering time, his own release pumping into the condom as he held himself deep.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He slumped over her, his weight a comforting anchor. Slowly, he withdrew. She heard the soft snap of latex, the disposal in the wastebasket.

He turned her around, his hands gentle now on her arms. He looked into her face, his expression stark, serious. “This stays between us. It’s our secret. Do you understand?”

Elena nodded, her body humming, her mind a blissful blank. But as she looked at him—at the sweat on his temple, the possessive gleam still in his eye—a slow, knowing smile touched her lips. A rule had been established. And she was already, deep in her sated, throbbing core, thinking of ways to break it.
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“I’ve compared every single one of them to you,” Kaitlyn said, her voice a raw scrape in the dark. “Every boyfriend, every stupid date, every guy who tried to buy me a drink. And they’re all just…less.”

Derek went still. The only sound was the punishing rain hammering the motel roof. The neon ‘Vacancy’ sign bled a sullen pink through the single, damp-streaked window, painting the cramped room in pulses of fever-light.

Six hours ago, it had been simple.

—

“Mom can’t drive me. Work emergency.” Kaitlyn had stood in the foyer of her childhood home, a duffel bag at her feet. She was twenty-two, a grad student heading back for her final semester, but in that hallway she felt fourteen again. “I can take the bus.”

Her mother’s voice had crackled through the speakerphone, harried and distant. “Honey, no, the bus takes forever. Derek, can you? Please? It’s just a straight shot down the interstate.”

Derek had looked up from his coffee. He was forty-five, fit from a lifetime of manual labor, his dark hair just starting to silver at the temples. He’d been her stepfather for ten years. A good guy. Reliable. Quiet. He’d fixed her bike, helped with college applications, given her space when she needed it.

“Sure,” he’d said, his eyes meeting Kaitlyn’s for a heartbeat too long before flicking away. “No problem.”

The drive was a study in stifled tension. They talked about safe things: her classes, his current construction project, her mother’s new diet. The air in the truck felt thick, charged. She caught him looking at her in the rearview mirror when he thought she was asleep, his gaze a physical touch that made her skin prickle.

Then the sky opened. Not rain, but a solid wall of water that turned the highway into a gray, shimmering void. The wipers fought a losing battle. He white-knuckled the steering wheel, leaning forward.

“We can’t go on in this,” he muttered, more to himself than to her. “Gotta get off the road.”

The next exit promised gas, food, lodging. The motel was a relic, a single-story L-shape huddled against the storm. The clerk, an elderly man with watery eyes, didn’t glance up from his tiny TV. “Last room. King bed. Take it or leave it.”

Derek’s jaw tightened. “We’ll take it.”

The room was a humid box. The air conditioner rattled but produced only a lukewarm sigh. The bed dominated the space, a vast expanse of worn floral spread. It seemed to suck all the air from the room.

“I’ll take the floor,” Derek said immediately, his voice gruff.

“Don’t be stupid,” Kaitlyn replied, too quickly. She tossed her bag on a chair. “It’s a huge bed. We’re adults.”

The silence that followed was a living thing. They moved around each other like charged particles, avoiding contact. She changed in the bathroom, coming out in a thin tank top and sleep shorts. He’d stripped to his t-shirt and jeans, sitting stiffly on the far edge of the bed, staring at the blank TV screen as if it held the answers.

The storm raged. Each thunderclap felt like it shook the flimsy walls. In the flash of lightning, she saw his profile—the strong line of his nose, the set of his mouth. A need, sharp and sudden, cleaved through her.

That’s when she said it. Just blurted it into the tense dark.

—

Now, her confession hung between them, fragile and devastating.

Derek turned his head. In the pulsing neon, his eyes were dark pools. “Kaitlyn.” Her name was a warning, a prayer.

“It’s true,” she pressed, shifting on the mattress. The springs creaked. The space between them felt like a mile and an inch. “For years. I look for you in other guys. Your laugh. The way you listen like what I’m saying actually matters. They never have it.”

He let out a slow, controlled breath. “You don’t know what you’re saying.”

“I know exactly what I’m saying.” She sat up, drawing her knees to her chest. The thin fabric of her tank stretched tight. “And I think… I think you’ve been looking at me, too.”

His control snapped. It didn’t shatter; it evaporated. One moment he was on his side of the bed, the next he had closed the distance, his hand coming up to cup her cheek. His palm was rough, warm. “God, Kaitlyn. For years, I’ve been trying to be the good guy. Trying to be what your mother needed. What you deserved.” His thumb stroked the line of her jaw. “And wanting you so much it felt like a sickness.”

The first kiss was tentative. A question. Her lips were soft, parted in surprise. His were firm, tasting of coffee and restraint. It was chaste, for a second.

Then it wasn’t.

It was as if a dam burst. A low groan tore from his chest as he angled his head, his mouth slanting over hers with a hunger that stole her breath. His tongue swept in, claiming, and she met him with equal fervor. Her hands came up, fingers tangling in the short hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. The world narrowed to the heat of his mouth, the scratch of his stubble, the solid wall of his chest against her breasts.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. His eyes searched hers, asking a silent, final question. She answered by pulling her tank top over her head in one swift motion, letting it fall to the floor.

The air in the room, already thick, became electric. Derek’s gaze dropped, and his hands, those capable, familiar hands, actually trembled as he reached for her. He didn’t grab, he admired. His calloused fingertips traced the slope of her shoulders, the line of her collarbone, before finally, reverently, skimming the lower curves of her breasts. A shudder ran through her.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice husky with awe. “Christ, you’re so beautiful.”

He bent his head, his mouth hot and demanding as it found her nipple through the lace of her bra. The damp fabric was no barrier; the sensation was acute, a sharp lance of pleasure that made her arch off the bed with a sharp gasp. He laved her with his tongue, the lace growing soaked, then tugged the peak gently with his teeth. The dual sensation—the soft scrape, the wet heat—unraveled her. She cried out, her back bowing.

He made quick work of the bra clasp, peeling the garment away. The cool air pebbled her skin for an instant before his mouth was on her again, bare skin to wet heat. He sucked one taut peak deep into his mouth, his tongue flicking relentlessly, while his hand palmed her other breast, rolling the nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Pleasure, bright and almost painful, radiated from each point of contact, pooling low in her belly.

Her own hands were frantic, pushing at his t-shirt. He pulled back long enough to yank it over his head. Her breath caught. She’d seen him shirtless before, by the pool, doing yard work. But this was different. This was for her. The defined muscles of his chest and abdomen, the dusting of dark hair, the sheer masculine power of him, up close and available. She splayed her hands over his pecs, feeling the frantic beat of his heart under her palms.

She fumbled with the button of his jeans, her fingers clumsy. He helped, shoving them down along with his boxer briefs. He sprang free, thick and heavy, the head already flushed a deep, needy red. A surge of pure, carnal heat flooded her.

“Derek,” she breathed, her eyes wide. She wrapped her hand around him. He was hot silk over unyielding steel, the skin shifting smoothly under her grip. He was bigger than she’d imagined, the sheer reality of him both intimidating and thrilling. A bead of moisture glistened at his tip. Acting on an instinct she didn’t know she possessed, she leaned forward and swiped her tongue over it, tasting his salt and musk.

A guttural sound ripped from his throat. His hands fisted in the bedspread.

Encouraged, she climbed between his legs. She looked up at him, seeing the raw need etched into every line of his face. Then she took him into her mouth.

She started slow, letting her tongue explore the broad head, tracing the prominent vein underneath. His hips jerked. She took him deeper, relaxing her throat, her lips forming a tight seal. She worked him with a rhythm that was part curiosity, part worship—long, slow slides down his length, then back up with a suction that made his thighs tremble. One of his hands came to rest on the back of her head, not pushing, just holding, his fingers threaded in her hair. The other hand braced against the wall behind the bed, knuckles white.

“Kaitlyn… god, just like that,” he rasped, his voice shattered. The praise, his obvious struggle for control, sent a fresh wave of wetness between her own legs.

He let her continue for a few exquisite, mind-blowing minutes before he gently tugged her hair, pulling her off him. “Enough,” he growled, the word strained. “I need to taste you. Now.”

He laid her back in the center of the king-sized bed. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her shorts and panties, dragging them down her legs and tossing them aside. He knelt between her thighs, pushing them apart with an urgency that left her exposed, utterly vulnerable and aching.

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

The first stroke of his tongue was a flat, broad press against her entire sex. She shouted, her hands flying to grip the garish bedspread. He groaned against her, the vibration traveling straight to her core. Then he got specific. His tongue delved, parting her folds, seeking and finding her clit. He circled the swollen bud, relentless and precise, before sucking it gently into his mouth.

The coil of pleasure, already tight, wound to a breaking point. Her hips came off the bed, seeking more pressure, more friction. He gave it to her, one arm hooking under her thigh to hold her open, the other hand sliding up her torso to pinch and roll a nipple. The dual assault was too much. Sensations crashed over her—the rough pad of his tongue, the sweet ache in her breast, the overwhelming intimacy of his mouth on her most private place.

Her climax tore through her without warning. A sharp, surprised cry ripped from her throat as her body convulsed. Pleasure, white-hot and shocking, radiated outward from her center, making her toes curl and her vision blur at the edges. He rode it out with her, his tongue gentling to soft, lapping strokes until she was a trembling, oversensitive mess, pushing weakly at his head.

He rose above her, his body a silhouette against the neon-lit window. Rain still lashed the glass in rhythmic sheets. He reached for his jeans on the floor, fumbling for his wallet. The sound of the foil packet tearing was obscenely loud.

She watched him sheath himself, her heart hammering against her ribs. He came back over her, bracing himself on his arms. The blunt, hot head of his cock nudged at her entrance. He paused, his eyes locking onto hers. In them, she saw the same war—guilt, desire, fear, a love that had twisted into something else.

“Tell me to stop,” he whispered, his voice ragged.

In answer, she lifted her hips, taking the first inch of him inside.

A sharp, burning stretch stole her breath. He was big, and she was tight. He froze, a sheen of sweat on his brow. “Okay?” he gritted out.

She nodded, unable to speak, and wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

He sank into her with one long, slow, devastating thrust, filling her completely. A groan was torn from both of them, a mingled sound of pleasure and profound taboo. He stayed there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust. She could feel every throbbing inch of him inside her, a fullness that bordered on pain but was overwhelmingly right.

Then he began to move.

His rhythm was steady, deep, each withdrawal almost complete before he drove back in. The slap of skin on skin mixed with the drumming of the rain. He propped himself up on one elbow, the other hand coming between them, his thumb finding her clit again. The renewed friction there, combined with the deep, stretching thrusts, built a new pressure, higher and sharper than before.

“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice rough.

She forced her eyes open. His face was a mask of fierce concentration, of a pleasure so intense it bordered on agony. Watching him come apart for her, because of her, was the most potent aphrodisiac of all.

“You feel… you feel like heaven,” he gasped, his thrusts becoming less controlled, more urgent. “Kaitlyn, I’m—”

“Not yet,” she managed, her own climax coiling again, tighter, hotter. “I want… on top.”

He understood. In a fluid motion, he rolled them, never slipping from inside her. Now she straddled him, his hands gripping her hips, guiding her. She rose up, feeling him slide almost out, then sank back down, taking him deep. The angle was different, incredible. She could control the pace, the depth. She leaned forward, her hands braced on his chest, her hair falling around their faces like a curtain. She rocked against him, grinding her clit against his pelvic bone with each descent.

His hands moved to her breasts, squeezing, thumbs brushing her nipples. His eyes were glued to where their bodies joined, to the sight of her taking him. “That’s it, baby,” he encouraged, his voice a wrecked whisper. “Ride me. Take what you need.”

She did. The tension broke. Her second orgasm was a slower, deeper unraveling, a series of rolling waves that clenched around him, milking him. The sensation pushed him over the edge. With a shout that was more roar than cry, his hips pistoned up, driving into her one last, hard time as he emptied himself inside her. The feeling of his warmth flooding her triggered a final, shuddering pulse of her own.

She collapsed onto his chest, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together. His arms came around her, holding her tight as their breathing gradually slowed from frantic gulps to ragged sighs. The only sound was the rain, gentling now to a soft patter.

Derek held her for a long time, his fingers tracing aimless, reverent patterns across her bare back. The neon sign outside flickered and finally died, plunging the room into a deep, heavy shadow that felt more protective than the pink glare had. The silence was absolute, save for the rhythmic dripping of the eaves.

“Kaitlyn,” he whispered into her hair. The weight of the moment—the sheer, staggering finality of what had happened—began to settle over them.

“Don’t say it,” she murmured against his chest, her eyes closed. “Don’t say it was a mistake.”

He let out a long, shaky breath, his arms tightening around her. “I can’t say that. Not when I’ve wanted you for this long. But your mother… if she ever finds out, she’ll never forgive me. Neither will you.”

Kaitlyn pulled back just enough to look at him, her expression determined despite the flush still on her cheeks. “She’s not going to find out. This stays here, in this room. But Derek… I’m not going back to looking for you in other people. Not anymore.”

He looked at her—really looked at her—and the conflict in his eyes slowly smoothed out into a quiet, resigned acceptance. The path ahead was a minefield of lies and guilt, but as he leaned in to kiss her forehead, they both knew the truth. The storm had passed, but the world they were returning to was gone forever, replaced by the electric, dangerous secret they now shared.

“Get some sleep,” he whispered, pulling the worn floral spread over them both. “We have a long drive tomorrow.”

Kaitlyn curled into him, her head resting on the shoulder she had watched from a distance for a decade. For the first time in years, the hollow ache in her chest was gone, replaced by the solid, warm reality of the man beside her. As she drifted off to the sound of his steady heartbeat, she knew the "straight shot" home was going to be the most complicated journey of her life.
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“You’ve been watching me.”

Jade’s voice cut through the heavy afternoon silence, flat and sure. Her eyes, shielded by dark sunglasses, were fixed on Caleb’s face.

Caleb’s hands, slick with coconut oil, stilled on her bare back. A muscle ticked in his jaw. “Jade.”

“Don’t.” She shifted under his palms, the movement making her skin gleam under the brutal sun. “Just say it.”

He didn’t. His thumbs pressed into the tense knots along her spine, working them with a slow, focused pressure that made her breath catch. Not a hitch—a full, stolen gasp. The air between them thickened, buzzing with the drone of a distant lawnmower and the quiet slosh of pool water.

This is how it started.

—

Twenty minutes earlier, Jade lounged on a striped towel spread over a wide teak chaise, the heat of the day baking into her bones. Her mother, Elaine, had retired upstairs for her post-lunch nap, the French doors to the house firmly shut. The backyard was a private, sun-drenched kingdom.

Jade heard the slide of the glass door before she saw him.

Caleb emerged, a fresh glass of iced tea in each hand. Condensation dripped down the sides. He was a big man, broad in the shoulders, his chest dusted with the same dark hair that fell in careless waves over his forehead. He wore simple black swim trunks, low on his hips.

“Thought you might want a top-up,” he said, his voice a low rumble. He set her drink on the small side table.

“Thanks.” Jade pushed her sunglasses up into her hair, squinting at him. The bikini she wore was a minimal thing—emerald green triangles tied at the back and hips. She saw his gaze skate over her, a quick, professional assessment that landed somewhere over her left shoulder. It happened every time. A glance that never lingered, but always arrived.

“Hot one,” he remarked, staring at the glittering pool.

“Scorching.” She reached behind her, fumbling with the clasp of her bikini top. “My back’s frying. Can you…?”

The question hung. A simple request. A daughterly request.

Caleb’s throat worked. He looked toward the house, toward the window of the room where his wife slept. A beat passed. Two.

“Sure.”

He picked up the bottle of tanning oil from the table. The snick of the cap opening was loud. He poured a clear, golden pool into his palm, rubbing his hands together. The scent of coconut and something faintly tropical bloomed in the air.

When his hands first touched her skin, Jade had to bite the inside of her cheek.

Warm. So warm. The oil was slick, his palms were rough. He started at her shoulders, his fingers spreading the oil in broad, methodical strokes. Down the line of her spine. Up again. His touch was firm, thorough. Impersonal.

But it wasn’t.

With every pass, his fingers lingered a fraction longer. His thumbs traced the indentations of her vertebrae. The heels of his hands pressed into the muscles of her lower back, just above the tie of her bikini bottoms. The silence wasn’t comfortable. It was a living thing, stretched taut between them.

Jade’s heart hammered against the cushion. She focused on the feeling—the slippery heat of his hands, the slight scratch of his wedding band against her skin. She’d fantasized about this for years, ever since he’d married her mother when Jade was nineteen. The off-limits stepdad with the quiet eyes and the capable hands. The constant, low-grade hum of want that she’d buried under a mountain of sarcasm and carefully maintained distance.

His hands slid lower, dipping beneath the fabric of her bottoms to oil the upper curves of her ass. A sound escaped her, a soft sigh she couldn’t trap.

His hands stopped.

The world held its breath. The lawnmower drone faded.

Jade rolled over.

The move was sudden. She lay on her back now, looking up at him. The bikini top was undone, but still covering her, held in place only by her position and his stunned gaze. Oil glistened on her chest, her stomach.

Caleb stared down at her, his hands suspended in the air, gleaming. His expression was raw, stripped bare. All the careful pretense, the paternal mask—gone.

“I’m tired of it,” Jade said, her voice barely a whisper. “Tired of pretending I don’t see the way you look at me. Like you’re starving.”

Caleb’s breath left him in a rush. He dropped to his knees beside the chaise, bringing them eye to eye. The chaise creaked under his weight. The scent of coconut and hot skin enveloped them.

“Jade…” Her name was a plea and a curse.

“How long?” she pressed, lifting a hand. She didn’t touch him. Not yet. “How long have you wanted to?”

“Every damn day.” The confession tore out of him, harsh and true. “Keeping my hands off you… it’s been torture. A sweet, constant torture.”

That was all she needed.

Jade reached up, her oily fingers sliding around the back of his neck. She pulled him down.

The first touch of his lips was a shock—firm, desperate, slick with the oil from his skin. He groaned into her mouth, a deep, shattered sound, and then he was kissing her in earnest. His tongue swept against hers, tasting of iced tea and heat and forbidden years. His hands came up, cradling her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones.

It was messy. Hungry. Lips slid, teeth clashed. Jade arched up into him, her body coming alive under his. One of his hands left her face, skated down her throat, over the slick plane of her chest. He hooked a thumb under the loose fabric of her bikini top and tugged it aside.

The afternoon air kissed her bare nipple, and then his mouth was there.

He took her into the wet heat of his mouth without preamble, his tongue circling the taut peak. Jade cried out, her back bowing off the chaise. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure spearing from her breast to the aching heart of her. He sucked, gently at first, then with a deeper, rhythmic pull that made her thighs clench. His other hand found her other breast, his thumb mimicking the work of his tongue.

“Caleb,” she gasped, her fingers tunneling into his hair, holding him to her.

He switched sides, giving the same devoted attention to her other breast until both nipples were hard, sensitive points, throbbing in the humid air. His mouth trailed down her oiled stomach, tracing the ridges of her abs, dipping into her navel. His hands went to the ties of her bikini bottoms.

He looked up, his eyes dark, questioning.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Yes.”

He untied the knots, his fingers clumsy with urgency. He drew the scrap of fabric down her legs and tossed it aside. She was naked now, sprawled on the striped towel, gleaming and open under the sun.

His gaze burned over her. “God, you’re beautiful.”

Jade pushed herself up on her elbows. Her eyes dropped to the prominent bulge in his black swim trunks. “My turn.”

She reached for him, her fingers finding the waistband. She pushed it down over his hips in one rough shove.

His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard, curving upward against his stomach. Jade wrapped her hand around him. He was hot, silken steel, a bead of moisture already welling at the tip. She stroked him, once, twice, her grip firm, spreading the slickness.

Caleb shuddered, his eyes squeezing shut. “Jade… fuck.”

“Come here,” she whispered, shifting back on the chaise to make room. “Now.”

But he didn’t move to enter her. Instead, he lowered his head between her thighs.

His breath washed over her first, warm and shocking. Then his mouth was on her.

There was no teasing, no gentle exploration. He licked into her with a single-minded focus that stole the air from her lungs. His tongue was flat and broad, stroking up through her folds before circling the aching bud of her clit. He groaned against her, the vibration making her jolt. The sound he made, the feel of it—it was like he was feasting, starved for the taste of her.

Jade fell back, a broken cry escaping her. Her hands fisted in the towel. He licked and sucked, his nose nudging against her, his stubble a delicious abrasion on her tender inner thighs. The world narrowed to the wet, relentless rhythm of his mouth, the coppery taste of her own arousal, the dizzying scent of coconut oil and sex.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out.

He hummed in response, the sound traveling straight through her core. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, and her vision whited out. Pleasure detonated, a shockwave that ripped through her, clenching around his fingers, melting her bones. She shook with it, her heels digging into the teak slats of the chaise.

Before the last tremor had subsided, Caleb was moving. He surged up her body, his weight settling over her. The blunt, hot head of his cock pressed against her entrance.

His eyes locked with hers. In them, she saw the same years of hunger, the same fear, the same reckless need.

He pushed inside.

It was a deep, filling, authoritative thrust. He buried himself to the hilt in one smooth, unstoppable motion. Jade gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him, a sharp, perfect fullness that chased away the last of her lingering thoughts. The heat of the afternoon, the sweat slicking their bodies, made every movement electric.

He held still for a moment, embedded within her, his forehead pressed to hers. “Tell me to stop,” he breathed, the words ragged.

“Don’t you dare.”

He began to move.

The pace was relentless from the start. He drew back almost all the way, then plunged deep again, setting a heavy, driving rhythm that rocked the entire chaise. Each thrust was a claim. Jade wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The slick, wet sound of their joining filled the air, mingling with their ragged pants and the creak of the furniture.

His mouth found hers again in a sloppy, desperate kiss. She could taste herself on his lips. He braced himself on his forearms, his hips never ceasing their piston drive. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly again, hotter and faster this time, fed by the raw urgency in his movements, by the forbidden rightness of it.

“Harder,” she begged against his mouth.

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming sharper, deeper. The chaise slammed against the patio tiles with a rhythmic thump. Jade’s cries grew louder, unchecked. She was close, so close, the pressure building to a breaking point.

Suddenly, Caleb pulled out of her.

The loss was a physical ache. He grabbed her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh. “Turn over.”

His voice was guttural, a command. Jade scrambled to obey, her body buzzing with unmet need. She got on her hands and knees on the wide chaise, the rough towel beneath her palms. He moved behind her, one hand guiding himself back to her entrance.

He entered her again, this angle even deeper, more profound. A punched-out moan tore from her throat. He gripped her hips, holding her still as he set a new, punishing pace. Each thrust jolted her forward, a slap of skin on skin that echoed around the secluded pool deck.

His thumb found the swollen nub of her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. It was too much. The friction, the depth, the sheer wrongness of it all tipped her over.

Her climax crashed over her, a violent, writhing wave that clenched around him, milking his length. She screamed into the cushion, the sound muffled by the fabric.

Feeling her convulse around him was Caleb’s undoing. With a raw, shattered groan, he buried himself to the root and spilled into her, his body shuddering, his grip on her hips turning bruising.

For a long minute, the only sounds were their heaving breaths and the gentle lap of pool water. The sun beat down on their tangled, sweaty, oil-smeared bodies.

Slowly, carefully, Caleb pulled out of her and collapsed onto the chaise beside her. Jade rolled onto her side, facing him. The reality of what they’d done settled over them like dust.

Caleb stared at the ceiling, his chest rising and falling rapidly. Fear, stark and cold, flooded his features. “Your mother… she’ll see it. The second she looks at me. She’ll know.”

Jade reached out, tracing a finger through the sweat on his sternum. A slow, confident smile touched her lips, though her own heart was hammering against her ribs. “No, she won’t. I can play it cool.” Her finger slid lower, over the tense muscles of his abdomen. “As long as we do this again. Soon.”
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“I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Emmanuel’s voice was a low vibration that cut through the steady hum of the dryer. Becca’s breath caught, not with a hitch, but with a sharp, deep pull of air scented with fabric softener and the humid warmth of the small laundry room. Her fingers, gripping the warm cotton of a t-shirt, went still.

She had said it first. The confession, clumsy and raw, had slipped out just minutes before. Lately, I’ve been so lonely. I wish I could find someone… someone like you. She’d meant it as a compliment, a daughter’s admiration. But the air in the small room had shifted, thickening around them.

—

Now, he stood just inside the doorway, a bundle of dark work clothes in his arms, his gaze fixed on her. The space felt too close. The walls pressed in, trapping the heat, the scent of him—soap and something earthy beneath.

“Emmanuel, I…” she started, but the words dissolved.

He dropped his clothes onto the closed lid of the washer. The soft thud was loud in the quiet. He took a step, then another, until the heat from his body was a tangible force against her skin. “You’ve become a beautiful woman, Becca,” he said, his voice stripped of any paternal softness. It was all rough edges and quiet intensity. “It’s getting… difficult. To pretend I don’t see it.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was wrong. A line, thick and black, was drawn on the tile floor between them. She looked from his eyes, dark and serious, to his mouth. Her own lips parted.

He didn’t ask. He simply closed the last of the distance, one hand coming up to cradle her jaw. His thumb stroked her cheekbone. The touch was electric, a jolt that shot straight down her spine. This is happening, her mind whispered, a frantic, thrilling thought.

Then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, immediate, an inferno that burned away the last of her hesitation. His lips were firm, insistent. A small sound escaped her, a muffled gasp that he swallowed. Her hands, clumsy, found his shoulders, the hard muscle flexing under his shirt. She kissed him back, opening for him, letting his tongue sweep into her mouth. The taste of him—coffee and mint—was intoxicating.

His other hand slid down her back, pulling her flush against him. She felt the hard ridge of his erection press into her stomach, and a surge of pure, hot power flooded her. He wants me. Like this.

With a ragged breath, he broke the kiss, his eyes searching hers. “Tell me to stop,” he murmured, his voice gravel.

She shook her head, her fingers fumbling for the hem of her soft sleep shirt. “Don’t.”

He helped her, pulling the fabric up and over her head in one swift motion. The cool air of the basement brushed her skin, followed immediately by the scorching heat of his gaze. Her plain cotton bra felt suddenly flimsy. He didn’t bother with the clasp. He simply bent his head, his mouth finding her nipple through the fabric, sucking hard.

A sharp cry tore from her throat. The sensation was immediate, a direct line of pleasure-pain that arrowed to her core. She arched into him, her hands tangling in his short, dark hair. He worked her with his mouth, teeth grazing, tongue laving, until the fabric was soaked and she was trembling. Only then did he hook a finger under the cup, peeling it aside to expose her bare breast. His mouth on her skin was a revelation—wet, hot, devastatingly skilled.

Her own hands were busy, wrestling with the button of his jeans. The denim was stiff. She got it open, yanked the zipper down. Pushing the fabric aside, she reached in. Her fingers closed around him.

Heat. Velvet-over-steel thickness. A pulse against her palm that echoed the frantic beat of her own heart. She drew him out, marveling, stroking from root to tip. A drop of moisture beaded at the head. She smeared it with her thumb, feeling him jump in her hand.

“Christ, Becca,” he groaned against her breast.

The sound of his pleasure, so raw, undid her. She sank to her knees on the cool linoleum, the position putting her eye-level with his straining cock. The dryer’s rhythmic thump was a bassline to the pounding in her ears. She didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, taking him into her mouth.

He was big, stretching her lips, filling her. She focused on the sensation—the smooth skin, the salty taste of him, the way his thighs tensed when she sucked. She used her tongue, tracing the thick vein underneath, swirling around the head. Her hands gripped his hips, holding him steady as she took him deeper, until her nose brushed the coarse hair at his base. A guttural sound rumbled in his chest.

His hands came to her head, not forcing, but cradling, his fingers threading through her hair. “Just like that,” he rasped. “God, yes.”

The power was dizzying. To have this man, this solid, quiet pillar of her family, trembling under her mouth. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the wet, slick sounds, in the subtle buck of his hips. She was pulling him apart, and the knowledge made her own need a throbbing, desperate ache between her legs.

Suddenly, his hands were under her arms, hauling her up. “My turn,” he growled, his voice thick.

He turned her, lifting her as if she weighed nothing, and set her down on top of the washing machine. The metal lid was cool through her thin shorts. He stood between her spread knees, pushing them wider. His eyes locked on hers as he hooked his fingers in the waistband of her shorts and panties, dragging them down her legs and dropping them to the floor.

Exposed, she shivered. He leaned in, his breath hot against her inner thigh. “So pretty,” he murmured, and then his mouth was on her.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. He didn’t tease. He feasted. A broad, flat stroke from her opening to her clit made her back bow off the machine. He held her hips down, pinning her in place as he licked and sucked, his tongue delving inside her, then circling that sensitive, swollen bud. The sensations piled on top of each other—the rough scrape of his stubble on her tender skin, the wet, open-mouthed kisses, the clever flick of his tongue-tip.

Her fingers scrabbled against the smooth lid. Pleasure coiled tight, a spring winding beyond endurance. “Emmanuel… I’m going to…”

He hummed against her, the vibration pushing her over.

The climax tore through her, a silent, seizing shock that turned her vision white. Her body convulsed, her thighs clamping around his head as wave after wave of electric heat pulsed from her core. She cried out, a broken, airless sound. He gentled his mouth, licking her through the tremors until she went limp, boneless against the machine.

Before she could recover, he was moving. He freed his aching cock from his jeans, positioned himself at her slick entrance. His eyes burned into hers.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She did. He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion that stretched her, filled her so completely her breath seized. He seated himself to the hilt, and for a moment, they were still, joined, breathing the same humid air.

Then he began to move.

Withdrawing almost completely, then driving back in with a force that shook the machine. The rhythm was punishing, perfect. Each thrust jolted through her, sparking fresh tendrils of sensation from her oversensitive flesh. The metal beneath her was hard, unyielding, a contrast to the delicious friction happening where their bodies met. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust.

“So deep,” she gasped, the words torn from her. “You feel… so deep.”

He growled, his hands gripping her thighs, his pace increasing. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping skin, their ragged breaths, the relentless hum of the dryer. She could feel her own climax building again, a tight, hot pressure coiling low in her belly.

He must have seen it on her face. With a final, brutal thrust, he pulled out, flipping her over with a surprising ease. Her palms slapped against the folding table, cool and smooth. He pressed against her from behind, his body blanketing hers. One hand splayed on her lower back, holding her down, the other guided himself back into her soaked heat.

This angle was different. Deeper, sharper. He filled her in a new way, hitting a spot inside that made stars burst behind her eyelids. He set a relentless, driving pace, his hips slamming against her ass. The table shuddered with each impact.

“This is what you wanted,” he gritted out, his voice strained. “This is what you asked for.”

She could only moan, pushing back against him, taking every inch. The pleasure was a live wire, sizzling through her veins. She felt him swell inside her, his rhythm growing ragged, his breaths coming in sharp pants against her neck.

“Becca…” His voice was a warning, a prayer.

His control shattered. His thrusts became short, frantic jerks. With a raw, choked shout, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her, the intimate flood triggering her own shattering climax. Her vision grayed at the edges as she clenched around him, milking him through the waves, her cries muffled against the vinyl tabletop.

Slowly, the world swam back. The humming dryer. The scent of sex and clean linen. The heavy weight of him as he slumped over her, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades.

His softening length slipped from her body, followed by a trickle of warmth down her inner thigh. The reality of what they’d done settled over her like a cold sheet.

He straightened, his hands gentle now as he turned her to face him. He saw the fright in her eyes, the guilt dawning.

“My mom…” she whispered, the words thick.

He cupped her face, his thumb wiping a tear she hadn’t felt fall. “Shhh. It’s our secret, Becca. No one will know.”

He didn’t wait for her to answer. He reached down, grabbing a warm, fresh towel from the basket and gently wiping the evidence of their encounter from her thighs. The mundane, domestic act felt bizarrely intimate—a caretaker’s touch turned into a lover’s.

"I'm on the pill," she managed to say, her voice steadier now as the adrenaline began to level out. "I'm protected, Emmanuel. You don't have to worry about that."

He looked up at her, a complicated mix of relief and darkened intent in his eyes. He stood, pulling his jeans up and fastening them with the practiced ease of a man returning to his mask. "Good. Because I don't think I can stop at just once, Becca. Not after this."

He leaned in, giving her one last, lingering kiss—a deep, slow claim that reminded her exactly who was in charge. Then, he stepped back, becoming the quiet, reliable stepfather once more. He picked up his bundle of dark work clothes, the very thing that had brought him into the room, and nodded toward the stairs.

"Go up first," he commanded softly. "Get in the shower. If your mom asks why you were down here so long, tell her the dryer was acting up."

Becca nodded, gathering her discarded clothes. As she slipped her shirt back on, the fabric felt different against her sensitized skin—a constant reminder of the weight of his body and the strength of his hands. She paused at the doorway, looking back at him. He was already loading his clothes into the machine, his back to her, the picture of perfect, suburban normalcy.

She realized then that the laundry room would never be just a chore again. It was their sanctuary, a humid, hidden world where the rules of the house didn't apply. As she hurried up the stairs to wash the scent of him from her skin, she wasn't thinking about the guilt. She was already wondering when the next load of laundry would need to be done.
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Zoey heard the door click shut, her mother’s car engine fading down the street. Silence, thick and heavy, filled the house. She stood in the kitchen, her palms damp against the granite counter, her heart punching a rapid rhythm against her ribs. A week of carefully calculated insolence—the eye rolls, the muttered comebacks, the dishes left in the sink—had all led to this empty house. To him.

Grayson’s voice, low and steady, cut through the quiet from the living room. “Zoey. In here. Now.”

A thrill, sharp and electric, shot down her spine. She smoothed her hands over her shorts, took a breath, and walked in with what she hoped was a convincing slouch of boredom.

He stood by the fireplace, a tall, solid silhouette against the afternoon light filtering through the blinds. At thirty-eight, Grayson carried himself with a quiet intensity that had always unnerved and fascinated her. His gaze pinned her where she stood. “You think I didn’t notice?” he asked, his voice deceptively calm. “The attitude. The backtalk. All week. You’ve been pushing, Zoey. Deliberately.”

She shrugged, looking at a point over his shoulder. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Don’t you.” It wasn’t a question. He took a slow step toward her, and the air in the room seemed to compress. “Your mother is gone for the weekend. And I’m done. If you want to act like a defiant child, I’ll treat you like one.”

Her pulse leapt. This is it. “You can’t be serious.”

“Over my knee, Zoey. Now.”

A hot flush spread across her chest and neck. She wanted to protest, to run, but her feet carried her forward, drawn by the magnetic pull of his command and her own desperate need. She stopped in front of him, close enough to catch the clean, masculine scent of his soap. Her mouth felt dry.

“Bend over,” he instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument. He settled into the deep armchair, his expression unreadable.

Her hands trembled as she positioned herself. The world tilted as she leaned forward, draping her body across his solid thighs. The soft denim of his jeans pressed against her stomach. Her shorts, tight and short, felt suddenly insubstantial. The position was vulnerable, exposing, and a wave of dizzying anticipation made her head swim.

His hand came to rest on the curve of her rear, a heavy, warm weight through the fabric. Her breath caught, stuttered.

“This is for your own good,” he said, but his voice had dropped, gone rough at the edges.

The first swat landed.

It wasn’t gentle. A sharp, stinging crack echoed in the quiet room, the sound swallowed immediately by the plush furniture. Heat bloomed instantly, a bright, shocking brand against her skin. She jerked, a gasp tearing from her throat.

The second smack followed, lower, firmer. The heat intensified, spreading, seeping deep. Another gasp, this one mingled with a soft, involuntary sound. Her fingers clenched into the fabric of the chair cushion.

He delivered a third, then a fourth, each one measured and hard. The initial sting melted into a throbbing, pervasive warmth that coiled low in her belly. Her protests died before they formed. Instead, a low moan escaped her, muffled against the chair. Her body, traitorously, arched into the contact, pushing her sore flesh more firmly against his punishing palm.

His hand stilled, resting on the heated skin. She felt his fingers flex, felt the tremor in them. His breathing, once even, now came in a deeper, rougher rhythm that matched her own.

“Why, Zoey?” His voice was a gravelly scrape against the silence. “Tell me why you’ve been acting like a brat.”

She turned her head, cheek against the cushion. Her vision was blurred. The words tumbled out, raw and honest, stripped of all pretense by the fire on her skin. “I wanted… I needed you to notice. I needed your… attention.”

A beat of absolute stillness. Then his hand, which had been resting, moved. Not to strike, but to soothe. His palm rubbed slow, firm circles over the punished curve, the touch now a caress that made her whimper. “Look at me.”

With effort, she pushed herself up, twisting to face him. Her skin felt aflame, her lungs tight. His stern expression had shattered. His eyes, usually a cool grey, were dark, stormy with a hunger she recognized because it mirrored her own. A hunger she’d seen him bank for years.

“You have no idea,” he breathed, the words strained, “how long I’ve fought this. How hard I’ve tried to just be your mother’s husband.”

“Stop fighting it, Daddy,” she whispered, the plea naked in her voice.

A groan tore from his chest. His hands went to the waistband of her shorts, his fingers deftly undoing the button, sliding the zipper down. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. Together, they pushed the shorts and her thin cotton panties down her thighs, letting them pool around her knees. The cool air kissed her overheated skin, raising goosebumps. His gaze burned over the exposed, flushed skin of her rear, now marked with the clear, pink imprint of his hand.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, almost to himself. His fingertips traced the edges of the warm patches, a feather-light touch that made her shiver violently. “You took that so well. My good girl.”

The praise liquefied something inside her. She was molten, pliant.

But he wasn’t done. He stood up from the chair. With a firm grip on her hip, he shifted her onto the sofa. “On your back,” he ordered, his voice thick. “Legs open. Let me see you.”

She obeyed, scrambling to lie back, her legs falling apart, exposing herself completely to his heated gaze. The blush on her face deepened, but it was matched by a fierce, wet ache between her legs. She was utterly exposed, and the freedom of it was intoxicating.

Grayson dropped down to the floor between her spread thighs. For a long moment, he just looked, his eyes drinking in the sight of her—the flushed pink skin of her inner thighs, the neat thatch of dark curls, the glistening evidence of her arousal. A muscle ticked in his jaw.

Then he leaned forward, and his mouth was on her.

The first touch of his tongue was a slow, broad stroke from bottom to top. Zoey cried out, her back arching off the cushions. It was not the tentative lick of a novice, but the confident, knowing caress of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. His hands hooked under her thighs, holding her open, pulling her closer to the edge of the couch and deeper into the heat of his mouth.

He feasted on her. His tongue delved inside her, tasting, exploring, before focusing on the swollen, desperate bud of her clit. He circled it, teased it, then sucked it gently between his lips. Sensation detonated through her, wave after wave of pure, sharp pleasure. Her hands fisted in his dark hair, not to guide him, but to anchor herself as the world dissolved into feeling.

“Daddy… please…” she begged, the words a broken chant. Her hips rocked against his face, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of the devastating skill of his tongue.

He gave it to her. His rhythm intensified, his mouth working her with a relentless, focused intensity. The tight coil in her belly wound tighter, tighter, until she was trembling on the edge. Just as she felt herself begin to splinter, he pulled back.

She made a sound of pure, agonized protest.

“Not yet,” he rasped, his lips slick, his chin damp. His own need was a visible, straining pressure behind his fly. He stood, his movements quick and jerky, and freed himself. He was thick, hard, the tip flushed and leaking. The sight made her mouth water.

He didn’t wait. He climbed over her on the couch, settling his weight between her thighs. The broad head of his cock nudged against her entrance, slick with her wetness and his saliva. His eyes locked with hers, asking a silent, urgent question.

“Yes,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his hips. “Now.”

He pushed inside with one deep, claiming thrust.

A guttural groan ripped from him, a sound of profound relief and desperate pleasure. For her, the world narrowed to the exquisite, stretching fullness of him, the way he filled her so completely it bordered on pain, then melted into mindless, perfect sensation. She was so wet, so ready, he slid home in one smooth, deep glide.

“Christ, Zoey,” he gritted out, his forehead dropping to hers. “You feel… incredible.”

He began to move. Slow, deep pulls that dragged every inch of him against her inner walls, then pushed back in to the hilt. Each stroke lit a new fuse of pleasure inside her. The rough fabric of his shirt scratched her tender nipples through her thin top. The solid weight of him pinned her to the couch, a delicious anchor as the storm of sensation built.

His pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. The slap of skin on skin, the creak of the sofa springs, their ragged breaths—it was a symphony of raw need. He drove into her, chasing his own release, each powerful snap of his hips rubbing her clit in just the right way. The coil, which had never fully unwound, tightened again, fiercer, brighter.

“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice a ragged command.

Her eyes, which had squeezed shut, flew open. His gaze held hers, dark and intense, as he pistoned into her. In that shared look, all the pretense, all the years of restraint, vanished. There was only this: the sweat-slick slide of their bodies, the overwhelming heat, the raw, unfiltered hunger.

It tipped her over. The orgasm crashed into her without warning, a convulsive, shattering wave that tore a scream from her throat. Her body clamped around him, milking his length as pleasure electrocuted every nerve ending.

The feel of her pulsing around him shattered his control. With a final, deep thrust that buried him to the root, he groaned her name, a raw, broken sound, and spilled himself inside her. Heat flooded her, a final, intimate claim that sent aftershocks trembling through her limbs.

For a long moment, he stayed there, collapsed over her, his weight a comforting burden. Their harsh breaths mingled in the quiet room. Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body, a sensation that made her shiver.

He shifted, pulling her with him so they lay tangled on the couch, her back to his front. His arms wrapped around her, one hand splayed possessively over her stomach. His lips brushed the damp skin of her shoulder.

Silence stretched, heavy with what they had just done.

When he spoke, his voice was quiet, laced with a fear she’d never heard from him before. “Zoey… God. I’ve gone too far. We… this can’t…”

She twisted in his arms, turning to face him. She saw the conflict in his eyes, the dawning horror at the line they had vaporized. She reached up, her fingers tracing the stubble along his jaw.

She smiled, a slow, secret, satisfied curve of her lips. Her voice was a husky promise against the shell of his ear. “It’s okay, Daddy. I won’t tell Mom… as long as we can do it again.”

16 - A FAILING GRADE, A TABOO PUNISHMENT
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“Is this honestly the best you can do?”

Martin’s voice was a low, dangerous rumble in the quiet of the study. He held the test paper by one corner, the ‘F’ scrawled in aggressive red ink looking like a wound against the white page.

“I… I tried to study, Martin. I swear,” Maya stammered, her fingers twisting the hem of her skirt. “The material was just… it was too much. I couldn’t keep the facts straight.”

“Too much? Or were you just not paying attention?” Martin’s tone stayed flat, his professor’s gaze cool and assessing. He leaned back in his leather chair, the wood creaking a low complaint. “You bring home a forty-seven percent, Maya. On a subject I teach. In this house, we don't accept excuses for failure. We correct it.”

Her pulse hammered at the base of her throat. “I know.”

“Do you?” He stood then, his presence filling the room, the scent of old books and his sandalwood cologne suddenly oppressive. He walked around the mahogany desk, stopping close enough for her to feel the heat radiating from his body. “Your mother is at her sister’s until tomorrow. This gives us plenty of time for a private study session. Laziness—or a lack of focus—has consequences, Maya.”

“I wasn’t being lazy,” she whispered, her eyes dropping.

“The grade suggests otherwise.” His hand, broad and warm, settled on her shoulder, turning her gently, firmly, away from him. He guided her toward the polished edge of the desk. “Bend over. Hands flat on the surface.”

Her breath snagged. This wasn’t new. Not really. A strict household, high expectations… this particular form of correction had been introduced last semester, after a missed assignment. A few sharp, shocking smacks with the heavy wooden ruler he kept in his top drawer. It was meant to sting, to motivate. It did more than that. The memory of the last time—the sharp crack, the bloom of heat, the strange, shameful clench low in her belly—flooded back now.

She obeyed, the smooth, cool wood under her palms a stark contrast to the fire already licking up her neck. She heard the drawer open, the soft slide of wood against wood as he retrieved the ruler. The air shifted behind her.

“Five,” he said, his voice closer now. “For the lack of effort.”

The first smack landed. A sharp, flat crack that echoed in the quiet room. The pain was immediate, a bright, stinging line across the seat of her thin cotton shorts. She gasped, fingers curling into the desk.

“You are capable of better.” Crack. A second line, parallel to the first. The sting deepened, melting into a throbbing warmth that seeped through the fabric. Her thighs pressed together of their own accord.

“I expect focus.” Crack. The third. Tears pricked her eyes, not from the pain, which was already fading into a pervasive heat, but from the surge of something else, something liquid and desperate coiling in her core. The shameful throb intensified, becoming a physical ache.

“Discipline is a form of care, Maya.” Crack. The fourth strike overlapped the third, and a small, choked sound escaped her lips. Her back arched, pushing her hips back just a fraction.

The ruler rested against her skin, a promised threat. “One more. And you will apply yourself. Understood?”

“Yes.” The word was a puff of air.

The final smack was harder, decisive. CRACK. She jolted forward, a full-body flinch. The pain flared, then subsided, leaving behind a glowing, full-body awareness centered entirely on the punished curve of her backside and the slick heat gathering between her legs.

Silence. Then the soft clack of the ruler being placed on the desk beside her hand.

She stayed bent, waiting for the dismissal, the lecture. Her heart drummed against her ribs.

Instead, she felt his warmth as he stepped close again. His palm, not punishing now, smoothed over the fabric covering her heated skin, a slow, almost thoughtful caress. The touch burned more than the ruler had. A shudder ripped through her.

“Martin,” she breathed, the name a forbidden plea.

His hand stilled. “Stand up.”

She pushed herself upright, legs unsteady. She turned to face him, her cheeks flushed, eyes wide. He looked down at her, his academic composure still in place, but his eyes… his eyes were dark, the pupils swallowing the cool grey of his irises. He saw everything—the tremor in her hands, the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the want she was certain was plain on her face.

“I wasn’t lazy,” she said again, her voice stronger now, fueled by a reckless courage born of pure need.

“No?” A single, raised eyebrow.

She swallowed, meeting his gaze head-on. “I failed because I couldn’t think. I couldn’t remember a single formula because my head was… it was full of you. Of this.” Her gesture took in the desk, the ruler, the intimate space between them. “Of what happens in this room when Mom’s gone. I sat there and all I could feel was the ghost of that ruler, and all I could think about was what you might do next time.”

The words hung in the air, shocking and undeniable.

Martin’s composure didn’t just crack; it shattered. A low, rough sound tore from his chest. In one fluid motion, his hands were on her waist, lifting her as if she weighed nothing, setting her down on the edge of the mahogany desk. The polished surface was cool through her shorts. He stepped between her parted knees, his body caging hers, and his mouth crashed down on hers.

The kiss was nothing like the chaste pecks on the cheek they exchanged in the kitchen. This was hunger, raw and immediate. His lips were demanding, his tongue sweeping past hers, tasting, claiming. She moaned into his mouth, her hands flying up to tangle in the crisp hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. All the weeks of stolen glances, of electric touches that lasted a second too long, of feverish daydreams in the back of his own lectures—it all detonated in that kiss.

His hands were everywhere, tugging her simple t-shirt over her head, his fingers making quick work of the clasp of her bra. The cool study air pebbled her nipples an instant before his mouth left hers to trail hot, open-mouthed kisses down her throat, over her collarbone. He took one taut peak into his mouth, sucking deeply, and a sharp cry tore from her. Her head fell back, her back arching to press her breast more firmly against his tongue, his teeth.

He worshipped her breasts with a focused intensity that made her dizzy, moving from one to the other, his hands cupping, weighing, his thumbs circling the aching peaks. All the while, his hips pressed against the inside of her thighs, the hard, thick line of his erection a blatant promise through his tailored trousers.

With a growl, he straightened, his eyes blazing. He unbuttoned her shorts, yanked them and her panties down her legs in one impatient pull. She helped, kicking them off, leaving her bare and exposed on the dark wood. His gaze raked over her, from her flushed face to her trembling thighs, and the sheer heat in it made her skin sizzle.

He unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding free with a hiss. The zip of his fly was loud. He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free himself.

Maya’s mouth went dry. He was thick, veined, the head already flushed a dark, ruddy color. Without a word, without being told, she slid off the desk and onto her knees on the Persian rug. Her hands, which moments before had been gripping the desk edge, now settled on his hips. She looked up at him, seeing the stunned, feverish desire in his face, and it empowered her.

She leaned forward, her breath whispering over the sensitive tip. Then her tongue darted out, a slow, flat lick from root to crown, tasting the salt and musk of him. A muscle jumped in his jaw. She took him into her mouth, not all at once, but slowly, her lips stretching as she descended, her tongue swirling around the underside. His fingers speared into her hair, not pushing, just holding.

She set a slow, worshipful rhythm. Up and down, her head bobbing, her mouth a hot, wet silken friction. She used her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take, her thumb rubbing over the leaking slit on each upstroke. His hips gave a minute jerk, a suppressed thrust. His breaths grew ragged, sharp gusts of air. “Maya…” Her name was a prayer, a curse.

The feel of him, the taste, the control—it was intoxicating. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the tremble in the thighs under her other hand.

With a sudden, guttural sound, he pulled her up by her arms. “Enough,” he rasped, his voice shredded. He lifted her again, placing her back on the desk, her bare bottom meeting the wood. He pushed her knees apart, his head dropping between them.

His mouth on her was a revelation. Not tentative, not exploratory, but voracious. His tongue laved a broad, wet stripe through her folds, and she cried out, her hands scrabbling for purchase on the slick wood. He zeroed in on her clit, sucking the swollen bud into his mouth, his tongue flicking over it with relentless, perfect pressure. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see white behind her eyelids.

“Oh god… Martin, please…” She was babbling, her hips lifting off the desk to meet his mouth, riding his face. The tension built, a coil of pure lightning in her belly, tightening, tightening. He added a third finger, stretching her, the slight burn only amplifying the pleasure. His mouth never let up, sucking, licking, devouring.

The orgasm hit her like a train, unexpected and catastrophic. It wrenched a scream from her throat, her body bowing off the desk, every muscle locking. Pleasure, sharp and sweet and endless, radiated out from her core, leaving her shaking, gasping, boneless.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving. He hauled her to the very edge of the desk, her back against the wood. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick, swollen flesh. His eyes locked on hers, wild, possessive.

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

She forced her bleary eyes open, meeting his stormy gaze.

He pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite, a full, burning pressure that made her gasp. He was so much larger than his fingers. He sank in slowly, inexorably, until he was fully seated, their bodies joined. She felt impossibly full, stretched, claimed. He held there for a moment, both of them trembling, breathing in ragged sync.

Then he moved.

His first thrust was deep, testing. The second was harder. By the third, he’d found a brutal, perfect rhythm, driving into her with a force that shoved her up the desk. Each powerful stroke rubbed his body against her sensitive clit, reigniting the embers of her climax. The sound of skin slapping against skin, of their mingled, harsh breaths, filled the room.

Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. He groaned, his pace turning frantic, pounding into her. The mahogany desk rocked with their motion. One of his hands gripped her hip, the other braced beside her head. She was lost in it, in the animal rhythm, the piercing pleasure-pain of each deep stroke, the smell of their sweat and sex.

“Again,” he gritted out, watching her face. “Come for me again.”

His thumb found her clit, rubbing tight, urgent circles. The dual assault was too much. Another climax, sharper than the first, ripped through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him in frantic pulses, milking his length. Her cry was raw, broken.

It shattered his control. With a roar that was all release, he drove into her one last, devastating time and held, his body shuddering as he spilled himself deep inside her warmth.

For long moments, there was only the sound of their struggling breaths. He slumped over her, his weight a welcome anchor. He pressed his forehead to her shoulder.

Then, with a tenderness that contrasted starkly with their frenzy, he pulled out. He helped her sit up, her legs wobbling. He turned her gently, guiding her to bend over the desk once more, her flushed, well-marked bottom on display.

He picked up the ruler again. It felt different in his hand now. Not a tool of correction, but of possession.

He delivered three swift, firm smacks to her overheated skin. Crack. Crack. Crack. Each one sparked a fresh jolt of sensation, a reminder. She moaned, the sound more pleasure than protest, pushing her hips back into the strikes.

He dropped the ruler. His hands, now gentle, soothed the heated skin. He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. “Your next session,” he murmured, his voice husky with spent passion and promise. “Thursday. Your mother has a conference.”

She pushed herself up, turning to face him. Her body hummed, satiated and sore. A slow, secret smile touched her lips. She reached for her discarded clothes, not bothering with her underwear, just pulling her shorts on over the tender flesh.

“Just so you know,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady as she slipped her t-shirt back on. She met his gaze, holding it. “I’m on birth control. Have been for a year.” She let the implication hang, watching his eyes darken anew. “And I can’t wait for my next tutor session.”

She turned and walked out of the study, leaving him standing there, the ruler on his desk, the scent of their joining heavy in the air.
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The mountain road had vanished.

One moment, Sophie was watching the rain slash against the passenger window, the wipers fighting a losing battle. The next, a low rumble shook the jeep, and through the downpour, a wall of earth and rock slid across the asphalt behind them with a final, wet sigh.

Thomas killed the engine. The silence that followed was absolute, broken only by the drumming rain on the roof.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, his voice trembling slightly. “A few seconds slower and we would have been under that. We’d be dead, Sophie. Buried.”

Two hours later, the cabin was as ready as it would ever be. Dust sheets folded, musty air slowly warming from the woodstove’s orange glow. The radio in the kitchen spat static—no signal, no weather update. Just the two of them, a stocked pantry, and a blocked road.

“Could be two days before they can get a dozer up here,” Thomas said, pouring two fingers of amber whiskey into a chipped glass. He handed it to Sophie, their fingers brushing. A spark, sharp and electric, jumped between them. She pulled her hand back as if burned.

“Mom will be worried,” Sophie said, the words tasting like ash. She was twenty-two, but in this old space filled with childhood summers, she felt seventeen again.

“I left a message at the last spot of service. She knows we’re safe.” Thomas knocked his drink back, his throat working. He stared into the fire. “Just stuck.”

They drank in silence, the whiskey spreading a slow, liquid heat through Sophie’s chest. The storm outside moaned around the eaves. The fire popped. The distance between them on the worn leather sofa felt like a canyon, and also like nothing at all.

The bottle was half empty when the words finally broke free.

“It’s not fair.”

Thomas looked at her, his hazel eyes reflecting the flames. “The mudslide?”

“No.” Sophie took a gulp, the alcohol giving her courage, or stupidity. “Her. Having you. I’ve always been… jealous.”

The admission hung in the air, thick as the woodsmoke. Thomas didn’t move. He just watched her, his expression unreadable.

“Sophie,” he started, a warning, a plea.

“Don’t. You look at me. I know you do. Every summer, by the pool back home. Every time I walked through the living room in a towel.” She leaned forward, the neckline of her soft flannel shirt gaping. “You’d look away so fast. But you saw.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. He poured another drink, his hand steady but his knuckles white. “Of course I saw. You’re a beautiful woman. It was… a test. Every damn day.” His voice dropped, rough with the whiskey and something else. “Watching you in that little blue bikini. The way the sun caught on your skin. I’d have to leave the room. Christ.”

The wrongness of it, the forbidden line, didn’t cool the room. It set it on fire. It was a fuel, pungent and addictive, pouring onto the embers of their isolation.

Her pulse hammered in her wrists, her throat. She saw the same struggle in him—the tightness around his mouth, the dark dilation of his pupils. The want, raw and uncensored, warring with a lifetime of rules.

She moved first.

In one fluid motion, she closed the distance, swung a leg over his lap, and straddled him. The empty glass tumbled from her hand, thudding on the rug. His hands came up instinctively, gripping her hips through her jeans, not pushing her away, but holding her there. Anchoring her.

“Sophie, we can’t—” he breathed, but his eyes were on her mouth.

“We already are.”

She brought her lips to his. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a collision. A release. His mouth was hot, tasted of whiskey and heat. A low groan vibrated from his chest into hers. One of his hands slid up her back, fingers tangling in her long, brown hair, cupping the back of her head to pull her deeper. The other stayed firm on her hip, pressing her down against the hard ridge of his erection straining against his jeans.

The kiss was desperate, hungry, all tongue and teeth and shared breath. Sophie ground herself against him, a moan escaping her as friction sparked through the layers of denim. His hands were everywhere—skimming up her ribs, thumb brushing the side of her breast, making her arch into him.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Off,” he growled, tugging at the hem of her flannel. “Get this off.”

She reared back, yanking the shirt over her head. The firelight danced over her skin, her plain black bra. Thomas’s gaze was a physical touch, scorching. He unhooked the front clasp with a deft flick of his fingers. The cups fell away.

His sharp intake of breath was the best sound she’d ever heard.

“God,” he whispered, almost reverent. He didn’t just look. He studied. The soft weight of her breasts, the pale pink of her nipples, already pebbled tight from the cold air and his attention.

He leaned forward and took one into his mouth.

Sophie cried out, her head falling back. His mouth was searing wet heat, his tongue laving, circling, then sucking deep. The sensation shot straight to her core, a bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure. His teeth grazed the peak, a sharp, sweet edge that made her fists clutch at his shoulders.

“Thomas… please…”

He switched to the other, giving it the same devastating attention, his free hand kneading the damp flesh he’d just abandoned. She was liquid and fire, rocking against the solid muscle of his thigh, seeking pressure, friction, anything.

His hand left her breast, slid down the flat of her stomach, and popped the button of her jeans. The zipper came down with a harsh rasp. He pushed his hand inside her underwear, and his fingers found her soaked, swollen folds.

“Fuck, Sophie,” he hissed against her skin. “You’re drenched.”

“For you,” she gasped. “Only for you.”

That shattered the last of his control. He stood up, lifting her with him as if she weighed nothing, and laid her back on the thick wool rug before the stove. He stripped her jeans and panties down her legs in one rough pull. Then he stood over her, drinking in the sight of her sprawled naked in the firelight.

His own clothes followed—his flannel, his t-shirt, his belt clattering to the floor. Then his jeans and boxers. And there he was.

Sophie’s mouth went dry. He was thick, heavy, fully erect, the head flushed a dark red. A faint trail of dark hair led from his navel down. He was all power and pent-up need. She pushed herself up on her elbows.

“Let me,” she said, her voice husky.

He came to his knees beside her. She reached out, wrapping her fingers around him. He was hot as a brand, the skin like silk over steel. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. She swiped her thumb over it, spreading the slickness, and he shuddered.

“You’re so…big,” she murmured, more to herself, stroking him from root to tip, learning his shape, the weight of him in her hand.

“Your mouth, Sophie. I need to feel your mouth.”

The demand in his tone made her stomach clench with fresh heat. She shifted, leaning forward, and took him into her mouth.

The taste of him, salt and musk, filled her senses. She licked a slow stripe along the underside before taking him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth. His hand came to the back of her head, not forcing, just holding, his fingers twisting in her hair.

“Yes… just like that,” he gritted out.

She found a rhythm, bobbing her head, using her tongue, hollowing her cheeks. She listened to every hitch in his breath, every strained curse, letting them guide her. His hips began a subtle, helpless thrust, meeting her movements. The power was dizzying—feeling him come apart under her ministrations, knowing she was the cause.

“Enough,” he gasped, pulling her head back gently. “I need to taste you. Now.”

He urged her onto her back and pushed her thighs apart, his shoulders settling between them. The first flick of his tongue over her clit made her back bow off the rug.

“Oh god!”

He didn’t tease. He feasted. His mouth was relentless, his tongue broad and flat, then pointed and precise. He licked into her, deep, then circled her throbbing clit with focused pressure. One hand held her hip pinned to the floor; the fingers of the other slid inside her, curling, stroking a spot that made her see white behind her eyelids.

“Thomas, I’m… I’m going to—”

He sucked her clit into his mouth and hummed.

The orgasm ripped through her, violent and stunning. Her legs shook, a scream tearing from her throat as waves of pleasure radiated out from her center, washing away every thought, every worry, leaving only raw sensation.

Before the last tremor had even faded, he was moving. He lifted her, carried her the few steps to the heavy wooden dining table, and swept the placemats and a ceramic bowl aside with a crash. He laid her on the cool, smooth wood.

“Watch me,” he commanded, positioning himself at her entrance. He was gripping himself, guiding the broad head through her slickness, pressing against her.

She watched, mesmerized, as he pushed inside.

It was a stretch, a glorious, burning fullness that stole her breath. He slid in inch by devastating inch, his eyes locked on hers, until he was buried to the hilt. They both went still, panting, joined completely.

“You feel… incredible,” he groaned, the words strained.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were deep, measured, powerful. Each one drove the air from her lungs and dragged a moan from her throat. The table creaked beneath them with every snap of his hips. He leaned over her, bracing his hands on the table by her head, his body covering hers. She wrapped her legs high around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust.

The room filled with the sounds of their coupling—skin slapping against skin, ragged breaths, the guttural noises he made low in his throat, her own high, keening cries. The fire cracked. The storm raged. None of it mattered. There was only this heat, this friction, this man moving inside her with a possession that felt like destiny.

“I can’t last,” he warned, his rhythm growing frantic, erratic.

“Don’t stop. Please.”

He drove into her, once, twice, three more times, and then with a raw shout, he went rigid. She felt the hot pulse of his release deep inside her, triggering her own second climax, a sharp, clenching wave that milked him through his own.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, shuddering, dripping with sweat.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. But the hunger wasn’t sated. It was only stoked. His hands, still restless, slid down her back, over the curve of her ass. He pulled her down off the table, turning her around. She bent over the cool wood, her ass in the air.

“Again,” he said, his voice thick.

He positioned himself behind her. One hand gripped her hip, the other guided himself back to her soaked, tender entrance. He pushed in, this angle even deeper, hitting places that made her cry out. He set a punishing pace from the start, his grip on her hips iron-tight, pulling her back onto him with every thrust.

This was animal, raw. Her cheek was pressed to the cool wood, her hands scrambling for purchase. Each impact jolted through her, a brutal, perfect rhythm. She could hear the wet sound of their joining, could feel the sweat dripping from his chest onto her back.

“You take me so well,” he grunted, his thrusts becoming shallower, harder, focused. “This perfect, tight little cunt… all mine.”

His words pushed her over another edge, a third orgasm seizing her, clamping down around him so tight he shouted her name. His own release followed, his hips stuttering, spilling into her with a final, deep grind.

He slumped over her, his weight a welcome anchor, his breath hot on her shoulder. Slowly, he pulled out. The silence of the cabin rushed back in, heavy now, filled with the scent of sex and woodsmoke.

He helped her stand up, his hands gentle now, and led her to the sofa. They collapsed onto it, limbs tangled. The fire was dying down. He brushed damp hair from her forehead, his expression shifting from sated hunger to something like dread.

“Sophie… what have we done?” His voice was hollow. “Your mother… the family… I’ve ruined everything.”

She turned her head, looking at him. Her body hummed with satisfaction, every nerve alive. She placed a hand on his chest, over his pounding heart.

“You haven’t ruined a thing,” she said quietly, simply. A slow, possessive smile touched her lips. “You’ve just… started something.”
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The afternoon sun bled through the high windows of Julian’s home studio, painting the polished concrete floor in long, warm stripes. Ava held a pose, one arm stretched above her head, the other resting on her hip. The air smelled of dust and the faint, clean scent of electronics.

“Hold that,” Julian murmured, his eye pressed to the viewfinder of his camera. The soft click-whirr of the shutter was the only sound for a long moment. “Good. You’re a natural.”

Ava smiled, a practiced, luminous thing she’d been perfecting in the mirror. She was twenty, and the world of modeling felt like a locked door just within reach. Julian, her stepfather for the past five years, held a key. At forty-five, he had the calm, capable hands of a craftsman and an eye for composition that had won him minor accolades. Helping her build a portfolio was a generous offer. A necessary one.

“Let’s try something different,” he said, lowering the camera. He walked over to a large leather case, unclasping it with a smooth motion. “The shots we have are strong, but safe. To stand out, you need to show… audacity.”

He pulled out a bundle of black lace and silk. He held it up—a lingerie set, a delicate bra and matching panties that seemed to consist of more string than fabric. “This is from a label I did some work for last year. It’s high-end. Provocative, but artistic.”

Ava’s pulse did a quick, hard thump against her ribs. She swallowed. “You think that’s… the direction I should go?”

“I know it is.” His voice was low, steady. “You have the body of a goddess, Ava. I’ve tried to stay impartial, professional. But it’s a struggle. These photos,” he said, gesturing with the lingerie, “won’t just get you jobs. They’ll start a career.”

The words landed hot and heavy in her stomach. A confession wrapped in a compliment. Her throat felt dry. She’d worn thin tank tops without bras around the house, short shorts that hugged her curves. She’d catch him looking, his gaze lingering a fraction too long before snapping away. A secret game. “I… I might have dressed a certain way sometimes,” she said, the words escaping in a rush, “just to see if you’d notice.”

Julian went still. The studio’s quiet grew thick, charged. “I noticed.” The two words hung between them. Then he gestured to a small changing screen in the corner. “Put these on. Let’s see the magic.”

Behind the screen, Ava’s fingers trembled as she shed her cotton sundress and simple underwear. The black lace was cool against her skin, the fit shockingly perfect. She felt exposed, yet powerful. When she stepped out, she didn’t try to cover herself. She stood straight, letting him look.

Julian’s breath left him in a soft sigh. “Perfect.” He raised the camera, the shutter firing rapidly. He guided her with short, soft commands. “Arch your back. Just a little. Turn your head to the light. Let your lips part.”

She moved like liquid, each pose feeling less like an instruction and more like a truth. The camera’s attention was a physical touch, stoking a slow, warm fire low in her belly.

“Now,” he said, setting the camera down on a tripod. He approached her, his steps silent on the concrete. “For the pinnacle. True artistry requires vulnerability.” From his pocket, he produced two leather cuffs, connected by a short chain, their interiors lined with soft, grey fur. “Restraint shots. Aesthetic, powerful. Do you trust me?”

Her heart hammered against her breastbone. The thought of being bound, of surrendering control to him, sent a shocking bolt of pure, wet heat straight to her core. She nodded, unable to speak.

“Give me your wrists.”

She obeyed. He fastened the cuffs, the leather snug but not tight, the fur a whisper against her skin. The chain between them was short, maybe six inches. He lifted her cuffed hands, guiding them above her head. “Here,” he said, his voice a rough scrape. He hooked the chain over a suspended lighting fixture, leaving her standing, arms raised, utterly displayed.

“Julian…” His name was a gasp.

“Shhh. Just feel it.” He didn’t return to the camera. He stood before her, his gaze traveling over every inch of her lace-clad body. Then his hands followed his eyes.

His palms were warm, slightly rough from handling equipment. They slid down her arms, over her shoulders. He traced the edge of the lace bra, his thumb brushing the underside of her breast. A sharp inhale tore from her. “So beautiful,” he whispered, his mouth close to her ear. His hands coasted down her ribs, over the flat plane of her stomach, coming to rest on her hips. He squeezed, possessive and firm.

He stepped back, and from a prop table, he picked up a single, long ostrich feather, its plume a cloud of stark white. He silently touched the tip of the feather to the hollow of her throat.

Ava jerked. The sensation was unbearable—a whisper-light, maddening tickle. He dragged it down, over the swell of her breasts, tracing the lace. Around her nipples, which hardened into aching points against the fabric. She whimpered.

“Feel everything,” he commanded softly. The feather journeyed lower, over her quivering stomach, along the line of her hip. Then, with infinite slowness, it traced the inside of her thigh.

Her legs trembled. The soft, relentless tease was a sweet torment. He painted circles high on her inner thighs, so close to where she burned. Her hips gave an involuntary jerk, seeking pressure, seeking contact. The fur-lined cuffs bit gently into her wrists as she strained.

“Please,” she choked out.

“Please what?” The feather vanished.

Her eyes flew open. He was unfastening his belt, the sound of leather sliding through loops stark in the quiet. His zipper came down. He pushed his trousers and briefs past his hips, and his erection sprang free, thick and already gleaming at the tip.

“You know what to do.” His voice held no question.

He released the chain from the hook. Her arms fell, but the cuffs remained. He guided her down until her knees met the cool concrete. “Show me how much you want this.”

Ava looked up at him, her vision blurred with desire. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of his skin against her mouth was electric. She licked a slow stripe from root to tip, tasting salt and musk. A low groan rumbled from his chest.

She took him in, deeper, her mouth stretching to accommodate his girth. Her cuffed hands came up, her fingers wrapping around the base of him, the fur brushing against his skin as she worked. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the heavy weight on her tongue, in the way his fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding.

“That’s it,” he gritted out. “Just like that. Your mouth is heaven.”

His hips began a shallow thrust, meeting her movements. The pace quickened, his control fraying. With a sudden, guttural sound, he pulled himself from her mouth. “Not like this. Not yet.”

He helped her up, his hands urgent. He laid her down on a thick, faux-fur rug in the center of the floor. The concrete was hard beneath the plush surface. He knelt between her legs, her cuffed hands resting above her head. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her lace panties and pulled them down, tossing them aside.

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

Ava cried out, her back bowing off the rug. His tongue was flat and hot, laving her in one broad, devastating stroke. Then he focused, his mouth sealing over her, his tongue spearing inside her, then circling the sensitive peak of her clit with a precision that shattered thought.

The pleasure was acute, blinding. It coiled tight in her belly, a spring wound to its breaking point. Her cuffed hands fisted in the fur. She chanted his name, “Julian, Julian, Julian,” each one a plea and a prayer. The tension snapped. Her climax ripped through her, a wave of pure, convulsing sensation that left her gasping, her vision spotting.

Before the tremors even subsided, he was moving over her. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of him nudging against her slick, swollen flesh. He looked into her eyes, his own dark with hunger.

“This,” he said, and it was both a promise and a warning.

He pushed forward, filling her in one deep, inexorable thrust.

Ava screamed. It was a stretch, a burn, a perfect, shocking completeness. He was everywhere, inside her, surrounding her. He began to move, long, powerful strokes that drove the breath from her lungs. The chain between her wrists rattled with each impact.

He bent her legs, pushing them back until her knees were near her shoulders, her body open and vulnerable. The angle was brutal, perfect. Each thrust hit a spot inside her that sparked white-hot behind her eyelids. The room filled with the sounds of skin slapping skin, their ragged breaths, her shattered moans.

“Look at you,” he growled, his voice strained. “My perfect girl. Taking me so deep.” He drove into her, his rhythm becoming punishing, relentless. She could feel her own release building again, a tidal wave gathering force from the very depths of her.

“Julian, I’m… I’m gonna…”

“Come,” he ordered. “Come for me.”

It was all the permission she needed. The second climax tore through her, sharper than the first, a raw, searing burst of pleasure that locked her muscles and tore a long, ragged scream from her throat. Her inner walls clamped around him, milking him, pulling him over the edge with her.

With a final, grinding thrust, he stilled. A hoarse shout was torn from him as he pulsed deep inside her, heat flooding her core. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a sweet, solid anchor.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their breathing slowing. He carefully lowered her legs, then pulled out of her. He reached up and, with a soft click, unfastened the fur-lined cuffs. He rubbed her wrists where the leather had been.

He rolled onto his back beside her, staring at the ceiling. A sudden tension entered his body. “We shouldn’t have done this,” he said, his voice flat. “These photos. They could ruin everything. If your mom finds them…”

Ava knew she should have felt panic. Shame. Instead, a slow, possessive smile curved her lips. She propped herself up on an elbow, looking down at him. Her body felt used, glorious, and utterly his.

“Keep them,” she said, her voice husky. Her fingers trailed down his chest. “They’re for your eyes only.”
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The television screen cast a blue glow across the dim living room, the movie’s dramatic score swelling as the final, rain-soaked kiss unfolded. Maddie pulled the fleece blanket tighter around her shoulders, a faint, wistful smile on her lips. The leather sofa sighed as someone else settled onto it. Jason.

He didn’t sit in his usual spot, the distant armchair. He sank into the cushion right beside her, close enough that the heat from his body seeped through the blanket. His arm stretched across the sofa’s back, his fingers a whisper against her shoulder. She didn’t move.

“Intense, huh?” His voice was a low rumble, closer than she expected.

Maddie nodded, her eyes fixed on the screen. “They’re… passionate.”

“That’s one word for it.” A beat of silence, thick and heavy. “You ever felt anything like that, Maddie? That kind of… all-consuming fire?”

The question hung in the air, dangerous and electrifying. She turned her head, meeting his gaze in the flickering light. His eyes were dark, intent. This wasn’t a casual question. This was a key turning in a lock.

Her throat felt dry. “I’ve… imagined it. Wanted it.” She swallowed, the confession leaving her lips before her brain could censor it. “Someone who just… knows. Who doesn’t ask. Who just… takes.”

Jason’s expression shifted. Something soft melted away, replaced by a focus that made her pulse kick against her ribs. The fingers on her shoulder ceased their idle tracing. His whole hand settled there, firm and warm.

“I’ve dreamed of showing you,” he said, the words barely more than a breath. “What a real man feels like. What he can make you feel.”

Then he moved. There was no hesitation, no gentle testing. One large hand cupped the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair. The other arm hooked around her waist, dragging her across the cushion until her body was flush against the solid wall of his chest. Her gasp was swallowed by his mouth.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a claim. His lips were firm, demanding, parting hers with an authority that left her dizzy. His tongue swept into her mouth, hot and possessive, and a sharp, thrilling jolt shot straight to her core. Her hands came up, fluttering for a moment before fisting in the soft cotton of his t-shirt. A deep, ragged groan vibrated from his chest into hers.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathing hard. His forehead rested against hers, his eyes searching her face in the shadows. “Tell me to stop, Maddie.”

She shook her head, a frantic little motion. “Don’t.”

A rough sound escaped him. His hands went to the small buttons of her silk blouse. His fingers, surprisingly deft, worked them open one by one, the soft snick of each button popping free loud in the quiet room. The cool air touched her skin, followed immediately by the scorching heat of his palms. He pushed the fabric aside, his thumbs brushing over the lace cups of her bra.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick. He didn’t remove the bra. He simply pushed the cups down, freeing her breasts. His thumbs circled her nipples, once, twice, with a slow, maddening pressure that had them pebbling into hard, aching points. He leaned down, his breath hot against her skin. “Look at that.”

He took one peak into his mouth. The sensation was a lightning strike—hot, wet, pulling. His tongue lashed the tight bud, his teeth grazing with just enough edge to make her cry out and arch into him. He switched to the other, giving it the same relentless attention. Maddie’s head fell back, a moan tearing from her throat as her hands clawed at his shoulders.

She needed to touch him. Now. Her hand slid down the hard plane of his stomach, over the waistband of his pajama pants. She slipped inside, her fingers finding him. He was already thick, hard, and the sheer size of him made her breath catch. Her fingers wrapped around his length, and he hissed, his hips jerking into her touch.

“God, Maddie,” he gritted out.

That was all the encouragement she needed. She pushed his pants down his hips, freeing him completely. In the gloom, he was magnificent, a heavy weight in her hand. She slid off the couch, kneeling on the plush rug between his spread knees. She looked up at him, his face a mask of stark hunger, before lowering her head.

She didn’t tease. She took him into her mouth, as much as she could, her lips stretching around his girth. The taste of him, clean skin and salt, flooded her senses. She worked him with eager, messy enthusiasm, one hand stroking what she couldn’t take, the other gripping his thigh. Her tongue swirled around the head, traced the prominent vein underneath.

Jason’s control shattered. His head tipped back against the sofa, a string of curses and her name falling from his lips. “Maddie. Yes, just like that.” His hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just holding. Guiding. The rhythm of his hips became shallow, urgent thrusts into the wet heat of her mouth. The sounds he made—guttural, raw—sparked a fierce pride in her belly. She was doing this to him. She was unraveling him.

With a sharp, tortured groan, he pulled her off. “Enough. I need to be inside you. Now.”

He stood, pulling her up with him. In one swift motion, he swept the blanket and cushions from the sofa, laying her back against the cool leather. He stripped her completely, removing her blouse, bra, and panties with an efficiency that left her exposed and trembling. He stood for a moment, just looking, his gaze a physical caress that burned everywhere it touched.

Then he knelt on the floor, hooking her legs over his shoulders. He didn’t speak. He just buried his face between her thighs.

His mouth was a revelation. The first, flat stroke of his tongue from her opening to her clit made her back bow off the sofa. He zeroed in on that sensitive peak, sucking it gently, then lashing it with quick, firm flicks. One hand pressed down on her lower belly, holding her still, while two fingers from his other hand slid deep inside her. He curled them, finding a spot that made stars explode behind her eyelids.

“Jason… oh, god, Jason!” Her cries were ragged, torn from a place of pure, desperate sensation. He drank from her, his tongue and fingers working in a perfect, devastating rhythm that built the pressure in her belly to a breaking point. It coiled, tighter and tighter, a spring wound to its limit.

It snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her in a violent, shuddering wave. Her thighs clamped around his head, her heels digging into his back as she cried out, a raw, wordless sound. He rode it out with her, gentling his touch until the last tremor subsided.

Before she could even float down, he was moving. He shrugged out of his own clothes, his body lean and powerfully built in the silvery moonlight streaming through the window. He knelt on the sofa, looming over her, his erection pressing against her inner thigh. He reached down, positioning himself at her entrance. His eyes locked with hers.

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

She did. He pushed forward, a single, smooth, deep thrust that filled her so completely the air left her lungs in a stunned gasp. She was stretched, full, a delicious burn that quickly melted into a deep, throbbing pleasure. He held there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, his jaw tight with the strain of holding still.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep drags that rubbed every nerve inside her. Each withdrawal was an agony, each deep plunge a shocking relief. He leaned down, capturing her mouth in another searing kiss, swallowing her whimpers.

“Can’t get deep enough like this,” he grunted against her lips.

He pulled out, then lifted her as if she weighed nothing, settling back onto the sofa and pulling her onto his lap, straddling him. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her breasts pressed against his chest. This new angle was deeper, more intense. She could control the rhythm, and she did, rising and falling on him, taking him as deep as she could.

His hands gripped her hips, helping her, setting a punishing pace. The slap of skin on skin, their mingled breaths, her soft cries—it was a symphony of need. He leaned forward, taking a nipple into his mouth again, sucking hard as she rode him. The dual sensations pushed her to another precipice, dizzyingly fast.

“I’m close,” she sobbed, her movements becoming erratic.

“Not yet,” he growled. He lifted her off him again, turning her around. He guided her to bend over the wide, padded arm of the sofa. The cool leather met her stomach and breasts. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping the swell of her hips.

He entered her again from behind, one hard, deep thrust that made her see white. This was different. Animalistic. Possessive. Each drive of his hips slammed her forward, his grip on her hips iron-tight. The sound of their joining was lewd, wet, perfect. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, urgent circles as he pounded into her.

“This is what you wanted,” he rasped, his breath hot on her neck. “Someone to take you. To claim you. This is me claiming you, Maddie.”

His words, the brutal, perfect friction, the pressure of his fingers—it was too much. Her second climax ripped through her, a convulsing, mind-blanking release that clenched around him like a vise. Her knees buckled, but he held her up, his own rhythm fracturing into ragged, powerful thrusts.

With a roar that was half her name, half a curse, he pushed deep and held, his body rigid against hers. She felt the hot, pulsing spill of his release inside her, a final, intimate claiming. They stayed locked together, both breathing in shattered gasps, slick with sweat in the moonlight.

Slowly, he softened, slipping from her body. He turned her around, gathering her against his chest, both of them collapsing onto the ruined sofa. For long minutes, there was only the sound of their breathing settling.

He traced a finger down her spine. “This is a dangerous game we’re playing, you know that?”

Maddie nestled closer, her lips brushing his collarbone. Her voice, when it came, was quiet but clear, thrumming with a newfound certainty. “I don’t care. I want to play it every night.”
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The first time Summer felt it, truly felt it, was when his hand settled on the small of her back as he guided her through the restaurant door.

A simple gesture. Proprietary. Warm through the silk of her dress.

Her eighteenth birthday dinner.

Blake had chosen the place—some dim, intimate fusion spot with candles flickering in glass globes on each table. He’d ordered for her, a bottle of crisp white wine arriving before their meals. “For the guest of honor,” he’d said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in her ribs. He’d clinked his glass against hers, his eyes holding hers over the rim. “To the woman you’ve become.”

The woman. Not the girl. The shift was subtle, a door cracking open in a hallway she hadn’t known was there.

Throughout dinner, he kept the conversation floating in a realm just beyond her usual reach—art, travel, the subtle complexities of the wine. He listened to her answers with an intensity that made her skin prickle. His gaze never strayed to the other diners, never glazed over. It remained fixed on her, tracing the line of her jaw, the movement of her lips.

Her phone buzzed on the linen tablecloth. Her mom’s name flashed.

Sweetie, emergency at the office. Going to be stuck here for hours. So sorry. Have a wonderful birthday with Blake. Love you.

A strange, hollow stillness filled Summer’s chest. Then a flutter, low in her stomach.

“Mom’s stuck at work,” she said, her voice sounding oddly detached.

Blake’s expression didn’t change. He merely nodded, a slow, thoughtful dip of his chin. “That’s a shame.” He signaled for the check. “We’ll have the house to ourselves, then.”

The drive home was quiet, thick with something unspoken. The leather seat of his car felt cool against her thighs. She watched the streetlights slide over his profile—the strong line of his nose, the set of his jaw. Her stepdad. The man who’d been a steady, sometimes stern, presence for the last eight years. Tonight, he felt like a stranger. A fascinating one.

The house was dark and silent, a cavern of potential. The click of the front door closing behind them echoed.

Blake didn’t turn on the main lights. A small lamp in the living room cast long, leaning shadows. He turned to her, his hands finding his pockets. His shoulders looked broader in the half-light.

“Summer,” he began, then stopped. He ran a hand through his hair, a gesture so uncharacteristically unsure it made her pulse skip. “Now that you’re officially an adult… there are things. Certain… rites of passage.”

Her breath caught in her throat, not a hitch, but a full, silent arrest. She just stared.

“I’ve held back,” he continued, the words coming faster now, driven. “Out of respect. Out of… god, out of sheer will. But I can’t. Not for another second.”

He stepped forward. The space between them evaporated. She could smell his cologne, the wine on his breath, something deeper, muskier. Him.

“Come with me,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

Her legs moved of their own accord, following him down the hall to the master suite, the one she rarely entered. Her mother’s perfume usually lingered here. Tonight, it didn’t.

He closed the door behind them. The room was neat, masculine. Moonlight streamed through the blinds, painting silver stripes across the bed.

He faced her. In the gloom, his eyes were dark pools. His hands came up, trembling—a slight, undeniable quiver that sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core. He’s nervous. The realization was a potent aphrodisiac.

His fingers found the thin strap of her birthday dress. He pushed it off her shoulder, the back of his knuckles brushing her collarbone. The silk whispered down her arm.

“I’ve imagined this,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Taking this dress off. How your body would look. The feel of your skin underneath.”

He pushed the other strap. The dress pooled at her waist, then slid down her hips in a sigh of fabric, puddling around her ankles. She stood before him in just her lace panties and the delicate birthday heels. The air was cool on her exposed skin, raising goosebumps.

His gaze was a physical touch, heating every inch it traveled. “Look at you,” he breathed. “Jesus, Summer. You are… the most stunning creature I’ve ever known.”

He closed the last of the distance. One hand cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her lower lip. Then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle first kiss. It was an inferno. Hungry, deep, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a desperation that shattered any last pretense. She kissed him back, her hands flying to his shoulders, gripping the solid muscle there. He tasted of salt and want and that expensive wine. His other arm banded around her waist, crushing her against him. She could feel the hard, thick line of his erection pressed against her belly, even through his trousers.

The difference was staggering. The boys at school, their fumbling, their awkwardness—this was none of that. This was assured, potent, adult. A raw masculine heat that promised to consume her.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Touch me,” he growled against her lips.

Her hands slid down his chest, fumbling with his belt buckle. He helped her, his own hands covering hers, guiding. The belt slid free. The button of his trousers popped. The zipper hissed down.

He shoved the fabric over his hips. His boxers followed. And then he was in her hands.

A soft gasp escaped her. He was thick, heavy, veined. Hot as a brand against her palms. So much more substantial than anything she’d ever held. She stroked the length of him, marveling at the silken steel of his skin, the bead of moisture that welled at the tip. He groaned, a raw, torn sound from deep in his chest.

“That’s it,” he urged, his forehead dropping to hers. “Get used to me.”

She sank to her knees on the plush carpet. The perspective was dizzying. He loomed above her, his body a powerful silhouette against the moonlit window. She leaned forward, her lips parting.

The first touch of her tongue to the head of his cock made his whole body tense. She licked a slow, torturous circle, tasting his unique salt. Then she took him into her mouth, inch by breathtaking inch.

He cursed, his fingers threading into her hair, not pushing, just holding. “Slow,” he managed. “God, yes. Just like that.”

She set a rhythm, deep and thorough, hollowing her cheeks. She used her tongue, her hands, learning what made his thighs tremble, what pulled another ragged groan from his throat. The power was intoxicating. This strong, composed man was coming undone above her, by her mouth. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the promise of his release.

But he pulled back, gently disentangling himself. “Not yet,” he panted. He lifted her to her feet, his hands under her arms. “My turn.”

He turned her towards the bed and laid her down across the cool duvet. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her panties and drew them down her legs, tossing them aside. He spread her thighs, his eyes drinking in the sight of her, completely bare and exposed to him.

“Perfect,” he whispered, almost to himself.

Then he lowered his head.

The first stroke of his tongue was a lightning bolt. A slow, wet, devastatingly precise lick from her opening all the way up to her clit. She cried out, her back arching off the bed. He didn’t let up. He feasted on her. His mouth was hot, relentless. His tongue circled her clit, flicked it, then pressed flat against it while his lips suckled. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her vision spark white.

“Blake!” Her hands fisted in the duvet, her heels digging into the mattress. Pleasure, sharp and sweet, built in a relentless wave. He was mapping her, learning her, exploiting every sensitive spot with a focus that felt like worship. The sounds were obscene—wet, sucking, desperate moans that she realized were her own.

The climax hit her without warning, a detonation that started in her core and radiated out in shivering pulses to her fingertips and toes. She shook with it, a silent scream on her lips, her body bowing under the force of it.

He gentled his mouth, licking her through the tremors, but didn’t stop. Before the last ripple had faded, he was building her again, his tongue a relentless instrument of torture and bliss. She was so sensitized, every touch was magnified, a bright, almost painful pleasure. He pushed her, patiently, ruthlessly, until she was teetering on that edge once more, sobbing his name.

Only then did he move.

He rose over her, bracing himself on his arms. The broad head of his cock nudged at her slick entrance. His eyes locked on hers, black with need.

“Tell me you want this,” he demanded, his voice strained.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please.”

He pushed forward.

The stretch was profound, breathtaking. He was so much fuller, so much deeper than anything she’d known. He filled her completely, a claiming that went beyond physical. He held there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, his muscles corded with the effort of stillness.

Then he began to move.

Slow at first. Long, deep, withdrawing almost completely before sinking back in. Each stroke brushed that miraculous spot inside her, reigniting the embers of her climax. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts.

“Faster,” she begged, the word a ragged breath.

The rhythm shattered. His thrusts became harder, deeper, a driving, piston-like motion that shoved her up the bed. The headboard began a steady, rhythmic thump against the wall. The sound was vulgar, undeniable. He grunted with each drive, his face a mask of fierce concentration and pleasure.

“Feel me,” he gritted out. “Feel every inch. You take me so… fucking… perfectly.”

She was fracturing again, the pressure coiling impossibly tight. Just as she felt herself begin to spiral, he pulled out of her.

“Turn over,” he ordered, his voice thick.

Dazed, she obeyed, rolling onto her stomach. He pulled her hips up until she was on her hands and knees. The new position was more vulnerable, more animal. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

He entered her again from behind, one smooth, deep plunge that drew a choked cry from her throat. This angle was deeper, more intense. He set a brutal, pounding pace, each impact jolting through her. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, desperate circles.

It was too much. The dual assault, the overwhelming fullness, the raw, pounding rhythm. Her third climax tore through her, a convulsive, screaming wave that left her trembling and weak. He felt her clench around him and lost his control.

His thrusts became erratic, powerful. A guttural roar tore from his throat as he slammed into her one last, final time and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, the jerking of his hips as he emptied himself deep inside.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the fading echo of the headboard’s thump.

Slowly, carefully, he pulled out and collapsed beside her, pulling her damp body against his. They lay in the silence, sweat cooling on their skin.

His hand came up, stroking her hair. His voice, when it came, was hushed, laced with something like fear. “Summer… what have I done? I’ve… I’ve corrupted you. Your mother…”

She turned her head, looking at him in the striped moonlight. Her body felt liquid, used, glorious. A profound sense of rightness settled over her.

She reached up, her fingers tracing the line of his stubbled jaw. A slow smile touched her lips.

“Corrupted me?” she whispered, her voice husky. “Blake… this was the best birthday gift anyone could have ever given me.”
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