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1 - FROM FORGOTTEN TICKETS TO FORBIDDEN DISCIPLINE
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The interstate stretched out in the dark, a river of asphalt reflecting Jeff’s simmering anger. The plan had been perfect: a weekend of freedom for Jeff and his wife, Karen, escaping the suburban grind for a stadium concert three states away. But as soon as they got to the hotel, a cold realization settled in Jeff’s gut. The VIP tickets—the ones he’d spent a small fortune on to keep Karen happy—were sitting in the bowl on the entryway table.

The three-hour round trip for the forgotten tickets had boiled his blood hotter with each passing mile. He pictured Casey alone in the house they’d graciously let her sulk in after her academic flame-out. The disrespect, the eye rolls, the empty vodka bottles she thought she’d hidden so cleverly in the recycling. It coiled in his gut, a tight, furious spring.

He swung his car into the driveway an hour later, engine cutting into an unsettling silence that felt wrong. No lights were on upstairs. But from the living room window, a pulsing, rhythmic glow—blue, then red, then green—spilled onto the lawn. Bass thumped through the front door.

The spring in his gut snapped.

He unlocked the door, stepping inside. A wall of stale beer, sweat, and cheap body spray hit him. His living room was a warzone. Red plastic cups littered every surface, some upright, most overturned, bleeding sticky liquid onto the rug Karen’s mother had given them. A stranger was passed out on his recliner. Through the haze of smoke, he saw a half-dressed couple groping against the bookcase.

And in the center of it all, perched on the arm of the stained linen sofa, was Casey. She held a bottle of something clear, her head thrown back in laughter, a crop top riding up to expose a strip of pale stomach. She was nineteen, all sharp angles and defiant eyes, her blonde hair mussed and sticking to her damp neck.

“Party’s over!” Jeff’s voice ripped through the music, louder and harsher than he’d intended. “Everyone! Out! Now!”

Chaos erupted. The groping couple scrambled. The sleeper in the recliner snorted awake, blinking dumbly. Jeff became a furious vortex, grabbing shoulders, shooing people toward the door, his commands short and bitten-off. “You. Out. You too. Move.”

Within minutes, the last straggler stumbled into the night. Jeff slammed the door, the sudden quiet ringing in his ears. He turned.

Casey hadn’t moved. She took a long, slow swig from her bottle, her eyes glassy and challenging. “You ruined my night.”

“I ruined your night?” He took a step forward, his shoes crunching on a spilled chip. “Look at this place. Look at it! We give you a roof, and this is how you thank us?”

She shrugged, a lazy, insolent roll of her shoulders. “It’s just a house. You and Mom are never here anyway.”

Something about her posture, the way she dismissed everything he valued, made the heat in his chest flare white-hot. “You have no respect. No rules. Nothing matters to you.”

“Rules are boring,” she slurred, swinging her legs. Her gaze traveled over him, slow and assessing. “You’re always so… tense, Jeff. All those rules. Bet you never break any.”

“That’s enough.” He closed the distance between them. He loomed over her, intending to grab her arm, to march her upstairs to her room. A punishment. Grounding. Something.

She looked up at him, her lips parting. The defiance in her eyes melted, shifting into something else. Something liquid and bold. Her voice dropped, a husky whisper that sliced through the angry silence. “I see how you look at me. When you think I don’t notice.”

Jeff froze. His breath caught in his throat.

“You stare,” she continued, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip. “From the kitchen door. When I’m in my shorts. I know you want to.”

“You’re drunk,” he spat, but the words lacked force. A treacherous heat, entirely different from his anger, sparked low in his belly.

“I’m not that drunk.” She leaned forward, the neckline of her top gaping. The scent of her—vodka, vanilla lotion, the sharp tang of her sweat—flooded his senses. “You’re pissed. I get it. So be pissed. Do something about it.”

Every warning bell in his mind was drowned out by a roaring, insistent pulse. The image of her over his knee, of that insolent smirk wiped clean, flashed behind his eyes. It wasn’t just anger. It was a dark, twisting need to shatter her cool control, to prove who was in charge here, in this house, in this moment.

“You want a lesson?” His voice was gravel. “Fine.”

His hand shot out, not to her arm, but around her waist. He yanked her off the sofa arm. She gasped, the bottle falling from her fingers to thud on the rug. He sat down heavily on the edge of the stained couch cushion, pulling her with him. In one rough motion, he dragged her across his lap. Her stomach pressed against his thighs, her legs dangling. The thin fabric of her tiny shorts stretched taut over the curve of her ass.

“What are you—" she started, a tremor in her voice that wasn’t fear.

He didn’t answer. His palm came down. A sharp, loud crack echoed in the room.

She jerked. A gasp, sharp and sudden, tore from her.

He spanked her again. Another stinging blow on the other cheek. The sound was crisp, punitive. He kept going, setting a hard, rhythmic pace. Smack. Smack. Smack.

He expected cries. Pleas for him to stop. Instead, after the initial shock, a low, throaty noise vibrated against his legs. A moan. Her body, which had stiffened, began to melt. She pushed her hips back, meeting his descending hand.

“Harder,” she mumbled into the cushion, her voice muffled but clear.

Jeff’s hand stilled in mid-air. Rage and lust twisted together, a dizzying cocktail. She was enjoying it. The disrespect was absolute. It burned through him, igniting that lower heat into an inferno.

He stood up abruptly, letting her slide from his lap to her knees on the floor between his legs. She looked up, her cheeks flushed a deep pink, her eyes wide and dark. Her lips were swollen from where she’d been biting them.

Without a word, his fingers went to his belt. The buckle clinked, too loud in the quiet. He unbuttoned his jeans, dragged the zipper down. He wasn’t thinking about Karen, the concert, the tickets on the hallway table. He was thinking about the blush on Casey’s skin, the moan she’d tried to hide. He shoved his pants and boxers down just enough to free his erection, which jutted out, thick and fully hard, veined and eager.

Her gaze locked on it. She licked her lips again, a slow, deliberate swipe.

“You think you’re so clever,” he growled, his hand fisting in her hair. It wasn’t gentle. He guided her head forward. “You want to play grown-up games? Let’s play.”

The first touch of her mouth was hot and wet. She opened for him without hesitation, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deeper. A groan ripped from his chest. Her mouth was incredible, sinful suction and slick friction. He held her head steady, his fingers tangled in her blonde strands, and began to move his hips. Short, shallow thrusts at first, then longer, deeper drives. She gagged lightly, tears springing to the corners of her eyes, but her hands came up to clutch at his thighs, nails digging in through the fabric of his slacks. She didn’t push him away. She pulled him closer.

The wet sounds of her mouth on him, her choked breaths, filled the room. He looked down, watching himself disappear between her reddened lips, seeing her eyes flutter closed in what looked like bliss. The power of it, the utter corruption of the moment, made his knees weak. He fucked her mouth with a relentless rhythm, a punishment and a reward all at once.

When he felt the tight coil in his groin threaten to unravel too soon, he pulled back. A string of saliva connected her lips to his tip for a second before snapping.

“On the couch,” he ordered, his voice ragged. “Hands and knees. Now.”

She scrambled up, her movements unsteady but eager. She positioned herself on the stained linen, the same couch she’d been lounging on minutes before. She presented herself to him, her shorts and panties still around her knees, the pale globes of her ass flushed a warm pink from his spanking. She looked back over her shoulder, her expression a mix of defiance and raw hunger.

He moved behind her, his hands smoothing over the heated skin of her rear. “You’re a bad girl, Casey.” He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging against her entrance. She was slick, her wetness undeniable. “A messy, disrespectful, bad girl.”

He pushed inside.

She cried out, a sharp, full-throated sound that was pure pleasure. She was tight, a hot, clinging velvet vise around him. He sank in to the hilt in one relentless stroke, burying himself in her. Her back arched, pushing her rear into his groin.

“Jeff,” she gasped, the name a prayer and a curse.

He began to move. Deep, pulling strokes that made her gasp with each retreat, hard, driving thrusts that punched the air from her lungs. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, holding her steady as he took her. The couch creaked beneath them. The air grew thick with the smell of sex and sweat and spilled beer.

Her sounds unraveled him. Guttural moans, whimpers, his name repeated like a mantra. She pushed back against him, meeting every thrust, milking him with the tight, rhythmic clench of her inner muscles. One of his hands left her hip, snaked around her torso, and found her breast under the flimsy crop top. He pinched her nipple, rolling the hardened bud between his fingers. She screamed, her body bucking.

“You like that?” he grunted, his rhythm becoming punishing, frantic. “You like your stepdad fucking you like a whore in your mom’s living room?”

“Yes! God, yes!” she sobbed. Her control shattered. Her body started to tremble, her inner walls fluttering wildly around him. “I’m gonna… Jeff, I’m gonna—”

Her climax hit her like a quake. A raw, screaming release that tightened her around him impossibly, that made her spine bow and her fingers claw at the couch cushions. The pulses of her orgasm rippled along his length, pulling his own release from the base of his spine.

With a final, deep drive, he buried himself as far as he could go. A rough, animal sound tore from his throat as he came, hot pulses flooding into her, claiming the wet, clenching heat. He stayed there, sheathed inside her, panting, as the tremors subsided in both their bodies.

The silence that followed was absolute, broken only by their ragged breathing.

Slowly, feeling hollowed out and electric, he pulled out. A rush of fluid followed, dripping onto the fabric beneath her. He tucked himself back into his pants, zipped up, buckled his belt. The movements were mechanical.

Casey collapsed onto her side on the couch, spent, her eyes closed, a small, satisfied smile on her lips.

Jeff didn’t look at her. He walked to the hallway table, his steps echoing. He picked up the two concert tickets, crisp and unused. He didn’t look back at the wrecked living room, at the girl on the couch.

He walked out the front door, got in his car, and started the engine. The night air was cool through the open window as he drove away. His hands were steady on the wheel, but his mind was a screaming static. He saw the blur of streetlights, heard the hum of the tires. He felt the ghost of her heat around him, the sting of his palm, the taste of power that was darker and sweeter than anything he’d ever known.

Karen was waiting at the hotel. The concert started in two hours. They could still make it on time. He had to focus, to say the right things, to be the right husband.

But all he could think, as the miles swallowed the house behind him, was that he wanted more.
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“You think I look sexy, don’t you, Ty?”

Her whisper was hot against his ear, a puff of perfume and mint. Nikki leaned into his space in the foyer, the sleek, dark fabric of her dress whispering as it stretched over her hips. Her mother’s voice floated from the hall closet, muffled, searching for a missing wrap.

Tyler’s jaw hardened. His gaze, fixed straight ahead on the front door, didn’t waver. But a muscle flickered in his cheek.

The dress was a scandal. Sheer black panels hugged every curve, the neckline plunging deep, the hem riding high on her thighs. He couldn’t let her leave the house looking like this.

“Nikki,” he said, the word flat.

Her mother, Lydia, bustled back into the foyer, a silver shawl in hand. “Found it! Okay, ready? The car service will be here any—”

“We can’t leave yet,” Tyler interrupted, his voice cutting through the cheerful tension.

Lydia paused, blinking. “What?”

He turned, his posture rigid. “You go ahead. Nikki and I will catch up. After she changes.”

Lydia’s smile faltered. She looked from Tyler’s stony face to Nikki’s defiant, painted smirk. “Tyler, honey, we’re going to be late. It’s just a dress.”

“It’s not just anything,” he said, his eyes still locked on Nikki. “It’s inappropriate. She knows it. Go on, Lydia. Save us seats.”

A confused hurt flashed in Lydia’s eyes, but years of Tyler’s quiet, firm authority had their effect. She fussed with her shawl, her voice softening with uncertainty. “Well… alright. But don’t be long. The ceremony starts in forty minutes.”

The door clicked shut behind her. The silence in the foyer was sudden, charged.

Nikki rolled her eyes, a dramatic, practiced motion. “God, you’re such a prude. It’s a wedding, not a funeral.”

“Upstairs.” The command left no room for argument. He gripped her upper arm, his fingers firm but not cruel, and steered her toward the staircase.

She went, a sway in her step that made the dress shimmer. “Fine. But I’m just gonna put on something even sluttier.”

He didn’t answer. His heart hammered a violent rhythm against his ribs. This game had gone on too long. The lingering looks, the too-short shorts, the ‘accidental’ brushes in the hallway. She was twenty-two, living at home after college, a constant, tempting ghost in his house. In his head.

He followed her into her bedroom, a space smelling of vanilla and expensive perfume. She went straight to her walk-in closet, a jungle of fabric and heels.

“You can wait out there,” she said over her shoulder, already reaching for the zipper at her side.

“No.”

She paused, glancing back. He stood just inside the bedroom door, arms crossed over his chest, blocking the exit. “Excuse me?”

“I need to see the replacement. Make sure it’s… appropriate.”

A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips. It was the look he’d both dreaded and, in the secret, shameful parts of him, craved. “Oh. I get it.”

She turned to face him fully. Her fingers found the zipper again. With a sharp, metallic sound, it descended. The dress gaped open. She shrugged her shoulders, and the sheer fabric slid down her arms, over the swell of her breasts, down her torso. It pooled at her feet like a shadow.

She stood before him in nothing but a scrap of black lace that was her bra, matching panties cut high on her hips, and sheer black stockings held up by a delicate garter belt. Her skin was pale, smooth. She made no move to cover herself.

“See anything you like, Stepdad?” she purred, placing a heavy emphasis on the title.

His breath stopped in his lungs. Every ounce of willpower he’d summoned over the years, every barrier of morality and duty, crumbled to dust. The sight of her—so blatant, so proud—unlocked something feral and desperate inside him.

“All this time,” he said, his voice rough. “The clothes. The looks. It was for me.”

“Obviously.” She took a step toward him, her hips rolling with a dancer’s grace. “You think I dress like this for the boys at the club? They’re children. You… you look at me like you want to eat me alive. I see it. I’ve always seen it.”

She was close enough now that he could feel the heat radiating from her skin, smell the sweetness of her. Her finger traced a line down the front of his crisp white dress shirt.

“You want to touch me, Ty. Don’t you?”

That was it. The last thread snapped.

His hand shot out, wrapping around her wrist, stopping her teasing touch. His other hand went to his belt. “You want to dress like a slut?” he growled, the words scraping from his throat. “You want to act like one? Fine. You’ll be treated like one.”

The click of his buckle was obscenely loud. The rasp of his zipper was a promise. He freed himself, his erection thick and urgent in his hand.

Her eyes dropped, and a genuine, hungry gasp escaped her. Not fear. Triumph. “Yes,” she breathed.

He guided her down, a firm pressure on her shoulder until her knees hit the plush carpet. She went willingly, her hands settling on his thighs, her gaze fixed on his cock. She didn’t hesitate. Her pink tongue darted out, sweeping a hot, wet line from his base to his tip before her lips parted and she took him into her mouth.

The sensation was electric, a bolt of pure heat straight to his core. Her mouth was sinfully hot, her tongue a clever, pressing force. She took him deep, her head bobbing with an eager, practiced rhythm he tried not to think about. A low groan tore from his chest. His fingers tangled in her soft, honey-blonde hair, not forcing, just holding.

She pulled back, his cock slipping from her lips with a slick pop. She looked up at him, her eyes glazed with lust and victory. “I knew you wanted this,” she whispered, her voice husky. “I knew it the first time you yelled at me for a tank top. You weren’t mad. You were hard.”

She took him back into her mouth, her suction more intense, her hands coming up to cradle him, her thumbs stroking the sensitive skin beneath. The wet sounds of her mouth on him filled the room. He could feel the tension coiling in his belly, the impending rush. But he wouldn’t finish like this. Not this first time.

With effort, he pulled her off. A string of saliva connected her swollen lips to his glistening tip for a second before it broke. She panted, looking dazed.

“On the bed,” he ordered.

She scrambled up, a fluid, eager movement. He followed, his own movements sharp with need. He reached for her, his hands quick and sure. The clasp of her bra gave way. He tugged the lace down her arms and tossed it aside. Her breasts were full, pale, with taut pink nipples that peaked in the cool air. A choked sound of appreciation left him before he could stop it.

His thumbs hooked into the sides of her panties. He dragged them down her legs, over the stockings, and let them fall. She stepped out of them, now naked but for the stockings and garter belt. The sight was almost too much—the contrast of black web against her pale skin, the dark triangle of curls between her thighs.

He pushed her backward. She fell onto the mattress with a soft bounce, her hair fanning out. Before she could move, he grabbed the stockings still clinging to her thighs. With a swift, sure pull, he peeled one down her leg. The fine nylon was strong. He took her wrist, wrapping the material around it once, twice, pulling it taut before tying it to the ornate post of her headboard. She watched, her chest heaving, making no move to resist. He repeated the process with her other wrist, securing her spread-eagled against her lavender duvet.

“Tyler…” she whispered, testing the bonds. A thrill shot through her, dark and delicious.

He didn’t answer with words. He climbed onto the bed between her splayed legs. His hands ran up the inside of her thighs, pushing them wider, opening her completely to his gaze. She was wet, glistening, flushed a deep, tempting pink. He lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a flat, broad stroke from her entrance to her clit. She cried out, her back arching off the bed. The taste of her—musky, sweet, entirely Nikki—flooded his senses. He feasted on her. He used his lips, his tongue, the edge of his teeth in gentle nips that made her shriek. He licked into her, savoring her essence, then focused on the tight, swollen bud of her clit, sucking it into his mouth, flicking his tongue over it with a relentless, dizzying speed.

Her moans were constant now, high and pleading. “Oh god, right there, please, don’t stop…” Her hips bucked against his face, seeking more pressure, more friction. The bonds at her wrists held her in place, allowing her only the frantic undulation of her body. He felt her muscles begin to clench, the tension winding tighter and tighter. He added a finger, then two, sliding them deep inside her, curling them against a spot that made her scream. Her climax hit her like a train, a raw, shuddering wave that made her whole body convulse. Her cries echoed off the bedroom walls, a symphony of surrender.

He rose above her, his own need a painful, throbbing demand. He positioned himself at her slick entrance. Her eyes, hazy with spent pleasure, focused on his. Her lips, swollen from his kisses and her own cries, parted.

“Do it,” she panted. “Fuck me, Tyler. Show me who I belong to.”

He drove into her in one deep, claiming thrust. The fit was exquisite, tight and hot and wet. She gasped, her inner muscles fluttering around him in aftershocks. He didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a brutal, punishing pace from the start, each thrust pounding her deep into the mattress. The bedframe knocked a steady rhythm against the wall.

Her head thrashed side to side. “Yes! God, yes! Harder!”

He complied, his hips pistoning, his balls slapping against her skin. He looked over her shoulder, catching their reflection in her full-length vanity mirror. The image was obscene, powerful. Him, still mostly dressed in his wedding attire, his shirt open, his pants around his thighs, fucking his bound, naked stepdaughter with raw, unbridled passion. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her face a mask of ecstatic agony. Seeing it, watching himself take her, pushed him closer to the edge.

“You wanted this,” he grunted, the words punching out of him with each drive of his hips. “You asked for it.”

“I did! I wanted you! Only you!” she sobbed, her eyes glued to the mirror now too, watching him take her.

The coil in his gut pulled taut, snapped. With a ragged shout, he pulled out of her, his cock springing free. He stroked himself once, twice, and hot streaks of his release painted her stomach, her breasts, in pulsing waves.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the fading echo of the headboard against the wall. The air smelled of sex and sweat and her perfume.

Slowly, carefully, he leaned forward and untied the nylon bonds from her wrists. The material had left faint, pink marks on her skin. He rubbed them gently. She winced but didn’t pull away.

He climbed off the bed, tucking himself back into his pants, fastening them with trembling hands. He couldn’t look at her, at the mess he’d made of her, of them.

“Get dressed,” he said, his voice hollow. “Your mother is probably wondering where we are.”

He turned and walked to the bedroom door, his legs unsteady. As he reached for the knob, he heard the rustle of sheets. He couldn’t help it. He glanced back.

Nikki was sitting up, wiping at the sticky evidence on her stomach with a corner of the sheet. She wasn’t crying. She wasn’t angry. A small, secret smile played on her lips as she met his gaze in the mirror.

Tyler stepped out into the hallway, closing the door softly behind him. He braced a hand against the wall, his head spinning. The guilt was a cold stone in his gut. He’d crossed a line that could never be uncrossed. He’d betrayed his wife, his home, every principle he owned.

But beneath the guilt, a hotter, darker current pulsed. The memory of her taste. The sound of her screams. The sight of her bound and willing beneath him.

As he heard her moving around in her room, starting the shower, he knew with a terrifying, thrilling certainty, this wasn’t over.
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“What the hell are you doing here?” Fiona’s voice cut through the thrumming bass, sharp and trembling.

She had spent weeks researching “The Obsidian Vault,” an exclusive BDSM club hidden behind an unmarked steel door in the city’s industrial district. She wanted to explore the submissive urges she’d been suppressing—the desire to be told exactly what to do.

But now, she was face to face with the last person she ever thought she would see here.

She stood at the edge of the raised VIP booth, her knuckles white where she gripped the velvet rope. The man inside didn’t flinch. He just set his glass of scotch down on the black lacquer table, the ice clinking. His dark eyes traveled over her—the glossy black latex mini-dress clinging to every curve, the tall, spiked heels of her boots, the way her chest rose and fell with panicked breaths. The look in his eyes wasn’t shock. It wasn’t parental. It was appraisal.

“Fiona.” Her stepfather’s voice was a low rumble, familiar yet utterly alien in this red-lit haze. “I could ask you the same question.”

“I’m telling Mom!” she hissed, the threat sounding weak even to her own ears. Her pulse hammered in her throat. “You’re cheating on her! You’re a fucking hypocrite, Carter!”

A slow, controlled smile touched his lips. He leaned back against the plush seating, the picture of ease. “Your mother and I have an understanding. One you are clearly too young to grasp.” His gaze pinned her. “But you didn’t come here to police my marriage, did you? You came for something else.”

The air left her lungs. The club’s sounds—the muffled moans, the crack of a whip from a distant room, the relentless beat—seemed to swell, pressing in on her. He saw right through the outrage, straight to the secret she’d carried for weeks, months, maybe years. The need to obey.

“Come with me,” he said, not a question. A command.

Her mind screamed to run, to flee back to the safe, suburban fiction of their home. Her body, thrumming with a terrifying excitement, refused. She gave a single, jerky nod.

He stood, his presence suddenly dominating the space. He took her elbow, his grip firm and warm through the latex, and guided her off the main floor, down a quieter corridor lined with unmarked doors. The air grew cooler, quieter. He used a keycard on a heavy door of dark wood. It clicked open, then shut behind them with a final, echoing thud.

The private room was a study in controlled hedonism. Soft, indirect lighting glowed from recessed panels. The walls were a deep charcoal. One wall held an array of implements—gleaming metal, polished wood, supple leather. In the center stood a stark, X-shaped frame of dark wood—a St. Andrew’s cross. A padded bench waited nearby. A large, low bed occupied the far wall, its black sheets crisp.

Carter turned to face her. The casual mask of her stepfather was gone, stripped away by the lock of the door. What remained was pure authority.

“Strip.”

The word hung in the quiet. Fiona’s hands shook as she reached for the zipper at the side of her dress. The sound was loud in the silence—a slow, grating hiss. The latex peeled away from her skin, cool air rushing to meet the heat she’d built up underneath. She let the dress fall to the floor, a puddle of black gloss. She stepped out of it, then, after a moment’s hesitation, hooked her thumbs into the sides of her black lace panties and pushed them down her legs. She straightened, naked except for her boots. Her skin prickled with goosebumps, her nipples drawing into tight, sensitive points. She kept her eyes on the floor, on the dark patterns of the rug.

She heard the soft rustle of fabric, the clink of a belt buckle. Her gaze flicked up. Carter had unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. He was already fully hard, thick and imposing. “On your knees.”

Fiona sank to the floor, the plush rug rough against her shins. The position felt shockingly natural, a relief to the tension in her legs. He stepped closer, the heat of him radiating against her face. The musky, clean scent of him—so familiar from shared car rides and Sunday dinners—was now an intoxicant. She leaned forward, her lips parting.

The first touch of her mouth to his skin was electric. She took him in slowly, her tongue flattening against the underside of his shaft. A low groan vibrated from his chest. Her world narrowed to this: the salty taste of pre-cum, the smooth, hot weight on her tongue, the faint pulse she could feel against her lips. She worked him, her head bobbing, one hand coming up to cradle his balls, the other wrapping around the base. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the soft sounds of his pleasure, in the sheer wrongness and absolute rightness of it.

After a few minutes, his hand fisted in her hair, not pulling, just holding. Guiding her off him. “Enough.”

He walked to the wall, selecting a heavy leather paddle, its surface smooth and worn. He pointed to the padded bench. “Bend over. Grab the other side.”

Fiona moved on unsteady legs. The leather of the bench was cool against her stomach and breasts as she leaned over it. She gripped the far edge, her knuckles bleaching white again.

The first strike landed with a sharp, percussive crack. A bloom of heat spread across her right ass cheek, startling a gasp from her.

“Stay still.” His voice was calm, instructional. “Count.”

“One,” she whispered.

The second swat came, lower, on the same spot, intensifying the sting. She flinched, her muscles clenching.

“I said stay still. Count.”

“T-two.”

He worked with a methodical, devastating precision. Each impact was a separate burst of fire, layering over the last. The paddle was relentless, painting her skin a burning, uniform red. She lost count at seven, a sob catching in her throat. The pain was sharp, cleansing, a white-hot focus that drove every other thought from her head. By the time he finished, her entire backside throbbed with a deep, radiant heat. Tears streaked her face, but she hadn’t made a sound beyond the hitched breaths and the numbers.

He dropped the paddle on a nearby table. His hands, now, were on her heated skin, smoothing over the punished curves. “You’ve been a defiant girl lately,” he murmured, the words a rough caress. “Questioning. Testing. This is the consequence.”

He helped her up, her legs wobbly. He led her to the bed, pushing her gently onto her back. From a drawer, he produced four sets of wide, padded leather cuffs. He fastened one around each of her wrists and ankles, the buckles snug but not biting. Then he attached the cuffs to chains anchored at each corner of the bed, pulling them taut until she was spread-eagled, utterly open and helpless. The position stretched her muscles, a constant, vulnerable ache.

He stood back, admiring his work. Then he began to touch her.

First, a soft black feather. He trailed it up the inside of her thigh, over her hip, across her stomach. The light, maddening tickle made her squirm, the chains rattling softly. She was hyper-sensitive, every nerve ending screaming. He circled her breasts, avoiding the nipples that begged for attention, then drew the feather down her other leg.

Just as a frustrated whimper escaped her, the touch changed. Something cool and smooth pressed against her inner thigh—a glass wand, chilled. He ran it along her slit, the shocking cold a direct contrast to the heat of her skin and the burning ache of her ass. She cried out, her hips lifting off the bed involuntarily.

“You want more?” he asked, his voice a dark tease.

“Please,” she begged, the word torn from her.

He used the wand to part her folds, the cold tip circling her clit, then dipping shallowly into her entrance. The dual sensations—the icy intrusion, the building, desperate need—coiled a tight spring low in her belly. He alternated, feather and wand, light and cold, driving her to a trembling, sobbing edge and then pulling back. It was exquisite torture. Her world dissolved into a haze of sensation and submission.

Finally, he set the toys aside. She heard the rest of his clothes fall away. Then his weight dipped the mattress beside her. His hands, warm and large, covered her breasts, kneading, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in rough, perfect circles. The friction was almost too much. She arched her back, a silent plea.

He positioned himself between her splayed thighs. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, slick with her own arousal. His eyes held hers, a storm of possession and something darker, a shared complicity.

“You’re mine tonight,” he stated, and thrust forward.

The fullness was immediate, shocking, perfect. He buried himself to the hilt in one deep, claiming stroke that stole the air from her lungs. A ragged scream tore from her throat, echoing in the quiet room. He didn’t move for a long moment, letting her feel every inch, the stretch, the heat, the utter invasion.

Then he began to move. His rhythm was powerful, relentless, each thrust punching a gasp or a moan from her. The restraints held her fast, forcing her to take everything he gave. The slap of skin against skin, the jangle of the chains, their combined breaths filled the space. His hands never left her body—gripping her breasts, pinching her nipples, skimming over her trembling stomach. The lingering sting from the paddle flared with each impact of his hips, a delicious counterpoint to the deep, internal friction.

The taboo of it—him, Carter, her stepfather—collided with the absolute surrender of her position. It didn’t break her; it shattered some final barrier inside. Pleasure, raw and terrifying, built in a torrent. It wasn’t a slow climb. It was a dam breaking.

Her climax ripped through her without warning. Her back bowed off the bed as much as the restraints allowed, a silent scream on her lips as her inner muscles clenched around him in violent, pulsing waves. The intensity blinded her, wiping out every thought, every fear, leaving only pure, shuddering sensation.

Her convulsions triggered his own release. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, deep time and held, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her. The hot, intimate flood seemed to go on and on, a final mark of his possession. His weight settled on her, pinning her to the mattress, his breath hot against her neck.

Long minutes passed. The only sounds were their slowing breaths and the faint hum of the club beyond the walls. Slowly, he pushed himself up and unlocked the cuffs. Her limbs felt like water, heavy and useless. He helped her sit up, his hands surprisingly gentle as he smoothed her hair back from her damp face.

He dressed first, then handed her clothes back to her, piece by piece, watching as she pulled the latex dress over her tender skin, stepped into her panties, slid her feet back into the tall boots. The acts felt ritualistic, a return to a world that no longer fit.

At the door, he turned to her. His face was composed, the “stepdad” mask settling back into its familiar lines. But his eyes, those dark eyes, still smoldered with the echoes of what they’d done.

“We’ll leave separately,” he said, his voice once more the calm, measured tone she knew from home. “I’ll see you at breakfast.” He reached out, his finger tilting her chin up until her gaze met his. “And Fiona? Don’t let your mother find out about this.”

He opened the door and was gone, melting into the shadowy corridor.

Fiona stood alone in the room that still smelled of sex and leather. Her body ached in a dozen wonderful, secret places. A thrill, cold and hot all at once, shot down her spine. She had come to The Obsidian Vault to find a Master.

She had found him in the last person she ever expected.

4 - STEPDAUGHTER’S TABOO BLACKMAIL
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The scent of burnt cannabis clung to the hallway, a sweet, skunky fog that Kevin inhaled with a grimace. It seeped from under Lainey’s bedroom door, a blatant challenge. For weeks, that smell had been a flag planted in his own home, a symbol of her quiet coup.

He stood outside her door, the memory of glossy magazine pages under a toolbox in the garage burning behind his eyes. His secret. Her weapon. His wallet, lighter by two hundred bucks this month alone. His authority, ashes.

He didn’t knock.

The door swung open. Lainey lay sprawled on her bed, back against the headboard, a sleek glass pipe cooling in her hand. She wore a thin tank top and tiny shorts, her long legs bare. She didn’t even startle. A slow, condescending smile spread across her face. “Well, hello, Daddy. Come to join the party?”

“You know the rules,” Kevin said, his voice flat. He closed the door behind him. The click of the latch sounded final. “No smoking in the house.”

Lainey laughed, a light, airy sound that scratched at his nerves. She took a theatrical puff, holding the smoke, then exhaled a lazy plume toward the ceiling. “Or what? You’ll tell Mom? Go ahead. I’ll just tell her what I found in the garage. All those… interesting magazines. The leather. The ropes.” Her eyes gleamed with victory. “I wonder what she’d think of her husband’s reading habits.”

The threat, now familiar, usually made his stomach twist. Tonight, it landed differently. It didn’t twist; it ignited. He watched her, this girl—no, this woman—of nineteen, using his shame as a leash. But the look in her eyes wasn’t just triumph. It was a dare. A hungry, curious dare.

“You know,” Kevin said, taking a step closer. The bed dipped as he sat on the edge, his movement making her smile falter for a heartbeat. “I’ve been thinking about those magazines.” He kept his tone conversational, almost soft. “About why you kept them. You could’ve just shown your mom. Ended me. But you didn’t. You just… kept them.”

Lainey’s smirk held, but her knuckles whitened around the pipe. “They’re good leverage.”

“Are they?” He leaned in, close enough to see the faint trace of kohl smudged under her lower lashes, to smell the weed and her vanilla lotion. “Or do you like looking at them? All those pictures of women on their knees, tied up, taking what they’re given… does it give you ideas, Lainey?”

Her breath caught—not a hitch, but a sharp, silent intake. The color on her cheeks wasn’t just from the smoke. She looked away, toward the window. “That’s stupid.”

“Is it?” He reached out, not touching her, but his hand hovered near her ankle on the comforter. “You parade around here, pushing, testing, stealing from me. You want a reaction. You’ve been begging for one. I think… I think you want to see if I’m like the men in those pictures. I think you want to know what it feels like.”

Her chest rose and fell, faster now. She didn’t pull her leg away. She didn’t say a word. The silence was louder than any threat.

That was all the answer he needed.

In one fluid motion, his hand clamped around her upper arm. He wasn’t rough, but he was immovable. “Get up.”

“Let go of me!” she shrieked, but it was pure reflex, the old script. Her body, though, came off the bed easily.

He turned her, his other hand pressing between her shoulder blades, bending her forward over the rumpled sheets. Her face was turned to the side, her wide eyes staring at the wall. “You want to act like a brat,” he murmured, his mouth near her ear. “You get treated like one.”

His fingers hooked into the waistband of her shorts and the flimsy cotton panties beneath. He pulled them down in a single, swift tug, baring her to the hips. Her skin was pale, flawless. A shocked gasp tore from her lips, but she didn’t fight. Her hands gripped the bedding.

Kevin unbuckled his leather belt. The sound of the strap sliding through the loops was a long, rasping whisper. He folded it in half, the worn leather solid in his palm.

The first strike landed across the crest of her ass.

Thwack!

A sharp, clean sound. Lainey jolted, a muffled cry escaping into the comforter. A bright red line bloomed on her skin.

He didn’t wait. He brought the belt down again, an inch lower.

Thwack!

This time, her cry was a moan. Her back arched, not away from the pain, but into it. Her hips pushed back, presenting herself.

A third stroke, parallel to the first. Her whole body shuddered. “Kevin,” she breathed, and it wasn’t a protest. It was a plea.

He dropped the belt. It hit the carpet with a soft thud. His hands went to her tank top, dragging it up and over her head. He unclasped her bra with a practiced flick. In moments, she was naked, bent over her own bed, the red stripes vivid on her skin, her breasts swaying gently with her ragged breaths.

He saw the pair of sheer, black nylon stockings draped over her desk chair. Perfect. He took one, the material slippery and cool. He wrapped it around her right wrist, tying it securely to the wrought-iron bedpost. She watched him do it, her eyes dark and unreadable. He used the second stocking for her left wrist, stretching her arms apart, leaving her bound, exposed, utterly vulnerable.

He stood back, drinking in the sight. Her parted legs, the damp, auburn curls between her thighs. The rapid flutter of her ribs. He stripped off his own shirt, then his jeans and boxers. His cock sprung free, thick and already fully hard, aching.

He didn’t enter her. Not yet.

He knelt on the floor behind the bed. His hands spread her thighs wider. Then he leaned forward and pressed his mouth against her.

The first touch of his tongue was a flat, slow lick from her entrance all the way up to the tight bundle of nerves at the top. Lainey’s whole body seized. A shattered sound, half-sob, half-scream, ripped from her throat. Her hips tried to buck, but the bindings held her fast.

He did it again. And again. Each stroke was deliberate, exploring her folds, circling her clit, delving inside her. The taste of her was musky and sweet, an electric tang on his tongue. Her moans became a constant, ragged soundtrack. “Oh god… oh fuck…”

He focused on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth, flicking it with the tip of his tongue. Her cries pitched higher. Her legs trembled violently. “I’m… I’m gonna…”

He pulled back, letting the cool air hit her wetness. She whimpered, a desperate, broken sound. “Please…”

“Please what?” he growled, giving her clit one more slow, circling lick.

“Don’t stop!”

He chuckled, a low, dark sound, and dove back in. This time, he pushed two fingers inside her while his mouth worked her. She was drenched, hot, clamping around his fingers in rhythmic pulses. He curled them, finding a rough spot inside that made her shriek. Her orgasm hit her like a train. Her back bowed, her neck strained, a raw, guttural shout tearing loose as she convulsed around his fingers, her juices flowing over his hand and chin.

He let her ride it out, licking her through the last tremors until she went limp, her breaths sobbing.

He stood up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock nudging at her soaked entrance. He looked down at her, at the red marks on her ass, at her bound wrists, at her face turned toward him, eyes glassy and wrecked.

“This is what you wanted,” he stated, not asking.

Her voice was a hoarse whisper. “Yes.”

He pushed inside.

The fit was exquisite, a tight, molten glove squeezing his length. She cried out again, but this time it was pure, unadulterated sensation. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming the space her climax had just convulsed in.

He didn’t start slow. He pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in.

A punched-out gasp. “Keep going.”

He obliged. He set a hard, driving pace, each thrust rocking the bed frame, each retreat making her whimper, each penetration earning a sharp, sweet cry. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into the flesh just beside the belt marks. The slap of skin on skin filled the room, a lewd, rhythmic counterpoint to their ragged breathing.

Her earlier defiance was gone, melted into a puddle of pure need. “Harder,” she begged, her voice muffled by the bedding. “God, Kevin, fuck me harder.”

He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her striped back, his mouth at her ear. “You’re not in charge anymore. You take what I give you.” He pistoned into her, deeper, rougher. The pleasure coiled at the base of his spine, a live wire about to snap.

Her internal muscles began to flutter around him again, a second, crashing wave building. “I’m gonna come… I’m gonna come again…”

“Do it,” he commanded.

Her second climax was quieter, deeper, a series of internal quakes that milked his cock with shocking force. The sensation tore his own control to shreds. With a groan that came from the depths of his gut, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted. Hot pulses shot into her, each one wringing another aftershock from her body.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their struggle for air. The air smelled of sex, sweat, and spent cannabis.

Slowly, carefully, he slipped out of her. He untied the stockings, the nylon leaving faint pink indentations on her wrists. She rolled onto her stomach, wincing as her sore skin met the sheets. She looked up at him, her expression unguarded, young, and thoroughly fucked-out.

He sat on the bed beside her, his own body humming. The reality of what they’d done began to seep in, cold around the edges of the heat.

He looked down at her. “Are you going to tell your mom?”

Lainey’s gaze held his. She swallowed. Hesitated. Then a new, different kind of smile touched her lips—shy, but hungry. “No,” she said softly. “Not as long as… not as long as we can do that again.”

The words sent a thrill through him that was immediately chased by a bolt of pure dread. He looked at the door, imagining his wife’s key in the lock. The risk was catastrophic.

But as he looked back at Lainey’s flushed skin, her swollen lips, her eyes already darkening with the memory of what just happened, the dread couldn’t find a foothold. It was smothered by a thicker, hotter desire.

5 - A BRATTY STEPDAUGHTER’S SHOPPING SPREE
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The crisp rustle of shopping bags filled the silence of her bedroom. Lexi shoved the last gleaming boutique bag deep into the back of her closet, behind a tangle of discarded sweaters. Her heart hammered, a frantic rhythm against her ribs. He won’t check. He never checks. The lie tasted sweet, a sugar-rush of rebellion. She’d been told to be careful, to stick to a strict budget. Marcus’s words, calm and final, had been a door clicking shut. So she’d taken the emergency card, the one he’d said was for actual emergencies, and she’d blown the door right off its hinges.

The sound of the front door opening downstairs froze her blood. Too early. He wasn’t supposed to be home for hours.

She heard his footsteps, measured and firm, on the stairs. They didn’t go to the master suite. They came straight down the hall. To her door.

It opened without a knock.

Marcus stood there, still in his charcoal work suit, his tie loosened. His gaze swept the room, not stopping on her, but landing on the sliver of embossed paper peeking out from under her closet door. A receipt. Her stomach plunged.

He didn’t speak. He just walked to the closet, pulled the door open, and stared at the mountain of glossy bags. He reached in, pulled one out. Then another. Silk, cashmere, fine leather spilled onto her bedroom floor like a confession.

“Lexi.” His voice was flat. Controlled. “My office. Now.”

She followed him downstairs, the air between them thick enough to choke on. The home office smelled of him—sandalwood and clean paper. He closed the door behind her. The snick of the lock engaging was the loudest sound she’d ever heard.

He leaned against the heavy oak desk, crossing his arms. “Explain.”

She shrugged, forcing her voice into a brittle nonchalance. “What’s to explain? You’re made of money, Marcus. I just helped some of it find a better home.”

His jaw tightened. A muscle flickered in his cheek. “That card was for emergencies. For your safety. Not for… for this.”

“It felt like an emergency to me.” She tossed her hair, meeting his eyes. A challenge.

He stared at her for a long moment, and something in his expression shifted. The parental disappointment drained away, replaced by something colder, sharper. More calculating. “Alright,” he said, his voice dropping to a low rumble. “You want to spend like a grown woman? To make grown-up decisions with money that isn’t yours?” He pushed off the desk. “Then you’ll learn to settle your debts like one.”

Her bravado faltered. “What does that mean?”

“It means,” he said, stepping closer, the space between them shrinking to nothing, “that actions have consequences. Come here.”

He sat in the large leather desk chair. He pointed to the space in front of him. “Over my lap. Now.”

Heat flooded her face. “You’re not serious.”

“Try me.”

A wild, electric current shot through her. This wasn’t the scolding she’d expected. This was… something else. Her feet moved before her mind could protest. She stood beside him, the rich leather of the chair cool under her trembling fingers. He didn’t help her. He just watched as she awkwardly positioned herself, lowering her body across the hard expanse of his thighs. The position was profoundly vulnerable, her belly pressed against the firm muscle of his leg, her feet dangling. The world tilted.

His hand settled on the curve of her jean-clad bottom. A simple, heavy weight. “This,” he said, his voice close to her ear, “is for the deception.” His hand lifted and came down in a sharp, stinging slap.

Crack.

The sound was shockingly loud in the quiet room. The pain was immediate, a bright, hot bloom through the denim. She gasped.

Crack. Crack.

He found a rhythm, relentless and precise. Each smack landed on a different part of her ass, building the fire. The initial shock melted into a deep, throbbing heat. She squirmed, a soft whimper escaping her lips. But beneath the sting, something else uncoiled. A warmth pooled low in her belly. Her breath grew shallow.

“You spent,” crack, “without thinking,” crack, “without respect.” His words punctuated the spanks. “You wanted a reaction? You have it.”

Tears pricked her eyes, but they weren’t from pain. It was the sheer intensity of it, the shocking intimacy of his hand on her body, the way his stern tone was setting her nerves alight. The barrier she’d built between them over months of quiet tension shattered.

“I did!” she blurted out, her voice muffled against his leg. “I only did it to get your attention!”

His hand stilled, resting on the scorched fabric of her jeans. The sudden absence of the blows was almost worse. “My attention?” he echoed, his voice rough.

“You don’t even notice I exist, unless I’m getting in trouble. You give me money, but you don’t really care about me… not really.”

A long silence stretched. Then, his fingers, which had been delivering punishment, curled into the waistband of her jeans. He hooked his thumbs in. “Lift your hips.”

Her mind went blank. She obeyed. He peeled the jeans down her legs, taking her panties with them in one rough motion. The cool office air kissed her exposed, burning skin. The vulnerability was absolute. She was bare over his lap, her flushed bottom on full display.

His breath left him in a slow, controlled stream. His palm, calloused and warm, smoothed over the heated flesh. The touch was no longer punitive. It was an assessment. A possession.

“You foolish girl,” he murmured, but the anger was gone, replaced by a thick, dark hunger. His fingers traced the seam of her body, lower, until they brushed the wet heat between her legs. “Do you know how hard I’ve been trying to be a good stepfather? To avoid these feelings? To look at you like a stepdaughter?”

She jolted. A sharp, sweet shock arced through her.

“You’re soaked,” he growled, the sound vibrating through his chest and into her. One finger, then two, pressed against her entrance. They slid inside her with no resistance, a smooth, deep invasion that made her cry out and push back against his hand. Oh god. The fullness was exquisite. Her hips moved on their own, riding his fingers, the earlier pain transforming into a raw, aching need.

“This is the reaction you wanted?” His fingers curled inside her, pressing on a spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids. His other hand gripped her hip, holding her still for his exploration.

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

He withdrew his fingers, shiny with her arousal. Before she could protest, his hands were on her, lifting her from his lap as if she weighed nothing. He turned her and placed her on the edge of the massive oak desk, scattering papers. “Lie back.”

She did, her back against the cool wood, her legs hanging off the edge. He pushed them apart, kneeling between them on the Persian rug. His eyes, dark and blazing, held hers for a heartbeat before he lowered his head.

His mouth on her was a revelation. Not soft, not tentative. It was hungry and deliberate. His tongue laved a broad stripe through her folds before zeroing in on her clit. He sucked the sensitive bud into his mouth, and her back arched off the desk, a broken sound tearing from her throat. His hands pinned her hips down, his stubble rough against her tender inner thighs as he feasted on her. The rhythm was merciless—flat, broad strokes, then focused, flicking pressure. The coil inside her wound tighter and tighter, pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain. She clutched at the edge of the desk, knuckles white, her cries filling the room.

“Marcus… I’m… I’m gonna…”

He groaned against her, the vibration pushing her to the edge. He slid two fingers back inside her, crooking them, fucking her in time with the suction of his mouth.

She shattered. The orgasm ripped through her, a convulsive, blinding wave that left her trembling and boneless on the desk. He didn’t stop, licking and lapping gently through her contractions, drawing every last pulse from her until she was weakly pushing his head away, oversensitive and spent.

He rose, his own breathing ragged. He unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding free with a hiss. His trousers and boxers followed, pooling at his feet. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid, the tip glistening. He grasped her ankles, pulling her toward him until her ass was just off the edge of the desk.

“Up,” he commanded, his voice gravel. “On your feet. Turn around.”

Her legs felt like water, but she managed to slide off the desk, turning her back to him. He pressed a hand between her shoulder blades, bending her forward over the polished wood. Her cheek pressed against a financial report. Her well-spanked ass was high in the air, exposed and offered.

The broad, hot head of his cock nudged at her entrance, still slick from his mouth and her climax. He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

He filled her in one slow, inexorable thrust. The stretch was breathtaking, a fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was so much larger than his fingers. He paused, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.

“This,” he said, his voice a harsh whisper against her ear as he leaned over her, “is how you start to pay it back.” He withdrew almost all the way, then drove back in. A deep, punishing stroke that made her gasp. “Every dollar. Every cent.”

He set a relentless pace, each thrust jolting her forward on the desk. The slap of skin on skin, of his body against her tender behind, was a lewd, rhythmic counterpoint to his words. The initial fullness melted into a deep, grinding friction that lit up every nerve ending. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length.

“You’ll come to my office every night after dinner,” he grunted, his thrusts growing harder, faster. “You’ll present yourself to me. Just like this. And you’ll take whatever I decide to give you.”

The filth of his words, the absolute authority in them, combined with the brutal, perfect friction of his cock inside her, built another orgasm with terrifying speed. It wasn’t the sharp peak from before; it was a deep, rolling quake starting in her core.

“Do you understand?” he demanded, one hand snaking around to her front, finding her clit and rubbing rough, tight circles.

“Yes!” she cried, her vision blurring. “Yes, Marcus!”

“You’ll work it off. Every. Last. Dime.” His rhythm broke, his thrusts becoming erratic, powerful. His fingers on her clit were relentless.

The second climax tore through her, a raw, guttural release that had her screaming into the wood of the desk. Her internal muscles spasmed around him, and with a final, savage thrust, he buried himself deep and followed her over, his own release pumping into her with a hot, possessive rush. His groan was long and low, a sound of utter surrender.

He stayed inside her, slumped over her back, both of them panting, slick with sweat. The only sound was their ragged breathing and the faint tick of the office clock.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. He turned her around, his hands firm on her arms. His eyes searched her face, her swollen lips, her dazed eyes. The stern mask was gone, replaced by a naked, hungry satisfaction.

"Go upstairs," Marcus said, his voice returning to that low, administrative rumble, though the heat behind it remained. "Put on one of those expensive silk dresses you bought. The one with the slit up the thigh. Then come back down and sit at the table for dinner like nothing happened."

Lexi nodded, her knees still trembling as she pulled her discarded jeans and panties from the floor. She felt the heavy, wet evidence of their encounter sliding down her thigh, a secret weight that felt like a permanent mark of his ownership. She looked at him—the man who had just dismantled her rebellion and replaced it with a dark, thrilling devotion.

6 - STEPDAD’S KINKY BROWSER HISTORY
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The pale blue glow of the family computer screen washed over Alyssa’s face. She was just checking her email. But the browser history—a lingering trail of digital sins—caught her eye. The links weren’t the usual news or sports pages. The words made her pause: Rigid Discipline. Obedient Hearts. Silk and Leather. She immediately knew who had been looking at those websites. Her stepdad, John.

Her first reaction was a hot flush of embarrassment, a reflexive need to click away. But her finger hovered. Curiosity, a sharp and unwelcome prickle, held her in place. She clicked. The page loaded, images of bound limbs, of stern expressions and yielding poses. Her breath caught—not in a hitch, but a full, sharp stop. A coiled warmth, unfamiliar and insistent, spread low in her belly. She spent an hour in the dim office, the silent house a cocoon around her, scrolling, reading, her pulse a steady drum against her ribs.

The next week was a haze. John, big and quiet, making pancakes on Sunday, seemed different. His hands, broad and capable, fixing the sink. His voice, a low rumble during dinner conversation. Every ordinary moment became layered. In her room, in the shower, her own fingers traced paths on her skin, imagining his. The fantasies weren’t gentle. They were about pressure, about surrender, about that firm, commanding presence she’d glimpsed in pixelated shadows on the screen. The wanting became a constant hum beneath her skin.

The opportunity arrived with a text from her mom. Running late, stuck in a meeting, don’t wait up. The house was quiet, save for the muffled roar of a football game from the living room. John sat in his recliner, a beer sweating on the side table. Alyssa stood in the doorway, her courage a fragile, fluttering thing.

“We need to talk about the computer history,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

John’s head snapped toward her. The color drained from his face, then rushed back in a deep, mortified crimson. He fumbled for the remote, muting the game. The sudden silence was heavy.

“Alyssa, I… that’s…” He ran a hand over his jaw. “It’s just… porn. Guys look at stuff. It doesn’t mean anything.”

“It looked like it meant something,” she pressed, stepping into the room. The scent of his aftershave, clean and sharp, mixed with the leather of the chair. “It was specific. All that… control. Dominance.”

He stared at her, his expression shifting from shame to a dawning, horrified understanding. “You shouldn’t have seen that. You shouldn’t be talking about this.”

“But I am.” Her heart hammered against her sternum. The words, practiced in her mind all week, tumbled out. “I looked at it. All of it. And I… I can’t stop thinking about it. About… being the one in those pictures. With you.”

The air left the room. John’s eyes widened, a storm of conflict in their grey depths. “Jesus, Alyssa. No. That’s wrong. I’m your… I’m married to your mother.”

“She’s not here.” The statement hung between them, simple and devastating. Alyssa took another step, closing the distance. She could see the rapid beat of his pulse in his throat. “She doesn’t want what you want. I saw the websites. I know what you dream about. I’ve been dreaming about it, too.”

For a long moment, he just looked at her. The denial in his eyes warred with a raw, hungry flicker she recognized from her own mirror. The part of him that had curated that secret history was winning. His voice dropped, gravelly and thick. “You don’t know what you’re asking for.”

“Show me.”

Those two words shattered the last of his resistance. A muscle ticked in his jaw. He rose from the chair, his size suddenly overwhelming in the quiet living room. Without a word, he turned and walked down the hall toward the master bedroom. She followed, her legs trembling.

In the bedroom, he went to the back of the walk-in closet and pulled out a nondescript cardboard box, dust clinging to its edges. He set it on the bed with a soft thump. “I bought this… years ago. For an anniversary. Your mom… she thought it was ridiculous. Sick.” He opened the flaps. Alyssa peered inside. Neatly arranged were coils of soft rope, leather cuffs, a blindfold, a small black flogger with tails that looked like supple suede, a sleek vibrator, and other items she couldn’t immediately identify.

John picked up the flogger, running the tails through his fingers. The gesture was thoughtful, almost reverent. When he looked at her, his demeanor had shifted. The conflicted stepdad was receding, replaced by a man with a focused, intense calm. “Last chance to walk away.”

Alyssa shook her head, her mouth dry.

“Then strip. Everything off. Now.”

His tone brooked no argument. It was the voice from her fantasies. Her fingers, clumsy with adrenaline, went to the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head, shucked her jeans, her underwear, until she stood naked before him, the cool air pebbling her skin. His gaze traveled over her, not with a lover’s warmth, but with an appraiser’s cool assessment. It made her feel utterly exposed, and a fresh wave of heat pulsed between her thighs.

“Turn around. Bend over the foot of the bed. Grab the comforter.”

She obeyed, her spine a graceful arch as she leaned forward, her cheek pressing into the soft fabric. Her ass was elevated, vulnerable. She heard the soft whish of the flogger through the air a second before impact.

The first strike was a surprise. A sharp, bright sting across the crest of her buttocks that made her gasp. It wasn’t the dull thud of a spanking; it was precise, almost electric. Before the sensation could fade, another landed just below it. Then another. A rhythm began—crack… crack… crack—each stroke layering a new bloom of heat over the last. The pain was real, sharp, but it didn’t make her want to flee. It ignited something. With each strike, a corresponding jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure shot straight to her core. A low moan escaped her lips.

“Count them,” his voice commanded from behind her.

“One,” she breathed out after the next strike. “Two… three…” By the fifth, her voice was trembling. By the tenth, the sting had melted into a deep, radiating warmth that made her hips press backward, seeking more. He stopped. The silence was filled with the sound of her own ragged breathing.

She heard the clink of metal. Strong hands took her wrists, one at a time, guiding them to the carved wooden posts at the head of the bed. Cool, padded leather cuffs encircled them, buckles clicking shut with finality. He moved down, doing the same to her ankles, spreading her legs wide, tying her open and immobile to the bedframe. The helplessness was intoxicating.

Then, nothing. Just the sound of his movements. She strained to hear. A soft, electronic buzz filled the quiet, coming closer. The smooth, rounded tip of the vibrator touched the inside of her thigh, tracing a maddeningly slow path upward. It circled her mound, teasing the nerves without giving her what she needed. It hovered near her entrance, the vibration humming against her wetness, but didn’t enter.

“Please,” she heard herself whimper, arching her back.

“Please, what?” His voice was close to her ear.

“Please… touch me. There.”

The vibrator pressed against her clit. The direct contact was a shock of bliss so intense her whole body jerked against the restraints. He worked her with it, varying the pressure, circling, pressing, letting the vibrations ripple through her. Pleasure built in swift, dizzying waves, coiling tight in her belly. She was panting, her knuckles white where she gripped the bedposts. She was right on the edge, muscles clenching, a scream building in her throat.

He pulled it away.

The sudden absence was a physical ache. She cried out, a sound of pure frustration. “No! God, please!”

“Not like that,” he said, his voice rough. She heard him rustle in the box again. When he returned, something larger, cooler, and slick with lube nudged at her opening. It was the dildo, substantial and unforgiving. He pushed it into her, filling her with a deep, stretching pressure that made her gasp. He fucked her with it, deep, measured strokes that rubbed against every sensitive place inside her but wasn’t him. It was a tool, an extension of his will.

“I want you,” she begged, the words torn from her. “The real thing. John, please.”

A long pause. Then the sound of his belt buckle, the rasp of his zipper. The dildo was removed, leaving her empty and clenching at the air. The bed dipped behind her. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back into him. The broad, hot crown of his cock pressed against her soaked folds. With one firm thrust, he buried himself to the hilt.

Alyssa saw stars. The fullness was beyond anything she’d imagined. He was thick, stretching her exquisitely, his length reaching a depth that made her cry out. He didn’t pause. He set a punishing rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each powerful drive sent shocks of pleasure through her. The earlier sting from the flogger flared anew with every impact, a delicious counterpoint to the deep, internal friction. The restraints held her fast, allowing him to use her body with complete abandon. The sounds were obscene—skin slapping against skin, his guttural grunts, her own ragged moans.

“Is this what you wanted?” he growled, his hands digging into her flesh. “To be used like this?”

“Yes! Yes!” she sobbed, the tension coiling impossibly tight.

He locked his eyes with hers as he drove into her, over and over. The visual connection, seeing the raw need and conflict in his face, shattered her last restraint. The climax detonated without warning. It tore through her, a convulsive, mind-blanking wave that clenched around his thrusting cock. She screamed, her body bowing against the cuffs. Her spasms triggered his own release. With a final, deep plunge, he stilled, a low roar escaping him as he poured himself into her, hot and endless.

For minutes, the only sounds were their heaving breaths. Slowly, sensation returned. The ache in her wrists. The glorious, throbbing soreness between her legs. The cooling sweat on her skin.

John moved first, his movements now clumsy, hurried. He unbuckled the cuffs, his fingers fumbling. He didn’t look at her. As soon as she was free, he rolled away, sitting on the edge of the bed with his back to her, his head in his hands.

“That was a mistake,” he said, his voice hollow, stripped of all its earlier command. “A terrible mistake. You can’t… no one can ever know. Do you understand me?”

Alyssa sat up, rubbing her wrists, feeling the imprint of the leather, the ghost of his hands. The warmth of him was still inside her. She looked at his broad, slumped back, the tension in his shoulders.

“I understand,” she whispered.

He didn’t turn around. “Get dressed. Go to your room.”

She gathered her clothes, her movements slow, her body humming with spent pleasure and a strange, defiant hope. Maybe, he would change his mind. It wasn’t a mistake, and she wanted to do it again.
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The screen glowed in the dim afternoon light of the living room, a parade of images that made David’s stomach twist. There she was. Maya. His Maya. Posed against her lavender headboard in black lace that covered nothing, a smirk on her full lips. Another of her in a red teddy, the camera angle looking up from the floor. His thumb slid, a traitor, dragging down the feed. Each post was a fresh punch to his gut. A hot, sharp feeling—part fury, part something else entirely—coiled tight in his chest.

He’d stumbled upon the account by accident, a suggested follower popping up with a username he recognized as her silly childhood nickname. The profile was public.

His wife, Evelyn, was at her book club. Maya was attending one of her college classes. The house held that heavy, silent weight of empty rooms. David stood, the phone hot in his hand, and moved down the hall. Maya’s door was shut. He turned the knob and stepped inside.

The room smelled like her—vanilla lotion and clean laundry. The bed was unmade, a tumble of soft gray sheets. His eyes went straight to the nightstand. An impulse, dark and urgent, took over. He yanked the drawer open.

There, atop a jumble of hair ties and old lip balms, lay a sleek, pale pink vibrator. It was small, innocuous-looking. He stared at it, his breath catching in his throat. His imagination ignited, a flash-fire of her using it, here, in this bed, maybe while looking at the likes pouring in on her phone. Heat flooded his face, a rush of embarrassment followed immediately by a thick, unwelcome surge of arousal. He shoved the thing back into the drawer and slammed it shut, the sound too loud in the quiet room.

He left, closing her door with a soft click, the images seared behind his eyes.

—

Two days later, the tension was a live wire strung between them. She’d been flippant at dinner, dismissive. Evelyn noticed nothing, chatting about a new recipe. David waited. He planned.

Now, with Evelyn safely out for the evening, he found Maya in the kitchen, pouring a glass of iced tea. She wore tiny denim shorts and a thin white tank top, no bra. The casual display felt like a provocation.

“We need to talk,” he said, his voice low.

She rolled her eyes. “About?”

“Your room. Now.”

She sighed, a dramatic, put-upon sound, but she followed him. The moment they were inside her bedroom, he closed the door.

“What’s the problem, now?” she asked, looking annoyed.

He pulled his phone from his pocket, thumbed it open, and held it up to her face. Her own profile filled the screen. “Care to explain this?”

Maya’s eyes widened for a split second, then her face smoothed into that infuriating, knowing smirk. She crossed her arms under her breasts, pushing them up. “Wow. Creep much? Scrolling through my page? Guess I was right. You’re probably my biggest fan.” Her voice was a lazy, taunting drawl. “You like the one in the red? I thought that one came out nice.”

Something in David snapped. The coil in his chest released, not into calm, but into a white-hot clarity. All the worry, the anger, the torturous, unwanted lust fused into a single, driving purpose.

“Biggest fan?” he echoed, his own voice frighteningly calm. He pocketed the phone. “No, Maya. If you want to be a public spectacle, a little tease for every stranger online, then you don’t need a fan. You need someone to show you what happens when a tease gets handled.”

He moved fast. Before she could react, his hand shot out and plucked her own phone from the back pocket of her shorts. He tossed it onto the dresser, out of reach.

“Hey!” she yelped, reaching for it.

He caught her wrist, his grip firm. “You’ve lost phone privileges.” He pulled her, not roughly, but with an undeniable force, towards the bed. She stumbled against him, a soft oof of surprise leaving her lips. He sat on the edge of the mattress and, in one fluid motion, bent her over his lap. Her stomach landed on the duvet, her legs dangling.

“David! Stop it! Let me go!” she shrieked, wriggling. Her shorts, those tiny scraps of denim, stretched tight over the full curve of her ass.

He didn’t answer. His left arm came down across the small of her back, pinning her. With his right hand, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and yanked them down, taking her thin cotton panties with them in a single, harsh pull. They pooled at her knees. The cool air of the room hit her exposed skin, and she froze for a second, utterly still.

Then his palm connected with her right cheek.

The smack was sharp, percussive. A bright, pink handprint bloomed instantly on her pale skin. Maya gasped, a shocked, indignant sound.

He spanked her again. Left cheek this time. Another stinging blow. And again. Right. Left. He set a relentless rhythm, each slap landing on tender flesh, the sound filling the room. Her initial protests—stop, don’t, you can’t—dissolved into sharp, choked cries. Her body stopped fighting; instead, she pushed her hips back, subtly, meeting each strike. The skin of her rear grew hot under his hand, turning a deep, uniform rose pink, then red.

He could feel the heat radiating from her. He could see the wet gleam between her legs, now openly exposed. Her cries shifted. The anger leaked out, replaced by shallow, shaky breaths. A low moan vibrated against his thigh.

David stopped, his own palm stinging. He ran his fingers lightly over the heated flesh, feeling the tremor that ran through her. “You see?” he murmured, his voice gravelly. “This is what you do. You post those pictures… you leave your things lying around… and you think it doesn’t have consequences? I’ve been tortured, Maya. For weeks. Seeing you like that. Knowing what you’re doing.”

He shifted her off his lap, laying her on her back in the center of the bed. Her eyes were wide, dark pools, her lips parted. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. She didn’t try to cover herself.

He stood and went to her dresser, yanking open the top drawer. Inside, amid a tangle of socks, were two long silk scarves, one emerald green, one sapphire blue. He took them.

Returning to the bed, he hauled her up by her wrists. She was pliant, her earlier defiance gone, replaced by a dazed, hungry anticipation. He wrapped one scarf tightly around her right wrist, then looped it around a sturdy post of her wrought-iron headboard. He did the same with the other wrist, pulling her arms up and apart, stretching her body out before him. A flush spread from her chest up her neck.

“Comfortable?” he asked, his tone all false concern.

She bit her lip, then nodded, a quick, jerky motion.

David’s gaze traveled down her body, over the swell of her breasts under the thin tank top, down her flat stomach, to the thatch of dark curls and the glistening pink folds beneath. He hooked his fingers in the shorts and pulled them free. He reached out and slowly peeled the soaked cotton of her panties away from where they were tangled at her knees, tossing them aside.

Then he turned and opened her nightstand drawer.

Her eyes tracked his movement. When she saw what he retrieved, a sharp, shocked breath hissed between her teeth. The pale pink vibrator looked obscene in his large, masculine hand.

He clicked it on. A low, insistent buzz hummed in the quiet room. He held it near her thigh, not touching her, just letting her feel the vibration in the air. “You like this, don’t you?” he said. “This is what you use when you’re all alone, thinking about all those anonymous eyes on you.”

“David…” she whispered, her voice strained.

He brought the buzzing tip to the inside of her knee, tracing a slow, maddening path upward. Her legs twitched. He skated it along her inner thigh, closer, closer to the heat, then pulled away. She whimpered, a raw, needy sound.

“Please,” she breathed.

“Please what?” He pressed the vibrator against her lower belly, letting the sensation reverberate through her.

“Please… don’t stop.”

He moved it down, through her curls, and finally, finally let the humming plastic nudge her clit.

Maya’s back arched off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. Her hips bucked, seeking more pressure. He gave it to her, holding the device right there, circling that tight, swollen bud. Her moans became continuous, a desperate melody. Her bound hands clenched into fists above her head.

“Is this what you wanted?” he growled, watching her come apart. “All those posts… were you hoping someone would see you and do this?”

“Yes! God, yes!” she sobbed, her hips pistoning against the unyielding vibration.

He pulled it away. She screamed in frustration, her body trembling on a precipice. “No! Keep going! Please, David, I’ll do anything!”

He looked at her, at her wrecked expression, at the slick evidence of her desire coating her thighs. The last shred of his control evaporated. He unbuttoned his jeans, shoved them and his boxers down just enough to free his erection. He was painfully hard, thick and veined, the head dark and wet.

He moved onto the bed, kneeling over her face. “You want to do something? Do this.”

She understood instantly. Her head lifted, her mouth seeking him. She took the head between her lips, her tongue swirling, before sinking down, taking him deep into her throat. She gagged once, softly, then relaxed, her eyes sliding shut in concentration. The feeling was exquisite—hot, wet, tight suction. He watched himself disappear between her plush, smirking lips, now devoted to him.

He set a slow, deep rhythm, fucking her mouth. Drool slicked her chin. Her noises were guttural, hungry. He tangled a hand in her hair, not forcing, just holding, guiding. The sight, the sensation, the complete submission—it pushed him to the edge fast.

He pulled himself from her mouth with a wet pop. She gasped for air, her lips swollen and slick.

“Not like that,” he rasped. “Not yet.”

He pushed her legs apart, kneeling between them. He positioned the head of his cock at her entrance, rubbing it through her dripping wetness, coating himself in her. He looked into her eyes, held her gaze.

“This is mine now,” he said, the words leaving him like a vow. “You understand? No one else sees this. No one else gets this.”

“Yours,” she panted, nodding frantically. “It’s yours.”

He drove into her in one long, deep stroke.

She cried out, a sound of pure, shocked pleasure. She was so tight, so incredibly hot and wet, her inner muscles fluttering around him as she adjusted. He stayed buried to the hilt, savoring the feeling of being fully sheathed inside her, of her body stretching to accommodate him.

Then he moved. He started a relentless, pounding rhythm, each thrust grinding his pelvis against her sensitive clit. The bed rocked, the headboard tapping the wall in time. Maya’s cries rose in pitch, becoming screams that she muffled by biting her own arm. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his back, pulling him deeper.

The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her choked pleas—it was a symphony of possession. He could feel his own climax building, a torrential pressure at the base of his spine. He reached between them, his thumb finding her clit again, rubbing hard, fast circles.

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice raw. “Now.”

It tipped her over. Her body seized, her back bowing off the mattress as a violent, shaking orgasm ripped through her. Her internal muscles clenched around him in rhythmic pulses, milking him, pulling his own release from him. With a guttural groan, he plunged deep and stilled, spilling himself inside her in hot, endless waves.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight pressing her into the mattress, both of them slick with sweat and spent. For long minutes, the only sound was their ragged breathing slowing.

Slowly, he pushed himself up. He untied the silk scarves from her wrists, his fingers gentle now. She brought her arms down, rubbing the red marks left behind. She wouldn’t look at him.

David stood, tucking himself back into his jeans. He felt emptied, calm in a way he hadn’t in months. He walked to the dresser and picked up her phone. He unlocked it—she’d never changed her password from her birthday—and opened the social media app.

He deleted the account. Every post, every follower, gone with a few taps.

Then he opened her photo gallery. He scrolled, finding the originals—the ones she’d taken but never posted, more explicit, more private. He selected them all. With a final tap, he airdropped the collection to his own phone.

The transfer completed. He deleted them from her device.

He placed her phone back on the dresser and looked at Maya. She was curled on her side now, watching him, her expression unreadable.

“The public show is over,” he said, his voice quiet but final. He tucked his own phone, now heavy with its new, secret gallery, into his pocket.
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The red light on the hallway camera blinked, a tiny malevolent eye recording her every stumble. Tessa fumbled with her keys, the metallic scrape too sharp in the silent midnight house. She pushed the door open, the scent of her night—cigarette smoke, cheap beer, the earthy hint of weed—clinging to her like a second skin. Her heels made soft taps on the tile.

The kitchen light flared on, blinding her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The first smack landed.

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

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

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

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

His fingers moved.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl,” he murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He pushed inside.

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

Then he pulled back and drove into her again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And as she climbed the stairs to her room, her hand trailing along the banister, Tessa realized she wasn't just okay with it—she was already counting down the minutes until she could break the rules again.
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The glow of the smartphone screen was the only thing illuminating Gabe’s face in the dark kitchen, but it was enough to show the muscle jumping in his jaw. On the screen, Sierra was the star of a series of reckless TikToks. She was draped over a frat boy’s shoulder, a red cup in one hand and a thick cloud of smoke exhaled from her lips in the other, her eyes glassed over and daring the camera—daring him—to say something.

Since Gabe had married her mother three years ago, Sierra had made it her mission to be his greatest challenge. She was twenty now, a college sophomore who treated the house like a hotel and Gabe like an intruder. She knew he was a man of high standards, a man who valued the family’s reputation in their small, gossiping town, and she delighted in dragging that reputation through the mud one post at a time.

When the front door finally creaked open at 2:00 AM, Gabe was waiting in the foyer. The smell of cheap beer and stale smoke hit him before she even crossed the threshold. Sierra didn't flinch when she saw him; she just leaned against the wall, a slow, provocative smirk spreading across her mascara-smudged face.

“Are you going to do something about it?”

The words were a direct challenge, sharp and reckless. She knew those videos were an embarrassment that would live on the internet forever, and she wanted to see him break. She wanted to see the "composed" stepfather finally lose his cool.

Gabe didn’t yell. He didn’t even raise his voice. He just looked at her, his gaze cutting through her drunken bravado with a clinical, heavy-handed authority that made the air in the room suddenly feel very thin.

“Come with me,” he said, his voice a low, dangerous velvet.

He didn't lead her toward the stairs or her bedroom. He turned toward the den—his private sanctuary, a room filled with leather, mahogany, and the weight of his rules. As Sierra followed him, her heart began to hammer a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She had spent months begging for his attention through her "bratty" behavior, but as the door to the den clicked shut behind them, she realized she was finally about to get exactly what she asked for.

The den felt different at night. The leather sofa absorbed the light from the single lamp he switched on. The glow was amber and intimate, carving shadows across the shelves of books and the old mahogany desk. He pointed to the corner where the walls met.

“Stand there. Face the wall.”

Sierra snorted, a brittle sound. “You’re kidding. I’m twenty, not twelve.”

“You’re acting like a child who needs correction,” Gabe said, his voice still that infuriating, calm monotone. “So you’ll be treated like one. Stand in the corner. Now.”

She held his stare for a long moment, her heart hammering against her ribs. This was the reaction she’d wanted, wasn’t it? This… attention. But the reality of it, the sheer physicality of his command, was more potent than she’d imagined. With a slow, exaggerated roll of her eyes, she turned and shuffled to the corner, the plush carpet muffling her steps.

She heard the soft rustle of fabric behind her. “Take off your dress.”

Her breath caught—not a hitch, but a full, silent stop. She turned her head, looking at him over her shoulder. “What?”

“You heard me. The dress comes off. Everything but your underwear. You wanted an audience for your little performance tonight. Now you have one.” He had settled into his large desk chair, his phone already in his hand, the screen casting a blue sheen across his stern features.

Her fingers, suddenly clumsy, went to the tiny zipper at the back of her short, silky dress. The air in the den was cool against her skin as the fabric slithered down her body, pooling at her feet in a whisper of sound. She stood there in just her lace panties and matching bralette, the chill raising goosebumps along her arms and thighs. Exposed. It was a thousand times more vulnerable than any TikTok.

“Face the wall, Sierra. Hands at your sides.”

She obeyed, her cheek nearly touching the cream-colored paint. She could hear the faint, tinny audio start from his phone. Her own laughter, high and flirty. A male voice responding. Her stomach tightened. He was watching them. The videos she’d posted just hours ago, knowing full well he followed her account.

The silence between the video clips was worse than any commentary. It stretched, thick and charged. She could feel his eyes on her back, on the curve of her ass barely covered by black lace, on the line of her spine. Her skin hummed with the awareness.

“Come here.”

She jumped at the command. Turning, she saw he’d placed the phone face down on the desk. His expression was unreadable. She walked to him, the space between them shrinking with each step that felt too loud in the quiet room.

“Bend over the arm of the sofa.”

It wasn’t a request. Her mouth went dry. She moved to the large leather couch, the smooth, cool grain meeting her palms as she leaned forward, her torso resting on the cushioned seat, her hips angled up over the rolled arm. The position arched her back, presenting her. She felt a flush burn from her chest up to her cheeks.

She heard him stand, heard the soft tread of his socks on the carpet. Then his hand was on the small of her back, a firm, warm pressure holding her in place. The first slap landed without warning.

Smack.

It was a clean, open-palmed strike, the sound shockingly loud. A sharp, stinging heat bloomed across her left cheek. She gasped, her fingers digging into the leather.

Smack.

The right side this time, the impact jolting through her. The sting was immediate, bright, followed by a deeper, throbbing warmth that seeped into the muscle. A third, a fourth. He wasn’t raging; he was methodical. Each spank was measured, controlled, landing with a solid, unforgiving weight that left her skin tingling and sensitive.

The initial shock of pain began to shift, to mutate. The heat spread, not just across her skin but inside her. A low pulse started between her legs, a heavy, needy ache that grew with every strike. Her sharp inhalations turned into something else—soft, shuddering breaths that caught in her throat. The defiance that had fueled her all night melted, replaced by a liquid, shameful yearning. She pressed her hips down against the firm arm of the sofa, seeking friction, a pathetic little motion she couldn’t stop.

The spanking stopped. His hand rested, hot and heavy, on the heated skin of her ass. He leaned close, his voice a rough murmur by her ear. “Why, Sierra? What was the point of all that?”

The words tumbled out, raw and honest, pulled from her by the fog of pain and arousal. “I wanted you to see them.” Her voice was thick. “I wanted your attention. I wanted… I wanted you to be jealous.”

A low sound rumbled in his chest. His hand smoothed over the tender flesh, the touch almost a caress now. “Jealous?” The word was gravel. “You have no idea. Watching those boys paw at you, seeing you smile for them… it was torture. Every second.”

He pulled her up, turning her to face him. Her eyes were wet, her lips parted. She saw it then—the tight clench of his jaw, the dark intensity in his eyes he could no longer hide. It mirrored the frantic beat of her own heart.

“You think this is a game?” he asked, his fingers gripping her chin, not hard enough to hurt, but enough to make her focus entirely on him.

“Isn’t it?” she whispered back.

His answer was a kiss. It wasn’t gentle. It was an inferno, his mouth searing over hers, his tongue pushing past her lips in a deep, consuming stroke that tasted of coffee and restraint finally shattered. She melted into it, her arms winding around his neck, her body straining against his. When he broke away, they were both breathing hard.

“On your knees.”

Her legs gave way without protest. She sank to the carpet, the rough fibers pressing into her shins. Her hands went to the waistband of his sweatpants, tugging them down along with his boxers. He sprang free, thick and already fully hard. In the lamplight, he looked intimidating, real. The scent of him, clean skin and something uniquely masculine, filled her senses.

She didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of her tongue to the broad head was tentative, a slow, wet circle. He groaned, a harsh sound that vibrated through her. Yes. She took him deeper, her mouth stretching to accommodate him. Her world narrowed to this: the salty taste of him, the solid weight on her tongue, the faint tremble in his thighs as she began to move.

She took her time, worshipful, as he’d demanded. Hollowing her cheeks, she drew him in until the tip brushed the back of her throat, then pulled back with a slow, suctioning drag. Her hand wrapped around the base, working in tandem with her mouth. She listened to every ragged breath, every guttural sound he made, using them as a guide. Her own arousal was a fierce, distracting throb, but this was for him. This was her apology, her offering, her proof.

“Enough.” The word was strained. He pulled her up by her arms, his grip tight. “Turn around. Now.”

He guided her back to the sofa, bending her over the same armrest. This time, he stepped close behind her. One hand splayed possessively across the hot, sensitive skin of her ass, the other guided himself to her entrance. She was soaked, her underwear a damp, useless scrap of lace he didn’t bother to remove, just pushed aside.

He entered her in one long, relentless push.

Sierra cried out, her back arching. He filled her completely, a burning, stretching invasion that stole the air from her lungs. He didn’t move for a long moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel the full, overwhelming reality of him inside her. Then his hands clamped on her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, sure to leave marks.

He began to move.

His thrusts were deep and punishing, each one a firm, controlled surge that drove her forward against the sofa. There was no gentle rhythm, no tentative exploration. This was possession. Reclamation. Every snap of his hips was a wordless assertion of the authority she’d challenged. The leather squeaked softly with their rhythm, a counterpoint to the wet, slick sounds of their joining.

The earlier sting from the spanking flared anew with each impact, a bright, delicious pain that fused with the deep, internal friction. It coiled the tension in her belly tighter and tighter. She was fracturing, coming apart under the sheer physical force of him. Her noises were helpless, choked gasps and moans she muffled against the cool leather.

“Is this what you wanted?” he growled, his voice thick with strain. One hand left her hip, tangling in her hair, pulling her head back to arch her spine further. “All those boys… was this what you were really after?”

“Yes,” she sobbed, the confession torn from her. “Only you. It was only ever you.”

The admission broke something in his control. His thrusts lost their measured pace, becoming harder, faster, erratic. The hand in her hair tightened. The other slid around her hip, his fingers finding the swollen, sensitive bud between her legs.

That was all it took.

Her climax ripped through her without warning, a violent, consuming wave that clenched around him, milking him, pulling a raw shout from his throat. He drove into her once, twice more, then held himself deep as his own release flooded her, hot and endless. She felt every pulse, every shudder that racked his big frame as he leaned over her, his weight a comforting, crushing pressure.

For long minutes, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the faint hum of the house. Slowly, he softened inside her and slipped out. He turned her, gathering her against his chest. They sank together onto the soft carpet, a tangled mess of limbs and spent passion.

Her head rested on his shoulder, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his damp t-shirt. The silence was different now. Peaceful. Charged.

“No more videos,” he said finally, his voice a low rumble beneath her ear.

She tilted her head up to look at him. A small, secret smile touched her swollen lips. “No more videos,” she agreed. Her finger tapped his chest. “As long as this happens again.”
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The silence in the hallway was a living thing, thick and suffocating. Allie kept her eyes fixed on the floorboards, the scent of her mother’s perfume still hanging in the air from her goodbye kiss an hour ago. She moved to brush past the broad shape blocking her path to the kitchen.

Nolan’s hand shot out, not rough, but inescapable. His fingers wrapped around her upper arm, the heat of his grip searing through her thin sweater.

“We’re done with this,” his voice was a low rumble in the quiet house.

Allie flinched, finally lifting her gaze. His eyes were dark, intent. A week of perfected indifference cracked inside her chest. “Done with what?” she muttered, the sarcasm tinny and weak. “I’m just going to get water.”

She tried to tug her arm free. He didn’t yield.

“The bratty princess act,” he clarified, his thumb stroking a slow, maddening circle on her inner arm. “It’s over. Your mom’s gone for the night. There’s no audience.”

Her pulse jumped, a frantic bird against her ribs. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

In one fluid motion, he bent and hooked an arm behind her knees, sweeping her up against his chest. A startled gasp escaped her. “Put me down!”

He carried her down the hall, his steps sure, and shouldered open the door to the master bedroom—her mother’s sanctuary, with its floral bedding and vanilla candles. The intimacy of the space sent a fresh shock through her. He dropped her onto the center of the big bed, the comforter soft beneath her.

He stood over her, unbuckling his belt. The leather slithered free with a sharp hiss. “You haven’t said a word to me in seven days. If you won’t use that mouth to speak,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument, “I’ll find another use for it.”

Panic and something else, something hot and shameful, coiled in her stomach. The pretense shattered. The words tumbled out, raw and honest. “I was scared.”

His hands stilled on his zipper. “Scared of what?”

She looked away, at the wedding photo on the dresser. “Of how much I want you. It’s… wrong. It’s sick. I thought if I ignored you, it would go away.”

The room got very quiet. Then came the sound of his zipper lowering, a deliberate, teeth-clinking descent. He pushed his pants and briefs down just enough to free himself. Her eyes dragged back, compelled.

He was already hard, thick and curving slightly upward. The sight made her mouth water, a direct, physical ache between her legs.

“Prove it,” he said.

Her limbs felt heavy, yet she slid off the bed, her knees hitting the plush carpet. The position itself was an act of surrender. Up close, he smelled like clean cotton and male skin. She leaned in, her lips parting.

The first touch of her tongue to the velvet-soft head was a revelation. A salty, clean taste. A low groan vibrated from his chest. Encouraged, she opened wider, taking him into the heat of her mouth. Her world narrowed to this: the weight on her tongue, the faint throb of his pulse against her lips, the crisp texture of his hair against her nose.

She worshipped him. With shallow sucks at the tip. With deep, taking strokes that made her jaw ache. Her hands came up to cradle his hips, then to slide beneath, cupping the tight warmth of his sac. His fingers speared into her hair, not forcing, but guiding, setting a rhythm that was relentless and deep.

“That’s it,” he breathed, his hips giving a slight thrust. “Take it. All of it.”

She did, her throat relaxing, accepting him until he nudged the back of it. Tears stung her eyes from the effort, from the sheer taboo of it. The sounds were obscene, wet and hungry, and they echoed in the quiet room.

With a growl, he pulled himself free. A string of saliva connected her lip to his glistening head for a second before it snapped. He hauled her up by her arms and turned her, his hands pulling her sweater up and over her head. Her bra followed. The cool air pebbled her skin, but his gaze was hotter.

He unbuttoned her jeans, yanked them and her panties down her legs. She stepped out, naked and exposed in the middle of her parents’ room. Before she could cover herself, he pushed her back onto the bed. He pulled two silk neckties from the top drawer.

Her breath caught. “Nolan…”

“Wrists,” was all he said.

She placed them above her head, against the carved wooden posts. The silk was cool, then tight, as he secured her with firm, efficient knots. The bindings weren’t cruel, but they were absolute. She was anchored, spread open for him.

He didn’t enter her. Not yet. He knelt between her splayed thighs, his hands pushing her legs wider. Then he lowered his head.

His mouth on her was devastating. Not gentle, not teasing. A flat, broad stroke of his tongue from her opening all the way up to her clit. She cried out, back arching. He zeroed in on that sensitive peak, sucking it lightly, then lashing it with quick flicks. He’d pause to plunge his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, before returning to her clit with single-minded focus. Pleasure, sharp and bright, sizzled up her spine. She thrashed against the ties, mindless sounds falling from her lips.

“Please… I can’t… it’s too much…”

“You can,” he murmured against her wet flesh, his breath hot. “And you will.”

The climax ripped through her without warning, a burst of white light behind her eyes. Her body bowed, a silent scream on her lips as she pulsed around nothing, waves of sensation tearing her apart.

Before the last tremor faded, he was moving. The blunt, wide head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance. He pushed in.

The stretch was immense, perfect. She was so sensitive, every ridge and vein of him a brand new torture. He sank to the hilt in one slow, claiming stroke, until their hips met. He stilled, letting her adjust, his own breath ragged.

Then he began to move.

Withdrawing almost all the way, then surging back in. A deep, rocking rhythm that hit a spot inside her that made her see stars. The bedframe knocked a steady beat against the wall. Her bound hands clenched above her. Each thrust stoked the embers of her climax back into a roaring fire. She met his pace, hips lifting, taking him deeper.

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

She forced her eyes open. His face was a mask of fierce concentration, sweat beading at his temples. Watching him come undone for her, because of her, was the most powerful thing she’d ever felt.

The tight coil in her belly wound tighter, tighter. Her legs wrapped around his back, heels digging into his ass, pulling him in as deep as he could go.

“I’m… Nolan, I’m there…”

“Let go,” he gritted out, his pace turning punishing.

She shattered. This climax was longer, deeper, a full-body convulsion that clenched around his invading length. With a raw shout, he drove into her one last time, hilting himself as his own release erupted. She felt the hot, pulsing rush deep inside her, the intimate flood triggering a third, smaller ripple of her own.

For long minutes, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Slowly, he withdrew, softening. He leaned over her, working the knots at her wrists free. The silk ties fell away. He gathered her against him, his skin slick with sweat.

She nuzzled into his neck, spent and boneless. His hand stroked her hair.

“Never again,” he said, his voice back to that quiet rumble. “You don’t ignore me. You don’t shut me out.”

She tilted her head up. The promise was on her tongue, but so was something else, bolder. “I won’t. As long as this doesn’t stop.”

He looked down at her, his eyes searching her face. A slow, knowing smile touched his lips. “This?”

“You. Me. Here.” She traced the line of his jaw. “However wrong it is.”
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The sun was a molten weight, pressing Melanie into the lounger. She stretched, a lazy cat unfurling, the strings of her turquoise bikini digging into her skin. A list of chores sat ignored, curled and damp from a spilled soda, under her chair.

The slap of the screen door cut through the afternoon’s drone.

Reid stood at the edge of the patio, his silhouette solid against the glare of the house. He’d been working in his office, sleeves rolled up, his gaze fixed on her. “Laundry’s piling up, Mel. Garage is a disaster zone.”

She didn’t even lift her sunglasses. “And?”

“And it’s Saturday. Your Saturday.”

A slow smile spread across her lips. She turned her head, peering at him over the rim of her shades. “You’re not my boss, Reid. I’ll get to it when I feel like it.”

For a moment, there was only the hum of the pool filter. Then he moved. Not with anger, but with a purpose that made her pulse jump. He crossed the tiles in six long strides. Before she could sit up, his hands were under her—one behind her shoulders, the other behind her knees. He lifted her from the lounger as if she weighed nothing.

“Hey!” The protest was automatic, but her arms snaked around his neck for balance. Her skin, warm from hours in the sun, pressed against the crisp cotton of his shirt. The chlorine and coconut oil scent of her mingled with his clean, soapy smell.

He didn’t speak. He carried her past the glittering pool, his steps sure and steady, toward the shaded quiet of the pool house. The air inside was cooler, thick with the smell of cedar and stored patio cushions.

“What are you doing?” Her voice wavered, the earlier bravado cracking.

He set her on her feet in the center of the room, his hands firm on her shoulders. “Unproductive behavior,” he said, his voice low and steady, “earns a specific penalty.”

Her breath caught. Not in fear. In anticipation. A hot, liquid thrill pooled low in her belly. The “brat” persona she’d worn like armor began to dissolve, leaving something raw and exposed.

“Reid, I—”

“On the bench. Hands and knees,” He gestured to a low, wide wooden bench used for changing.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She shot him a look—half defiance, half desperate plea—but her body was already obeying. She climbed onto the bench, the wood smooth and cool against her palms. The thin strings of her bikini bottom offered no cover, the fabric a mere suggestion between her cheeks. The sun-warmed skin of her back and thighs tightened, waiting.

The first swat landed. A sharp, stinging crack that echoed in the small space. Heat bloomed instantly, a shocking contrast to the cool air.

She gasped.

Another. On the other cheek. The pain was bright, clean, present. It drove every other thought from her head. A third swat, lower, where her thigh met her bottom. A fourth.

Each impact jolted through her, a lightning strike of sensation. The initial sting melted into a deep, throbbing heat that spread through her whole lower body. Her fingers curled against the wood.

“You have one boss here,” Reid said, his voice closer now, a dark thread of command weaving through it. His hand rested on the small of her back, a heavy, possessive weight. “One person you need to worry about. Is that clear?”

The words should have chafed. Instead, they lit a fuse inside her. The last of her resistance shattered. That raw, hungry thing inside uncoiled, stretching and yawning wide. The sharp, cleansing pain had scraped her clean, leaving only need.

She pushed back against his hand and turned, twisting on the bench to face him. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted. The playful defiance was gone, erased. “Then show me,” she breathed, the words barely audible. “Show me how much of a boss you can be.”

His eyes darkened. For a suspended second, he just looked at her, at the blush of his handprints on her skin, at the naked hunger on her face. Then his hands went to the ties of her bikini. He didn’t fumble. The knot at her neck came loose with a tug. The strings at her hips and back surrendered to his fingers. The tiny scraps of turquoise fabric fell away, falling to the tile floor.

She was utterly bare, the afternoon light from the high window painting her skin in stripes of gold and shadow. She made no move to cover herself. Her chest rose and fell with quick, shallow breaths.

He guided her back down. This time, she was lying on her back, her breasts exposed, her nipples hardening in the cool air.

She heard the rustle of his clothes, the soft thud of his trousers hitting the floor. Then his hands were on her hips, his thumbs stroking the heated skin. His mouth was between her legs.

The first touch of his tongue was a soft, slow stroke from bottom to top. She cried out, her hips jerking. He held her firm, his grip unyielding. He did it again, that long, luxurious lick, parting her, tasting her. Then his mouth settled over her, and his tongue found her clit.

It wasn’t gentle. It was focused, relentless. He licked and sucked, his tongue tracing tight, insistent circles that had her seeing white spots behind her closed eyelids. The previous sting of his spanking was now a distant echo, drowned out by the roaring tide of pleasure he was pulling from her. Her legs trembled. Whimpers spilled from her lips, each one a broken plea.

He slid a finger inside her, then two, curling them upward as his tongue kept its devastating rhythm. The dual sensation, the fullness and the friction, pushed her higher. Her muscles clenched around his fingers. The pressure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter in her core until it felt like her very bones would splinter.

It broke with a force that stole the air from her lungs. Her whole body convulsed, a sharp, silent scream locked in her throat as waves of pure sensation ripped through her. She shook, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the bench as he worked her through it, his tongue gentling, drawing out every last shudder.

Before the last tremor had even faded, he was pulling her to her feet. Strong hands on her waist, spinning her to face him. His eyes were fierce, his arousal pressing thick and hard against her stomach. He kissed her, deep and consuming, letting her taste herself on his lips.

“Get back down there,” he growled against her mouth. “I want more.”

She obeyed, positioning herself on her hands and knees once more, her spent body thrumming with new energy. He moved behind her, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick, sensitive entrance.

He pushed in.

The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, burning fullness. He filled her completely, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful thrust. A sharp, guttural moan tore from her.

He didn’t wait. He set a punishing rhythm from the start, his hips driving into her, each stroke hitting a place deep inside that made her vision blur. The wooden bench creaked in time with their movement. The sound of skin slapping against skin, of their mingled breaths, filled the pool house.

Her earlier orgasm had sensitized everything. Every thrust sent new shocks of pleasure radiating outward. She pushed back against him, meeting him stroke for stroke, her need a frantic, clawing thing.

“Reid,” she chanted, a broken mantra. “Right there… please…”

His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, holding her steady as he pounded into her. His own control was fraying, his breaths coming in ragged gusts against her shoulder. The pace became frantic, desperate. The tight coil wound inside her again, faster this time, hotter.

“I’m gonna…” she gasped, the words stolen by another deep thrust.

“Come,” he commanded, his voice rough. “Now.”

It was all she needed. The world fractured into light and sensation. Her inner muscles clamped down on him in rhythmic pulses, a silent, screaming release that left her boneless. The feel of her tightening around him pulled his own climax from him. With a sharp groan, he drove into her one last time, holding himself deep as he emptied inside her, the hot pulses a final, intimate shock.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the distant hum of the pool filter. He stayed sheathed within her, his body slumped over her back, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out. He helped her turn, her legs wobbly. She leaned into him, her face buried against his chest, listening to the frantic beat of his heart gradually slow.

She looked up at him, her eyes clear and dark. A slow, genuine smile touched her lips. “I’ll do the laundry,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “And the garage. I’ll do all of it.” She traced a finger down his sternum. “Every Saturday. As long as we keep doing this.”

12 - STEPDAD’S SECURITY SYSTEM
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The digital panel by the front door glowed a steady, accusatory green. Unarmed. Again.

Derek’s jaw tightened. He stood in the silent, dark foyer, the cool night air from the still-cracked kitchen window brushing the back of his neck. Mia. His twenty-two-year-old stepdaughter had a talent for it, this casual disregard for the rules that kept people alive. Her laughter, sharp and mocking, echoed in his memory from just that afternoon. “Relax, Derek. Who’s gonna break in here? You and your paranoia…”

He’d tried logic. He’d demonstrated the system. He’d laid out the statistics of suburban home invasions until her eyes glazed over. Nothing stuck. She saw his vigilance as a character flaw, a joke. A weakness.

Tonight, she’d learn it was a force.

Adrenaline, a familiar and welcome old friend, began a low hum in his veins. This wasn’t a mission briefing, but his years in the military had taught him that the principles were the same. Objective: impart a lasting lesson. Method: controlled shock.

He moved through the dark house with the practiced silence of an ex-special forces operative, his socked feet making no sound on the hardwood. In his bedroom, he retrieved the items from his locked case: a matte black tactical mask that covered everything but his eyes and mouth, and a coil of professional-grade polymer zip ties.

The mask settled over his face with a soft hiss. His world narrowed to the mesh before his eyes, his breathing loud and even in his own ears. The cold, analytical part of his mind took over, smothering any flicker of doubt. This was a training exercise. A necessary one.

His wife was visiting her sister for the weekend, giving him the perfect opportunity to teach Mia a lesson. He took the back stairs, avoiding the creaky third step. Mia’s door was, predictably, not fully closed. A sliver of blue-white light from a laptop screen cut across the hallway carpet. He could hear the faint tinny sound of music from her headphones.

He pushed the door open.

It swung inward without a sound. Mia was sprawled on her bed, wearing only a thin tank top and shorts, her attention locked on the screen. Her back was to him. For three long seconds, Derek watched her, a dark statue in her doorway. Then he stepped inside and let the door click shut.

The sound snapped her head around. Her eyes, wide and startled in the gloom, locked onto the masked figure in her room. A sharp gasp tore from her throat. She scrambled back against her headboard, the laptop tumbling to the floor.

“What the fuck?” Her voice was a high-pitched mix of terror and bravado. “Get out!”

He took another step forward, his posture deliberately predatory, shoulders filling the space.

“Help!” she screamed, the sound tearing through the quiet house. It was pure panic. For a second, Derek felt a twist of something—guilt, maybe—but he crushed it. This was the point. This was the fear she needed to feel.

He closed the distance in two strides. Her hand flailed out for a lamp, but he caught her wrist in a grip that was all steel and certainty. She fought, a wild thrashing of limbs, her other hand clawing at his masked face. He caught that one too, easily pinning both her slender wrists in one of his broad hands.

She was panting, her chest heaving against her thin top. Then, her frantic eyes searched his—the only part of him visible. They darted over the line of his jaw below the mask, the familiar cut of his shoulders in the dark shirt. The panic in her face flickered, then morphed into something else. Recognition. And then, incredulous anger.

Her body went slack. “Derek?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. A harsh, disbelieving laugh burst out of her. “Oh my god. You freak. You absolute psycho!” She tried to wrench her hands free, her nails digging into his palm. “Let go of me! This isn’t funny!”

The hum in his blood became a roar. The switch flipped. This wasn’t just about the alarm anymore. It was about her defiance, her smugness, the way she looked at him like he was a tedious relic. She thought his control was a game. She thought her safety was a joke.

He leaned down, his voice a low, rough vibration behind the mask. “You left the system disarmed. You left a window open. You’re defenseless.” He hauled her off the bed, her feet stumbling against the floor. “If you want to play at being a victim, Mia, I’ll show you what it really means.”

“Stop it! Get off!” She kicked out, her bare foot connecting uselessly with his shin.

He ignored it. With swift, efficient motions, he pulled her wrists behind her back. The plastic zip tie whirred as he threaded it, pulling it tight until it bit into her skin with a firm, unyielding pressure. Her protests hitched.

“What are you doing? Derek, seriously—”

He didn’t answer. He bent, hooked an arm under her knees, and threw her over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry. The air left her lungs in a stunned oomph. He felt the heat of her belly against his shoulder, the soft press of her breasts against his back. She started struggling again, a furious, writhing weight.

“Put me down! You can’t do this!”

He carried her out of her room, down the main stairs, and towards the basement door. His domain. The familiar scent of old concrete, machine oil, and clean sweat washed over him as he descended. The single, bright overhead light in his “man cave” flicked on, illuminating the weight rack, the heavy bag, the utilitarian bench.

He walked to the center of the room and dumped her unceremoniously onto the thick, padded vinyl of the weight bench. She landed on her back, her bound wrists trapped painfully beneath her. Her hair fanned out around her head, her face flushed with anger and effort.

“You’ve lost your mind,” she spat, trying to squirm upright.

He stood over her, looking down. He reached for the hem of her tank top. Her eyes flew wide.

“What… what are you doing?”

He grabbed the fabric and pulled. A sharp rip filled the quiet room. The thin cotton tore cleanly, baring her from the waist up. She froze, a shocked little sound escaping her lips. Her breasts were full, tipped with tight, pale pink buds that puckered in the cool basement air. His gaze tracked over them, a cold, assessing stare that felt hotter than any touch.

Her shorts and underwear went next, a quick, ruthless pull that left her completely naked and exposed on the black vinyl. She squeezed her thighs together, a feeble attempt at modesty. Her breath came in short, sharp pants now, the anger in her eyes warring with a dawning, terrifying vulnerability.

He said nothing. He picked up two more zip ties from his bench. He grabbed her right ankle, his hand encircling it completely, and secured it to the heavy, bolted leg of the weight bench. He did the same with her left. She was spread-eagled, anchored at the ankles, her wrists still bound behind her.

“Derek…” she whispered, the bravado gone, replaced by a tremor.

He finally spoke, his voice still that flat, controlled tone. “You mock my precautions. You invite danger.” He walked to the head of the bench, where a heavy, loaded barbell rested on its rack above where her head lay. He pulled her bound wrists up and over her head. With another zip tie, he fastened the loop between her wrists to the center of the barbell. Now she was stretched out, completely immobilized, her body a taut, graceful arc from her secured ankles to the bar above her head.

He stepped back to survey his work.

Mia was trembling. Her skin pebbled with goosebumps. But her eyes… they weren’t fixed on him in fear anymore. They were huge, dark pools, watching his every move from her trapped position. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. And between her splayed thighs, he saw it—the slick, glistening evidence of her arousal.

A low, thick current of heat surged through him, drowning the last of the adrenaline. So this was her truth. This was what hid under all the bratty defiance. A craving for this exact thing: absolute control. Total submission.

He moved to the side of the bench. He trailed a single finger down the center of her body, from the hollow of her throat, over the swell of her breast, down the quivering plane of her stomach. She flinched at the contact, a full-body shiver.

“Don’t…” she breathed, but it was a plea with no conviction.

He circled her nipple with the tip of his finger, watching it harden further into a stiff peak. He pinched it, gently at first, then with more pressure. A choked gasp tore from her throat, her back arching off the bench as much as her bonds allowed.

“Is this what you want?” he asked, his voice gravelly now. “To be helpless? To have all your choices taken away?”

She shook her head, a frantic little motion, but her hips gave a subtle, betraying roll against the air.

He leaned down, his masked face inches from hers. “Tell me.”

She bit her lip. He expected to see fear in her eyes. But instead, he saw something else. Lust? She shook her head again.

He straightened up. His hands went to his belt. The click of the buckle was obscenely loud. The rasp of his zipper was worse. He pushed his pants and boxer briefs down just enough to free himself. He was fully, achingly hard, the length of him jutting out, thick and flushed.

Mia’s eyes locked onto him. Her mouth fell open on a silent gasp.

He stroked himself slowly, his fist moving from root to tip, a glistening bead of moisture appearing at the head. He saw her throat work as she swallowed.

“You want to learn your lesson?” he growled. “Then beg for it. Beg for my cock.”

Her pride was a visible thing, crumbling in real time. Her chest heaved. She squeezed her eyes shut.

“Please,” she whispered, the word barely audible. “Fuck me.”

“Louder.”

She opened her eyes. The defiance was gone, burned away by a hunger so raw it stole his breath. “Please. Derek. I want your cock inside me.”

He didn’t need another invitation. He moved between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. He looked down at her, at her utterly exposed and wanton body, at the plastic biting into her wrists and ankles, at the desperate plea on her face.

He pushed inside.

Her heat was instantaneous, a silken, clenching vise that welcomed him with a shocking intensity. A ragged cry tore from her throat, a sound of pure, stunned pleasure. He filled her, inch by exquisite inch, until he was buried to the hilt, their bodies joined where she was most vulnerable.

He held there for a moment, letting them both feel the full, impossible reality of it. Then he withdrew, almost all the way, and drove back in.

A rhythm began, deep and punishing. Each thrust rocked her entire bound body on the bench. The metal of the barbell rattled softly in its rack above them. Her moans were continuous now, broken, pleading sounds that filled the basement. “Oh god… oh fuck… Derek…”

He watched her face, her ecstasy, her surrender. It was the most powerful thing he’d ever seen. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, using the leverage to plunge deeper, harder. The slap of skin against skin, her choked sobs of pleasure, the creak of the bench—it was a symphony of conquest.

Her inner muscles began to flutter around him, a frantic, rippling pulse. Her back arched violently, a wordless scream straining in her throat as her climax ripped through her. He felt it, the rhythmic, milking contractions, and it pushed him over the edge.

With a final, driving thrust, he buried himself deep and let go. His release was a white-hot flood, pumping into her in thick, endless waves. He groaned, a raw, animal sound, his body shuddering with the force of it.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the soft settling of the weight bench. He stayed inside her, softening, his weight braced on his arms above her.

Slowly, he opened his eyes. Mia was staring up at him, her expression dazed, sated, utterly transformed. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed.

He reached up and pulled the tactical mask off. His real face felt exposed, the air cool on his sweat-damp skin.

She just looked at him. Then a slow, wicked smile curved her bruised lips.

“My mom can never find out,” she said, her voice hoarse but clear. Her hips shifted minutely, still connected to him. “Promise me we can do this again.”

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

“Connie? Everything okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Over my knee. Now.”

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

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

Then, the first smack.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She jerked against the ties. “Daddy…”

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

“Please what, sweetheart?”

“Touch me. There.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready?” he asked, the word strained.

“Yes. God, yes.”

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

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

She nodded, wordless.

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

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

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

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

“I’m gonna… Connie, I’m…”

“Me too,” she choked out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

15 - DOCTOR STEPDAD’S EXAMINATION
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The silence of the house was a heavy, judgmental thing. Hannah moved through it on tiptoe, the click of the front door lock echoing like a gunshot in the still air. She’d hoped everyone would be asleep, that she could slip upstairs and shower away the scent of him, the memory of his hands on her skin. But the light in the living room was on, a soft, accusatory glow.

Shawn, her stepdad, was in his armchair, a medical journal open on his lap, but his eyes weren’t reading. They were fixed on her, sharp and clinical. “You’re late,” he said, his voice even, devoid of the warmth he usually reserved for her mother.

“I was out with friends,” Hannah mumbled, her cheeks flushing. She could still feel the phantom pressure of her boyfriend’s body against hers, the slick, secret evidence of their activities cooling on her inner thighs.

“I was changing the sheets in your room today,” Shawn stated, not moving a muscle. “I found something. A box of condoms.” He let the words hang between them, a verdict. “Empty.”

Hannah’s heart hammered against her ribs. She looked at the floor, at the pattern of the rug, anywhere but at him. There was no point in lying. “Yes.”

“Are you sexually active, Hannah?” The question was so direct, so sterile, it stole the air from her lungs.

“Daddy, I’m eighteen. I’m an adult,now,” she replied, unable to look him in the eye.

“Answer the question,” he demanded.

“Yes,” she finally whispered. “I am.”

He closed the journal and set it aside, standing up. He loomed in the doorway, not as her stepdad, but as Dr. Shawn. “You know the risks. STIs, HPV, unwanted pregnancy. Your mother would be devastated.” He sighed, a sound of profound disappointment. “As the only medical professional in this house, I can’t in good conscience let this go unchecked. You need to be examined.”

Her head snapped up. “Examined? By you?”

“It’s a standard pelvic exam. To ensure your health. It’s what I do.” His tone brooked no argument. It was logical, reasonable. Terrifying. “Unless you’d prefer I make an appointment for you at my clinic tomorrow morning? I can call your mother right now to explain why.”

The threat was implicit, devastating. The humiliation of her mother knowing was a thousand times worse than this. “No,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “No, please don’t tell Mom.”

“Then we do this now. Upstairs. Your room.”

Her legs felt like lead as she ascended the stairs, his presence a solid, unyielding force behind her. In her bedroom, the familiar space felt alien, violated. He closed the door and clicked the lock. The sound was final.

“Remove your clothes, Hannah. Everything. And lie on the bed on your back. Legs spread.”

Her fingers were clumsy, shaking as she undressed. The air was cool on her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She lay back on the comforter, the fabric rough against her sensitized skin. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to disappear into the mattress as she forced her knees apart, exposing herself completely to his analytical gaze.

She heard the snap of latex gloves, the squirt of lubricant. Her whole body flinched at the first touch of his slick, gloved fingers on her outer lips. So cold. He parted her, his touch methodical, impersonal.

“Just relax,” he murmured, but it wasn’t a comfort. It was an instruction.

One finger pressed against her entrance, then slid inside her with a smooth, practiced motion. She gasped, her back arching off the bed. It was an invasion, a violation, but her body, still humming from her earlier encounter, betrayed her. A low throb of warmth spread from his probing digit. He moved his finger in a slow circle, feeling her inner walls.

“You’re… very aroused, Hannah,” he noted, his voice a low hum. “Your vaginal tissue is engorged. Responsive.” He added a second finger, stretching her slightly, and a soft, unwilling moan escaped her lips. She bit it back, horrified at herself.

He withdrew his fingers. She heard the metallic click of the speculum. “This will feel cold,” he warned, but nothing could prepare her for the clinical intrusion of the device. He worked it inside her, and with a slow turn, her body was spread open, exposed in a way she had never been before. She felt utterly vulnerable, laid bare.

A beat of silence. Then, his voice changed. The clinical detachment evaporated, replaced by something darker, possessive. “Well, well. What do we have here?”

Her eyes flew open. He was looking intently between her legs, a strange, intense light in his eyes.

“There’s a significant amount of seminal fluid pooled near your cervix,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Fresh. You’ve just been fucked, haven’t you? Quite thoroughly.”

Tears of shame pricked at her eyes. She could only nod.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Hannah. Reckless.” He removed the speculum with a careful click, setting it aside. His gloved hand returned, but this time, his slick fingers found a new path. They circled the tight, forbidden pucker of her anus.

She jerked in shock. “What are you—?”

“Have you ever been penetrated here, Hannah?” he asked, his voice thick with a new, unsettling curiosity. His finger pressed insistently against the tight ring of muscle.

“N-no. Never.”

“Anal sex is an effective way to prevent pregnancy,” he stated, as if reading from a textbook, even as his finger began to work its way inside her, slow and relentless. The burn was sharp, then faded into a deep, full, shocking stretch. It was wrong, it was filthy, but a bolt of pure, electric pleasure shot through her, so intense it made her toes curl. Oh god.

“It can be intensely pleasurable for a woman, with proper preparation,” he continued, his voice a rough whisper now. He was fingering her ass with a steady, corkscrewing rhythm that made her hips twitch. “We should try it. To see if it’s a viable alternative for you. To keep you safe.”

Her mind screamed no, but her body was melting, a pool of wanton need. The dual humiliation and the shocking, illicit pleasure were short-circuiting her thoughts. All she could do was whimper, “Okay.”

“Good girl. Turn over. On your knees.”

She moved like a puppet, her limbs heavy with a strange, dizzy anticipation. She presented herself to him, her face buried in her pillow, her ass in the air. She heard the sound of his zipper, the rustle of clothes. Then, the blunt, hot, unmistakable head of his cock pressed against her well-lubricated entrance. It was so much bigger than his finger.

“Breathe out,” he commanded.

She did, and he pushed.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She cried out into the pillow as he sank into her, inch by devastating inch, filling her completely, stretching her in ways she never imagined possible. He waited, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness.

Then he moved.

A slow, withdrawing drag that made her gasp, followed by a smooth, solid thrust that stole her breath. He set a rhythm, deep and possessive, each stroke igniting a firestorm of sensation deep in her core. The shame was still there, but it was being burned away by the raw, animalistic pleasure of it. Her fingers clutched the sheets, her back arched, meeting his thrusts with a need of her own.

He was no longer Dr. Shawn. He was just a man, claiming her. His breathing grew ragged, his thrusts harder, faster, losing their clinical precision. “Such a tight little ass,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. “You take it so well.”

The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter with every piston-like drive of his cock into her depths. The friction was incredible, lighting up every nerve ending. She felt herself clenching around him, her body seizing up as an orgasm ripped through her, violent and shocking in its intensity. Her inner muscles spasmed, gripping his shaft in a rhythmic, milking pulse.

The feeling of her climax tightening around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he slammed into her one last time, holding himself deep as he came. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, a final, definitive claim.

They stayed like that for a long moment, connected, breathing heavily in the dark room. He slowly pulled out, and she collapsed onto the bed, feeling spent, used, and utterly confused by the aftershocks of pleasure still coursing through her.

Shawn disposed of the gloves and cleaned himself up. When he spoke, his voice was back to that calm, doctorly tone, but it now carried a dark, possessive undertone. “Given your level of sexual activity, Hannah, this can’t be a one-time examination. We’ll need to monitor your health closely.”

He leaned down, his lips close to her ear. “I’ll be doing another check up soon.”

16 - A STEPFATHER’S MEDICAL ASSISTANCE
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The concern had been gnawing at her for a week, a quiet, sticky anxiety. Jackie, at eighteen, felt a hot blush creep up her neck just thinking about it. But it was Ken she went to. Her stepdad, the doctor. The house was quiet, her mother at work. She found him in his study, the scent of old books and antiseptic soap in the air.

“Ken? Can I… talk to you about something? It’s kind of private.”

He looked up from his medical journal, his expression shifting from professional curiosity to gentle concern. “Of course, Jackie. What’s wrong?”

The words tumbled out in a rush. “It’s… my body. There’s a discharge. It’s strange. It’s a lot. I’m worried.”

He listened, his physician’s demeanor taking over completely. “These things are perfectly normal to discuss. Many young women experience changes. The best way to know for sure is a proper examination. A pelvic exam. We can do it here, privately, if you’re comfortable.”

Her heart hammered. A doctor. He’s just being a doctor. She nodded, her voice a whisper. “Okay.”

They went to her bedroom. He carried his black medical bag, the sight of it somehow making things feel more clinical, more real. He asked her to remove her underwear and lie back on the bed, placing a towel beneath her. She did, the cool air of the room brushing her bare thighs, her face aflame.

“Try to relax, Jackie. This is a standard procedure.”

He pulled on a pair of sterile latex gloves. The snap of the elastic was loud in the quiet room. He squeezed a clear gel onto two fingers. “A little lubricant. It will make this more comfortable.”

She closed her eyes, her fists clenching the comforter. She felt the cool, slick touch of his gloved fingers against her outer lips. A gentle pressure. Then, a slow, deliberate slide inward.

Her entire body jerked.

It wasn’t discomfort. It was a bolt of pure, shocking sensation. A warmth spread from her core, and she felt a sudden, embarrassing gush of wetness, coating his intruding fingers. Her eyes flew open.

Ken’s brow was furrowed, not in concern, but in focused observation. He moved his fingers slightly, a soft in-and-out motion. “Interesting,” he murmured, his voice low. “Significant lubrication. Immediate engorgement of the vaginal walls.” He looked at her face, her parted lips, her wide eyes. “This arousal, Jackie… it’s a physiological response. It’s normal.”

“I… I didn’t mean…” she stammered.

“The body doesn’t always listen to our intentions,” he said softly. He withdrew his fingers, the wet sound unmistakable. “I need to visualize the cervix. We’ll use a speculum.”

From his bag, he produced the cold, metal instrument. He warmed the blades with his hands, then applied more lubricant. “Deep breath.”

She obeyed. She felt the blunt pressure, then the gentle, inexorable spreading as he opened her. She felt exposed, utterly open. A click locked the device in place.

He peered inside, adjusting the angle of her bedside lamp. “Fascinating,” he breathed. “Extreme vascular engorgement. The tissues are a deep, flushed pink. This isn’t pathology, Jackie. This is… heightened sensitivity.” He looked at her, his gaze holding hers. “Have you ever explored this? Touched yourself for pleasure? Had an orgasm?”

“No,” she whispered, the confession dragged from her. “Never.”

“That may be the root of it,” Ken said, his tone gentle, instructive. “The arousal builds without release. The fluids accumulate.” He carefully removed the speculum, setting it aside on the towel. “A regular release of that tension could regulate the symptoms. Masturbation. Daily, if needed.”

“I don’t… I wouldn’t know how,” she said, her voice trembling with something that was no longer just shame.

A slow smile touched his lips. “As your physician, and as your stepfather who cares for your well-being, I can provide guidance. May I demonstrate?”

She could only nod, a helpless, eager bob of her head.

He didn’t re-glove. He simply reached down, his bare thumb finding the swollen nub of her clitoris.

Oh.

The contact was electric, direct. No barrier. He began to circle it, slowly at first, then with a firm, perfect rhythm. Her back arched off the bed. A low, guttural moan escaped her throat, a sound she’d never heard herself make.

“Just feel it,” he coaxed, his voice a husky murmur. “Let it build.”

It was a gathering storm inside her, tight and hot. His thumb was magic, wringing shivers from her with every pass. But just as the sensation peaked toward something unknown, he stopped.

“Penetration can enhance it,” he explained, as if lecturing. From the bag, he produced a smooth, silicone dildo, generously coating it with lube. “This will help.”

He guided the rounded tip to her entrance, now throbbing and achingly empty. With a steady pressure, he pushed. It slid in, a delicious, filling stretch that made her cry out. He began to move it, shallow thrusts that dragged against every new, incredible nerve ending.

“So full,” she panted.

“Yes. That’s the idea.” His own breathing had deepened. He worked the dildo with one hand, his thumb resuming its relentless circles on her clit with the other. The dual assault shattered her thoughts. There was only the rhythm, the stretch, the maddening friction.

“For some women,” he said, his voice strained with focus, “the ultimate release involves deeper, more complete stimulation.” He withdrew the dildo. Before she could protest the loss, she felt a fresh, cool slickness at her other entrance. A lubricated finger pressed against her anus.

She tensed.

“Trust the process,” he whispered.

He pushed.

The intrusion was sharp, alien, then… transformative. As his finger slipped past the tight ring of muscle and pressed inward, a dam broke inside her.

The orgasm was not a wave but a detonation.

White light flashed behind her eyelids. Her body seized, back bowing violently off the bed. A raw, screaming cry tore from her lungs as her hips bucked against his hand. A hot flood of her own release gushed out, soaking the towel, her thighs, his wrist in a continuous, pulsing stream. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, wiping her mind completely blank.

It seemed to last forever. When she finally collapsed, spent and trembling, she was aware of two things: the profound, throbbing emptiness where his touch had been, and the sheer, soaking mess between her legs.

“Oh, God,” she gasped, horrified, trying to cover herself. “I’m so sorry…”

Ken shook his head, wiping his hands calmly on the towel. “No apology necessary. That was a textbook, very healthy, full-body orgasm. A perfectly normal physiological conclusion.” He looked at her, his eyes dark. “The discharge you were worried about? That was simply the result of extreme, pent-up arousal finding its outlet. You see?”

She did see. She felt liquid and boneless, her mind hazy with spent pleasure.

“You should engage in this kind of release daily,” he said, his tone returning to its professional calm, though his gaze lingered on her naked form. “To manage your symptoms. And if you ever need assistance… if the technique is unclear… my door is always open. I’m happy to help ensure your health.”

Jackie lay there, the final, fading spasms making her toes curl. The embarrassment was gone, burned away by that incredible fire. She looked at Ken, at the focused intensity that had just orchestrated her body’s deepest secret. A slow, tentative smile touched her lips.

“I think… I think I might need a lot of help getting the technique right.”

17 - A JOY RIDE AND A FORBIDDEN PUNISHMENT
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The garage was dark save for the single bulb hanging over the workbench, its yellow light carving Reid’s silhouette out of the shadows. He leaned against the heavy steel toolbox, arms crossed, watching as Tess guided the ‘69 Camaro back into its spot. The engine’s low growl faded into a cough, then silence. The scent of hot oil and exhaust hung in the air, thick and metallic.

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

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

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

“Keys,” he said, his voice flat.

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

“You know the rules, Tess.”

“I was careful.”

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

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

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

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

“Come here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A slow, knowing smile touched her swollen lips. “I know.” She leaned into his touch. “When’s the next toll due?”

18 - STEPDAD’S TABOO DISCIPLINE
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“Stand in the corner. Now.”

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

This was how it started.

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“David… I’m gonna…”

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

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

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

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

Elena nodded, her body humming, her mind a blissful blank. But as she looked at him—at the sweat on his temple, the possessive gleam still in his eye—a slow, knowing smile touched her lips. A rule had been established. And she was already, deep in her sated, throbbing core, thinking of ways to break it.
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Zoey heard the door click shut, her mother’s car engine fading down the street. Silence, thick and heavy, filled the house. She stood in the kitchen, her palms damp against the granite counter, her heart punching a rapid rhythm against her ribs. A week of carefully calculated insolence—the eye rolls, the muttered comebacks, the dishes left in the sink—had all led to this empty house. To him.

Grayson’s voice, low and steady, cut through the quiet from the living room. “Zoey. In here. Now.”

A thrill, sharp and electric, shot down her spine. She smoothed her hands over her shorts, took a breath, and walked in with what she hoped was a convincing slouch of boredom.

He stood by the fireplace, a tall, solid silhouette against the afternoon light filtering through the blinds. At thirty-eight, Grayson carried himself with a quiet intensity that had always unnerved and fascinated her. His gaze pinned her where she stood. “You think I didn’t notice?” he asked, his voice deceptively calm. “The attitude. The backtalk. All week. You’ve been pushing, Zoey. Deliberately.”

She shrugged, looking at a point over his shoulder. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Don’t you.” It wasn’t a question. He took a slow step toward her, and the air in the room seemed to compress. “Your mother is gone for the weekend. And I’m done. If you want to act like a defiant child, I’ll treat you like one.”

Her pulse leapt. This is it. “You can’t be serious.”

“Over my knee, Zoey. Now.”

A hot flush spread across her chest and neck. She wanted to protest, to run, but her feet carried her forward, drawn by the magnetic pull of his command and her own desperate need. She stopped in front of him, close enough to catch the clean, masculine scent of his soap. Her mouth felt dry.

“Bend over,” he instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument. He settled into the deep armchair, his expression unreadable.

Her hands trembled as she positioned herself. The world tilted as she leaned forward, draping her body across his solid thighs. The soft denim of his jeans pressed against her stomach. Her shorts, tight and short, felt suddenly insubstantial. The position was vulnerable, exposing, and a wave of dizzying anticipation made her head swim.

His hand came to rest on the curve of her rear, a heavy, warm weight through the fabric. Her breath caught, stuttered.

“This is for your own good,” he said, but his voice had dropped, gone rough at the edges.

The first swat landed.

It wasn’t gentle. A sharp, stinging crack echoed in the quiet room, the sound swallowed immediately by the plush furniture. Heat bloomed instantly, a bright, shocking brand against her skin. She jerked, a gasp tearing from her throat.

The second smack followed, lower, firmer. The heat intensified, spreading, seeping deep. Another gasp, this one mingled with a soft, involuntary sound. Her fingers clenched into the fabric of the chair cushion.

He delivered a third, then a fourth, each one measured and hard. The initial sting melted into a throbbing, pervasive warmth that coiled low in her belly. Her protests died before they formed. Instead, a low moan escaped her, muffled against the chair. Her body, traitorously, arched into the contact, pushing her sore flesh more firmly against his punishing palm.

His hand stilled, resting on the heated skin. She felt his fingers flex, felt the tremor in them. His breathing, once even, now came in a deeper, rougher rhythm that matched her own.

“Why, Zoey?” His voice was a gravelly scrape against the silence. “Tell me why you’ve been acting like a brat.”

She turned her head, cheek against the cushion. Her vision was blurred. The words tumbled out, raw and honest, stripped of all pretense by the fire on her skin. “I wanted… I needed you to notice. I needed your… attention.”

A beat of absolute stillness. Then his hand, which had been resting, moved. Not to strike, but to soothe. His palm rubbed slow, firm circles over the punished curve, the touch now a caress that made her whimper. “Look at me.”

With effort, she pushed herself up, twisting to face him. Her skin felt aflame, her lungs tight. His stern expression had shattered. His eyes, usually a cool grey, were dark, stormy with a hunger she recognized because it mirrored her own. A hunger she’d seen him bank for years.

“You have no idea,” he breathed, the words strained, “how long I’ve fought this. How hard I’ve tried to just be your mother’s husband.”

“Stop fighting it, Daddy,” she whispered, the plea naked in her voice.

A groan tore from his chest. His hands went to the waistband of her shorts, his fingers deftly undoing the button, sliding the zipper down. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. Together, they pushed the shorts and her thin cotton panties down her thighs, letting them pool around her knees. The cool air kissed her overheated skin, raising goosebumps. His gaze burned over the exposed, flushed skin of her rear, now marked with the clear, pink imprint of his hand.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, almost to himself. His fingertips traced the edges of the warm patches, a feather-light touch that made her shiver violently. “You took that so well. My good girl.”

The praise liquefied something inside her. She was molten, pliant.

But he wasn’t done. He stood up from the chair. With a firm grip on her hip, he shifted her onto the sofa. “On your back,” he ordered, his voice thick. “Legs open. Let me see you.”

She obeyed, scrambling to lie back, her legs falling apart, exposing herself completely to his heated gaze. The blush on her face deepened, but it was matched by a fierce, wet ache between her legs. She was utterly exposed, and the freedom of it was intoxicating.

Grayson dropped down to the floor between her spread thighs. For a long moment, he just looked, his eyes drinking in the sight of her—the flushed pink skin of her inner thighs, the neat thatch of dark curls, the glistening evidence of her arousal. A muscle ticked in his jaw.

Then he leaned forward, and his mouth was on her.

The first touch of his tongue was a slow, broad stroke from bottom to top. Zoey cried out, her back arching off the cushions. It was not the tentative lick of a novice, but the confident, knowing caress of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. His hands hooked under her thighs, holding her open, pulling her closer to the edge of the couch and deeper into the heat of his mouth.

He feasted on her. His tongue delved inside her, tasting, exploring, before focusing on the swollen, desperate bud of her clit. He circled it, teased it, then sucked it gently between his lips. Sensation detonated through her, wave after wave of pure, sharp pleasure. Her hands fisted in his dark hair, not to guide him, but to anchor herself as the world dissolved into feeling.

“Daddy… please…” she begged, the words a broken chant. Her hips rocked against his face, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of the devastating skill of his tongue.

He gave it to her. His rhythm intensified, his mouth working her with a relentless, focused intensity. The tight coil in her belly wound tighter, tighter, until she was trembling on the edge. Just as she felt herself begin to splinter, he pulled back.

She made a sound of pure, agonized protest.

“Not yet,” he rasped, his lips slick, his chin damp. His own need was a visible, straining pressure behind his fly. He stood, his movements quick and jerky, and freed himself. He was thick, hard, the tip flushed and leaking. The sight made her mouth water.

He didn’t wait. He climbed over her on the couch, settling his weight between her thighs. The broad head of his cock nudged against her entrance, slick with her wetness and his saliva. His eyes locked with hers, asking a silent, urgent question.

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

He pushed inside with one deep, claiming thrust.

A guttural groan ripped from him, a sound of profound relief and desperate pleasure. For her, the world narrowed to the exquisite, stretching fullness of him, the way he filled her so completely it bordered on pain, then melted into mindless, perfect sensation. She was so wet, so ready, he slid home in one smooth, deep glide.

“Christ, Zoey,” he gritted out, his forehead dropping to hers. “You feel… incredible.”

He began to move. Slow, deep pulls that dragged every inch of him against her inner walls, then pushed back in to the hilt. Each stroke lit a new fuse of pleasure inside her. The rough fabric of his shirt scratched her tender nipples through her thin top. The solid weight of him pinned her to the couch, a delicious anchor as the storm of sensation built.

His pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. The slap of skin on skin, the creak of the sofa springs, their ragged breaths—it was a symphony of raw need. He drove into her, chasing his own release, each powerful snap of his hips rubbing her clit in just the right way. The coil, which had never fully unwound, tightened again, fiercer, brighter.

“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice a ragged command.

Her eyes, which had squeezed shut, flew open. His gaze held hers, dark and intense, as he pistoned into her. In that shared look, all the pretense, all the years of restraint, vanished. There was only this: the sweat-slick slide of their bodies, the overwhelming heat, the raw, unfiltered hunger.

It tipped her over. The orgasm crashed into her without warning, a convulsive, shattering wave that tore a scream from her throat. Her body clamped around him, milking his length as pleasure electrocuted every nerve ending.

The feel of her pulsing around him shattered his control. With a final, deep thrust that buried him to the root, he groaned her name, a raw, broken sound, and spilled himself inside her. Heat flooded her, a final, intimate claim that sent aftershocks trembling through her limbs.

For a long moment, he stayed there, collapsed over her, his weight a comforting burden. Their harsh breaths mingled in the quiet room. Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body, a sensation that made her shiver.

He shifted, pulling her with him so they lay tangled on the couch, her back to his front. His arms wrapped around her, one hand splayed possessively over her stomach. His lips brushed the damp skin of her shoulder.

Silence stretched, heavy with what they had just done.

When he spoke, his voice was quiet, laced with a fear she’d never heard from him before. “Zoey… God. I’ve gone too far. We… this can’t…”

She twisted in his arms, turning to face him. She saw the conflict in his eyes, the dawning horror at the line they had vaporized. She reached up, her fingers tracing the stubble along his jaw.

She smiled, a slow, secret, satisfied curve of her lips. Her voice was a husky promise against the shell of his ear. “It’s okay, Daddy. I won’t tell Mom… as long as we can do it again.”
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“Is this honestly the best you can do?”

Martin’s voice was a low, dangerous rumble in the quiet of the study. He held the test paper by one corner, the ‘F’ scrawled in aggressive red ink looking like a wound against the white page.

“I… I tried to study, Martin. I swear,” Maya stammered, her fingers twisting the hem of her skirt. “The material was just… it was too much. I couldn’t keep the facts straight.”

“Too much? Or were you just not paying attention?” Martin’s tone stayed flat, his professor’s gaze cool and assessing. He leaned back in his leather chair, the wood creaking a low complaint. “You bring home a forty-seven percent, Maya. On a subject I teach. In this house, we don't accept excuses for failure. We correct it.”

Her pulse hammered at the base of her throat. “I know.”

“Do you?” He stood then, his presence filling the room, the scent of old books and his sandalwood cologne suddenly oppressive. He walked around the mahogany desk, stopping close enough for her to feel the heat radiating from his body. “Your mother is at her sister’s until tomorrow. This gives us plenty of time for a private study session. Laziness—or a lack of focus—has consequences, Maya.”

“I wasn’t being lazy,” she whispered, her eyes dropping.

“The grade suggests otherwise.” His hand, broad and warm, settled on her shoulder, turning her gently, firmly, away from him. He guided her toward the polished edge of the desk. “Bend over. Hands flat on the surface.”

Her breath snagged. This wasn’t new. Not really. A strict household, high expectations… this particular form of correction had been introduced last semester, after a missed assignment. A few sharp, shocking smacks with the heavy wooden ruler he kept in his top drawer. It was meant to sting, to motivate. It did more than that. The memory of the last time—the sharp crack, the bloom of heat, the strange, shameful clench low in her belly—flooded back now.

She obeyed, the smooth, cool wood under her palms a stark contrast to the fire already licking up her neck. She heard the drawer open, the soft slide of wood against wood as he retrieved the ruler. The air shifted behind her.

“Five,” he said, his voice closer now. “For the lack of effort.”

The first smack landed. A sharp, flat crack that echoed in the quiet room. The pain was immediate, a bright, stinging line across the seat of her thin cotton shorts. She gasped, fingers curling into the desk.

“You are capable of better.” Crack. A second line, parallel to the first. The sting deepened, melting into a throbbing warmth that seeped through the fabric. Her thighs pressed together of their own accord.

“I expect focus.” Crack. The third. Tears pricked her eyes, not from the pain, which was already fading into a pervasive heat, but from the surge of something else, something liquid and desperate coiling in her core. The shameful throb intensified, becoming a physical ache.

“Discipline is a form of care, Maya.” Crack. The fourth strike overlapped the third, and a small, choked sound escaped her lips. Her back arched, pushing her hips back just a fraction.

The ruler rested against her skin, a promised threat. “One more. And you will apply yourself. Understood?”

“Yes.” The word was a puff of air.

The final smack was harder, decisive. CRACK. She jolted forward, a full-body flinch. The pain flared, then subsided, leaving behind a glowing, full-body awareness centered entirely on the punished curve of her backside and the slick heat gathering between her legs.

Silence. Then the soft clack of the ruler being placed on the desk beside her hand.

She stayed bent, waiting for the dismissal, the lecture. Her heart drummed against her ribs.

Instead, she felt his warmth as he stepped close again. His palm, not punishing now, smoothed over the fabric covering her heated skin, a slow, almost thoughtful caress. The touch burned more than the ruler had. A shudder ripped through her.

“Martin,” she breathed, the name a forbidden plea.

His hand stilled. “Stand up.”

She pushed herself upright, legs unsteady. She turned to face him, her cheeks flushed, eyes wide. He looked down at her, his academic composure still in place, but his eyes… his eyes were dark, the pupils swallowing the cool grey of his irises. He saw everything—the tremor in her hands, the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the want she was certain was plain on her face.

“I wasn’t lazy,” she said again, her voice stronger now, fueled by a reckless courage born of pure need.

“No?” A single, raised eyebrow.

She swallowed, meeting his gaze head-on. “I failed because I couldn’t think. I couldn’t remember a single formula because my head was… it was full of you. Of this.” Her gesture took in the desk, the ruler, the intimate space between them. “Of what happens in this room when Mom’s gone. I sat there and all I could feel was the ghost of that ruler, and all I could think about was what you might do next time.”

The words hung in the air, shocking and undeniable.

Martin’s composure didn’t just crack; it shattered. A low, rough sound tore from his chest. In one fluid motion, his hands were on her waist, lifting her as if she weighed nothing, setting her down on the edge of the mahogany desk. The polished surface was cool through her shorts. He stepped between her parted knees, his body caging hers, and his mouth crashed down on hers.

The kiss was nothing like the chaste pecks on the cheek they exchanged in the kitchen. This was hunger, raw and immediate. His lips were demanding, his tongue sweeping past hers, tasting, claiming. She moaned into his mouth, her hands flying up to tangle in the crisp hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. All the weeks of stolen glances, of electric touches that lasted a second too long, of feverish daydreams in the back of his own lectures—it all detonated in that kiss.

His hands were everywhere, tugging her simple t-shirt over her head, his fingers making quick work of the clasp of her bra. The cool study air pebbled her nipples an instant before his mouth left hers to trail hot, open-mouthed kisses down her throat, over her collarbone. He took one taut peak into his mouth, sucking deeply, and a sharp cry tore from her. Her head fell back, her back arching to press her breast more firmly against his tongue, his teeth.

He worshipped her breasts with a focused intensity that made her dizzy, moving from one to the other, his hands cupping, weighing, his thumbs circling the aching peaks. All the while, his hips pressed against the inside of her thighs, the hard, thick line of his erection a blatant promise through his tailored trousers.

With a growl, he straightened, his eyes blazing. He unbuttoned her shorts, yanked them and her panties down her legs in one impatient pull. She helped, kicking them off, leaving her bare and exposed on the dark wood. His gaze raked over her, from her flushed face to her trembling thighs, and the sheer heat in it made her skin sizzle.

He unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding free with a hiss. The zip of his fly was loud. He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free himself.

Maya’s mouth went dry. He was thick, veined, the head already flushed a dark, ruddy color. Without a word, without being told, she slid off the desk and onto her knees on the Persian rug. Her hands, which moments before had been gripping the desk edge, now settled on his hips. She looked up at him, seeing the stunned, feverish desire in his face, and it empowered her.

She leaned forward, her breath whispering over the sensitive tip. Then her tongue darted out, a slow, flat lick from root to crown, tasting the salt and musk of him. A muscle jumped in his jaw. She took him into her mouth, not all at once, but slowly, her lips stretching as she descended, her tongue swirling around the underside. His fingers speared into her hair, not pushing, just holding.

She set a slow, worshipful rhythm. Up and down, her head bobbing, her mouth a hot, wet silken friction. She used her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take, her thumb rubbing over the leaking slit on each upstroke. His hips gave a minute jerk, a suppressed thrust. His breaths grew ragged, sharp gusts of air. “Maya…” Her name was a prayer, a curse.

The feel of him, the taste, the control—it was intoxicating. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the tremble in the thighs under her other hand.

With a sudden, guttural sound, he pulled her up by her arms. “Enough,” he rasped, his voice shredded. He lifted her again, placing her back on the desk, her bare bottom meeting the wood. He pushed her knees apart, his head dropping between them.

His mouth on her was a revelation. Not tentative, not exploratory, but voracious. His tongue laved a broad, wet stripe through her folds, and she cried out, her hands scrabbling for purchase on the slick wood. He zeroed in on her clit, sucking the swollen bud into his mouth, his tongue flicking over it with relentless, perfect pressure. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see white behind her eyelids.

“Oh god… Martin, please…” She was babbling, her hips lifting off the desk to meet his mouth, riding his face. The tension built, a coil of pure lightning in her belly, tightening, tightening. He added a third finger, stretching her, the slight burn only amplifying the pleasure. His mouth never let up, sucking, licking, devouring.

The orgasm hit her like a train, unexpected and catastrophic. It wrenched a scream from her throat, her body bowing off the desk, every muscle locking. Pleasure, sharp and sweet and endless, radiated out from her core, leaving her shaking, gasping, boneless.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving. He hauled her to the very edge of the desk, her back against the wood. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick, swollen flesh. His eyes locked on hers, wild, possessive.

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

She forced her bleary eyes open, meeting his stormy gaze.

He pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite, a full, burning pressure that made her gasp. He was so much larger than his fingers. He sank in slowly, inexorably, until he was fully seated, their bodies joined. She felt impossibly full, stretched, claimed. He held there for a moment, both of them trembling, breathing in ragged sync.

Then he moved.

His first thrust was deep, testing. The second was harder. By the third, he’d found a brutal, perfect rhythm, driving into her with a force that shoved her up the desk. Each powerful stroke rubbed his body against her sensitive clit, reigniting the embers of her climax. The sound of skin slapping against skin, of their mingled, harsh breaths, filled the room.

Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. He groaned, his pace turning frantic, pounding into her. The mahogany desk rocked with their motion. One of his hands gripped her hip, the other braced beside her head. She was lost in it, in the animal rhythm, the piercing pleasure-pain of each deep stroke, the smell of their sweat and sex.

“Again,” he gritted out, watching her face. “Come for me again.”

His thumb found her clit, rubbing tight, urgent circles. The dual assault was too much. Another climax, sharper than the first, ripped through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him in frantic pulses, milking his length. Her cry was raw, broken.

It shattered his control. With a roar that was all release, he drove into her one last, devastating time and held, his body shuddering as he spilled himself deep inside her warmth.

For long moments, there was only the sound of their struggling breaths. He slumped over her, his weight a welcome anchor. He pressed his forehead to her shoulder.

Then, with a tenderness that contrasted starkly with their frenzy, he pulled out. He helped her sit up, her legs wobbling. He turned her gently, guiding her to bend over the desk once more, her flushed, well-marked bottom on display.

He picked up the ruler again. It felt different in his hand now. Not a tool of correction, but of possession.

He delivered three swift, firm smacks to her overheated skin. Crack. Crack. Crack. Each one sparked a fresh jolt of sensation, a reminder. She moaned, the sound more pleasure than protest, pushing her hips back into the strikes.

He dropped the ruler. His hands, now gentle, soothed the heated skin. He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. “Your next session,” he murmured, his voice husky with spent passion and promise. “Thursday. Your mother has a conference.”

She pushed herself up, turning to face him. Her body hummed, satiated and sore. A slow, secret smile touched her lips. She reached for her discarded clothes, not bothering with her underwear, just pulling her shorts on over the tender flesh.

“Just so you know,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady as she slipped her t-shirt back on. She met his gaze, holding it. “I’m on birth control. Have been for a year.” She let the implication hang, watching his eyes darken anew. “And I can’t wait for my next tutor session.”

She turned and walked out of the study, leaving him standing there, the ruler on his desk, the scent of their joining heavy in the air.
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