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1 - STEPDAUGHTER’S CONDOMS

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

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

Condoms.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

2 - HOUSE-SITTING FOR HER IN-LAWS

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

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

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

Her breath caught. Good lord.

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

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

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

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

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

Her eyes flew open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She could only nod, her mouth dry.

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

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

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

“Use your words, sweetheart.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes.”

His smile widened. “Hands above your head.”

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

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

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

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

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

“More.”

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

“So tight,” he growled.

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

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

He pulled the vibrator away. “Not yet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

3 - FORBIDDEN FLAMES ON THE SKI SLOPES

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / Age Gap / Enemies to Lovers / Cheating / Massage / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The cold mountain air bit at Katherine’s cheeks as she pushed off, the hiss of her skis the only sound in the pristine white world. For a few glorious hours, she could forget everything. The grief that had been a constant, low hum since her father’s death. The sharp, unwelcome presence of Devon in her mother’s life. Here, there was only the burn in her thighs, the rhythm of her poles planting in the snow, and the sheer, unadulterated joy of the descent.

Devon, to her immense irritation, kept pace with ease. He was a powerful, graceful skier, his form economical and strong. He didn’t try to talk, didn’t offer unsolicited advice. He just was a silent, competent shadow on the slopes. It was during the lift ride up, breathing in the crisp, pine-scented air, that he’d pointed out a distant peak, his voice laced with a genuine awe that mirrored her own.

“Your dad… your mom said he loved this place,” he’d said, his gaze fixed on the horizon. “I can see why. It feels… honest.”

The simple statement, devoid of any attempt to replace or compare, had disarmed her completely. The icy wall she’d built around herself developed a hairline crack. Later, over a lunch of stew in the lodge, she’d muttered an apology for her coldness.

He’d just nodded, a kind, weary smile on his face. “I’m a stranger in your world, Katherine. I get it.”

The fragile truce shattered when her mother took a fall on an easy run, her cry of pain echoing off the trees. The diagnosis was a bad sprain, and the doctor insisted she return home immediately to avoid complications.

“You two stay,” her mother insisted, her face pale with pain. “The cabin’s paid for. Enjoy the fresh air. Don’t let my clumsiness ruin the trip.”

The silence in the cabin after her mother’s car disappeared down the mountain road was deafening. It was just the two of them now. The man who was marrying her mother. And her.

That final day of skiing was intense, a silent, punishing contest of endurance that left every muscle in Katherine’s body screaming in protest. As night fell, painting the cabin windows black, she sat stiffly on the leather sofa, a glass of wine doing little to soothe the deep ache in her legs.

“You’re moving like you’ve been in a car wreck,” Devon observed from the kitchen, his tone practical. “You need to work that lactic acid out or you’ll be crippled tomorrow.”

“I’ll be fine,” she said, the words tight.

He came to stand before her, a silhouette against the fire he’d built earlier. “Let me help. I took a course in sports therapy. Consider it an apology for working you so hard today.”

Every instinct told her to refuse. But the throbbing in her quadriceps was a persuasive argument. She gave a tight, reluctant nod.

He had her lie face down on the thick rug before the fire. His hands, when they first landed on her lower back through her sweatpants, were warm and surprisingly gentle. He started with firm, circular motions, working the stiffness from her spine. He was clinical, precise, his touch devoid of any suggestion. He moved down to her glutes, kneading the tight muscles there with a professional detachment that made her finally relax into the pressure.

“This okay?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

“Mmmhmm,” she murmured into the crook of her arm, the warmth of the fire and the wine and his capable hands lulling her. This was fine. This was therapeutic.

But then his hands slid lower, down the length of her hamstrings, his thumbs digging into the sorest spots with an intimacy that suddenly felt anything but clinical. A shiver, entirely separate from the muscle relief, traveled up her spine. He worked each leg with a slow, deliberate intensity, his fingers occasionally brushing the sensitive skin behind her knees. Her breath hitched.

“You’re incredibly tight,” he murmured, his voice closer now. “These pants are in the way. I can’t get to the muscle properly.”

The request hung in the air, thick and heavy as the silence that followed. This is the line, she thought. The point of no return. Her heart hammered against her ribs. The guilt was a sharp, cold needle in her stomach. But beneath it, a warmer, more urgent pulse began to beat. A pulse of pure, undiluted want.

Slowly, her fingers trembling, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her sweatpants and pushed them down, over her hips, down her thighs, until she could kick them off. She lay there in nothing but her thin cotton panties, the firelight dancing across her bare skin, her face burning with a mixture of shame and anticipation.

His breath audibly caught. For a long moment, he didn’t move. Then, his hands returned, but they were different now. The clinical pressure was gone, replaced by a slow, worshiping caress. His palms smoothed over the curves of her bare ass, his thumbs tracing the line where her panties met her skin. This was not a sports massage.

A low moan escaped her lips before she could stop it. The sound seemed to break a spell. His touch grew bolder, more possessive. One hand slid between her thighs from behind, his fingers splaying across the sensitive skin of her inner leg. She could feel the heat of him through her panties, a tantalizing promise.

“Devon…” she whispered, a weak protest that sounded more like a plea.

“Tell me to stop, Katherine,” he breathed against her ear, his voice husky with a desire that matched her own. “And I will. Right now.”

She couldn’t form the words. She could only press her hips back against his hand, a silent, desperate answer. That was all the permission he needed. His fingers slipped beneath the elastic of her panties, and then he was touching her. His touch was not tentative. He found her wetness, and a groan tore from his throat. “God, you’re so ready.”

One finger, then two, slid inside her, and her world narrowed to that single, exquisite point of penetration. Her back arched off the floor as he pumped his fingers slowly, expertly, his thumb circling her clit with a pressure that made her see stars. The guilt was still there, a faint echo, but it was drowned out by the roaring in her ears, the building tension coiling deep in her belly. She was cresting a wave, her hips meeting his thrusts, her cries becoming louder, more frantic.

Just as she felt herself about to shatter, he withdrew his hand. She whimpered at the loss, turning her head to look at him. The look in his eyes was feral, hungry. He hooked his fingers in her panties and pulled them down her legs. Then he moved, positioning himself between her splayed thighs.

He didn’t enter her. Instead, he lowered his head.

The first flat stroke of his tongue up her center made her jolt. It was so much more intense than his fingers. He licked and sucked and explored her with a single-minded focus that unraveled her completely. He devoured her, his hands gripping her hips, holding her in place as she bucked and writhed against his mouth. The orgasm that ripped through her was violent and absolute, a silent scream tearing from her throat as her entire body convulsed with pleasure.

Panting, she lay boneless as he rose above her, shrugging off his shirt to reveal a torso that was all hard planes and defined muscle. He unbuttoned his jeans, shoving them and his boxers down in one motion. His cock sprang free, thick and erect, and her mouth went dry just looking at it.

He didn’t speak. He just aligned himself and pushed into her in one long, smooth, breathtaking stroke. She cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more urgent, more primal. Each thrust was a jolt of pure sensation, driving every thought from her head except for one: More.

He fucked her hard, just as she’d wanted, the sound of their bodies meeting a slick, rhythmic slap in the quiet cabin. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust. The tension built again, tighter, higher this time.

“I want to see you,” he growled, rolling onto his back and pulling her on top of him.

She rose above him, straddling his hips, and sank down onto his length, taking control. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, but she set the pace, rocking and grinding, finding the angle that made her gasp. She rode him with a desperation she didn’t recognize in herself, her head thrown back, her breasts swaying. She watched his face, watched the strain of his own pleasure, and it pushed her closer to the edge. He sat up, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard as his hand found her clit again.

It was too much. The coil snapped. Her orgasm crashed over her, a wave of pure, mindless ecstasy that clenched around him, milking his own release. He shouted her name, his body rigid beneath hers as he pulsed deep inside her.

They collapsed together in a heap of tangled limbs and ragged breaths, the only sound the crackle of the dying fire. The guilt came flooding back, cold and sharp. She buried her face in his shoulder.

“That was…” she started, her voice shaky.

“Wrong,” he finished, his arm tightening around her. “We can’t… we can’t ever do that again.”

“Never,” she agreed, the lie tasting bitter and sweet on her tongue.

She knew it was a lie. As she lay there in the silent cabin, feeling the steady beat of his heart against her palm, the possessive weight of his arm across her waist, she knew with a terrifying certainty that she was already craving the feel of him inside her again.

4 - TABOO DESIRE IN THE HOT TUB
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Jacqueline’s laughter echoed against the still night air, a sharp, bright sound that was swallowed by the steam rising from the massive hot tub. Rob, slumped against the tiled edge with a slack smile, murmured something incoherent before his head lolled back, his snoring beginning to blend with the hum of the jets.

Great. Just great.

She loved her husband, truly, but his inability to hold his whiskey had once again left her stranded. And not just anywhere. Stranded in the opulent, intimidating backyard of her father-in-law’s mansion, the underwater lights casting an eerie blue glow on everything.

“And then there were two,” Pete’s voice rumbled from across the bubbling water, thick with the same expensive scotch that had felled his son.

Jacqueline forced a polite smile. “Looks like it. I should probably get him to bed.”

“Oh, leave him,” Pete waved a dismissing hand, his fingers skimming the surface. “He’s a grown man. He can find his way inside. The water’s just getting perfect.”

He was right. The jet directly opposite her was pounding a relentless, hot pulse against the small of her back, easing a tension she’d been carrying since they’d arrived.

She’d spent the entire first day silently fuming as Pete showed off his new Italian sports car, his smug grin making her skin crawl. He was wealthy, superficial, and boastful—the type of man she despised. She hadn’t even wanted to visit him, but Rob had insisted.

Then tonight, after a few glasses of wine and his surprisingly sharp, self-deprecating wit over dinner, her defenses had started to crumble. The arrogance was still there, but it was layered with a charm she hadn’t expected.

A sudden, unexpected pressure closed around her bare foot beneath the water. She flinched, startled. Pete’s hand was wrapped around her ankle, his thumb stroking the sensitive arch.

She laughed, a nervous, startled sound, and splashed water in his general direction. “Hey! Watch the hands, sailor.”

He didn’t let go. His grip tightened just slightly, not enough to hurt, but enough to feel unquestionably intentional. The blue light carved the sharp planes of his face, highlighting the intent in his eyes that the alcohol hadn’t dulled, only intensified.

“I’ve been watching more than my hands all weekend, Jacqueline,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, intimate register that the bubbling water almost drowned out. Almost. “I’ve been watching you. The way you move. That fire in your eyes when you think no one is looking. You are… stunning.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of panic and something else, something dark and thrilling she refused to name. “Pete, don’t. This is… Rob is right there.”

“Rob is asleep,” he stated, as if it were the most simple, obvious fact in the world. He was pulling on her ankle, gently, drawing her through the warm water toward him. She could have planted her feet. She could have pushed him away. She did neither.

He moved with a shocking speed and certainty. One hand slid from her ankle to her waist, pulling her the final few inches, while the other came up to cradle the back of her head. His eyes searched hers for a single, breathless second, a silent question.

Then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claiming. A firm, desperate press of lips that tasted of cigar smoke and daring. Her mind screamed a dozen protests, a chorus of wrong, wrong, wrong, but her body sang a different tune. A low thrum of desire, neglected and sudden, ignited in her core. Her lips parted on a gasp he swallowed greedily, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confidence that left her dizzy.

She kissed him back. Oh god, I’m kissing him back, she thought, the alarm bells sounding in her mind. Her hands, which had been pinned between their bodies, came up, her fingers threading into the surprisingly thick hair at the nape of his neck. A deep, guttural groan vibrated from his chest into hers.

“The bedroom. Now,” he breathed against her mouth, the words more a command than a request.

He stood, water sluicing off his powerful frame, and offered her a hand. She took it, her own trembling slightly, and let him lead her out of the tub and across the cool deck, past his snoring son, and into the sterile luxury of the mansion.

The guest room door clicked shut, and he backed her against it, his mouth finding hers again with a renewed hunger. His hands were everywhere, sliding over her slick, wet skin, peeling the soaked towel away. His mouth left her lips to trail down her throat, his teeth nipping lightly at the tender skin there before moving lower. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her black one-piece and peeled it down her body in one smooth, practiced motion, letting it fall with a wet slap on the marble floor.

The cool air hit her naked skin, pebbling her nipples into tight, aching points. Pete didn’t hesitate. He dipped his head, capturing one taut peak in his hot mouth, his tongue lashing it mercilessly while his fingers plucked and rolled the other. Pleasure, sharp and electric, jolted straight to her core, and she cried out, her head falling back against the door with a thud.

He sank to his knees before her, his hands gripping her hips, his breath hot on her stomach. He looked up at her, his eyes dark with pure, unadulterated lust. “I’ve wanted to taste you since the moment you walked in.”

His swim trunks were gone, kicked aside. And there it was. Thick, and hard, and curving proudly upward from a thatch of dark hair. He was bigger than Rob. Substantial. The sight sent a fresh wave of liquid heat pooling between her legs.

She dropped to her knees to meet him, her own desire overriding all lingering guilt. She wrapped her hand around his length, feeling the velvety skin stretched taut over the rigid shaft beneath. She leaned forward, her tongue tracing the prominent vein on the underside before taking the broad head into her mouth.

He gasped, his hands tangling in her hair. “Fuck, Jacqueline…”

She swirled her tongue, tasting the faint, clean scent of chlorine and the pure, essential taste of him. She took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth, her head beginning to bob in a slow, steady rhythm. His hips twitched, a shallow thrust she controlled with a firm hand on his stomach. His groans were the only sound in the room, a desperate, ragged soundtrack to her own rising need.

He pulled her up, kissing her fiercely as he lifted her and carried her to the massive bed. He laid her down and pushed her thighs apart, settling between them. He didn’t kiss her there. He devoured her. His tongue was a wicked, knowing instrument, licking a broad stripe through her slick folds before zeroing in on her clit, circling it, sucking it, driving her to the brink with terrifying efficiency. She bucked against his mouth, her fingers clutching at the duvet, a broken string of curses and pleas falling from her lips as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, leaving her trembling and breathless.

Before the last shudders had even subsided, he was moving, positioning himself at her entrance. He pushed inside her with one long, inexorable thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She was so wet, so ready, but he was so big, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was almost too much.

“You feel… god damn…” he grunted, the words strained.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly escalated. Each thrust was a deliberate, powerful piston, driving the breath from her lungs. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged moans, the creak of the bed—it was a symphony of their betrayal. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a frantic urgency of her own.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees without ever slipping out of her, the new angle making her cry out as he hit a devastating depth. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he pounded into her, each drive knocking her forward.

“Ride me,” he growled, rolling onto his back and pulling her on top of him.

She rose above him, sinking down onto his rigid length, taking control. She rode him with a ferocity that surprised her, her hands braced on his hard chest, her head thrown back. She watched his face, watched the utter rapture there as she moved, and a powerful, possessive thrill shot through her. She was destroying her husband’s father, and he was loving every second of it.

The tension coiled tighter and tighter within her, a spring about to snap. Pete’s hands gripped her hips, his thrusts becoming ragged and erratic. “I’m gonna… Jacqueline… come with me.”

His command was all it took. Her second climax erupted, a blinding, silent scream of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own release from him. He shouted her name, a raw, unfiltered sound as he emptied himself inside her with deep, pulsing jets.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy, panting breaths in the opulent, silent room. The reality of what they’d done began to seep through the pleasurable haze. Slowly, she climbed off him, her body feeling used and glorious. She grabbed a towel from a nearby chair, wrapping it around herself, and snatched her damp swimsuit from the floor.

She didn’t look back at him as she cracked the door open and slipped out into the silent, dark hallway, the ghost of his touch still burning on her skin.

5 - HER UNCLE’S DIVORCE
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Marissa stood in front of Roberto’s house, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the driveway. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the doorbell, but she forced herself to press it. The sound echoed inside, and moments later, Roberto opened the door. He looked tired, his usual sharp features softened by sadness, but his eyes lit up when he saw her.

“Marissa,” he said, his voice a little hoarse. “I’m glad you came.”

She stepped inside, the familiar scent of his home wrapping around her like a blanket. The house felt different—emptier, quieter. Aunt Mabel’s absence was palpable. Marissa followed Roberto into the living room, where they sat on the couch, the weight of the situation heavy between them.

“I just… I wanted to check on you,” Marissa said, her voice soft. “Mom told me about the divorce. I’m so sorry, Uncle Roberto.”

He shook his head, a bitter smile tugging at his lips. “Don’t be. It’s been a long time coming. Mabel and I… we’ve been living separate lives for years now.”

Marissa reached out, placing her hand on his. “I’m here for you. Whatever you need.”

Roberto looked down at her hand, his fingers tightening around hers. For a moment, neither of them spoke. The air between them grew charged, thick with something unspoken. Marissa’s heart raced as she felt his thumb brush against her skin, a gentle, almost tentative touch.

“Marissa,” he murmured, his voice low. “I don’t deserve your kindness.”

She shook her head, her throat tight. “Yes, you do. You’ve always been there for me. Let me be here for you now.”

Roberto’s gaze met hers, and for a moment, she thought she saw something flicker in his eyes—something that made her breath catch. Before she could process it, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. The kiss was soft at first, hesitant, but then it deepened, his hand cupping her cheek as he pulled her closer.

Marissa’s mind screamed at her to stop, to pull away, but her body betrayed her. She kissed him back, her hands tangling in his hair as the heat between them grew. The weight of their shared grief, their loneliness, seemed to melt away, replaced by something raw and undeniable.

Roberto’s hands slid down her back, pulling her onto his lap. She could feel the hardness of him pressed against her, and her hips moved instinctively, grinding against him. A low groan escaped his lips, and he broke the kiss, his breathing ragged.

“Marissa,” he whispered, his voice strained. “We shouldn’t…”

But she didn’t want to stop. Her body was on fire, every nerve alight with need. She kissed him again, her tongue sliding against his as her hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. Roberto didn’t resist. He helped her undo the buttons, shrugging the shirt off his shoulders as she explored the hard planes of his chest with her hands.

Her fingers traced the lines of his muscles, her touch sending shivers through him. He reached for the hem of her top, pulling it over her head and tossing it aside. His hands cupped her breasts through the fabric of her bra, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making her gasp.

Marissa’s hands moved to his belt, fumbling with the buckle as she slid off his lap and onto her knees in front of him. She undid his pants, pulling them down along with his boxers, freeing his cock. It was thick and hard, standing proudly against his stomach. She wrapped her fingers around the base, her touch tentative at first, then firmer as she began to stroke him.

Roberto’s head fell back against the couch, his hips bucking slightly as she leaned in, her lips brushing against the tip. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive head, tasting the salty pre-cum that had gathered there before taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, taking more of him with each movement. Her tongue worked against the underside of his shaft as she sucked, her fingers stroking what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. Roberto’s hips moved in time with her rhythm, his grip on her hair tightening as he fought to control himself.

“Marissa,” he groaned, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re so good at that.”

She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his as she continued to suck and stroke him. The way he looked at her—like she was the only thing that mattered—sent a thrill through her. She wanted to please him, to make him forget everything but the pleasure she was giving him.

But then he pulled her up, his hands shaking as he kissed her again, his tongue probing her mouth as he fumbled with the clasp of her bra. When it came undone, he pulled it off, his hands immediately cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

Marissa gasped, her back arching as he leaned down, taking one nipple into his mouth. His tongue swirled around the sensitive bud, making her moan. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention.

Her hips moved restlessly against his, the heat between her legs growing unbearable. Roberto’s hands moved down her body, slipping into her jeans, and she lifted her hips to help him slide them down. He pulled them off, along with her panties, leaving her bare before him.

“God, you’re beautiful,” he breathed, his eyes raking over her naked body.

Marissa’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. She wanted him to see her, to want her as much as she wanted him. Roberto reached for her hand, pulling her to her feet and leading her to the bedroom. She followed, her heart pounding in anticipation.

He laid her down on the bed, his hands running down her body, exploring every inch of her. His fingers teased her inner thighs, then moved higher, brushing against her wetness. Marissa gasped, her hips lifting off the bed as he slipped a finger inside her.

“Roberto,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he added a second finger, his thumb circling her clit.

He watched her as he moved his fingers in and out of her, his touch driving her closer to the edge. Her moans grew louder, her hips moving in time with his hand, until she came with a cry, her body trembling with the force of it.

But Roberto wasn’t done. He reached for the nightstand, pulling out a dildo. He handed it to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Show me how you like to be fucked,” he said, his voice rough.

Marissa’s breath caught, but she took the dildo, her fingers trembling slightly as she positioned it at her entrance. She pushed it inside, her eyes fluttering closed as she began to move it in and out of herself. She could feel Roberto’s eyes on her, watching her every move, and it only made her wetter.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hands moving to her breasts, teasing her nipples as she fucked herself.

Marissa’s moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as she approached another orgasm. When it hit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed as the pleasure consumed her.

Roberto took the dildo from her, tossing it aside. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He looked into her eyes, searching for any sign of hesitation, but she nodded, her body aching for him.

He pushed inside her, filling her completely. Marissa gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders as he began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then harder, deeper. Her moans filled the room, her body responding to every movement of his.

“Roberto,” she cried, her nails digging into his skin as he pounded into her.

He leaned down, capturing her lips in a fierce kiss as he fucked her, his thrusts growing more urgent. Marissa could feel the heat building inside her, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter until it burst, sending her over the edge. She screamed his name, her body convulsing around him as he came, his seed filling her.

They lay together, their breathing ragged, their bodies intertwined. Marissa rested her head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. She knew this was wrong, that their affair could destroy everything, but at that moment, she didn’t care. She wanted him, and he wanted her. That was all that mattered.

“We have to keep this a secret,” Roberto whispered, his arms tightening around her.

Marissa nodded, but deep down, she knew this was only the beginning.

6 - A STUDENT’S FORBIDDEN CONFESSION
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The air in Dr. James Reardon’s office was thick with the scent of old paper and fading ink, a smell Jodi had come to associate with late nights and academic frustration. Towers of books formed a precarious skyline on his desk, their spines cracked and pages bristling with colored tabs. She sat opposite him, her own draft feeling like a flimsy, insignificant thing under the weight of his focused gaze.

“This entire section lacks rigor, Jodi,” he stated, his voice a low, resonant thing that usually sent a shiver of intellectual excitement through her. Tonight, it felt like a physical blow. He tapped a paragraph with one long, elegant finger. “You’re citing secondary interpretations as primary evidence. It’s a foundational error. I expected better.”

A hot flush crept up her neck. She’d spent three weeks on this chapter, surviving on coffee and hope. To have it dismantled so coldly, so precisely, felt like he was dissecting her, not her work. “I was trying to contextualize the—”

“Trying isn’t succeeding,” he interrupted, not unkindly, but with a finality that stung. “It’s sloppy.”

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. She looked down, blinking rapidly, trying to force them back. She wouldn’t cry in front of him. She wouldn’t.

A long silence stretched between them, filled only by the faint hum of the university’s ancient heating system. When he spoke again, his tone had softened. “Jodi? Look at me.”

She reluctantly lifted her gaze. His dark eyes, usually so sharp and analytical, held a new, unfamiliar expression.

“Why do you take my criticism so personally?” he asked, his head tilted in genuine curiosity.

The dam broke. The words tumbled out, raw and unvarnished. “Because it’s you! I’ve spent a year in your seminars, hanging on your every word, working myself into the ground just to earn a fraction of your respect. And it’s not just… it’s not just the work. I can’t think straight around you. I can’t breathe.” She swallowed hard, her heart hammering against her ribs. “I have feelings for you, James. God, I’m so sorry, but I do.”

The confession hung in the air, a grenade whose pin she had just pulled.

He didn’t move for a heartbeat. Then, in one fluid motion, he was out of his chair. He rounded the desk, his presence suddenly overwhelming the cramped space. He didn’t speak. He simply cradled her face in his hands, his thumbs stroking her cheeks, wiping away the tears that had finally escaped. His touch was electric, a shock of warmth that made her entire body go still.

“You think I don’t know that?” he murmured, his voice a rough whisper. “You think I haven’t been fighting this every single time you walk into this room? I feel the same way, Jodi.”

His mouth crashed down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claiming. A release of a year’s worth of pent-up tension and forbidden desire. His lips were firm and demanding, and she met his intensity with her own, a desperate, hungry sound escaping her throat. Her hands flew up, tangling in the crisp fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer. The world narrowed to the feel of his mouth, the taste of his breath, the scent of his cologne mingling with the smell of old books.

His hands slid from her face, down her neck, over her shoulders. They found the hem of her simple cotton sweater. With a low growl, he gripped it and pulled it up and over her head in one swift movement, tossing it to the floor without a second glance. His eyes darkened as they raked over her plain bra, the rapid rise and fall of her chest.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, the words a reverent prayer against her skin as he bent to kiss the swell of her breast.

He turned his attention to the clasp of her bra, his fingers, so deft with books and papers, fumbling for a moment before it gave way. He peeled the fabric away, and the cool office air hit her feverish skin, her nipples tightening into hard peaks. Oh, god. His mouth was on her then, his tongue lapping at one taut bud, his teeth grazing it gently before he drew it deep into the warmth of his mouth.

A ragged moan was torn from her, her head falling back as pure, undiluted pleasure shot through her. Her fingers clutched at his hair, holding him to her. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his free hand roaming down her side, over the curve of her hip, squeezing possessively.

With a sudden, decisive move, he stood and swept an arm across his desk. Books and papers scattered to the floor with a thunderous crash that neither of them acknowledged. He looked at her, his eyes blazing with hunger. “Up. On the desk. Now.”

Her legs were weak, but she managed to stand. He helped her, his hands on her waist, lifting her as if she weighed nothing until she was sitting on the cool, polished wood. He stood between her parted knees, kissing her again, deep and slow, as his hands went to the button of her jeans. He popped it open, dragged the zipper down, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her jeans and panties and pulled them both down her legs in one long, slow stroke, leaving her completely bare from the waist down.

He dropped to his knees before her.

He didn’t rush. His hands gripped her thighs, spreading them wider, opening her to his gaze. She was exposed, vulnerable, utterly on display in the pool of light from his desk lamp. She should have felt self-conscious, but all she felt was a desperate, aching need.

“James…”

He answered with a slow, deliberate lick from her entrance all the way up to her clit. Her whole body jolted. A high, keening cry escaped her lips. He did it again, a long, flat stroke of his tongue that had her thighs trembling. Then he zeroed in on her clit, circling it with the very tip of his tongue, flicking it, sucking it gently. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful, a tight, coiling heat deep in her belly. Her moans were constant now, a litany of yes and please and his name, over and over.

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding that perfect, secret spot within her. She cried out, her back arching off the desk. He worked her with his mouth and his fingers in a relentless, perfect rhythm, each stroke, each suck bringing her closer to the edge. She was mindless, lost in a vortex of sensation, her hips bucking against his face. The pressure built, unbearable, exquisite, until it shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her like a lightning strike, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed, waves of pure ecstasy washing over her, leaving her boneless and gasping on the desk.

Before she could even recover, he was on his feet, frantically unbuckling his belt, unzipping his trousers. He freed his erection, long and thick and straining. His eyes were wild, possessive.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice guttural. “Bend over the desk.”

Still shuddering from her climax, she obeyed, pushing herself up on weak arms and turning over. The wood was cool against her feverish stomach and breasts. She presented herself to him, looking back over her shoulder. He positioned himself behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding his cock to her slick, sensitive entrance.

He didn’t ease in. With one powerful, grunting thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

She gasped at the sudden, delicious fullness, the way he stretched her, filled her completely. For a moment, he was still, letting her adjust to the feel of him. Then he began to move. He set a brutal, punishing pace, each thrust driving her forward on the desk. His grip on her hips was iron-clad, holding her in place as he took his pleasure. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, echoed in the room, mingling with their ragged breaths and guttural moans.

“God, Jodi… you feel… too good,” he groaned, his rhythm faltering for a second.

She was climbing again, the friction of his cock rubbing against her oversensitive walls building a second, shocking peak. He leaned over her, covering her body with his, one hand snaking around to find her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he pistoned into her. It was too much. It was everything. Her second orgasm detonated, a deeper, more visceral explosion that clenched around him, milking his own release. With a ragged shout, he came, pulsing deep inside her, his entire body shuddering against hers.

They collapsed together on the desk, a sweaty, panting tangle of limbs atop her scattered thesis pages. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal.

Reality seeped back in, cold and sharp. James was the first to move, pulling away from her with a soft groan. They dressed in a frantic, silent rush, avoiding each other’s eyes as they pulled on clothes that felt like costumes. He straightened his tie; she smoothed her hair. The only evidence of what had transpired was the disordered desk and the charged, sexual haze still hanging in the air.

He finally looked at her, his professional mask almost back in place, but his eyes were still dark with the ghost of what they’d done. “Jodi… this can’t happen again. No one can know. My career…”

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

7 - MEETING HER NEW FATHER-IN-LAW
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The sleek black car pulled up to the curb, and Clara’s heart skipped a beat as the door opened. Don Fairweather stepped out, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders, his silver hair catching the sunlight. He was tall, commanding, and radiated a presence that made the airport terminal suddenly feel smaller. Clara swallowed hard, clutching her husband Fred’s hand tighter, though her eyes were already straying toward his father.

“Dad,” Fred said, his voice cheerful but tinged with a nervous edge. He tugged Clara forward. “This is Clara, my wife.”

Don’s gaze swept over her, and Clara felt a flush crawl up her neck. His eyes were sharp, calculating, and yet there was something—a flicker of something darker, more intimate—that made her stomach tighten. God, he’s handsome.

“Clara,” Don said, his voice low and smooth, like velvet over steel. He extended a hand, and when she took it, his grip was firm, warm. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

“The pleasure’s mine, Mr. Fairweather,” she stammered, her voice betraying the flutter of nerves in her chest.

“Call me Don,” he said, his lips curving into a knowing smile. “You’re family now.”

—

The drive to Fairweather Manor was filled with casual conversation, but Clara couldn’t shake the way Don’s eyes lingered on her in the rearview mirror. She caught his gaze more than once, and each time, her breath hitched. Fred was busy talking about work, oblivious to the undercurrents in the car, but Clara felt it—a tension so thick it was almost suffocating.

When they arrived at the manor, Clara’s jaw dropped. The estate was sprawling, luxurious, and dripping with old-world charm. A grand fountain stood in the center of the circular driveway, and the house itself was a masterpiece of architecture, with tall columns and intricate stonework.

“Welcome home,” Don said, opening the car door for her. His hand brushed against her lower back as she stepped out, and the touch sent a shiver down her spine.

The first evening passed in a blur. Dinner was extravagant, the conversation light, but Clara couldn’t stop stealing glances at Don. He was magnetic, his every word and gesture drawing her in. She felt guilty, of course—she was married to his son, for God’s sake—but the attraction was undeniable.

—

The next night, Fred announced he was going out with some old friends. “You don’t mind, do you, love?” he asked, kissing her cheek.

“Of course not,” Clara said, though her stomach twisted with a mix of anticipation and guilt. She watched him leave, her heart pounding.

Don found her in the study, sitting by the fireplace with a glass of wine. “Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice soft but commanding.

“Not at all,” she said, her voice trembling slightly.

He sat down beside her, close enough that their knees brushed. The firelight cast shadows across his face, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw. For a moment, they sat in silence, the crackling of the fire the only sound.

“You’re stunning,” Don said finally, his voice low. “I couldn’t help but notice.”

Clara’s breath caught. “Don—”

But before she could protest, he leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was both tender and demanding. Her mind screamed that this was wrong, but her body betrayed her, melting into the kiss. His hand cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek as he deepened the kiss.

When they pulled apart, Clara’s heart was racing, her lips tingling. “This is… we shouldn’t—”

“But you want to,” Don murmured, his voice like a caress. His hand slid to her thigh, squeezing gently. “I can see it in your eyes.”

Clara hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her resolve crumbling. Don stood, pulling her to her feet, and led her up the grand staircase to his bedroom. The room was opulent, with a massive bed draped in silk sheets, but Clara barely registered the details. Her focus was entirely on Don.

He stood in front of her, his hands trailing up her arms, making her shiver. Slowly, he unbuttoned her blouse, his eyes never leaving hers. When the fabric fell away, he let out a soft breath, his fingertips brushing against her bare skin.

“You’re exquisite,” he whispered, his lips finding hers again.

His hands moved to the clasp of her bra, and when it fell away, he took a moment to admire her. His fingers traced the curve of her breast, sending electric sparks through her body. She gasped as his lips found her nipple, teasing and sucking until she was trembling with need.

He knelt before her, his hands gliding down her hips to the waistband of her skirt. He unzipped it slowly, letting it fall to the floor. His fingers hooked into the edge of her panties, pulling them down, and Clara stepped out of them, feeling exposed and yet entirely consumed by desire.

Don stood, his eyes dark with hunger. “Lie down,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She obeyed, sinking into the softness of the bed. Don unzipped his pants, his erection springing free, and Clara’s eyes widened at the size of him. He was thick, veined, and impossibly hard. He stepped closer, his hand wrapping around himself as he guided the tip to her lips.

“Open your mouth,” he murmured, and Clara did, her heart pounding.

She took him in slowly, savoring the weight of him on her tongue. He groaned as she swallowed him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth. Her hand tightened on his hip as she moved up and down, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head. He tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her pace, his breath coming in ragged gasps. When he pulled away, her lips were swollen, her body trembling with need.

He climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, his breath hot against her core. “You’re so wet,” he murmured, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Clara’s back arched as he devoured her, his tongue exploring every inch of her. He teased her folds, driving her to the edge until she was begging for release. When it finally came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room.

He didn’t give her time to recover. He positioned himself above her, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Tell me you want this,” he growled.

“I want it,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist.

He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Clara cried out, the pleasure overwhelming. He set a relentless pace, his hips driving into her with a force that made her see stars. Her nails raked down his back as she clung to him, her body meeting his thrust for thrust.

He flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up so he could plunge deeper. Clara moaned into the sheets, the sensation of him inside her almost too much to bear. He gripped her waist, his fingers digging into her skin as he fucked her harder, faster.

When she came again, it was with a scream that she barely managed to stifle. Don followed soon after, his release filling her as he groaned her name. They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, their breaths ragged.

Don pulled her into his arms, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her skin. “You’re mine now,” he whispered, his voice possessive.

Clara’s heart raced, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She knew it was wrong, but the way he made her feel—it was intoxicating. She nestled closer to him, her body still humming with pleasure.

The sound of the front door opening downstairs snapped them both out of their haze. “Fred’s home,” Clara whispered, panic lacing her voice.

They scrambled to get dressed, their movements frantic. Clara smoothed her hair, her hands trembling as she buttoned her blouse. Don grabbed her arm just as they reached the bedroom door. “This stays between us,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Clara nodded, her heart pounding. “Of course.”

She slipped out of the room, her legs still unsteady, and made her way downstairs. Fred was in the foyer, looking up at her with a smile. “Hey, love,” he said. “You okay? You look… flushed.”

“I’m fine,” Clara said, forcing a smile. “Just tired.”

Fred wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. “Let’s get you to bed.”

As she followed him upstairs, Clara’s mind was racing. She knew what she’d done was wrong, but the memory of Don’s touch—his kiss, his hands, his cock—lingered, leaving her craving more. She glanced back toward Don’s bedroom, her heart pounding. This isn’t over, she thought, a dangerous thrill coursing through her. Not by a long shot.

8 - A STEPDAUGHTER MOVES IN

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Cheating / Enemies to Lovers / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The low hum of the television was the only sound in the house, a meaningless drone that did little to mask the tension thickening the air. Bryce stared at the screen without seeing it, his mind replaying the same argument with Lila from three weeks ago. Her pleading eyes, the tremor in her voice. “Please, Bryce. She has nowhere else to go. She just got out of jail. She wants to turn her life around.” He’d agreed for Lila, only for Lila.

And now Ashley was a constant, infuriating presence in his home. Her promises to get a job were long forgotten. Now, she just slept all day, staying out late with friends, and helping herself to whatever was in the refrigerator.

A shadow fell across the screen. Bryce didn’t need to look to know it was Ashley. He could smell her perfume, something cheap and too sweet that clung to the furniture long after she’d left a room.

“You hate me, don’t you?”

Bryce finally turned his head. Ashley leaned against the doorframe, one hip cocked. She was wearing what she always wore: tiny denim shorts that hugged the curve of her ass and a thin, nearly translucent white tank top with no bra underneath. He could see the dark circles of her nipples, the tempting outline of her breasts. He quickly looked back at the TV.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he said, his voice tighter than he intended.

“It’s not ridiculous. You’ve barely spoken one word to me since I moved in.” She took a few steps into the room, her bare feet silent on the rug. “I see the way you watch me, though. When you think I don’t notice.”

His heart hammered against his ribs. Deny it. You have to deny it. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Yeah, you do.” Her voice was a low, confident purr now, directly beside the couch. “You look at me like you’re hungry.”

He couldn’t breathe. This was a trap. It had to be. He forced himself to meet her gaze. Her eyes were challenging, a smirk playing on her full, glossed lips. So young. So trouble.

“Ashley, this isn’t—”

“Isn’t what? Appropriate?” She let out a soft, mocking laugh. “Do you think I care about appropriate?” She moved with a speed that stunned him, kneeling on the cushion between his spread legs before he could react. Her hands landed on his thighs, her touch electric even through his jeans. “I see the way you stare at my tits. At my ass. You want this.”

“I’m married to your mother,” he gritted out, the protest weak even to his own ears. His body was betraying him, blood rushing south, a tightness growing in his groin that was impossible to ignore.

“And she’s not here.” Her fingers trailed inward, tracing the straining denim over his cock. A jolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through him. “She’s at the store. We have time.”

His mind screamed no, a frantic alarm bells, but his body was a traitorous lump of desire. He was paralyzed, caught between what he knew was right and the raw, primal need she was so blatantly offering. He watched, hypnotized, as her fingers found his zipper. The metallic rasp was deafening in the quiet room.

She didn’t ask. She simply tugged his jeans and briefs down just enough to free his erection. He was already fully hard, thick and aching. Her eyes widened slightly, a flicker of genuine surprise that was quickly replaced by predatory satisfaction.

“Oh, wow,” she breathed, her hot breath ghosting over the sensitive head. “You’ve been hiding this?”

Before he could form a coherent thought, her mouth was on him. Her lips were soft and impossibly warm as they closed around the tip. A low, guttural moan escaped him, his head falling back against the couch. This is wrong. This is so wrong. The thoughts were distant, smothered by the wet, velvet heat of her mouth.

She didn’t tease. She took him deep, her head bobbing slowly, then with increasing urgency. Her hand worked the base of his shaft in tandem with her mouth, a twisting, pulling motion that made his toes curl. He could feel the back of her throat, a tight, constricting ring of muscle that she relaxed to take him deeper. The obscene, wet sounds of her sucking filled the room, and he was lost, his hips beginning to move in a shallow rhythm against his will.

“Fuck, Ashley,” he groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair.

She pulled off with a wet pop, looking up at him with devious eyes. “You like that, don’t you, Bryce? You like my mouth on your cock.”

He could only nod, his breath coming in ragged pants.

In one fluid motion, she stood and peeled off her tank top. Her breasts were perfect, full and high with puckered, dark pink nipples. She shimmied out of her shorts and panties, standing naked before him, proud and unashamed. She was all smooth skin and tempting curves, a vision of youthful temptation that made his mouth go dry.

She didn’t give him time to think. She climbed onto the couch, straddling his lap, her knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his hips. She reached between them, her fingers guiding him. He felt the hot, wet notch of her entrance against his tip. This is the point of no return. The thought was a final, feeble spark before it was extinguished by sheer, overwhelming want.

She sank down onto him in one slow, exquisite slide. A choked cry was torn from both of them. She was so tight, so incredibly warm and wet. She felt like heaven and sin all at once. Her inner muscles fluttered around his length, adjusting, gripping him.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, her head tilting back, her hands braced on his shoulders.

Then she began to move. A slow, rolling grind of her hips that made him see stars. He gripped her waist, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, urging her on. Her pace quickened, her body slamming down on his, the sound of their skin meeting filling the room. Her tits bounced with every movement, a mesmerizing sight. He leaned forward and captured a nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, lapping at the hardened peak. She cried out, her rhythm faltering for a moment before becoming even more frantic.

“Harder,” she urged, her voice a ragged whisper. “Fuck me harder, Bryce.”

He obliged, his own control shattering. He flipped her onto her hands and knees on the couch, her perfect ass in the air. He drove into her from behind, each thrust a desperate, pounding rhythm. The couch creaked in protest. He gripped her hips, holding her steady as he plunged into her deep, over and over, chasing his release in her tight, willing body.

He could feel her tightening around him, her moans escalating into sharp, breathy cries. “I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum,” she whimpered, and he felt her inner walls suddenly clench around his cock in a series of violent, pulsing spasms. The sensation pushed him over the edge.

With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her as his own orgasm roared through him. Pleasure, white-hot and absolute, erupted from his core, pumping into her in thick, pulsing waves. His vision blurred at the edges, his body shuddering with the force of it.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh, ragged breathing. Reality came crashing back in, cold and horrifying. He pulled out of her, his softening cock slick with their mixed release.

They dressed in a frantic, silent panic, pulling on clothes still warm from their abandoned heat. The house was silent again, the television still droning on.

Ashley smoothed down her tank top, a smug, satisfied smile on her face. She looked utterly untouched by the seismic event that had just leveled his life.

“Not a word,” Bryce hissed, his voice hoarse. “To anyone. Ever.”

She just smiled wider, a knowing glint in her eye as she turned and sauntered out of the room, leaving him alone with the scent of sex and the crumbling ruins of his marriage. The garage door opener whirred in the distance. Lila was home, and Bryce’s life would never be the same.

9 - THIN WALLS, TABOO SEDUCTION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jesus, Carrie,” he choked out.

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

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

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

He stared, utterly captivated. This is really happening.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10 - A DAUGHTER-IN-LAW’S UNEXPECTED VISIT

MFF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Group Sex / BDSM / Cheating / Bondage / Flogging / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The casserole dish, a simple blue stoneware thing, was the last item on her list. Danielle had baked a lasagna in it for Rick and Nicole last week, and now, driving home from work on a whim, she decided to retrieve it. They wouldn’t mind; her in-laws were always telling her to stop by anytime.

She pulled into the familiar driveway, noting the quiet serenity of the house. No cars in the drive besides Nicole’s sedan. She knocked on the front door, the sound echoing hollowly in the late afternoon stillness. No answer. She knocked again, louder. Strange. She tried the knob. It turned easily in her hand. Unlocked.

“Hello? Nicole? Rick?” she called out, her voice feeling too loud for the quiet entrance hall. “Just picking up my dish!”

Silence. Then, a sound. A distant, muffled noise from upstairs. Not a cry for help, exactly, but a… a moan. Followed by a sharp, staccato yelp that was unmistakably a sound of pain. Her heart leapt into her throat. Was someone hurt? Alarm, cold and immediate, propelled her feet forward. She took the stairs two at a time, her pulse drumming in her ears.

The master bedroom door was slightly ajar. Another, clearer moan seeped out, this one layered with a breathy, feminine keen. Without another thought, driven by a surge of protective panic, Danielle pushed the door open.

The scene froze, a lurid tableau. On the large four-poster bed, Nicole was on her back, her hands tied with crimson silk to the bedposts. Her skin was flushed, and a few faint, pink lines crossed her stomach and breasts. Next to her, standing tall and completely nude, was Rick. He held a small, leather flogger in his hand. His expression wasn’t one of anger, but of intense, focused concentration.

Danielle’s brain short-circuited. Her mouth fell open. “I— oh my God— I’m so sorry— the door was—” she stammered, her face burning with a humiliation so profound it felt like a physical force. She turned to flee.

“Danielle.” Rick’s voice was calm, steady, not a trace of embarrassment. It stopped her in her tracks. “Wait.”

She turned back, unable to meet his eyes, her gaze instead falling on Nicole, who was looking at her not with shame, but with a dark, glittering curiosity.

“We were… hoping you might join us,” Rick said, his tone as casual as if he were offering her a cup of tea.

Her first instinct was a vehement, horrified no. But it died in her throat. Because underneath the shock and the embarrassment, another feeling was uncoiling, hot and insistent. Intrigue. A thrilling, terrifying curiosity. She saw the way Nicole’s body was thrumming with energy, not fear. She saw the possessive, adoring way Rick looked at his wife. Her own heart was pounding, but not just from panic. What would it feel like?

Her voice was a whisper. “Okay.”

A slow smile spread across Rick’s face. “Good. Clothes off. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling, went to the buttons of her blouse. Each undone button felt like a step across a threshold. The soft fabric of her shirt whispered to the floor, followed by her slacks and underwear. She stood naked in the middle of the room, the air cool on her skin, a stark contrast to the heat blooming within her.

Rick stepped closer, the flogger discarded. He was fully erect, his cock thick and demanding. He didn’t touch her, just stood there, letting her look. “On your knees.”

Danielle sank to the plush carpet, the world narrowing to the space between his legs. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of him against her mouth was like a spark. She took him in, the salt-and-skin taste of him flooding her senses. She used her tongue, flattening it against the underside of his shaft as she moved her head, her hand cupping his sac, feeling the tight, heavy weight. A low groan rumbled in his chest.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Nicole watching, her breathing quick and shallow, a small, approving smile on her lips. This is for her, too, Danielle realized, and the thought made her take him deeper, until her throat relaxed and she could feel him hitting the back of it.

“Enough,” Rick grunted, his voice thick. He gently pulled her head back. “Now, taste her.”

He guided her to the bed where Nicole was still bound. “Make her come.”

Danielle climbed onto the bed, her face inches from Nicole’s glistening core. The scent was musky and sweet. She hesitated for only a second before her tongue darted out, finding the hard, swollen nub of Nicole’s clit.

Nicole jerked against her restraints, a sharp, guttural cry escaping her. “Yes.”

Danielle licked and sucked, mimicking what she herself loved, her movements growing more confident as Nicole’s moans escalated into a continuous, pleading chant. She could feel the tension building in Nicole’s thighs, the way her whole body tightened. Then, with a shattered cry, Nicole came, her hips bucking, her release gushing against Danielle’s chin and mouth. Danielle didn’t pull away; she drank her in, the act feeling shockingly natural, necessary.

Rick untied Nicole’s wrists with practiced ease, rubbing the circulation back into them. He turned to Danielle, the crimson silk ropes in his hands. “Your turn.”

A fresh wave of nervous excitement washed over her. She lay back on the warm sheets where Nicole had been, offering her wrists. The silk was smooth but unyielding as Rick tied her to the bedposts, the sensation of being utterly helpless sending a thrill of pure adrenaline through her.

Nicole, now free, crawled up the bed beside her. “Such a good girl,” she purred, before lowering her head and taking one of Danielle’s nipples into her mouth. Her tongue was expert, circling, flicking, sucking until the sensation was almost painful in its intensity. At the same time, Rick parted Danielle’s legs. She felt the cool, hard plastic of a vibrator nuzzle against her clit before it buzzed to life.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The wet, pulling heat on her breast and the insistent, electric vibration on her most sensitive spot made her back arch off the bed. “Oh God… please… more…” she begged, the words torn from her. They were a team, Rick and Nicole, playing her body like a finely tuned instrument, ratcheting the pleasure up until she was teetering on the edge of orgasm.

Then, Rick removed the vibrator. She felt the blunt, heavy pressure of him at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed inside, filling her in one long, slow, devastating stroke. It was a fullness she’d never known. He began to move, a deep, rhythmic pounding that shook the bed.

At the same time, Nicole straddled her face, lowering her wet, still-quivering pussy onto Danielle’s mouth. The command was clear. Danielle’s tongue went to work again, lapping at Nicole’s folds as Nicole ground against her. The room was filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, of ragged breathing, and of her own muffled moans as she was fucked from both ends.

The pleasure became a crashing wave, rising from where Rick was plunged deep inside her, merging with the taste of Nicole on her tongue. Her body seized, her cries stifled by Nicole’s body as her orgasm exploded through her, violent and all-consuming. As she convulsed around him, she felt Rick’s own release, a hot, pulsing flood that seemed to go on forever.

Slowly, the world drifted back. Rick pulled out, untied her wrists. The silence was heavy, broken only by their collective panting. Danielle got dressed with shaky hands, the fabric feeling alien on her sensitized skin. She couldn’t look at them.

As she reached the bedroom door, Nicole’s voice, soft but firm, stopped her. “Danielle.”

She turned. Rick stood behind Nicole, his arm around her waist. Both of them looked utterly satiated, and completely serious.

“We’d like you to join us again,” Rick said.

Danielle hesitated at the door, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and a dark, hungry anticipation she could no longer deny. She knew she should say no, should walk away and pretend this never happened. But the phantom sensations on her skin, the memory of that utter loss of control, screamed a different answer.

She finally met their gaze. “Yes.”

11 - A STEAMY TRYST AT THE UNIVERSITY LIBRARY

MF / College / Age Gap / Public / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The sharp, dry scent of crumbling paper and old leather filled the air, a smell Harriet had come to associate with lonely, focused hours. The upper archives were a labyrinth of forgotten knowledge, and she was deep in its heart, running her fingers along dusty leather spines in search of an elusive collection of Romantic-era poetry. A floorboard creaked behind her, too close, and she froze.

A warm presence materialized at her back, and a hand, firm and sure, landed on her hip. She knew who it was before he spoke, her skin already prickling with the awareness that had hummed between them for weeks.

“Find anything of interest, Miss Vale?” Professor Walters’s voice was a low murmur, a vibration against the shell of her ear that was entirely at odds with his classroom tenor.

She turned, her back pressing against the shelf. His body caged her in, his arms planted on either side of her, his crisp white shirt sleeves rolled to the elbows. The look in his eyes wasn’t professorial. It was hungry. “I’m still looking, Professor,” she breathed, her voice unsteady.

“Ron,” he corrected, his gaze dropping to her lips. “When we’re like this, you call me Ron.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. He closed the final inch between them, his mouth capturing hers in a kiss that was nothing like the hesitant, collegiate fumbling she was used to. It was all heat and possession, a confident, demanding exploration that stole the air from her lungs. A gasp escaped her, a sharp, surprised sound that echoed faintly in the silent aisle.

His hand flew from her hip to cover her mouth, his thumb gently pressing against her cheek. His lips brushed her earlobe as he whispered, his own breath coming faster. “Quiet, Harriet. We have to be absolutely quiet.” The warning was a thrill, a dangerous game that sent a fresh jolt of liquid heat straight to her core. They couldn’t get caught. He would lose everything.

She nodded, her eyes wide, and he slowly lowered his hand. This time, when he kissed her, she met his fervor, her hands coming up to clutch at the soft cotton of his shirt. His tongue slippery against hers, tasting of coffee and mint, and one of his hands slid down her side, over the curve of her hip, and up under her simple cotton skirt.

His fingertips traced the lace edge of her panties, a slow, maddening circle that made her hips twitch forward of their own accord. A low groan rumbled in his chest. “So eager,” he murmured against her mouth.

He didn’t tease for long. He hooked a finger into the waistband and tugged them down just enough. His touch, when it came, was electric. He found her wet and ready, and a sharp, choked whimper caught in her throat as his fingers, two of them, slid deep inside her.

He swallowed her sounds with his kiss, his fingers working a devastating rhythm. In and out. A curl that pressed against a spot that made her see stars behind her clenched eyelids. Her knees buckled, and she clung to him, her fingernails digging into his shoulders. The world narrowed to the scent of him, the feel of his skilled fingers, the tight coil of pleasure building low in her belly. The rustle of their clothes and their ragged, stifled breaths were the only sounds in the sacred, silent space.

He withdrew his fingers, and she nearly cried out at the loss. But he was already fumbling with his belt, the clink of the buckle absurdly loud. He freed his erection, thick and straining, and her own need overrode any hesitation. Her hand wrapped around him, and he dropped his forehead against the shelf above her shoulder with a gut-deep sigh. She stroked him, learning the feel of his silken, hot skin, the hard length of him, the way his breath hitched when her thumb swept over the tip.

It wasn’t enough. The primitive need to taste him, to take him deeper, overwhelmed her. She sank to her knees on the worn Persian rug, the rough weave scratching her skin. She looked up at him, at the raw, desperate want on his face, and took him into her mouth.

His hand tangled in her hair, not pushing, just holding, as she explored him with her tongue. She loved the weight of him, the saltiness of his skin, the way his thighs trembled when she took him deep. His whispered praises were a constant, feverish stream. “God, Harriet… yes, just like that… your mouth is heaven.”

He gently pulled her up, his eyes dark with unspoken intent. He turned her around to face the shelves, pressing his chest against her back. He lifted her skirt, baring her to the cool air, and finally tugged her panties down to her knees. His hands gripped her hips, and she felt the blunt, insistent pressure of him at her entrance.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled, his voice thick with need. “Now.”

She could only nod, bracing her hands against a row of encyclopedias. He pushed forward, one smooth, devastating motion that stretched her, filled her utterly. A broken moan escaped her lips, and he clamped a hand over her mouth again, biting back his own groan against her shoulder.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep thrusts that made the old shelves tremble. Each one went deeper than the last, hitting a place that made her dizzy. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin against skin, was a wet, rhythmic percussion in the quiet. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap. His free hand slid around her front, his fingers finding her clit, circling in time with his thrusts.

It was too much. The dual assault, the terrifying risk, the sheer animal rightness of it. Her climax ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his length. He stifled her cry with his palm, his own release following instantly. His body went rigid against her, a deep, guttural moan trapped in his throat as he pulsed inside her, his hips jerking through the last waves of his climax.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, leaning against the books, their harsh, ragged breaths slowly returning to normal. The world, the library, their real lives, began to seep back in.

He softened inside her and gently withdrew. They adjusted their clothing in a clumsy, silent dance, avoiding each other’s eyes for a moment. Harriet’s hands shook as she pulled up her panties, the reality of what they’d just done crashing down on her. The risk. The consequences.

She turned to face him, her heart hammering against her ribs for a whole new reason. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. His expression was utterly serious, no trace of the detached professor left.

“I’m falling for you, Harriet,” he said, his voice low but clear. “I don’t care about the job. I don’t care about the rules. This… us… I want more.”

The danger of it should have terrified her. It did. But beneath the fear was a current of pure, undiluted want, stronger than any rulebook. She looked up at him, at the man who had just unraveled her in a dusty aisle of books, and knew she was already lost.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jessica shattered.

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

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

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

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

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

It was for ten thousand dollars.

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

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

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

“I… don’t know. I don’t think I can…”

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

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

13 - SURRENDERING TO THE BOSS
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“On your knees, Donna.”

The command, low and absolute, didn’t feel like a request. It was a seismic shift in the very air of the office, and Donna found her body obeying before her mind could even form a protest. The plush carpet was a soft frontier against her nylons as she sank down, her gaze fixed on the elegant knot of Robert Windham’s tie.

Her heart wasn’t hammering in panic; it was pounding with a raw, thrilling fear that felt dangerously close to desire.

—

Just an hour before, everything had been different. Normal. Mundane.

She’d been at her desk, typing up the minutes from the last board meeting, the hum of the computer a monotonous soundtrack to her life. Four months at Windham Enterprises had been a blur of learning curves and quiet admiration for the man who ran it all. Robert Windham was everything her husband, Chris, was not: commanding, sharply intelligent, and possessing an aura of control that was almost tangible. Chris’s idea of a wild night was falling asleep on the couch during a documentary. The gulf between her private longing and her public life had become an ocean.

The summons to his inner office had come without warning. His voice over the intercom, a smooth baritone: “Donna. My office. Now.”

She’d smoothed her skirt, a nervous habit, and entered the domain of polished mahogany and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. He wasn’t at his desk. He was standing by the window, a silhouette of power against the bright skyline.

“Close the door,” he’d said, not turning around.

She did, the soft click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud.

“You’ve been doing excellent work, Donna.” Robert finally turned, his eyes—a cool, assessing grey—sweeping over her. “Precise. Discreet. I’ve been watching you.”

A flush warmed her cheeks. “Thank you, sir.”

“The reason I brought you on as my personal assistant,” he continued, stepping away from the window, closing the distance between them with a predator’s grace, “had very little to do with your resume.” He stopped just a foot away, the subtle scent of his cologne—sandalwood and spice—filling her senses. “And everything to do with the fact that I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since your first interview.”

Her breath hitched. This isn’t happening.

“I’m married,” she whispered, the words feeling flimsy and thin.

“Are you?” he asked, a knowing smile playing on his lips. “Are you truly? Or are you just playing a role? I see the way you watch me. That hungry little look you try to hide.” He reached out, not touching her, just tracing the air near the lapel of her blazer. “I can offer you more than a paycheck, Donna. A significant promotion. A… partnership. But I need to know if you have the appetite for it.”

The offer hung in the air, illicit and irresistible. It wasn’t just about the money or the title. It was about the man himself. It was about the submission she craved, the surrender to a will stronger than her own. Chris had never once made her feel this electric, this terrifyingly alive.

Her hesitation lasted only a second. The word was barely a sigh. “Yes.”

—

And that’s how Donna found herself on her knees, looking up at Robert, her entire world narrowed to this moment.

With deft, unhurried movements, Robert unbuckled his belt, the rasp of leather loud in the silence. The zipper whispered down. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath. And he was… immense. Thick and long, already fully erect, a prominent vein running its length. The sheer, primal sight of him made her mouth water.

“Show me how hungry you are,” he commanded.

She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of him against her mouth was silken and hot. She took him in, the salty, masculine taste of him exploding on her tongue. She started slowly, tentatively, but he quickly took control. His hand fisted in her carefully styled hair, not roughly, but with an undeniable authority that made her core clench with need.

He guided her head, setting a rhythm that was deeper, faster than she would have dared on her own. The head of his cock hit the back of her throat and she gagged, tears springing to her eyes. A low groan rumbled in his chest.

“Good girl. Take it.”

The praise, mixed with the mild discomfort, sent a bolt of pure heat straight through her. She relaxed her throat, letting him use her, the sensation of being so completely dominated making her dizzy with pleasure.

Just as she was lost in the rhythm, Robert pulled himself from her mouth with a wet pop. “Up. Bend over the desk. Now.”

She scrambled to obey, her legs shaky. She bent forward, her palms flat on the cool, glossy wood, her ass presented to him. She heard him step behind her. His hand smoothed over her skirt, then gathered the material, lifting it up to her waist, exposing her sheer black panties.

“Such a good little offering,” he murmured. His palm connected with her ass cheek in a sharp, stinging slap.

She yelped, the sound echoing in the vast room. The pain was a bright, shocking flare that instantly melted into a throbbing warmth. He spanked her again, on the other side, and she pushed her hips back, begging for it wordlessly. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down to her knees. The cool air kissed her exposed, heated skin.

Robert’s fingers slid through her slickness with an approving hum. “So wet. And all for me.” He circled her clit, once, twice, a teasing promise, before plunging two fingers inside her.

Donna cried out, bucking against his hand. “Keep going,” she moaned, forgetting all about her marriage to Chris.

His fingers found her G-spot, and she let out a gasp, her juices flowing down her thighs. The pleasure was building, but then, without warning, he stopped. She sighed with frustration as he pulled away, but he quickly replaced his fingers with his cock. Soon, he was deep inside her, grabbing her hips as he penetrated her.

“God, you’re tight,” he growled, fucking her harder.

Donna gripped the desk as he thrust deeper. “Oh yes,” she gasped. “Don’t stop!” The pleasure was overwhelming. She saw stars as he pushed her over the edge, her pussy gripping his length.

Robert’s thrusts became erratic as he approached his own climax. “You feel so good,” he moaned, filling her with his seed.

Finally, he slowed down. He pulled away, slapping her on the ass. “Did you like that?” he asked, though he seemed to already know the answer.

She just nodded, her mind elsewhere. How could she do this to Chris?

“You got the promotion,” he said, looking her straight in the eye. “And I think you’ll enjoy your new position.”

“Thank you,” Donna whispered, her heart racing. She knew this was wrong. So wrong. But she couldn’t wait to see what else Robert had in store for her.

14 - HIDDEN DESIRES IN THE LABORATORY
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The secluded biology lab was a cathedral of quiet intensity, the only sounds the hum of the refrigeration units and the soft scratch of Elena’s pen. Dr. Calvin Rogers watched her from across the central counter, the sterile white light catching the fierce concentration etched on her face. She was twenty-three, a graduate student whose intellect burned as brightly as the Bunsen burner she’d just shut off. The campus outside was a ghost town, blanketed in the silent hiatus of winter break, leaving the two of them alone with their work—and the potent, unspoken current that had hummed between them all semester.

“I think… I think that’s it,” Elena whispered, her voice hushed with awe as she looked up from the microscope. Her eyes, a deep shade of hazel, were wide with disbelief. “The cellular uptake is consistent. The marker is binding perfectly.”

Calvin moved around the counter, his own heart hammering against his ribs. He leaned over her, catching the faint scent of her shampoo—vanilla and something citrusy—as he peered into the eyepiece. The slides were a mess of color and cell structures, but to his trained eye, it was a masterpiece. A symphony of success after months of dead ends and frustration.

“My God, Elena,” he breathed, his professional composure cracking. “You did it.”

A brilliant, unrestrained smile broke across her face. In a burst of pure, unadulterated joy, she leaped from her stool and threw her arms around his neck. “We did it!”

The moment her body pressed against his, Calvin froze. Every rule, every line of professional conduct, every ounce of his forty-year-old propriety screamed at him. He stood rigid, his arms at his sides, his entire world narrowing to the feel of her slender frame, the softness of her sweater against his chest, the warmth of her cheek near his.

Elena felt his tension instantly. She jumped back as if electrocuted, her face flooding with a deep, mortified blush. “Dr. Rogers—Calvin—I am so sorry. That was completely inappropriate. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

She took another step back, her hands wringing together. “The project, the funding… I’ve jeopardized everything. I’ll just… gather my things.”

She turned to flee, but his hand shot out, his fingers gently closing around her wrist. The touch was electric. “Don’t.”

The word was a low, ragged command. She stopped, her breath catching as he turned her to face him. The look in his blue eyes was no longer that of her esteemed professor. It was something wild, hungry, and utterly naked with wanting.

“I’ve thought about this,” he murmured, his thumb stroking the delicate skin of her inner wrist, “every single day since you walked into my lecture hall.”

Before she could form a coherent thought, he closed the distance between them. His free hand cupped her jaw, his touch surprisingly gentle for the fierce intensity in his gaze. And then his lips were on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative question; it was a hungry, desperate meeting of mouths that spoke of months of suppressed desire. Elena’s initial shock melted instantly, a soft, surrendering moan escaping her throat as she kissed him back, her hands coming up to clutch the lapels of his lab coat.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes scanned the empty, silent lab. “Is anyone…?”

“No,” she panted, her mind reeling. “Custodial staff won’t come until midnight.”

A dark, possessive smile touched his lips. “Good.”

His hands moved to the buttons of her cardigan, his fingers, usually so precise with delicate instruments, now fumbling slightly with the simple fastenings. He pushed the soft wool from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His gaze drank her in—the simple white t-shirt, the curve of her jeans. He hooked a finger in the collar of her shirt and tugged her back to him for another searing kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her.

He broke away, his eyes burning with a raw need she’d never seen in anyone. “I need to see you. All of you.”

He turned her around, pressing her front gently against the cool, hard surface of the lab counter. His hands slid down her back, over the swell of her jeans, before slipping around to her front and undoing the button and zipper. He pushed the denim and her cotton panties down her thighs in one smooth, urgent motion, baring her to the cool air and his heated gaze.

Elation and a thrill of pure, wanton sin coursed through her. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on the counter, presenting herself to him. She heard his sharp intake of breath.

“So beautiful,” he groaned, his voice thick.

He dropped to his knees behind her. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady. And then she felt it—the first, devastatingly soft press of his mouth against her most intimate flesh.

Elena cried out, her head falling forward. His tongue was an instrument of exquisite torture, tracing slow, languid circles around her sensitive core before finding its center. He licked her with long, flat strokes that made her knees buckle, then focused into a precise, insistent rhythm that had her gasping for air. One of his hands left her hip, his finger sliding through her wetness before slowly, so slowly, pushing inside her.

She was molten, every nerve ending screaming under his expert ministrations. He fucked her with his finger while his tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit. The hard, clinical edge of the counter dug into her stomach, a stark contrast to the incredible softness of his mouth. The world dissolved into sensation—the slick, hot friction of his tongue, the curl of his finger inside her, the ragged sound of his own breathing against her skin.

“Calvin… please… I can’t…” she begged, her words dissolving into a shattered moan.

He rose, his own breathing ragged. He turned her to face him, his eyes black with desire. He unfastened his trousers, freeing his erection. He was thick and hard, and the sight of him sent a fresh wave of desperate want crashing through her.

Without a word, she sank to her own knees before him. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tasting the saltiness of his skin. She took him deep, her hands cupping him, until she felt him hit the back of her throat. A guttural groan ripped from his chest, his hands tangling in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, as she established a rhythm, sucking and licking, lost in the power of making this formidable man come utterly undone.

“Enough,” he finally growled, his voice strained.

He pulled her to her feet, his kiss fierce and demanding. He turned her back around, bending her over the counter once more. He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock pressing against her slick entrance.

He entered her in one long, excruciatingly slow, push. A choked scream was torn from Elena’s lungs as he filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, both of them trembling with the intensity of the connection.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were not gentle. They were powerful, piston-like drives that slammed her against the counter with every plunge. The clatter of glassware in the distance was a percussive beat to their ragged breathing. He wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her body back onto his, while his other hand found its way into her hair, gently tugging her head to the side.

He leaned over her, his chest pressed against her back, his lips finding the sensitive skin of her neck. He kissed and nipped at her throat, his thrusts becoming deeper, more possessive with every passing second. “I’ve wanted this,” he rasped against her ear, his breath hot. “Wanted you just like this. For so long.”

His words unlocked something feral in her. She met his every thrust, pushing back against him, a wanton, desperate mimicry of their scientific pursuit—driving deeper, seeking a different kind of profound reaction. The pressure inside her coiled tighter and tighter, a supernova building at her core.

“I’m going to…” she gasped, her vision blurring.

“Let go,” he commanded, his own rhythm becoming erratic, frantic. “Come for me, Elena.”

His words were the final catalyst. Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, searing wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own release. With a raw, guttural cry that echoed off the tiled walls, he poured himself into her, his body shuddering violently against hers as he held her impossibly close.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh, synchronised breathing echoing in the silent lab. He softened inside her, but remained leaned over her, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades, his arms still wrapped tightly around her.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew. They moved as if in a dream, gathering their clothes from the floor. Her hands trembled as she pulled up her jeans, the reality of their situation crashing down around her. The prestigious professor. The promising student. The empty, monitored campus.

“Calvin…” she began, her voice small. “Your job… our research…”

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek, his gaze utterly serious. “I don’t care. I want you.”

15 - A FATHER-IN-LAW’S VACATION INVITATION


MF / Cheating / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The tropical sun burned high overhead, casting golden rays over the pristine white sand and turquoise waters of the resort. Shauna adjusted the straps of her new bikini, the delicate fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. She could feel the heat of the sun on her skin, the way it made her body hum with a quiet, restless energy. She glanced over at Jeff, who was strapping on his scuba gear, his face a mix of concentration and excitement. He’d been looking forward to this lesson all week.

“Be careful, okay?” she called out, though her words were half-hearted. Jeff waved her off with a grin, already distracted by the instructor’s instructions.

“I’ll be fine, Shauna. You just relax,” he said before turning his attention back to the gear.

She nodded, though her mind was already elsewhere. She couldn’t shake the feeling that had been growing in her since they’d arrived at the resort—a tingling awareness of Jeremy, her father-in-law, who had been watching her more and more intently as the days went by. It wasn’t anything obvious, just lingering glances, a casual brush of his hand against hers when he passed her a drink, the way his laughter seemed to deepen whenever she was near.

Jeremy was an older man, but he carried himself with a confidence that was impossible to ignore. His silver hair caught the sunlight, and his broad shoulders filled out his linen shirt in a way that made her stomach tighten. She told herself it was nothing, that she was just enjoying the attention, but deep down, she knew it was more than that.

As Jeff disappeared into the waves with the instructor, Shauna turned back toward the resort, her feet sinking into the warm sand. She had barely made it to the shaded pathway when she felt a presence behind her.

“Enjoying the view?” Jeremy’s voice was low, smooth, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

She turned to face him, forcing a smile. “It’s beautiful here. I can’t believe we’re really staying.”

“It’s even better when you share it with the right company,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her breath catch.

She laughed nervously, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “What about Jeff? Isn’t he good company?”

Jeremy stepped closer, his gaze never wavering. “Jeff’s a good kid. But he’s not who I’m talking about.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing with conflicting thoughts. This is wrong. He’s Jeff’s father. But oh God, the way he’s looking at me…

She opened her mouth to say something, to deflect, but before she could, Jeremy closed the distance between them, his lips crashing onto hers. The kiss was firm, demanding, and she melted into it, her body betraying her better judgment. His hands came up to cradle her face, his fingers tangling in her hair as he deepened the kiss.

When he pulled back, she was breathless, her lips tingling. “Jeremy…” she started, but he silenced her with another kiss, this one slower, more deliberate.

“You’ve been driving me crazy since we got here,” he murmured against her lips. “Every time you walk by, I can’t stop thinking about what’s under that bikini.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she felt a rush of heat between her legs, a longing she couldn’t ignore. “We shouldn’t… Jeff…,” she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction.

Jeremy stepped back, his eyes dark with desire. “Jeff’s busy. And he’ll never know. Come on, Shauna. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about this.”

She hesitated for a moment, her mind warring with her body, but then she nodded, her heart pounding in her ears. Jeremy took her hand, leading her back to her hotel room. The air was thick with tension, every step heightening the anticipation.

As soon as they were inside, Jeremy pushed her against the door, his body pressing into hers as he kissed her hungrily. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve, every inch of her. She gasped as he reached behind her, untying her bikini top and letting it fall to the floor.

His lips trailed down her neck, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they were hard and aching. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

She moaned, her hands clutching at his shirt, pulling it off him with desperate urgency. His chest was firm, his skin warm against hers as he kissed her again, his tongue exploring her mouth. She could feel his hardness pressing against her, and it only made her want him more.

Jeremy’s hands moved to her bikini bottoms, sliding them down her legs and leaving her completely exposed. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her naked form, and she trembled under his gaze. Then, slowly, he began to undress, revealing his muscular frame and, finally, his cock—thick and erect, standing proudly between his legs.

Her breath hitched as she dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she reached for him. She looked up at him, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth, savoring the taste of him. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she began to move, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper.

“God, Shauna,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his hands tightening in her hair as he started to move, guiding her head up and down his length. She gagged as he hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t pull away, her desire driving her to take more, to please him.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “Take it all.”

Her eyes watered as she struggled to breathe, but she didn’t stop, her lips wrapped tightly around him as she sucked him with a desperation she couldn’t control. She could feel her own arousal building, her pussy throbbing with need.

Finally, Jeremy pulled her up, his hands gripping her hips as he guided her to the bed. He positioned her on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, and she felt his hands spread her cheeks, his breath hot against her skin.

“So fucking beautiful,” he murmured before grabbing his cock and aligning it with her entrance.

She gasped as he pushed into her, his thick length stretching her in ways she hadn’t felt before. He paused, letting her adjust to him, before beginning to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, then harder, faster.

Shauna moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he filled her completely, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. “Jeremy…,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies slapping together.

He reached around, his fingers finding her clit and teasing it in time with his thrusts. She cried out, her body tightening as pleasure consumed her.

“Come for me, Shauna,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, her body convulsing as she screamed his name. Jeremy kept fucking her, driving her higher and higher, until he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep groan, he buried himself inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, their breathing ragged. Then Jeremy pulled out, collapsing beside her on the bed. Shauna turned to face him, her heart still racing, but already, the guilt was creeping in.

“What if Jeff finds out?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Jeremy pulled her closer, his hand stroking her hair. “He won’t, baby. This is our little secret.”

She nodded, though the weight of what they’d done was already settling on her chest. They hurried to get dressed, the tension between them still crackling in the air. As they fumbled with their clothes, Shauna’s mind raced with thoughts of what they had done, but she couldn’t deny the thrill that still coursed through her veins.

“We should get back before Jeff returns,” Jeremy said, his voice calm, though his eyes burned with the same desire that still pulsed in her body.

Shauna nodded, her heart pounding as they slipped out of the room, the heat of the tropical sun hitting her skin again. She glanced over at Jeremy, his expression unreadable, but the tension between them was undeniable.

“What happens now?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jeremy’s lips curled into a smirk, his eyes dark with promise. “We’ll see…”

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

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

“Janet? What are you doing here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A low groan escaped him. “Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

“Get on the bed. And get naked. Now.”

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

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

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

“Please…”

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

“Please, touch me. There.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

17 - STEALING STEPDAUGHTER’S PANTIES

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Cheating / Panty Fetish / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The silence in the house was a physical weight on David’s chest. With his wife, Sarah, out running errands, the only sounds were the hum of the refrigerator and the frantic beating of his own heart. He paced the master bedroom, the memory of his transgression burning a hole in his conscience. A week had passed since he’d crept into Elaine’s room, since his fingers had closed around the soft, black lace of her panties in the top drawer. The scent of her – a mix of vanilla and something uniquely her – had been intoxicating. His own release, moments later, had been furious, shameful, and the most powerful of his life, all while wrapped in that illicit silk.

He tried to banish the image, the sensation. She’s your stepdaughter. Sarah’s daughter. The mantra did nothing to quell the heat that rose in him every time he replayed it. He’d returned the panties the next day, a nervous sweat dampening his collar, convinced he’d left no trace.

The soft click of the bedroom door opening shattered his thoughts.

He spun around, expecting Sarah. But it was Elaine. She stood there, leaning against the doorframe, one hip cocked. She was home from college for the summer, and the year away had sculpted the girl he remembered into a breathtaking woman. She wore a simple tank top and shorts that showed off her long, toned legs. In her hand, dangling from a single finger, was the very pair of black lace panties.

His blood ran cold.

“Looking for these?” she asked, her voice a low, calm melody that contrasted violently with the panic exploding inside him.

“Elaine… I… I don’t…” he stammered, his mind scrambling for a lie, any lie. “I was just tidying up, your mom asked me to—”

“David.” Her tone was flat, cutting through his feeble excuse. She took a step into the room, her eyes never leaving his. They were the same shade of hazel as her mother’s, but right now they held a knowing, dangerous glint he’d never seen before. “I have a little satin bag for my delicates. These were folded on top of my jeans. Neatly. I don’t fold my panties and put them on my jeans.”

The floor felt like it was tilting. Caught. The word echoed in his skull. His life, his marriage, everything was about to crumble. “Elaine, please. I’m so sorry. It was a… a moment of insanity. It will never, ever happen again. Please don’t tell your mother.” The desperation in his own voice sickened him.

A slow smile played on her lips. It wasn’t a friendly smile. It was predatory. Thrilled. “I’m not going to tell her.”

Relief, instant and dizzying, washed over him. “Thank you. God, thank you, you don’t know what that—”

“But,” she interrupted, taking another step closer. The air crackled between them. “I want something else.”

“Anything. Name it. A car? Tuition payment?” He was babbling, ready to promise anything to make this go away.

Her smile widened. She stopped just inches from him, the scent of her vanilla perfume overwhelming his senses. “I want you to fuck me.”

The words landed like a physical blow. David recoiled, his mind screaming in denial even as his body responded with a traitorous, hardening jolt. “Jesus, Elaine… No. We can’t. That’s… that’s wrong.”

“Is it?” she murmured, her gaze drifting down his body. “You didn’t seem to think it was wrong when you were jerking off with these.” She let the panties fall to the carpet. “I saw the way you looked at me all week. You can’t hide it.” Her hand came up, and before he could stop her, her fingers were on the zipper of his trousers. This is wrong, this is wrong, this is wrong. The thought was a weak whisper, drowned out by the roaring in his ears and the painful throb of his erection.

He didn’t stop her. He stood frozen, a statue of shame and desperate desire, as she pulled down the zipper and reached inside his boxers. Her cool fingers wrapped around his shaft, and a sharp, guttural gasp escaped his lips.

“Oh,” she breathed, her eyes widening with genuine surprise and delight as she drew him out, fully hard and straining. “You’re so much bigger than the boys at school.”

Her words, her touch, shattered the last of his resistance. His hands, which had been clenched at his sides, came up to grip her hips as she sank to her knees before him. Her eyes locked with his as she leaned forward, her pink tongue darting out to trace a slow, wet line from the base of his cock all the way to the tip.

He groaned, his head falling back. This is really happening.

She took him into her mouth then, and all coherent thought vanished. Her mouth was hot, impossibly hot and wet. She didn’t just take him; she worshiped him. Her tongue swirled around the head, her lips created a perfect, tight seal, and she began to move, slowly at first, then with a growing, confident rhythm. One of her hands cupped his balls, applying a gentle, maddening pressure, while the other gripped his thigh for balance. He looked down, watching her head bob in his lap, her college-girl innocence completely erased by the expertly sinful act. The slip-slip-slip sound of her mouth on his skin was the most obscene, beautiful thing he’d ever heard. His fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding, just feeling, as the pressure in his groin built to a terrifying peak.

Just when he was certain he was going to erupt down her throat, she pulled back with a wet pop, leaving him gasping and twitching in the cool air. She rose, her eyes dark with her own need, and pulled her tank top over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were perfect, full and high with tight, pink nipples that begged for his mouth. She shimmied out of her shorts and panties, standing before him completely naked, more confident and breathtaking than any fantasy.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice husky.

He fumbled with his own clothes, shedding them in a frantic heap until he was just as bare. She pushed him back onto the bed and climbed atop him, straddling his hips. She reached between them, her fingers guiding him to her entrance. She was already slick, her wetness coating his tip. She held his gaze as she sank down onto him, inch by excruciating inch.

A broken moan was torn from both their throats. She was so tight, so incredibly hot and velvety inside. Home. The thought was insane, but it was there. She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that had him seeing stars. Her head fell back, her breasts thrust forward, and she rode him with a natural, primal rhythm that made him feel like a god. He gripped her waist, his fingers digging into her soft skin, matching her pace, driving up into her as she came down on him.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice a ragged whisper. “I want to feel you tomorrow.”

The command unleashed something feral in him. He flipped her over onto her hands and knees with a strength he didn’t know he possessed. The new position drove him even deeper. He gripped her hips and plunged into her, again and again, each thrust a punctuation mark in their forbidden agreement. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a slick, rhythmic slapping. She cried out, pushing back against him, meeting every drive with a desperate grind.

“Yes, right there, David, fuck, right there!” she screamed, and he felt her inner muscles suddenly clench around him like a fist, milking his length in a series of violent, pulsating waves.

Her orgasm triggered his own. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt as his own release ripped through him, hot and endless, spilling deep inside her with a guttural shout he didn’t even recognize as his own.

They collapsed onto the sweat-slicked sheets, spent and gasping. The air was thick with the smell of sex and shame. After a few minutes, Elaine silently got up and began to dress. She pulled her panties back on, the black lace now a symbol of so much more. She looked down at him, a satisfied, secretive smile on her swollen lips.

“This is our secret,” she said, her voice back to that calm, controlled tone. It wasn’t a question.

He could only nod, his mind a chaotic storm of disbelief, ecstasy, and dread.

She turned and left, closing the door softly behind her. David stared at the ceiling, the ghost of her heat still clinging to him, the intoxicating scent of her on the sheets. He was ruined. He was addicted. And he knew, with a terrifying certainty, that he would do anything to feel it again.

18 - PIANO LESSON LUST

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The moment Elsie stepped into Jim’s house, the air felt different. Thicker. It was as if the world had slowed down, every breath deliberate, every movement charged with something she couldn’t quite name. The familiar scent of aged wood and polished ivory greeted her. Jim’s grand piano stood in the center of the room like a monument to his talent—and to everything she secretly craved.

Jim was an accomplished pianist, and Elsie was a student of music at a local university. Her father-in-law had been giving her piano lessons ever since she’d married his son. But now, their meetings were starting to feel like more than just sheet music and notes.

“Right on time,” Jim said, his voice smooth and warm as he gestured to the bench. “Let’s see how much progress you’ve made.”

Elsie’s heart raced as she sat down. She wasn’t sure if it was the anticipation of the lesson or the way his gaze lingered on her a second too long. She placed her fingers on the keys, but before she could begin, his hands were on hers, adjusting her posture.

“Your wrists are too tense,” he murmured, his breath brushing her ear. “Relax. Let the music flow through you.”

Her skin prickled where he touched her. God, his hands were so much larger than hers, so firm yet gentle. She could feel the heat radiating off him, and it was all she could do not to shiver. She tried to focus on the keys, but his presence was overwhelming. His cologne—musky and woodsy—filled her senses, making her head swim.

“Jim…” she started, her voice trembling. “I… I can’t seem to focus.”

He chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent a jolt straight to her core. “Maybe you’re thinking too hard. Music isn’t about perfection. It’s about feeling.”

She swallowed hard, her cheeks burning. Feeling. That’s exactly what she was doing—feeling things she shouldn’t. Things that made her pulse quicken and her stomach twist with guilt. But she couldn’t help it. Not when he was this close, not when his fingers brushed her skin like he was playing her instead of the piano.

“You’re a beautiful musician, Elsie,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. “And not just because of your talent.”

Her breath hitched. “Jim, I’m married. To your son.”

“I know,” he said, his tone unapologetic. “But that doesn’t change what I feel for you.”

She turned to face him, her eyes wide. His gaze was intense, unwavering. There was no mistaking the desire in his eyes, and it mirrored the ache building inside her. Her lips parted, but no words came out. Instead, she leaned in, closing the distance between them.

The kiss was electric. His lips were firm and insistent, claiming hers with a hunger that left her dizzy. She moaned softly, her hands clutching at his shirt as his tongue slid against hers. It was wrong—so wrong—but it felt so damn right. She could feel the heat pooling between her legs, her body betraying her with every second that passed.

“Elsie,” he growled, pulling away just enough to look at her. “Are you sure about this?”

She nodded, her chest heaving. “Yes. Please.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her down the hallway to his bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them, and suddenly the world outside ceased to exist. It was just the two of them, and the unspoken tension that had been building for weeks.

He reached for the hem of her shirt, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed, and then his hands were on her breasts, his thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened under his touch. She gasped, her head falling back as he leaned in to take one into his mouth.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in his hair.

His tongue flicked over her sensitive flesh, sending waves of pleasure through her. She could feel her panties growing damp, her body throbbing with need.

He unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her hips along with her panties. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but her skin. His eyes raked over her, dark and hungry, and she felt a thrill of power knowing she had this effect on him.

“You’re exquisite,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

He stripped off his own clothes, revealing a body that was every bit as impressive as she’d imagined. His chest was broad, his muscles defined, and between his legs… Oh, God. He was huge. Thick and hard, jutting out proudly.

He stepped closer, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her again. She could feel his erection pressing against her stomach, and it only made her want him more. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, his hands gripping her shoulders as she worked him with her lips and tongue. She could taste him, salty and musky, and it only spurred her on. She sucked him deep, her cheeks hollowing as she took as much of him as she could. His hips rolled forward, fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts.

“Elsie,” he rasped, pulling her to her feet. “Not like this. I want to feel you.”

He guided her to the bed, laying her down and spreading her legs. His eyes locked on hers as he knelt between her thighs. His breath was hot against her skin as he leaned in, his tongue flicking her clit.

She cried out, her back arching off the bed. He licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh, his fingers teasing her entrance before slipping inside. She was soaked, her walls clenching around his fingers as he worked her toward the edge.

“Jim, I’m so close,” she panted, her hips bucking against his mouth.

He didn’t slow, his tongue and fingers relentless as he drove her higher and higher. She came with a strangled cry, her body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

But he wasn’t done. He kissed his way up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Are you ready for me?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

“Yes,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his hips.

He slid inside her slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. She gasped at the stretch, her walls adjusting to his size as he began to move.

His thrusts were deep and steady, each one hitting a spot that made her toes curl. She clung to him, her nails digging into his back as he fucked her harder, faster. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound drowned out by their moans and the slap of skin on skin.

“Elsie,” he groaned, his forehead pressed to hers. “You feel so good.”

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking as another orgasm built inside her.

He didn’t. His hips pistoned against hers, his cock driving her wild. She came with a scream, her body convulsing around him as he followed her over the edge, spilling himself deep inside her.

They lay there, panting and tangled in each other, as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in. But Elsie didn’t care. She’d never felt anything like this before, and she knew she’d do it again in a heartbeat.

“We can’t tell anyone,” she whispered, her heart pounding.

“I know,” Jim replied, his voice equally hushed. “This stays between us.”

But as she looked into his eyes, she knew this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.

19 - AN ASSIGNMENT IN LUST
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The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the stacks of books in Dr. Martin Strong’s home study. Jani shifted her weight from one foot to the other, the heavy wooden door clicking shut behind her, sealing her in the quiet, masculine space. The air smelled of old paper, leather, and a faint, clean hint of his cologne.

“I am so, so sorry it’s this late, Dr. Strong,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper as she held out the neatly printed essay. “The pneumonia was… it just knocked me out for weeks.”

Martin took the papers, his fingers brushing against hers. A little spark, a jolt of static electricity, or something else entirely, passed between them. “Jani. Please. The assignment is the last thing I was worried about. I’m just glad to see you healthy again. You had us all concerned.”

He gestured for her to take a seat in the worn leather armchair facing his massive oak desk, but she remained standing, wringing her hands slightly. He leaned against the desk instead, his tall frame relaxed yet commanding as he began to read. Minutes stretched, filled only by the soft rustle of paper. Jani watched his face, the way his brow furrowed in concentration, the slight nod he gave at a particular passage.

When he finally looked up, his blue eyes were intense, shining with an emotion that was far more than professional appreciation. “Jani, this is… exceptional. The analysis of loneliness in ‘The Dead’… it’s not just insightful, it’s profound. You have a truly remarkable mind.”

A flush of warmth spread through her chest, so different from the fever that had wracked her body weeks before. This was a glow of validation, of being seen. “Thank you, Professor. That… means a lot.”

“It’s the truth,” he said softly, his voice dropping an octave, filling the small space between them. He placed the essay down on the desk behind him without looking away from her. The formality of the moment evaporated. It was just a man and a woman in a quiet room.

She nodded, suddenly nervous again under his gaze. “I should… I should let you get back to your evening.”

She turned to leave, her hand reaching for the doorknob.

“Jani.”

His voice stopped her, not a command, but a request. She turned back.

In two strides, he closed the distance between them. He didn’t hesitate. One hand cupped the nape of her neck, the other settled on her hip, pulling her into him. And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative question. It was a statement. A deep, hungry, passionate kiss that tasted of coffee and want. Her shock was instantaneous, a sharp gasp swallowed by his mouth, but it was followed immediately by a surge of pure, undiluted arousal that left her dizzy. Her hands, which had flown up to his chest to push him away, instead clutched the soft wool of his sweater, pulling him closer. Her lips parted, and she kissed him back with a desperation that surprised them both.

His tongue met hers, a hot, slick exploration that made her knees weak. The world narrowed to the feel of his stubble against her skin, the solid strength of his body pressed against hers, the low groan that rumbled from his chest into her mouth. He walked her back until the edge of his desk pressed against the backs of her thighs.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with desire. “I’ve wanted to do that since the first day you argued with me about Faulkner,” he breathed, his voice ragged.

Without a word, his hands went to the hem of her simple cotton sweater. She raised her arms, a silent, eager permission, and he pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the Persian rug. His thumbs hooked into the waistband of her jeans, and he peeled them down her legs along with her panties, leaving her standing bare from the waist down except for her socks. The cool air of the study kissed her heated skin, raising goosebumps.

“Up,” he commanded softly, patting the desk.

She hoisted herself up onto the polished wood, sending a small avalanche of student papers and a pen cup clattering to the floor. He didn’t seem to care. He stepped between her spread knees, his hands running up her thighs, pushing them further apart. He knelt.

The first hot, wet stroke of his tongue up her center made her cry out, her head falling back. Oh god. Her hands scrabbled for purchase on the smooth desktop. He wasn’t gentle or exploratory; he was ravenous. He devoured her, his tongue laving her folds, circling her clit with firm, perfect pressure before sucking it gently into his mouth.

Her hips lifted off the desk of their own volition, meeting his mouth, begging for more. The sounds she made were shameless, sharp gasps and breathy moans. Every nerve ending was on fire, the pleasure coiling tight and deep in her belly. She could feel the scratch of his wool trousers against her bare thighs, the incredible intimacy of his expert mouth on her most sensitive place. She was hurtling toward the edge, her breaths coming in short, frantic pants.

Just as the peak was about to shatter her, he pulled away, standing up. Her eyes flew open, a whimper of protest dying on her lips. He was unbuckling his belt, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops starkly erotic. He unzipped his fly and freed himself. He was thick and hard, and the sight of him, of what was to come, sent a fresh wave of liquid heat through her.

He guided himself to her entrance, pressing the broad head against her wetness. “Look at me, Jani,” he said, his voice thick.

She forced her eyes to meet his. He pushed inside her in one smooth, breathtaking thrust, filling her completely. A choked moan escaped her lips at the sheer, delicious fullness of it. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the feel of him.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep, powerful strokes that made the desk creak in rhythm. Each thrust rubbed her clit perfectly against his body, building the pleasure right back to a fever pitch. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his rhythm. The room was filled with the sound of their ragged breathing and the slick, wet sound of their joining.

“I’m not going to last,” he grunted, his thrusts becoming more urgent, harder.

He pulled out suddenly, leaving her aching and empty. “Turn over. On your knees on the desk.”

Her mind was cloudy with lust, her body humming with need. She obeyed without thought, getting on all fours on the desk, her back arched, presenting herself to him. He ran a hand over the curve of her ass, a possessive, approving gesture. Then his thumb found her other entrance, circling it, pressing against the tight ring of muscle. She gasped, the sensation so new, so forbidden.

His fingers were slick with her juices. The pressure increased, and then the tip of his thumb slid inside, just a little. The stretch was intense, a sharp bite of pleasure-pain that made her cry out. He worked his thumb slowly, carefully, stretching her, preparing her, until her body began to relax and accept it.

He replaced his thumb with the head of his cock. “Breathe, Jani,” he commanded, his own voice strained.

She exhaled shakily as he pressed forward. The initial penetration was an exquisite, overwhelming stretch, a feeling of being taken completely and utterly. He pushed in, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her, his body pressed against her ass.

He began to move again, a different angle, a deeper, more primal possession. One hand gripped her hip, the other reached around to find her clit, his fingers strumming her in time with his deep, rolling thrusts. The dual stimulation was too much. The coil inside her snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her with a violence that stole her breath. A raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat as her entire body convulsed around him, clenching and fluttering on his cock. The intense pulses of her climax triggered his own. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one final time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside her, his hot release filling her in waves.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, panting, the only sound their ragged breaths echoing in the quiet study. He slowly, carefully pulled out and helped her turn to sit on the edge of the desk, his arms coming around her to hold her close as she trembled.

He pressed a kiss to her sweat-dampened temple. “Jani,” he murmured, his voice rough with emotion. “That wasn’t just… this.”

He gestured vaguely at the disheveled desk. “I have… feelings for you. I have for months. I want more than a one-time fling. I want to be with you.”

The haze of pleasure began to clear, replaced by a cold spike of reality. She looked up at him, her brilliant, respected professor. “Martin… your career. If anyone found out…”

“Then we won’t let them find out,” he said, his voice firm, his eyes pleading. “It will be our secret. Just for now.”

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Just say you’ll see me again.”

She looked at the man who had just wrecked her and put her back together on his desk, who saw her mind before he ever touched her body. A slow, hopeful smile touched her lips. “Okay,” she whispered. “I will.”

20 - TENNIS AND TABOO DESIRES

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / BBW / Wealthy / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / Sixty-nine / PIV Sex / Anal

The sun was high, the air thick with humidity, and Raina could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she gripped the tennis racket tightly. Her curvy figure was on full display, the white tank top clinging to her skin, her shorts hugging her thick thighs. Focus, she told herself, but her eyes kept drifting to Steve, her father-in-law, who stood across the court, his toned body moving with the grace of a man who’d once been a pro.

When Raina had wanted to get more active, Steve had suggested tennis. He’d even offered to give her lessons on his backyard tennis court. Eager to get in shape, Raina had accepted with her husband, Keith’s encouragement.

“You’ve got a great swing, Raina,” Steve said, his voice smooth, and his eyes lingered on her for a moment too long. “You’re a natural.”

She flushed, brushing a strand of dark hair from her face. “Thanks,” she mumbled, trying to ignore the way her heart sped up when he smiled at her. It wasn’t just his compliments—it was the way he looked at her, like he could see right through her. Like he wanted her.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine. No, she scolded herself. You’re married to Keith. This is his father. You can’t—

“Ready for another round?” Steve asked, his tone playful, and Raina nodded, trying to push away the thoughts that were making her body heat in ways that had nothing to do with the sun.

—

After the lesson, Steve wiped the sweat from his brow and gestured toward his sprawling house. “Come on in. I’ll get us something cold to drink. You’ve earned it.”

Raina hesitated, but the thought of cool air and icy water was too tempting. She followed him inside, her eyes widening at the luxury of the place. The marble floors, the high ceilings, the art on the walls—it was nothing like the modest house she shared with Keith.

Steve handed her a glass of sparkling water, and their fingers brushed as she took it. “You know,” he said, his voice low, “you’re stunning, Raina. I’ve always thought so.”

Her breath caught. “Steve, we can’t—”

“Why not?” he interrupted, stepping closer. “You’ve been looking at me the same way I’ve been looking at you.”

Her cheeks burned, and she shook her head. “It’s wrong. I’m married to your son.”

“And yet,” he murmured, his hand cupping her cheek, “you’re here with me.”

Raina’s heart pounded in her chest. She knew she should pull away, should leave, but the heat in his eyes was undeniable. She wanted him. She needed him.

Their lips crashed together, the kiss frantic and hungry. Steve’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips as he pulled her closer. Raina moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Bedroom,” Steve gasped, breaking the kiss only long enough to grab her hand and lead her down the hall.

—

They didn’t make it far before they started shedding clothes. Steve’s shirt hit the floor, revealing his toned chest, and Raina’s tank top followed, her full breasts spilling out of her sports bra. Steve’s hands were everywhere, his fingers grazing her skin, sending sparks of pleasure through her.

By the time they reached the bed, they were both naked, their bodies pressed together, skin slick with sweat. Steve laid her down, his mouth claiming hers again as his hand slid between her legs. Raina gasped, her back arching as his fingers found her clit, rubbing tight circles that had her moaning his name.

“You’re so wet,” Steve growled, his voice thick with desire. “I want to taste you.”

He moved down her body, his tongue replacing his fingers, and Raina cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he devoured her. His tongue was relentless, flicking and sucking until she was trembling on the edge.

“Steve, please,” she begged, and he chuckled, the sound sending a thrill through her.

“Let’s sixty-nine,” he said, pulling her up so she was straddling his face.

Raina hesitated for only a moment before lowering herself onto him, her pussy hovering over his mouth as she took his hard cock into her own. She moaned as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. Steve’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her down onto his face as he lapped at her folds.

The sensation was overwhelming, her body shaking as Steve’s tongue worked its magic. She couldn’t focus on anything but the pleasure, the way her body was tightening, the way his cock felt in her mouth. She sucked him harder, her hands gripping his thighs as she rode his face.

“Fuck, Raina,” Steve groaned, his voice muffled by her pussy. “You’re incredible.”

She could feel her orgasm building, her moans growing louder as she got closer. “Steve,” she whimpered, and he responded by thrusting his tongue deeper, pushing her over the edge.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Steve didn’t stop, his tongue still working her until she was spent, collapsing onto the bed beside him.

But he wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. Raina gasped as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” Steve growled, his thrusts deep and deliberate. “You feel so good, Raina.”

She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he pounded into her, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. He pinched her nipples, and the added sensation had her crying out, her body responding to every touch.

Then Steve’s hand came down on her ass, the sharp slap making her gasp. He did it again, and again, the sound of skin on skin filling the room as her ass jiggled with each impact.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice dark with desire.

“Yes,” Raina whimpered, her voice shaking.

Steve grabbed the lube from the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her asshole. She tensed at first, but he was gentle, working her open until she was ready.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she did, her body going limp as he pushed his cock into her ass.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt, a mix of pain and pleasure that had her moaning loudly. Steve’s thrusts were slow at first, giving her time to adjust, but then he picked up speed, his cock sliding in and out of her ass as his hands gripped her hips.

Raina was lost in the sensation, her body moving with his as they both chased their release. She could feel her orgasm building again, her pussy clenching around nothing as Steve fucked her ass.

“Cum for me, Raina,” Steve growled, and she did, her body shaking as she came hard, her cries filling the room.

Steve wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her ass.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing heavily, their bodies still connected. Steve pulled her close, his lips pressing against her neck as they caught their breath.

“That was—” Raina started, but Steve cut her off with a kiss.

“Perfect,” he murmured, and she knew he was right. But as she lay there with him, guilt crept in, and she knew this was only the beginning.

21 - LUST AND MOURNING

MF / Taboo / Uncle / Age Gap / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The air in the funeral home was heavy with the scent of flowers and grief. Kate stood by her uncle, Wilson, her hand resting lightly on his arm as distant relatives offered their condolences. She could feel the tension in his muscles, the way his body seemed coiled tight with suppressed emotion. She had always been close to him—closer, in some ways, than she had been to her aunt. He had been a constant presence in her life since she was a child, a steady figure she could always rely on. But today, something felt different.

As the last of the mourners drifted away, Wilson turned to her, his blue eyes bloodshot and haunted. “Thank you for being here, Kate,” he said, his voice rough with unshed tears. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

She squeezed his arm gently, her heart aching for him. “Of course, Uncle Wilson. I’ll always be here for you.”

The way he looked at her then—intense, almost searching—made her breath catch. For the first time, she noticed how handsome he was. The lines on his face only added to his rugged charm, and the way his suit clung to his broad shoulders made her pulse quicken. She quickly pushed the thought aside, chiding herself for such an inappropriate observation. This wasn’t the time or the place.

Days later, Kate found herself at Wilson’s sprawling, luxurious home, helping him sort through her aunt’s possessions. The air was thick with memories as they sifted through jewelry, photographs, and clothing. Each item seemed to carry a weight of its own, a tangible reminder of the woman they had both loved and lost.

As the afternoon wore on, the tension between them grew. Kate was hyper-aware of Wilson’s presence, the way his eyes lingered on her a moment too long, the way his fingers brushed against hers when they reached for the same photograph. She tried to ignore it, to focus on the task at hand, but it was becoming harder and harder to pretend she didn’t feel the electricity crackling between them.

—

Finally, as the sun began to set, Kate stood to leave. “I should go,” she said, her voice unsteady. “It’s getting late.”

Wilson’s hand shot out, catching hers before she could step away. “Wait,” he said, his voice low and urgent. “Don’t go.”

She turned to face him, her heart pounding in her chest. “What is it?”

He hesitated for a moment, his gaze searching hers. Then, in a voice barely above a whisper, he said, “I can’t stop thinking about you, Kate. I know it’s wrong, but I don’t care.”

Her breath caught, her mind spinning. “Uncle Wilson, we can’t,” she protested, though even as she said the words, she felt the heat pooling between her thighs. “It’s too soon. Aunt Margaret—“

“Is gone,” he interrupted, his voice firm. “And I need you, Kate. I need you more than I’ve ever needed anyone.”

Before she could respond, he pulled her into his arms, his lips crashing down on hers in a hungry, desperate kiss. Her initial resistance melted away as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that sent shivers down her spine. She moaned softly into his mouth, her hands gripping the front of his shirt as he pressed her body against his.

When they finally broke apart, Kate’s head was spinning. “This is wrong,” she whispered, though her body was already betraying her, her nipples hardening against the fabric of her bra, her core aching with need.

“Then let’s make it right,” Wilson murmured, his hands sliding down her back to cup her ass. He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her down the hall to the master bedroom.

He set her down on the edge of the bed, his hands moving to the buttons of her blouse. She watched, breathless, as he slowly undressed her, his fingers brushing against her skin with a tenderness that made her heart ache. When she was finally naked before him, he knelt between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs as he leaned in to kiss her.

His lips were soft and warm against her skin, trailing hot, wet kisses down her stomach. When he reached her core, she gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked at her folds, his tongue flicking against her clit with expert precision.

She moaned, her back arching as pleasure jolted through her. “Wilson,” she whimpered, her voice shaking.

He didn’t stop, his tongue driving her closer and closer to the edge. When she finally came, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm, he pulled back, a satisfied smile on his lips. He stood, quickly shedding his own clothes, and Kate’s breath caught at the sight of him. His cock was thick and hard, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length, and he groaned, his hips jerking forward into her touch.

“I need you inside me,” she whispered, her voice husky with need.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. She looked up at him, her heart pounding as he guided his cock to her entrance. The first thrust was slow, deliberate, giving her time to adjust to his size. When he was fully sheathed inside her, he paused, his eyes locking with hers. “You feel so good, Kate,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

She moaned, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through her, her body tightening around him as he fucked her with a slow, steady rhythm. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a heated kiss, his tongue sliding against hers as his hips pistoned between her legs.

“Harder,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist.

He complied, his thrusts becoming faster, more urgent. The slap of their skin echoed through the room, mingling with their moans and the creak of the bed. Kate’s orgasm built rapidly, her body trembling as Wilson’s cock hit that sweet spot deep inside her.

When she came, it was with a cry of his name, her nails raking down his back as pleasure exploded through her. Wilson groaned, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

They lay together in the aftermath, their breathing ragged, their bodies slick with sweat. Kate’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—guilt, desire, fear. She knew what they had done was wrong, but she also knew she wanted more. “We can’t tell anyone,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Wilson kissed her forehead, his arms tightening around her. “I won’t,” he promised. “This is just between us.”

But even as they lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, Kate couldn’t shake the feeling that this was only the beginning.

22 - A RIDE HOME FROM HER BOSS

MF / Age Gap / Boss Employee / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The restaurant was dimly lit, the hum of chatter and clinking glasses fading into the background as Connie wiped down the last table of the night. Her shift had been long, but she didn’t mind. She’d been given the best tables—the ones with the big tips—and she had Mr. Robinson to thank for that. John, as he’d insisted she call him, had been watching her all evening. She could feel his gaze lingering on her every time she passed by the bar, those dark eyes of his tracing the curve of her waist, the sway of her hips in her tight black skirt. She’d noticed him noticing her before, of course. He wasn’t subtle. But tonight felt different. Tonight, there was a tension in the air, a simmering heat that made her pulse quicken every time their eyes met.

“Need a ride home?” His voice broke through her thoughts, deep and smooth, sending a shiver down her spine. She turned to see him leaning against the bar, a faint smirk playing on his lips. “It’s late, and I’d hate for you to take the bus this time of night.”

Connie hesitated, her fingers tightening around the cloth in her hand. She knew what this offer meant. They’d been dancing around this moment for weeks, ever since he’d started giving her the best shifts, ever since he’d started finding reasons to be near her, to touch her arm, to lean in close when he spoke. He was older, sure—old enough to be her father, some might say—but that only made him more alluring. There was something about the way he carried himself, the way he looked at her like he could see right through her, that made her stomach flutter.

“Okay,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you, John.”

His smirk deepened, and he grabbed his coat, gesturing for her to follow. They walked to his car in silence, the cool night air brushing against her skin. When he opened the passenger door for her, his hand lingered on the small of her back, the warmth of his touch sending a jolt of electricity through her. She slid into the seat, her heart pounding as he got in beside her and started the engine.

The drive to her apartment was quiet, but the air between them was thick with unspoken desire. Connie could feel her body growing warmer with every passing minute, her thighs pressing together as she tried to quell the ache building inside her. When they finally pulled up to her building, she turned to him, her lips parting as she searched for the right words.

“Do you want to come up?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly. “Just for a drink or… something?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss that left her breathless. His hand cradled the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he deepened the kiss, his tongue exploring her mouth with a hunger that mirrored her own. Connie moaned softly, her hands gripping his shoulders as she kissed him back, her body melting into his.

When they finally broke apart, John’s eyes were dark with desire. “Lead the way,” he murmured, his voice rough.

They made their way to her apartment in a haze of need, their hands fumbling with keys and door handles until they finally stumbled inside. The moment the door closed behind them, John was on her again, his arms wrapping around her waist as he backed her against the wall. His lips trailed down her neck, his teeth grazing her skin as his hands slid under her shirt, his fingers brushing against the soft skin of her stomach.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered against her skin, his voice sending shivers down her spine. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Connie let out a soft whimper as his hands moved higher, cupping her breasts through her bra. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she arched into him, her body begging for more. “John,” she breathed, her hands fumbling with his belt. “Please…”

He let out a low groan as she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, her fingers brushing against the hard length of him. She dropped to her knees, her eyes locking with his as she pulled his cock free, her fingers wrapping around his thick shaft. He was bigger than she’d imagined, and she couldn’t help the small moan that escaped her lips as she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty precum glistening at his tip.

“Fuck, Connie,” he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth.

She swirled her tongue around his cock, her lips sliding down his length as she bobbed her head, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him. John’s hips bucked against her, his cock hitting the back of her throat, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him growl with pleasure.

“You’re so fucking good,” he muttered, his fingers tightening in her hair as he fucked her mouth, his cock sliding in and out of her lips.

Connie could feel herself growing wetter with every thrust, her thighs squeezing together as she tried to relieve the throbbing between her legs.

“I want to see you, baby. Show me that sexy body of yours.”

She pulled back, her lips swollen and glistening as she looked up at him, her eyes dark with need. She stood up slowly, her fingers trembling as she unbuttoned her shirt and slid it off her shoulders. She unclipped her bra, letting it fall to the floor, her breasts spilling free. His eyes darkened as he reached out, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs flicking over her nipples, making her whimper.

“You’re perfect,” John murmured, his hands sliding down her body to unbutton her skirt and peel it off her hips.

She stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her lace panties, her body trembling with anticipation. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her naked form, taking in every curve, every inch of her.

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

Connie obeyed, her heart pounding as she climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs for him. Her pussy was glistening with arousal, and she reached down, her fingers brushing over her clit, teasing herself as she watched him strip out of his clothes. His body was lean and muscular, his cock standing proudly between his legs, thick and hard and ready for her.

“Fuck me, John,” she begged, her fingers slipping inside herself, her walls clenching around them. “Please, I need you.”

He growled, climbing onto the bed and positioning himself between her legs. He pushed her hand aside, his fingers replacing hers as he teased her entrance, sliding two fingers inside her and curling them against her G-spot, making her moan and arch her back.

“You’re so wet for me,” he murmured, his lips trailing up her inner thigh. “I’m going to make you feel so good, baby.”

He leaned down, his tongue flicking out to taste her, and Connie cried out, her hands tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked at her clit, his fingers pumping in and out of her. She was close, so close, her body trembling with pleasure as he brought her to the edge, teasing her until she was begging for release.

“Please, John,” she whimpered, her thighs shaking around his head. “I need you inside me.”

He pulled back, his lips glistening with her arousal as he positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he pushed inside her, his thick length stretching her walls, filling her completely. Connie moaned into his mouth, her legs wrapping around his waist as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of her with slow, deep thrusts.

“You feel so good,” he growled, his hips snapping against hers as he picked up the pace, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. “So fucking tight.”

Connie’s nails dug into his back as he fucked her, his cock pounding into her with a force that had her crying out with pleasure. She could feel her orgasm building, her walls clenching around him as he drove her closer and closer to the edge. He reached down, his fingers brushing over her clit, and that was all it took. She came undone, her body convulsing with pleasure as her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around his cock as he continued to thrust into her.

“That’s it, baby,” he groaned, his hips slamming into her. “I’m gonna cum.”

John’s movements became erratic as he got closer to the edge. With one final thrust, John spilled his seed inside of Connie. Finally, John pulled out, leaving a sticky mess between Connie’s thighs. They both fell to the bed, exhausted from their passion. They stayed like that for a moment, catching their breath.

“That was incredible,” John whispered.

As he wrapped his arms around Connie, it felt so right. Even though he was her boss, and he was much older, Connie knew she wanted John. She couldn’t give this up.

“Spend the night with me?” John asked, his voice hopeful.

“Okay,” Connie agreed, her heart racing with excitement. She couldn’t wait to see what would come next.

23 - CAUGHT CHEATING IN CLASS

MF / BDSM / Spanking / PIV Sex / Anal

Excerpt from On Her Knees: Callie’s Education by Brandi Moore:

The crisp exam booklet felt like a reprieve. Callie’s pen flew across the page, each stroke a tiny rebellion against the sleepless nights and the grease-stained uniform that defined her existence. She worked long hours at the pizza shop, leaving little time to study for midterms. But luckily, she’d come up with a plan to pass the test.

Almost there, she thought, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. A surreptitious glance downward, a quick shift of her skirt’s hem. The answers were right there, in smudged blue ink on the pale skin of her inner thigh. Just this once.

She finished with five minutes to spare, a wave of dizzying relief washing over her. She stood, her legs slightly shaky, and walked to the front of the silent lecture hall. Dr. Carver looked up from his own reading, his sharp, handsome features unreadable. He took her exam, his fingers brushing against hers. A jolt, electric and unwelcome, shot up her arm.

“Miss Pierce,” he said, his voice a low, calm baritone that froze her in place. “My office. Now.”

Her blood ran cold. The walk was a death march. The click of the door shutting behind them echoed like a gunshot in the small, book-lined room. He didn’t sit. He simply leaned against his heavy oak desk, folding his arms. His eyes, a piercing shade of hazel, held hers.

“Lift your skirt, Callie.”

Her mouth went dry. “I… I don’t know what you—”

“The hem of your skirt. Lift it. Now.”

Trembling, shame burning her cheeks a furious red, she gathered the fabric of her skirt in her numb fingers. She inched it up, revealing first her knee, then the vulnerable white flesh of her thigh. And there it was. The damning evidence.

He let out a slow, deliberate sigh. “Academic dishonesty of this nature… it’s an automatic failure for the course. More likely, expulsion.”

The dam broke. Tears, hot and desperate, spilled down her face. “Please, Dr. Carver. You don’t understand. My tuition… the pizza shop… I was working doubles all week. I didn’t have time to study. I just… I can’t fail. I can’t.”

He watched her cry, his expression unnervingly placid. “There is an alternative,” he said finally. “A private… arrangement. Submission, for a passing grade.”

Her sobs hitched. She stared at him, bewildered. What was he saying? But the alternative was unthinkable. Ruin. “Anything,” she whispered, the word tasting like ash. “I’ll do anything.”

A slow, predatory smile touched his lips. “Bend over my desk.”

Her body moved on autopilot, fueled by pure, undiluted fear. She bent forward, her palms flat on the cool, polished wood, the edge digging into her hips. She heard him move behind her. His hand, warm and unmistakably firm, settled on the small of her back. He gathered her skirt, bunching it around her waist, exposing her to the cool office air. Oh god. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her plain cotton panties and dragged them down to her knees.

The first spank landed without warning. A sharp, stinging crack that made her gasp. The pain was immediate and bright, followed by a spreading heat. Smack. Another, on the other cheek. She yelped, her fingers curling into fists. Smack. A third. A strange sensation began to pulse beneath the pain, a hum of something else entirely. Pleasure. Her breath came in ragged pulls.

Then his touch changed. His palm, which had delivered the stinging blows, now soothed the heated skin, a gentle, circling rub that made her shudder. No, don’t stop. His fingers trailed down, through the dampness she hadn’t even realized was there, and found her core.

A low moan escaped her lips before she could stop it. One finger, then two, slid into her with an easy, shocking intimacy. He knew exactly how to move, a slow, curling motion that stroked a place deep inside her that made her knees buckle.

“So wet for me already,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval.

The sound of it, the filthy, slick sound of his fingers working her, filled the quiet office. Her hips began to move of their own accord, pushing back against his hand, seeking more pressure, more friction. More.

She heard the rasp of his zipper. The crinkle of a foil packet. Thank god, she thought dimly. Then he was there, the blunt, insistent head of him pressing against her entrance. He pushed inside with one smooth, devastating thrust, filling her completely. A choked cry was torn from her throat—a mix of shock and raw sensation. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness.

Then he moved. His hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into the flesh he’d just reddened, holding her perfectly in place as he began to fuck her. Deep, measured, powerful strokes that stole the air from her lungs. Each thrust rocked her entire body forward on the desk. The world narrowed to this: the slap of skin on skin, his guttural grunts in her ear, the crushing pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in her belly.

He pulled out abruptly, leaving her empty and aching. She heard a drawer open, the squirt of a bottle. Lube. His slick fingers were back, but this time, they circled a place far tighter, more forbidden. She stiffened.

“Relax,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. One finger pressed, then slid into her ass. The stretch was intense, unbelievable, a sharp burn that made her grit her teeth. But he was patient, working her slowly until the pain began to morph, transforming into a deep, resonant thrum of pleasure that seemed to vibrate through her entire being.

He replaced his fingers with the head of his cock. The pressure was immense. “Breathe out,” he ordered.

She did, and he pushed, sinking into the impossibly tight, searing heat of her ass. He groaned, a raw, animal sound of pure gratification. He began to move again, a slower, more deliberate rhythm now, each thrust a masterful lesson in her own anatomy. The dual sensations—the deep, full feeling and the exquisite friction—drove her to the edge with terrifying speed. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a silent, screaming wave of ecstasy that clenched around him, milking his own release. He drove into her one last, final time, his own groan echoing her silent cry as he emptied himself into the condom.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. He pulled away. Callie’s arms gave out and she slumped onto the desk, spent and trembling. She pulled her panties up, the cotton a rough contrast to her sensitized skin. The act felt surreal, like dressing a stranger.

Dr. Carver was rearranging his clothing, his composure already returning. He looked down at her, his gaze calculating. “This doesn’t have to be a one-time… solution to a problem,” he said smoothly. “If you were to continue seeing me privately, I could make your financial… struggles disappear. Your tuition. Your rent. All of it.”

Callie stared at the grain of the wood beneath her cheek. Her body was humming, her mind a fog of endorphins and shock. She needed the money. She needed it so badly. And a treacherous, dark part of her, the part that had clenched around him in ecstasy, wanted to feel his hands on her again.

She took a shaky breath. “Okay.”

24 - SECRET LUST AMIDST THE ANCIENT RUINS
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The rain beat a relentless, deafening rhythm against the taut canvas of her tent, a sound that had become the island’s nightly lullaby. For Maya, a twenty-year-old archaeology undergraduate, it was the backdrop to weeks of grueling, exhilarating work. And to the growing, impossible ache she felt for the one man she couldn’t have.

Professor Jeremy Kincaid.

He was everything she wasn’t: charismatic, confident, a natural leader whose passion for the dig was infectious. At thirty-five, he commanded respect effortlessly. For a month, they’d been trapped in this humid, green paradise, their world shrunk to this campsite and the ancient ruins they were uncovering. The professional wall between them had felt insurmountable. Until tonight.

A soft, hesitant voice cut through the drumming rain. “Maya? Are you awake?”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. That was his voice. She sat up on her narrow cot, the sleeping bag pooling around her waist. “Professor Kincaid?”

The tent flap unzipped, and he ducked inside, bringing with him the scent of rain, damp earth, and clean sweat. He was soaked, his t-shirt clinging to the hard planes of his chest, his usually perfect hair plastered to his forehead. The confined space of the two-person tent suddenly felt minuscule.

“Jeremy,” she corrected herself, her voice a whisper.

He didn’t smile. His intense blue eyes, usually alight with academic fervor, were dark with a different kind of fire. The kind that made her skin prickle. “I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking… about you.”

Maya’s breath hitched. This is a bad idea. A terrible, catastrophic, wonderful idea. She could only stare, her mouth dry.

“This dig… this pressure…” he began, running a hand through his wet hair. “It’s been hell. The only thing that’s kept me sane is you. Your focus. Your brilliant mind. The way you bite your lip when you’re concentrating.” He took a step closer, the tent ceiling forcing him to stoop. “I know the rules. I know I could lose my job for this. I could ruin everything we’ve worked for. But God, Maya, I don’t care anymore. I’m in love with you.”

The confession hung in the humid air, bold and terrifying. The professional boundary, so carefully maintained, shattered into a thousand pieces. All her own suppressed longing surged to the surface, a dam breaking. The scholarship, the research, the potential scandal—it all faded into a distant murmur behind the roaring in her ears.

“I feel the same,” she breathed, the words feeling both treasonous and utterly right. “I have for weeks.”

A shudder of relief went through him. He closed the final distance between them, his large hands coming up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheekbones, his touch sending electric jolts through her system. His gaze dropped to her lips.

And then he kissed her.

It wasn’t hesitant. It was an inferno. A month of pent-up desire unleashed in the meeting of their mouths. His lips were firm and insistent, tasting of rainwater and pure, unadulterated need. Maya melted into him, her hands coming up to clutch at his wet shirt, pulling him closer. The world outside ceased to exist. There was only the storm, the tent, and him.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I need to see you,” he murmured, his voice husky. His fingers went to the hem of her thin cotton sleep shirt. “All of you.”

She nodded, a silent, eager permission. He lifted the shirt over her head, tossing it aside. His eyes darkened as they roamed over her simple cotton bra, his gaze so hot it felt like a physical touch. He leaned in, kissing her again as his clever fingers found the clasp at her back. It gave way with a soft click.

He peeled the bra away, and his breath caught. “You’re so beautiful, Maya.” He whispered the words against her skin as his mouth left a trail of fire down her neck, to her collarbone, and finally, to a pebbled nipple. He drew it into his mouth, his tongue circling the sensitive peak, and a sharp, desperate cry escaped her lips. Her back arched, offering herself to him completely. The sensation was exquisite, a direct line of pleasure burning straight to her core.

He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his hands sliding down her sides, over the curve of her hips, and hooking into the waistband of her pajama shorts. He eased them down her legs, along with her panties, until she was lying bare before him on the rumpled sleeping bag. His eyes drank her in, worshipful and hungry.

“You’re all wet,” she said, her voice trembling with newfound courage. “Let’s get these clothes off.”

She reached for the hem of his soaked shirt. He helped her pull it off, revealing a torso toned from hard physical labor. She ran her hands over the defined muscles of his stomach and chest, feeling him tremble under her touch. Then her fingers went to the button of his jeans, fumbling slightly before she managed to push them and his boxers down his hips.

He kicked them aside, gloriously, overwhelmingly naked. His erection stood thick and hard against his stomach, and a fresh wave of aching need pulsed through her. But he wasn’t ready for that yet.

He gently urged her to lie back, spreading her legs and kneeling between them. He just looked for a moment, and the raw hunger on his face made her blush from head to toe. Then he lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. A slow, deliberate lick from her entrance to her clit that made her whole body jolt. “Jeremy!”

He didn’t answer with words. He answered with his mouth. He gripped her thighs, holding her open as he feasted on her. His tongue was an instrument of pure magic, circling, flicking, pressing. He explored every fold, learned every sensitive spot that made her gasp and writhe. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them upwards, finding a spot that made her see stars. He worked her with his mouth and his hand in a relentless, perfect rhythm, the wet, hungry sounds he made driving her wild. The coil of pleasure in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He doubled his efforts, sucking her clit firmly as his fingers thrust deep. The orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shuddering wave that ripped a scream from her throat. Her hips bucked against his mouth as she rode out the convulsions, sensation after sensation washing through her, leaving her boneless and trembling.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, covering her body with his. He was heavy and solid and exactly what she needed. He reached between them, guiding his cock to her slick, sensitive entrance. The broad head pressed against her, and she gasped at the fullness.

“Look at me,” he commanded softly.

She opened her eyes, meeting his intense gaze.

“I need you,” he growled, and with one powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

She cried out, a mix of shock and utter bliss at the feeling of being so completely filled. He was everywhere, stretching her, claiming her. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, kissing her deeply, his tongue mirroring the intimate join of their bodies.

Then he began to move.

He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the start, each thrust hitting a spot that made her nerves sing. The cot squeaked in protest beneath them, a rhythmic accompaniment to their ragged breaths and the rain on the canvas. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, his hips pistoning, his muscles straining. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting each thrust with one of her own.

“You feel… too good,” he grunted, his forehead damp against hers. “I’m not going to last.”

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her own second climax already building, hotter and faster than the first. “Harder.”

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, more frantic. The tension coiled again, a supernova gathering in her core. She could feel his control fracturing, his rhythm becoming erratic.

“I want to be on top,” she gasped suddenly.

With a groan, he rolled them over in one fluid motion, never slipping out of her. Now she was straddling him, the new angle making him feel even bigger inside her. She placed her hands on his chest for leverage and began to move, rising and falling, controlling the pace, controlling the depth. She watched his face, watched the awe and pleasure there as she rode him. She leaned back, changing the angle, and oh god, that was it. The friction was perfect, unbearable.

Her orgasm took her by surprise, a full-body convulsion that clenched around him like a fist. She threw her head back as a silent scream wracked her body, her inner muscles milking his length.

The feeling was too much for him. With a guttural roar, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises, he pulsed deep inside her, his own release triggering another, smaller wave of pleasure for her. She collapsed forward onto his chest, both of them gasping and slick with sweat, the aftershocks slowly subsiding.

For a long time, the only sounds were their slowing breaths and the steady rain. He held her close, one hand idly stroking her back. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep back in, cold and sobering.

He could lose his job. Her scholarship could be revoked. Their reputations, their research… all of it was now balanced on the edge of a knife.

Maya nestled her head into the crook of his neck, inhaling his scent, now mixed with her own. The fear was there, a quiet hum in the back of her mind. But it was utterly dwarfed by a bone-deep satisfaction and a hungry, rising desire for more.

She lifted her head to look at him. “What happens now?”

“We keep it a secret,” he said, his voice firm despite its softness. “No one can ever know.”

She nodded, her heart still hammering. “A secret.” The word felt both dangerous and thrilling on her tongue.
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The tropical sun dipped low over the Bahamas, casting a golden glow over the beachfront hotel. Maya leaned against the balcony railing, the salty breeze catching her long, dark hair. Her heart pounded as she heard the knock at her door. She knew who it was. Her uncle Kenny had been on her mind all day, his deep laugh, the way his eyes lingered on her when he thought no one was watching. She took a deep breath, smoothed her hands over the curve of her hips, and walked to the door.

When she opened it, Kenny stood there, his white shirt casually unbuttoned, revealing a hint of his tan chest. He flashed her that easy smile, the one that always made her stomach flutter. “Hey, Maya. Everyone’s at the pool. Thought you might want to hit the buffet with me.”

Her mouth went dry. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks. “Actually,” she said, her voice trembling slightly, “I think we need to talk.”

Kenny’s smile faltered, and he stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “What’s up?”

Maya hesitated, her hands fidgeting at her sides. She knew this was wrong, forbidden. But the way he looked at her, the way his presence filled the room… She couldn’t hold back anymore. “Kenny, I… I’m attracted to you. I’ve been trying to ignore it, but I can’t. I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help it.”

For a moment, Kenny just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, a grin spread across his face. “Maya,” he said, his voice low and husky, “you have no idea how long I’ve waited to hear you say that. I’ve been drawn to you since the moment I saw you. I love your curves, your confidence. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted.”

Her breath hitched as he stepped closer, his hand reaching out to cup her cheek. His touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine. Before she could think, before she could stop herself, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. The kiss started softly, tentative, but quickly deepened, their tongues tangling in a heated dance. Maya moaned into his mouth, her hands clutching at his shirt.

Kenny’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips, pulling her closer. She could feel the hardness of him pressed against her stomach, and it made her heart race.

“Maya,” he murmured against her lips, “you have no idea how badly I want you.”

She didn’t have to think twice. Her hands went to his belt, fumbling with the buckle as he kissed her neck, nibbling at her sensitive skin. Her fingers trembled as she unzipped his pants, freeing his erection. She dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around the base of his cock, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth.

Kenny groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she began to bob her head, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. He was thicker than she’d imagined, and the taste of him was intoxicating. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking him harder, her own arousal building with every moan that escaped his lips.

“You’re so fucking good at that,” he growled, his hips thrusting gently against her mouth.

Maya pulled back, licking her lips as she looked up at him, her eyes dark with desire.“I want more,” she whispered, standing up and pulling her dress over her head.

Kenny’s eyes widened as he took in her body, her full breasts spilling out of her lace bra, her curves on full display. He reached out, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples through the fabric.

“You’re perfect,” he said, his voice rough with need.

He unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, and bent his head to take one of her nipples into his mouth. Maya gasped, her hands clutching at his shoulders as he sucked and teased, his other hand sliding down to palm her ass.

He led her to the bed, pushing her down onto the soft mattress and kneeling between her legs. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her panties to the side as he leaned in, his tongue flicking over her clit.

Maya moaned, her back arching as he licked and sucked, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking her most sensitive spot. “Kenny,” she whimpered, her hands gripping the sheets as pleasure coiled tight in her belly.

He didn’t stop, his mouth working her relentlessly until she came with a cry, her body shaking with the force of it. But he wasn’t done. He crawled up her body, his lips finding hers as he positioned himself at her entrance.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his breath hot against her ear.

“Yes,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist.

Slowly, he pushed inside her, the stretch making her moan. He was big, filling her completely, and she could feel every inch of him as he began to move.

Kenny kissed her, his hips thrusting in a steady rhythm, each stroke driving her closer to the edge. His hands roamed her body, squeezing her breasts, gripping her hips, pulling her closer. “You feel so fucking good,” he groaned, his pace quickening.

Maya could feel the tension building again, her nails digging into his back as he pounded into her. “I’m close,” she gasped, her legs tightening around him.

“Me too,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more erratic.

Their eyes locked as they both came, waves of pleasure crashing over them. Kenny collapsed on top of her, their bodies still joined as they caught their breath.

For a moment, they just lay there, their hearts pounding in sync. Then reality set in. Maya’s eyes widened as she realized what they’d done. “What if someone finds out?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Kenny kissed her softly, his hand brushing her hair back. “We’ll be careful,” he promised. “No one has to know.”

They hurried to get dressed, the room still heavy with the scent of their passion. As they finished, Kenny grabbed her hand, pulling her close for one last kiss. “This isn’t over,” he said, his eyes dark with promise.

Before she could respond, the sound of voices drifted down the hallway. Her heart leapt into her throat as she realized the rest of the family was back from the pool. “You should go,” she whispered, pushing him toward the door.

Kenny hesitated, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he nodded and slipped out the door. Maya stood there, her body still thrumming with the memory of what they’d done. It was wrong, she knew that. But as she touched her lips, still tingling from his kiss, she couldn’t bring herself to regret it. And as the door clicked shut behind him, she couldn’t help but wonder… what would happen next?

26 - FORBIDDEN DESIRE AT THE CONFERENCE

MF / College / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The closing remarks of the keynote speaker were just a dull hum in Marie’s ears. All she could focus on was the sharp, citrus-and-sandalwood scent of Dr. Robert Brinkley’s cologne and the way his tailored tuxedo stretched across his shoulders as he leaned against the conference hall’s bar. He was everything—the brilliant mind she’d admired for years, the man whose published work she’d devoured, and the object of a thousand quiet fantasies.

Her heart hammered against her ribs as she approached, the silk of her emerald green gown whispering around her legs. “A compelling argument on post-structuralist theory, don’t you think, Dr. Brinkley?” she asked, her voice thankfully steadier than she felt.

He turned, his dark eyes briefly scanning her before offering a polite, professional smile that didn’t quite reach them. “Marie. Yes, though I found the rebuttal from the Cambridge fellow rather shallow.”

“I suppose some minds just can’t handle the depth,” she said, allowing a flirtatious lilt to colour her tone. She let her fingers trail along the polished mahogany of the bar, inches from his hand. “It takes a certain… sophistication.”

His smile tightened. He took a slow sip of his scotch, the ice clinking in the sudden silence between them. “It’s been a long day. You should get some rest.”

The dismissal was gentle but absolute. Heat flooded Marie’s cheeks. Stupid. So stupid. She was just a graduate student, a face in the crowd he’d momentarily recognized. “Of course. Goodnight, Doctor.”

She didn’t wait for a reply, turning on her heel and walking away, each click of her heels on the marble floor echoing her humiliation. He didn’t even see you. Not really.

Back in her sterile hotel room, she leaned against the locked door, the expensive gown feeling like a costume she had no right to wear. She felt like a foolish girl playing dress-up, her carefully constructed confidence shattered by one clipped sentence. With a sigh of defeat, she reached behind her back to find the zipper.

A sharp, urgent knock at the door froze her hand.

Frowning, she peered through the peephole. Her breath caught. Robert.

She pulled the door open, her confusion absolute. “Dr. Brinkley? Did I forget something—?”

He was inside the room in two long strides, closing the door behind him with a soft but definitive click. The professional veneer was gone, replaced by a raw, hungry intensity that made the air crackle. His gaze was dark, zeroed in on her.

“I told myself it was inappropriate,” he said, his voice a low, rough gravel that scraped over her skin. “I gave you that polished, professional lie. And then I watched you walk away.” He took a step closer, and she instinctively stepped back, her calves hitting the edge of the bed. “I sat in my room for ten minutes. Twenty. I couldn’t get the image of you out of my head. That dress. The look in your eyes when I dismissed you.”

“The rules…” Marie breathed, her own pulse a wild drumbeat in her ears.

“Fuck the rules. I don’t care about my colleagues. I don’t care about the conference.” His hand came up, his thumb brushing her lower lip, a touch that sent a jolt straight to her core. “I only care about this. About you. Right now. Tell me I’m not alone in this.”

That was all the permission she needed. “You’re not,” she whispered.

The space between them vanished. His mouth crashed down on hers, not with the gentleTo probe or test of a first kiss, but with the pent-up desperation of a man who’d crossed a line he never thought he would. It was consuming, all heat and demand. Her arms wound around his neck, her fingers tangling in the thick hair at his nape as she kissed him back with equal fervor.

His hands found the zipper at the back of her gown. He tugged it down in one long, smooth motion, the sound loud in the quiet room. The heavy silk pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a pair of lace panties and her heels. His sharp intake of breath was the finest compliment she’d ever received. “My god, Marie. You’re exquisite.”

He shrugged out of his tuxedo jacket, letting it fall to the floor. His bowtie followed. Then his hands were at his belt, his trousers, and he was kicking off his shoes. He stood before her, gloriously naked, and her eyes widened. He was already fully, impressively erect, his size making her mouth water and a coil of delicious tension tighten low in her belly.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. Sinking to her knees on the plush carpet, she took him in her hand, feeling the silken steel of him, the heavy weight. She looked up, meeting his burning gaze as she leaned forward and ran her tongue slowly up his length, tasting the faint, clean salt of his skin.

A guttural groan escaped him. “Marie…”

She took him into her mouth, as much as she could, her lips stretching around his girth. She used her tongue, her hands, worshiping him with a fervent eagerness she didn’t know she possessed. His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding her, just holding on as she sucked and licked, lost in the rhythm and the sounds of his ragged breathing.

He gently pulled her up, his voice thick with need. “My turn.”

He laid her back on the cool duvet, hooking his fingers in her panties and sliding them down her legs. Then he knelt between her thighs, his hands spreading her open for his gaze, for his mouth. The first flat stroke of his tongue made her cry out, her back arching off the bed. He was relentless, licking and sucking at her core, his tongue circling her clit with a precision that shattered thought. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars. The pressure built, a screaming tension coiling tighter and tighter until it shattered. She came with a broken sob, her body convulsing under his masterful mouth.

He moved over her before the last tremor had even faded, his body covering hers. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He paused, his forehead against hers. “Look at me.”

She opened her eyes, drowning in the dark intensity of his.

He pushed inside her in one deep, claiming stroke, filling her completely, stretching her in the most exquisite way. A moan was torn from her throat. He began to move, a hard, driving rhythm that had her clutching at his back, her nails digging into his skin. Each thrust was a claiming, a possession. The bedframe knocked a steady, frantic rhythm against the wall.

“Turn over,” he growled against her ear. “On your hands and knees. I need more of you.”

She obeyed, presenting herself to him, the position deeply submissive and utterly arousing. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he plunged into her again, the angle even deeper, more intense. One hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he drove into her.

Then his thumb traced lower, circling the tight, forbidden knot of her ass. She gasped, tensing for a second. “Robert…”

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice hoarse with strain.

He slicked his finger with her own wetness and pressed. The intrusion was sharp, foreign, a bright spark of pain that quickly melted into an overwhelming, full feeling that magnified every sensation of his thrusts inside her. She was being taken completely, owned in every way possible.

The pad of his thumb rubbed there, the pressure building alongside the frantic work of his fingers on her clit. She felt her second orgasm approaching, a tidal wave she couldn’t hope to hold back.

“Now,” he commanded, his voice ragged. He replaced his thumb with the head of his cock, pressing insistently. “I need to be inside you here.”

The initial penetration was a sharp, breathtaking stretch that made her yelp, a sound of pure pleasure-pain. He stilled, letting her adjust for a breathtaking moment before he began to move again, each slow, deliberate thrust a new, devastating friction. It was too much. It was everything. The dual sensations—the commanding grip on her hips, the deep, filling stretch—catapulted her over the edge. Her climax ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that left her trembling and weak, her cries muffled by the duvet.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release punching out of him with a raw, guttural shout. He collapsed over her back, spent, his weight a comforting anchor.

They stayed like that for long minutes, until their breathing slowed. He softened and slipped from her body, rolling onto his side and pulling her against him. He nuzzled her hair, his arms a tight band around her.

Then, the real world, with all its rules and consequences, began to seep back into the room. His embrace tightened almost painfully.

“Marie,” he whispered, his voice laced with a new, desperate fear. “What we did… no one can ever know. My career… it would be over. Please. You have to promise me. Not a word to anyone.”

“I promise,” Marie whispered, her heart racing.
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The taillights of Dave’s sedan glowed like malevolent eyes in the deepening twilight. Annie’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. For weeks, these secret outings with his father, Roger, had frayed her nerves. The vague answers, the whispered phone calls, the faint, unfamiliar scent on his collar—it all coalesced into a tight knot of suspicion in her gut tonight. She had to know.

She followed them downtown, into a district of anonymous, grey-brick buildings. Dave’s car slid into a spot, and the two men, so similar in their confident stride, disappeared through a unmarked metal door. Annie counted to sixty, a painful hammer of each second in her chest, before she followed.

The door gave way to a second, heavier one, muffling a deep, rhythmic thump of music. When she pushed it open, the world shifted.

The air was thick with the scent of leather, sweat, and something metallic. Candlelight flickered off polished steel chains. The music was a primal beat that vibrated through the soles of her shoes. And the people… A woman, arched over a wooden horse, her back a canvas of delicate red lines. A man kneeling, head bowed, as a dominatrix in thigh-high boots circled him. Annie’s breath hitched. This wasn’t a bar. It was a temple to something dark and carnal.

Then she saw them.

In a corner, under a single, stark spotlight, stood Dave and Roger. Dave held a flogger, its falls whispering against the floor. Roger was speaking softly to a nude woman bound to a St. Andrew’s cross. He caressed her cheek, a gesture so at odds with the environment it was terrifying. Then he nodded to Dave.

Annie watched, frozen, as her husband drew his arm back and brought the flogger down. It wasn’t a savage blow, but a practiced, precise one. The soft thud against the woman’s flesh echoed in Annie’s soul. A gasp, not of pain, but of pleasure, filled the space between musical beats. Rage, hot and blinding, erupted in Annie’s chest. She stormed across the room, oblivious to the other patrons.

“Dave! What the hell is this?”

Both men turned. Dave’s eyes widened in shock, then narrowed with something else—annoyance? Roger simply raised an eyebrow, a faint smile playing on his lips.

“Annie. This isn’t what you think,” Dave began, but his father cut him off.

“It’s exactly what she thinks, son.” Roger’s voice was calm, eerily so. He gestured to the bound woman. “Give us the room, please, Sarah.” The woman was swiftly released and retreated, casting a curious glance at Annie.

“It’s a club,” Dave said, his voice low. “Something dad and I… we’ve always shared this interest. It’s how we bond.”

“You… you bond by whipping women?” Annie spat, her voice trembling.

“By understanding power, control, and trust,” Roger corrected gently. His eyes, so much like his son’s, scanned her face, seeing past the anger to the bewildered curiosity beneath. “It’s a world of consensual surrender.” He took a step closer. “You followed him here for a reason, Annie. You wanted in. So… are you in?”

Her heart was a wild bird trapped in her chest. This was madness. It was depraved. But Dave was looking at her not with apology, but with a new, intense heat. And Roger’s presence was a gravitational pull toward the unknown. The knot in her stomach wasn’t just fear; it was a thrilling, terrifying anticipation. She desperately wanted to be part of their world.

“Yes,” she whispered, the word leaving her lips before her mind could veto it.

They led her to a private room, the door clicking shut with finality. It was quieter here, the music a distant throb. Racks of implements lined the walls. A padded leather bench stood in the center.

“Strip,” Roger commanded, his voice shedding all pretense of the gentle father-in-law.

Annie’s eyes flew to Dave. He just nodded, his gaze dark with desire. This was the permission, the confirmation. Her fingers, clumsy with nerves, went to her blouse. Button by button, she revealed herself. Then her jeans, her underwear, until she stood naked and shivering under their appraising stares.

“Bend over the bench,” Roger instructed. “Arch your back. Present yourself.”

The cool leather met her stomach and breasts. She gripped the far edge, her body tensing. She heard the whisper of leather as Roger selected a whip. This was it.

The first strike was a line of pure, startling fire across her shoulders. She cried out, the sound swallowed by the room. But as the initial shock faded, it was replaced by a spreading warmth, a tingling alive-ness that radiated through her muscles. The next fell lower, on the crest of her ass, and a low moan escaped her. It didn’t just hurt; it awoke every nerve ending.

Dave took his turn. His blows were lighter, more teasing, each one a promise of what was to come. With every strike, the coiling tension in her core wound tighter. The pain was a key, unlocking a deep, primal hunger. She was panting now, pushing her ass back into each impact, craving it.

“On your hands and knees,” Dave growled, his voice rough with need.

She scrambled to obey, the leather sticking to her damp skin. She heard the unmistakable sound of his zipper. A moment later, the broad, hot head of his cock was pressing against her soaked entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. She was dripping for him.

He drove into her with one powerful thrust, filling her completely. A guttural scream was torn from her throat as he set a brutal, punishing pace. Each snap of his hips rocked her entire body, sending fresh jolts of pleasure-pain from her whipped skin through her core. She was being consumed, used, and it was the most exhilarating feeling of her life.

Then Roger was in front of her. He fisted a hand in her hair, tilting her head up. His cock, thick and veined, brushed against her lips. “Open,” he murmured.

She did, and he slid deep into her mouth, fucking her face with the same dominant rhythm his son was using on her pussy. She was pinned between them, a vessel for their shared desire, and her mind shattered. The world dissolved into sensation: the slap of skin, the fullness, the scent of them, the building pressure in her womb.

Roger’s grip on her hair tightened. “I’m going to cum on that pretty face,” he grunted, his hips stuttering. He pulled out, and hot streaks of salt painted her cheeks, her lips, her closed eyelids.

The vulgarity of it, the sheer possession, tipped her over the edge. Her orgasm exploded, a silent scream tearing through her as her pussy convulsed around Dave’s pumping cock. The rhythmic clenching milked him, and with a roar, he pulled out and emptied himself in thick, warm pulses across the marked skin of her back.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Dave gently pulled her upright. He tossed her clothes into her lap. “You did great, Annie.”

Roger wiped himself off with a towel, his smile one of deep satisfaction. “I do hope you’ll join us again.”

Annie simply sat there, cum cooling on her skin, her body humming with a profound, well-used ache. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. But as she met Dave’s proud gaze, she knew one thing with absolute certainty: she had never, ever felt more alive.

28 - THE MAID AND THE MILLIONAIRE

MF / Cheating / Age Gap / Wealthy / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

Jolene’s hands trembled as she wiped down the polished marble countertop in Mr. Blackwater’s kitchen. The faint scent of lemon cleaner clung to the air, mingling with the expensive cologne he always wore. She could feel his presence behind her before he even spoke—his energy was like a current, electric and suffocating in the best way.

“You missed a spot,” Thomas said, his voice low and teasing.

Jolene froze, her breath catching in her throat. She turned slowly, her cheeks burning as she met his piercing blue eyes. He was leaning casually against the doorway, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders perfectly. His smirk was dangerous, and she knew it.

“I’ll get it,” she murmured, turning back to the counter. But Thomas was already moving, his hand gently grasping her wrist.

“Relax, Jolene,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “You’ve been cleaning all morning. Take a break.”

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. His touch was warm, his grip firm but not forceful. It sent a shiver down her spine, and she hated how much she liked it.

“I—I can’t,” she stammered, pulling her hand away. “I have work to do.”

Thomas tilted his head, his lips curling into a knowing smile. “You’re always so serious,” he said, stepping closer. “Don’t you ever let yourself have a little fun?”

Jolene’s breath hitched as he closed the distance between them. She could smell the faint hint of whiskey on his breath, mixed with his cologne. It was intoxicating. She tried to step back, but the counter was behind her, trapping her in place.

“Mr. Blackwater—”

“Thomas,” he interrupted, his voice soft but insistent. “Call me Thomas.”

She looked up at him, her resolve crumbling under his gaze. His eyes were dark with desire, and she felt a heat pooling low in her belly. This was wrong. She was married. But Charles hadn’t looked at her like that in years.

“I… I shouldn’t,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas reached up, his fingers brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. “Why not?” he asked, his voice a gentle caress. “You deserve more than this, Jolene. More than cleaning my house. More than… him.”

The mention of Charles was like a slap to the face, but it didn’t sting as much as it should have. Instead, it felt like a weight lifting off her shoulders. She knew Thomas was right. She did deserve more.

Before she could stop herself, she leaned into his touch, her lips parting slightly. Thomas didn’t hesitate. He cupped her face in his hands, his lips crashing down onto hers in a kiss that was both fierce and tender. Jolene’s knees went weak as she kissed him back, her hands gripping his suit jacket for support.

It was wrong. So wrong. But it felt so good.

Thomas deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her head spin. She could feel his hard body pressing against hers, his arousal evident even through the layers of their clothes. Her own desire was burning hot, threatening to consume her.

When he finally pulled away, they were both breathless. Thomas’s eyes were dark with need as he looked down at her. “Come with me,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop. But her body was already moving, following him as he led her out of the kitchen and up the grand staircase to the master bedroom. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her mind a whirlwind of guilt and desire.

The room was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a large bed in the center and soft rugs underfoot. Thomas closed the door behind them, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with an intensity that made her shiver.

Jolene swallowed hard, her body betraying her as she nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.

Thomas stepped closer, his hands moving to the buttons of her uniform dress. He undid them slowly, his fingers brushing against her skin in a way that made her breath catch. When the dress fell to the floor, she stood before him in just her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“You’re beautiful,” Thomas murmured, his eyes roaming over her.

He reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before moving to unhook her bra. Jolene’s breath hitched as the fabric fell away, her breasts exposed to the cool air. Thomas’s hands were warm as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that made her gasp. She could feel her body responding to him, her desire spiraling out of control.

“Thomas,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured, his lips descending to her neck.

He kissed her there, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her moan. His hands moved lower, slipping into her panties and cupping her pussy. Jolene’s legs nearly gave out as his fingers teased her, sliding through her wetness.

“You’re so wet for me,” Thomas growled, his voice thick with desire.

He pulled her panties down, letting them fall to the floor. Jolene stood before him completely naked, her body burning with need.

Thomas stepped back, his eyes dark as he unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. His chest was muscular, his skin tanned and smooth. Jolene’s mouth went dry as he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, his erection springing free. She couldn’t look away. He was perfect, his body a testament to the life he led. A life she could only dream of.

“Come here,” Thomas said, his voice commanding.

Jolene obeyed, stepping closer until she was standing in front of him. He took her hand, guiding it to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around him, her breath catching at the feel of him. He was thick and hard, his skin silky smooth.

“Suck me,” he ordered, his voice low and husky.

Jolene hesitated for only a moment before sinking to her knees. She looked up at him, her eyes wide as she took him into her mouth. Thomas groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around his cock.

The taste of him was intoxicating, and she found herself wanting more. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing as he filled her. Thomas growled, his hips bucking slightly as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he moaned, his hand tightening in her hair. “Just like that, Jolene.”

She could feel her own arousal building as she sucked him, her pussy throbbing with need. When Thomas finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and her eyes glazed with desire.

“Get on the bed,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene obeyed, climbing onto the large bed and lying back. Thomas followed her, his body covering hers as he kissed her deeply. His hands roamed over her body, his touch igniting her skin.

When he positioned himself between her legs, Jolene’s breath hitched. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she arched her hips, wanting him inside her.

Thomas didn’t make her wait. He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Jolene cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His pace was steady, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

“You feel so good,” Thomas groaned, his voice strained.

He reached down, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. Jolene’s body tensed, her orgasm building quickly. When it hit, it was like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on his cock as she came. Thomas didn’t stop, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his own release.

He pulled out at the last moment, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her up onto her hands and knees. Jolene’s heart was racing as she felt him position himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing as he pressed the tip of his cock against her ass.

Jolene’s eyes widened, but she didn’t protest. Instead, she took a deep breath, her body relaxing as he pushed inside her. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure was overwhelming.

Thomas groaned as he buried himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly picking up speed. Jolene’s moans filled the room as he fucked her, her body responding to him in ways she didn’t think were possible.

When she came again, it was even more intense than the first time. Her body shook with pleasure, her ass clenching around his cock. Thomas followed soon after, his groan loud as he spilled himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed together, both of them breathless and spent. Jolene’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but one thought was clear.

She wanted more.

“Stay with me,” Thomas murmured, his voice soft as he pulled her close. “Be more than just my maid.”

Jolene hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she should say no. But the desire in Thomas’s eyes was too much to resist.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas smiled, his hand stroking her cheek. “Good,” he said. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Jolene’s breath caught as his lips descended to hers again, his hands already moving over her body. She knew this was wrong. But as Thomas’s touch ignited her skin once more, she realized she didn’t care.

She wanted this. She wanted him. And as their bodies joined together again, Jolene lost herself in the pleasure, knowing she could never go back.
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The final, soaring note hung in the soundproofed air of the recital room, a fragile, beautiful thing. Sonia Johnson’s chest heaved, her hands trembling slightly at her sides as the last of the song’s emotion drained from her. She was utterly spent, a vessel emptied. Her eyes, still wet with the manufactured grief of the character, fixed on the only other person in the room.

Manuel Sharp, the director of the Spring musical and a man whose reputation commanded both fear and awe, slowly rose from the piano bench. His expression was inscrutable, a mask of professional appraisal that gave nothing away. The silence stretched, thick and heavy, broken only by the ragged sound of Sonia’s own breathing.

He moved towards her, his steps silent on the polished floor. “Your breath control,” he said, his voice a low, resonant baritone that seemed to vibrate in the quiet room. “On the crescendo. You’re holding it in your throat. You need to support it from here.” His warm, broad hand pressed flat against the small of her back, just above the waistband of her leggings.

Sonia flinched at the contact, a jolt of pure, unexpected electricity shooting up her spine. Her skin prickled beneath the thin fabric of her leotard.

“Breathe in,” he instructed, his hand applying gentle pressure. “Feel it expand here. Fill your diaphragm, not your chest.”

She inhaled a shaky breath, hyper-aware of his palm, the heat of it seeping into her.

“Now sing the phrase again. Just that one line.”

Her voice emerged, wobbly and unsure. “…and forever I’ll be waiting…”

“No,” he murmured, his face closer to her ear now. His scent, a clean mix of soap and faint citrus, enveloped her. “Not with your voice. With your body. Give the air to the note. Let it live.”

He held her gaze, his dark eyes locking with hers. In them, she saw no judgment, no criticism. Only a fierce, burning certainty. “I know you can do it, Sonia. I’ve heard it in you. Now, you need to believe it.”

The intensity was too much. The vulnerability of her performance, the residual adrenaline, the overwhelming nearness of him—it all coalesced into a single, impulsive act. She surged forward, closing the scant distance between them, and pressed her lips to his.

It was a desperate, clumsy kiss, born of sheer emotional overflow. The second her mind caught up with her body, she recoiled, stumbling back a step, her hands flying to her mouth. Her cheeks flushed a deep, mortified crimson.

“Oh my god. Mr. Sharp… Manuel… I am so sorry. I don’t know what I was—“

He didn’t let her finish. In one fluid motion, his hand cupped the back of her neck, and he pulled her back to him, capturing her mouth with his own. This kiss was nothing like hers. It was not a question; it was an answer. It was deep, and knowing, and hungry. His tongue swept into her mouth, and a low groan escaped him, a raw sound that dissolved the last of her coherent thought. Her apology melted into a muffled moan of surrender.

His hands were everywhere at once, mapping the geography of her spent body with a new, thrilling purpose. One tangled in her hair, angling her head for a deeper fit, while the other slid down her back, pulling her tight against the solid plane of his chest. She could feel the hard length of him already straining against his trousers, and a fresh, liquid heat pooled low in her own belly.

They broke apart, gasping for air. His eyes were dark with a hunger that mirrored her own. “No more talking,” he rasped, his voice gravelly with need.

His fingers found the hem of her tank top and in one swift, practiced motion, he pulled it up and over her head, tossing it aside. Her simple cotton bra followed, and then he was kneeling before her, hooking his thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and underwear, dragging them down her legs in a single, relentless pull. The cool air of the room whispered over her feverish skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before him, completely exposed, her heart hammering against her ribs.

He guided her to sit on the padded piano bench. She leaned back, her hands gripping the edge of the polished wood for support as he settled onto his knees between her parted legs. His gaze was hot on her most intimate place, and she felt a thrill of self-consciousness mixed with sheer, unadulterated want.

He didn’t speak. He simply leaned forward and tasted her.

The first stroke of his tongue was a slow, deliberate flat press against her entire sex. Sonia cried out, her head falling back, a string of incoherent pleas falling from her lips. He zeroed in on her clit, circling it with a torturously slow precision that made her thighs tense and her back arch. He was relentless, alternating between soft, flicking sucks and firm, demanding circles with the tip of his tongue. The sound of his eager devotion, of her wetness, was obscenely loud in the silent room.

“Oh god… right there… please…” she whimpered, her fingers threading into his hair, not to guide him, but to anchor herself as the pleasure built into a terrifying, glorious peak. The coil inside her wound tighter and tighter, her hips beginning to move of their own accord, meeting his mouth in a primal rhythm.

Just as she felt herself hovering on the very brink, he pulled away. She made a sound of pure loss, but he was already unzipping his pants, freeing his erection. He was thick and hard, the tip already glistening. He stood, and she understood.

Leaning forward, she took him into her mouth. She tasted herself on him, a musky, erotic flavor that spurred her on. She swirled her tongue around the head, then took him deeper, her hand working the base as her mouth created a wet, tight heat. His groans were her reward, his hands clenching in her hair.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice strained. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He helped her lie back on the piano bench, her head near the keys. He positioned himself at her entrance, and for a breathtaking second, he just held himself there, letting her feel the immense pressure. Then, with a single, powerful thrust, he filled her completely.

A sharp, gasping cry was torn from her throat. He was so deep, stretching her in the most exquisite way. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a punishing, rhythmic pace, each drive of his hips pushing the bench a few inches across the floor with a soft screech that underscored their frantic gasps. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in deeper, her heels digging into the small of his back.

The pleasure was all-consuming, a firestorm building from where they were joined. She could feel the tension coiling again, tighter and more intense than before. Her inner muscles began to flutter around him, clenching instinctively.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out.

“Yes,” he hissed, his thrusts becoming ragged, losing their rhythm. “Let go. Come for me.”

His command shattered her. Her orgasm crashed over her, a wave of pure, white-hot ecstasy that seized her entire body. Her back arched off the bench, a silent scream on her lips as her core gripped him like a fist, milking him relentlessly.

The feeling of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden surge of his release deep inside her. He collapsed over her, his weight a comforting heaviness, their sweat-slicked skin sliding together as they both struggled to breathe.

The reality of their situation crashed down moments later. They dressed in a frantic, silent scramble, straightening clothes, avoiding each other’s eyes until the last button was fastened. The recital room looked exactly as it had, save for the slightly askew piano bench and the charged energy that still sizzled in the air.

Manuel finally looked at her, his professional mask slipped firmly back into place, though his eyes were still dark with the ghost of what they’d done. “This… cannot leave this room,” he said, his voice low and serious. “My career…”

“I won’t tell anyone,” she promised, her voice still unsteady. “I swear.”

He nodded, a look of clear relief washing over his features. He picked up his clipboard, a director once more. “For what it’s worth,” he said, his tone shifting to one of genuine critique. “You got the part. That was a stellar performance. Truly. It has nothing to do with what happened between us.”

Sonia smiled. “Thank you,” she whispered.
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The wind howled outside the chemistry building, a relentless, groaning monster that made the old windowpanes rattle in their frames. Alonis jumped at a particularly violent gust, her heart hammering against her ribs. The emergency lights cast long, dancing shadows across the lobby, transforming familiar filing cabinets and posters into hulking, sinister shapes. She pulled her coat tighter, but the deep, penetrating cold was impossible to ignore.

“I am so sorry, Alonis,” Professor Pratt’s voice was a low, weary murmur from the other end of the small couch they were sharing for warmth. “This is entirely my fault. I never should have asked you to stay behind to calibrate the spectrometer.”

She turned her head to look at him. In the dim, eerie light, he looked younger, the usual stern authority of Dr. Shaun Pratt softened by shadows and shared vulnerability. He was just a man, she thought, a very attractive, brilliant man currently wrapped in a worn peacoat and radiating a guilt she found utterly endearing.

“It was my decision, Shaun,” she said, her voice firmer than she felt. “I wanted to help. You said it yourself, the data collection was time-sensitive. How were we supposed to know the ‘dusting of snow’ the forecast promised would turn into… this?” Another blast of wind shook the building, emphasizing her point.

He sighed, a cloud of condensation forming in the frigid air. “The university’s emergency line said the roads are completely impassable. Help won’t arrive until morning, at the earliest.” He shifted, the old couch springs groaning in protest. “We’re stuck here for the night.”

A fresh tremor, this one born of genuine fear rather than the cold, ran through her. Shaun noticed immediately. Without a word, he shifted closer, his body a solid, warm line along her side. He rearranged the stack of their coats—his peacoat, her wool jacket—that served as a makeshift blanket, tucking it more securely around her shoulders.

“It’s going to be okay,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear. It was a low, soothing vibration that did more to warm her than any coat. “We’ll be perfectly safe right here.”

His arm, which had been resting on the back of the couch, slid down around her. It was a gesture meant for comfort, purely pragmatic in the face of a freezing night. But the moment his hand settled on her upper arm, something shifted. The air, already charged with the adrenaline of the storm, crackled with a new, different energy. His thumb, seemingly of its own volition, began to make slow, absent circles on her sleeve.

Alonis held her breath. The touch was electric. It seeped through the fabric of her sweater, branding her skin beneath. This was no longer just about shared body heat. This was an intention. A question.

Her mind raced, a whirlwind of student-teacher protocols and the stark, thrilling reality of his palm on her arm, his thigh pressed against hers. She had admired him for semesters, captivated by his sharp mind and the intensity in his blue eyes during lectures. That forbidden attraction, always carefully packed away, now erupted to the surface, heated and urgent.

She tilted her head back, her lips finding his in the semi-darkness.

It wasn’t a gentle, questioning kiss. It was desperate and full of all the pent-up longing and adrenaline of the night. She felt him freeze for a fraction of a second, a statue of shock and ingrained professional restraint. And then he melted. His mouth opened to hers, and the kiss deepened from a spark into a wildfire.

When they broke apart, gasping for air that felt too thin, he pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. His were dark, pupils blown wide.

“Alonis… God, we can’t. This is wrong. I’m your—”

“I’m a twenty-three-year-old graduate student, and you’re a man I’ve wanted for a very long time,” she interrupted, her voice husky and certain. “Are you going to tell me you don’t feel this?”

“That’s not the point. The ethics—”

“Please, Shaun,” she whispered, cutting off his protestation. “Don’t think. Not tonight.” She leaned in and kissed him again, pouring every ounce of her certainty into it. I’m sure. I’ve never been more sure of anything.

That was all it took. With a groan that was half surrender, half pure need, he gave in. His hands came up to cradle her face, his kiss turning hungry, possessive. The careful barriers of academia shattered between them.

One of his hands slid down from her cheek, over the column of her throat, down to the first button of her blouse. His fingers, clever and steady in the lab, now fumbled slightly, a tremor of nervous excitement running through them. She reached down, still kissing him, and covered his hand with hers, guiding him. Button by button, he opened her blouse, his breath hitching as he revealed the simple lace bra beneath. He palmed her breast through the lace, his thumb brushing over her nipple, and she arched into his touch with a sharp, needy gasp.

His other hand was moving, sliding down her side, over the curve of her hip, and under the heavy fabric of her skirt. His fingertips traced the waistband of her tights, then her panties beneath. He found the damp heat at her core, even through the layers, and pressed the heel of his hand against her. A broken moan escaped her lips.

“I need to feel you,” she breathed against his mouth, her own hands frantic now.

She tugged at his belt buckle, the cold metal a stark contrast to the scorching heat of his skin just beneath. He helped her, his movements hurried, and then his jeans were open. He freed himself, and her fingers wrapped around his length.

He was thick and hard and velvet-soft, and just the feel of him in her hand made her own desire clench deep inside. She began to stroke him, a slow, firm rhythm that made his hips jerk and his head fall back against the couch cushion. His eyes were squeezed shut, his lips parted. “Alonis…”

Watching him come undone for her was the most powerful aphrodisiac she had ever known. She slid off the couch, kneeling on the frigid linoleum floor between his legs. She didn’t hesitate. She took him into her mouth.

The taste of him, clean and musky and uniquely him, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the head, reveling in the tremor that wracked his entire body. One of his hands buried itself in her hair, not guiding, not forcing, simply holding on as if she were his only anchor in a stormy sea. She took him deeper, her own moans vibrating around him, and his low, guttural groans filled the silent lobby, a primal counterpoint to the wind’s shriek.

“Stop… God, stop or I’ll…” he gasped, his voice strained.

She released him with a soft, wet pop, looking up. His face was a mask of tortured ecstasy. She understood. She wanted him everywhere, all at once.

Standing on shaky legs, she hiked up her skirt, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her tights and panties. She peeled them down her legs in one swift, decisive motion, kicking them aside into the shadows. The cold air hit her bare skin, raising goosebumps, but the fire inside her was an inferno.

She straddled his lap, her knees sinking into the soft couch cushions on either side of his hips. She could feel the blunt, eager head of him pressing against her wet entrance. She held his gaze, her own dark with desire.

“Are you sure?” he asked again, the question a breathless, ragged thing.

In answer, she lowered herself onto him, taking him inside her in one slow, exquisite, impossible inch.

They both cried out. The feeling of him filling her was staggering. It was a perfect, stretching fullness that made her see stars behind her eyelids. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, letting her body adjust to the incredible sensation of being joined. She could feel every throb of his pulse inside her.

Then she began to move. A slow, rocking grind of her hips that quickly built into a desperate, driving rhythm. Her hands braced on his shoulders, her head thrown back. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, meeting her every thrust with a powerful upward surge of his own.

The world narrowed to this: the slick, hot friction of their bodies joining, the slap of skin against skin, their ragged, mingled breaths, and the symphony of their pleasure. She felt the coil of tension tightening deep within her, winding tighter and tighter with every stroke. He was hitting a spot inside her that made her vision blur, his name a prayer on her lips.

“Shaun… I’m… I’m gonna…”

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough. Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his intense, burning gaze. “Come for me.”

The command, the raw possession in his tone, shattered her. Her climax ripped through her with the force of the storm outside, a convulsive, mind-blowing wave of pleasure that made her scream his name into the echoing space. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking him, and that was all it took. With a guttural roar, he found his own release, pulsing deep inside her, his body shuddering violently beneath hers.

They collapsed together in a tangled, sweaty, breathless heap on the narrow couch, the coats long since fallen to the floor. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal, the wind now a distant murmur.

After a long while, he shifted, pulling what was left of their coats over them. He pressed a soft, lingering kiss to her forehead. “Alonis,” he whispered, his voice raw with emotion. “That can’t be the only time. I don’t want it to be. I… I think I’m in love with you.”

She snuggled closer into the solid warmth of his chest, a slow, triumphant smile spreading across her face. “I’ve been in love with you since organic chemistry,” she admitted, her voice sleepy and sated. “But Shaun… your job…”

“I know,” he said, his arms tightening around her. “It has to be our secret. For now.”
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