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THE PROFESSOR’S PLAYROOM
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The scent of sandalwood and old books filled Carmine’s lungs as she stepped into the professor’s study. Dr. Chad Monroe stood by the fireplace, his silhouette imposing against the flickering light. He didn’t smile. His gaze was clinical, assessing. Carmine’s heart hammered against her ribs.

She’d confessed everything in his office just two days ago—the hollow ache where a father should have been, the desperate, shameful craving for paternal discipline, for the kind of caretaking that went beyond academic guidance. He’d listened, his blue eyes thoughtful, and then he’d suggested this. An age regression session. A safe space to explore those needs. She’d said yes immediately.

“You were very brave to share what you did in my office,” he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in the quiet room. “That craving for structure… for a paternal touch. It’s not uncommon. But it requires a very specific kind of therapy.”

“I’ll do anything,” she breathed, the words tumbling out before she could stop them.

A ghost of a smile touched his lips. “Good girl. For this session, you will call me Daddy. Do you understand?”

A shiver, hot and cold at once, raced down her spine. “Yes… Daddy.”

He led her down a hall to a room she never would have imagined. The walls were a soft pink. A white crib stood in the corner, next to a small dresser topped with stuffed animals. In the center of the room was a little girl’s bed with a frilly pink canopy.

“This is your space now,” Daddy Chad said. His hands were on her shoulders, turning her gently. “We’re going to help you regress. To a place where you feel safe, and cared for, and where you understand that actions have consequences.”

He opened the dresser and pulled out a garment. It was a onesie, pale pink and covered in tiny white bunnies, with snaps at the crotch. Next came a thick, disposable diaper, its plastic backing crinkling softly in his hands.

“Arms up,” he instructed.

Carmine obeyed, her skin pebbling in the cool air. He slipped the onesie over her head, his fingers brushing her neck. He guided her arms through the sleeves, then knelt before her. His hands were steady as he unsnapped her jeans, sliding them down her legs along with her panties. She stood before him, exposed, as he unfolded the diaper.

“Lift your foot,” he said, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

She placed a hand on his broad shoulder for balance as he slid the diaper beneath her. The padding was shockingly soft against her skin. He brought the front up between her legs, the material thick and foreign, then deftly fastened the tapes on each side. The crinkling sound was loud in the quiet room. He finished by snapping the onesie closed between her legs, sealing her in.

“There,” he murmured, standing. “My little girl.” He handed her a porcelain doll with vacant blue eyes. “Play quietly. Daddy has some work to do.”

He left her sitting on the rug. The doll was cold and stiff in her hands. Her mind floated in a strange, weightless space. The padding between her legs was a constant, embarrassing reminder. She was fiddling with the doll’s intricate lace dress when her thumb slipped. The doll tumbled from her grasp, its delicate head cracking against the wooden leg of the bed with a sickening crack.

The door opened instantly.

Daddy Chad stood over the broken doll, then his eyes lifted to hers. They were no longer clinical. They sparkled with a knowing, stern light.

“Oh, Carmine. That was very careless. That was a special doll.” He knelt beside her. “Naughty girls get punished.”

Before she could process it, his hands shot out. His fingers found the sensitive dip of her waist, digging in with precise, relentless circles.

Carmine squealed, a burst of surprised laughter escaping her. She tried to wriggle away, but he was too strong, too determined. He pushed her onto her back on the rug, his hands migrating to new territories. The sides of her torso. The soft, ticklish skin of her inner thighs, right above the hem of the onesie. Each spot was an electric shock of sensation, unbearable and exhilarating. She thrashed, laughter turning breathless and ragged, tears streaming from her eyes.

“Please! Daddy, please, I’m sorry!” she gasped between giggles.

He didn’t stop. His fingers danced over the padding of the diaper, tracing the outline of her mound through the material. The sensation was bizarre, the crinkling sound mixing with her hysterical pants. The pressure in her bladder, held at bay by sheer will, became a sharp, urgent throb under his relentless assault.

“Daddy, I—I need to—“

His fingers tickled a particularly vicious spot under her knee. Her body arched, and with a gasp of pure shock, she lost control. A wave of heat flooded the diaper, a shocking release that went on and on, the padding swelling warmly between her legs. She went utterly still, her face burning with a humiliation that was somehow deeply, profoundly right.

He stopped tickling. A slow smile spread across his face. “It seems my little girl had an accident.” He leaned close, his breath warm on her ear. “That’s okay. Daddy will clean you up.”

He lifted her easily, carrying her to an adjoining bathroom where a deep clawfoot tub was already filling with bubbles. He laid her on a thick mat and, with practiced ease, unsnapped the onesie. The cool air hit her wet skin. He peeled the sodden diaper away, wiping her gently with a warm washcloth there, his touch impersonal yet intimate. Then he lifted her and lowered her into the fragrant, sudsy water.

He washed her with a soft sponge. Long, soothing strokes over her shoulders, her back, her arms. Carmine’s eyes drifted shut, lulled by the warmth and his caretaking. But when the sponge slid over her stomach and down between her legs, a different kind of warmth ignited.

He didn’t rush. The sponge traced her outer lips, then, as he rinsed it, his bare fingers took over. A single, slick fingertip glided through her folds, not entering, just exploring the swollen, sensitive flesh.

A soft moan escaped her. Her eyes flew open. He was watching her, his expression serene.

“Shhh,” he soothed. “Daddy’s just getting you clean.” But his finger circled her clit, a slow, maddening pressure that made her hips jerk involuntarily in the water.

He lifted her out, wrapping her in a fluffy towel, patting her dry with the same thorough attention. He carried her back to the pink room and laid her on the canopy bed, the towel beneath her. The frilly fabric of the canopy cast soft shadows on his face as he leaned over her.

His mouth found her neck, then the slope of her breast, sucking a nipple into the wet heat until she cried out. He kissed down her stomach, his stubble scraping deliciously against her skin. And then his head was between her legs, his breath hot on her already-throbbing core.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back bow off the bed. He laved her, slowly, thoroughly, as if savoring her taste. Then his tongue focused on her clit, flicking and circling with a precision that shattered coherent thought. He slid one finger, then two, inside her, curling them upwards. The dual sensation was too much. She fisted her hands in the bedsheets, a broken chant of “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy” falling from her lips as she came, waves of pleasure pulsing around his fingers.

She was still trembling when he rose above her, unbuckling his belt. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the head already glistening. He rubbed it against her soaked entrance, spreading her own wetness.

“Do you want this, little girl?” he growled, the paternal facade slipping for a moment to reveal raw hunger.

“Yes, Daddy. Please.”

He pushed in. The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, filling pressure. He held himself there, deep, letting her adjust to the feeling of being so utterly claimed. Then he began to move. Long, slow, devastating strokes that hit a place inside her that made her see stars. His pace gradually increased, the bedframe tapping a gentle rhythm against the wall. Each thrust was a promise, a punishment, a reward.

Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. The sounds of their bodies meeting, his grunts, her whimpering cries, filled the pink room. The pleasure built again, tighter, hotter, coiling at the base of her spine. He drove into her, harder, faster, his control finally fracturing.

“Come for Daddy,” he commanded, his voice ragged.

It was all she needed. The coil snapped, her inner muscles clamping down on his cock in rhythmic pulses. Her cry was muffled against his shoulder as he followed her over the edge, a final, deep thrust as he emptied himself inside her with a low, guttural groan.

He collapsed beside her, his arm heavy across her waist. In the drowsy, spent silence, he nuzzled her hair.

“My perfect little girl,” he murmured.

Carmine smiled into the pillow, the thick, warm feeling of him still seeping from between her legs. She had never felt so complete.

ANNIE’S NEW PLAYMATE

MMF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Spanking / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / Facial

Annie’s pink room, usually a sanctuary of plush toys and soft blankets, felt suddenly, claustrophobically small. The air, usually scented with her strawberry shampoo, now carried the faint, unfamiliar perfume of the stranger standing beside Daddy Carlos. Katie. A name that sat in Annie’s stomach like a cold, hard stone.

Annie had been Carlos’s little girl for a year now. She’d moved into his house where he’d built her a playroom, full of toys and games. It was a place where she could forget the troubles of the adult world, secure in the knowledge that Daddy Carlos would take care of everything. But then, Katie came along, threatening everything Annie held dear.

Carlos’s hand was large and reassuring on the small of Annie’s back. “This is Katie, sweetheart. She’s going to be your new playmate.”

Katie smiled, a timid, practiced thing. She was dressed similarly to Annie—a frilly, knee-length pastel dress, white socks, and shiny black shoes. A copycat, Annie thought, her jealousy a sharp, green twist in her chest. The afternoon was a blur of forced tea parties and awkward doll-play, Annie’s movements stiff, her responses monosyllabic. Every giggle from Katie felt like a personal affront, every approving nod from Carlos a betrayal.

The breaking point came when Katie proudly presented her porcelain doll, a delicate thing with painted blue eyes. “Daddy got her for me last week,” Katie chirped, her voice saccharine.

Something inside Annie snapped. It wasn’t premeditated. Her hand just lashed out, swatting the doll from Katie’s grasp. It hit the edge of the vanity with a sickening crack, the head separating from the body and rolling under the bed.

Silence, thick and heavy, filled the room.

Katie’s eyes welled with real tears. Carlos’s expression shifted from patient to stern in a heartbeat. The warmth drained from his eyes, replaced by a cool, disappointed authority that made Annie’s heart thud painfully.

“Annie.” His voice was low, a warning rumble. “What did you do?”

“She—she was showing off!” Annie stammered, hearing how petulant she sounded.

“That is no excuse. You have been very, very bad.” He turned to Katie, his tone softening only slightly. “I’m sorry, Katie. Annie will apologize. Right now.”

Annie’s cheeks burned. “Sorry,” she mumbled to the floor.

“Look at her when you say it,” Carlos commanded.

Reluctantly, Annie lifted her gaze to Katie’s tear-streaked face. “I’m sorry I broke your doll.”

Carlos nodded, his decision made. “Good. But sorry isn’t enough for such deliberate naughtiness. You know what happens to bad girls.” He sat on the edge of her fluffy bed and patted his thigh. “Come here.”

A familiar mix of dread and a strange, shivering anticipation coiled in Annie’s belly. She hesitated, but the firm look in his eyes brooked no argument. Slowly, she walked over, the frills of her dress whispering as she moved. He guided her face-down over his solid legs, her stomach resting on his muscular thigh. He flipped up the back of her dress, exposing her plain white cotton panties.

“Count for me, babygirl.”

The first smack landed, a sharp, stinging crack against the thin fabric. Annie gasped. “One.”

He spanked her again, harder, the impact blooming into a warm, spreading heat. “Two.”

Smack. “Three!” Her voice hitched.

Smack. “Four!”

By the time he reached ten, her bottom was throbbing, a deep, radiant ache that pulsed with her heartbeat. She was crying, hot tears soaking into the bedspread, but beneath the sting was a perverse sense of relief, of order being restored. He had seen her badness and was correcting it. She was his.

When he finished, he let her lie there for a moment, his large hand gently rubbing the punished flesh. Then he helped her up, wiping her tears with his thumb. Katie watched, wide-eyed, from the rocking chair, her earlier upset now mingled with fascination.

“Now,” Carlos said, his voice returning to its calm, commanding tone. “I think you two need to bond. A proper, close bond. I want you both to take off your dresses. Right now.”

Annie’s breath caught. She glanced at Katie, who was already standing, her fingers trembling on the buttons of her own dress. The competitive jealousy flared again, but it was different now, filtered through the haze of her punishment and the raw, exposed feeling of being over his knee. She wanted to be good. She wanted to please him.

They undressed in silence, letting the frilly garments pool at their feet until they stood in just their socks and panties. Carlos’s gaze was approving, possessive, moving over both of them. “The panties too. And the socks. I want to see all of you.”

Annie hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her cotton briefs, pushing them down her legs. The cool air kissed her heated skin, making her shiver. She saw Katie do the same, revealing a neat triangle of dark curls. They were both naked now, two young women standing shyly in a little girl’s room, their bodies ripe and undeniably adult under the soft glow of the fairy lights.

“Beautiful,” Carlos murmured. “Annie, come here. Touch Katie. Show her you’re friends.”

Annie’s pulse hammered in her ears. She stepped closer to Katie, who stood perfectly still, her breath shallow. Tentatively, Annie reached out, her fingertips brushing the soft skin of Katie’s stomach. Katie flinched, then exhaled, her body relaxing. Emboldened, Annie cupped Katie’s small, pert breast, her thumb circling the already tight peak of her nipple. Katie’s lips parted in a soft oh.

“That’s it,” Carlos encouraged from his seat on the bed, his own posture relaxed but his eyes intensely focused. “Explore. Learn what she likes.”

Annie’s hand drifted lower, over the gentle curve of Katie’s hip, through the coarse silk of her pubic hair, and finally, into the slick heat between her legs. Katie gasped, her knees buckling slightly as Annie’s middle finger found her entrance and slid inside. It was incredibly wet, tight and hot. Annie began to move her finger, a slow in-and-out, watching Katie’s face contort with pleasure. She added a second finger, curling them slightly, and Katie cried out, a genuine, ragged sound of bliss as her hips began to jerk forward to meet each thrust.

“She likes that,” Carlos observed, his voice a low rumble. “Now, Katie. Your turn. Taste Annie. Make her feel good.”

Katie, her face flushed, dropped to her knees without hesitation. Her hands gripped Annie’s thighs, and then her tongue was there, a flat, hot stroke right up the center of Annie’s slit. Annie’s head fell back, a moan tearing from her throat. Oh god. It was so different from Carlos’s touch—softer, more curious, but no less devastating. Katie licked and sucked at her clit with a frantic, eager devotion, her fingers digging into Annie’s flesh.

The jealousy, the frustration, the sting of the spanking—it all melted, combusting into pure, white-hot sensation. Annie’s hands tangled in Katie’s hair, not guiding, just holding on as the pleasure built, a terrifying, wonderful pressure in her core. She was babbling, pleading, “Yes, right there, don’t stop, please…” and then she was coming, her body convulsing as a flood of wetness gushed over Katie’s chin and mouth. Katie drank it down, lapping at her until Annie, trembling, had to push her gently away.

Carlos stood then, unbuckling his belt. The sound of his zipper was loud in the quiet room. He freed his erection, thick and already fully hard. “My good girls,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “Come here. Both of you.”

They moved to him, kneeling together on the soft rug before him. Annie leaned in first, taking the broad head of his cock into her mouth, tasting salt and skin. She swirled her tongue around the crown, then Katie was there, kissing and licking the length of his shaft. They worked in tandem, Annie sucking the head deep while Katie worshipped the base, their hands roaming over his hips and thighs. He groaned, a deep, visceral sound of pleasure, his fingers carding through both of their hairs.

“Switch,” he grunted.

Katie took him into her mouth, taking him deeper than Annie had, her cheeks hollowing. Annie lavished attention on his heavy balls, cupping and licking, before tracing her tongue up the prominent vein on the underside of his shaft to meet Katie’s mouth. They shared him like this, a messy, wet, intimate dance, their tongues tangling around his flesh, until his breathing grew ragged.

“I’m going to come,” he warned, his voice strained.

They both pulled back, looking up at him with wide, eager eyes, their lips swollen and glistening. With a final, powerful groan, he came. Thick, hot ropes of cum shot across their faces, striping Annie’s cheek and Katie’s forehead, landing in warm spurts on their tongues and chins. They stayed still, panting, accepting every last drop.

Carlos sank back onto the bed, pulling them both up to nestle against his sides. He kissed Annie’s damp forehead. “You see, my precious Annie? Nothing has changed. You are still my babygirl.” He turned and kissed Katie’s temple. “And you, Katie, are welcome here. You are both mine.”

Annie nuzzled into his chest, the last vestiges of her fear dissolving. The salty taste of him was on her lips, the scent of their shared sex filled the air, and Katie’s warm, sticky body was pressed against her other side. It was chaotic, and overwhelming, and perfect. She wasn’t being replaced. The family had just gotten bigger.

SPANKED BY STEPDAD

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

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

“Connie? Everything okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Over my knee. Now.”

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

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

Then, the first smack.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She jerked against the ties. “Daddy…”

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

“Please what, sweetheart?”

“Touch me. There.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready?” he asked, the word strained.

“Yes. God, yes.”

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

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

She nodded, wordless.

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

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

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

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

“I’m gonna… Connie, I’m…”

“Me too,” she choked out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

DADDY CALLS THE DOCTOR

MMF / BDSM / Medical Exam / DDLG / Fingering / Speculum / Enema / Dildo / Buttplug / Anal

The scent of lemon polish hung in the air. Zara was on her hands and knees, scrubbing the kitchen tiles, the short black skirt of her maid’s uniform riding up to expose the pale curve of her ass. The stockings bit into her thighs. She heard the front door open, then the heavy, familiar tread of his shoes on the hardwood.

“Daddy’s home,” his voice rumbled from the foyer.

She stayed on the floor, a flush of warmth spreading through her. That voice, that title, always did that to her. It was a command and a caress all at once.

He walked into the kitchen, his shadow falling over her. She looked up, seeing his tailored suit, his impassive face. “Stand up, pet.”

She did, smoothing her skirt, feeling exposed under his gaze.

“A doctor is coming to see you in an hour,” he stated, his eyes roaming over her body. “Dr. Richardson. I’ve had some concerns.”

Her heart skipped. “Concerns, Daddy?”

“About your performance. Specifically, your anal performance.” He stepped closer, a finger tracing the line of her jaw. “You’re too tight. It’s becoming a problem. The doctor will examine you and recommend a course of action.”

A shiver, part anxiety, part thrill, shot down her spine. She simply nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

The hour passed in a blur of nervous anticipation. When the doorbell chimed, her stomach clenched. Daddy answered, ushering in a man in his late forties with salt-and-pepper hair and a calm, professional demeanor. Dr. Richardson carried a sleek black medical bag.

“Zara, this is Dr. Richardson,” Daddy said, his hand firm on the small of her back. “We’ll proceed in the bedroom.”

The room felt different with the doctor there. The large bed, usually a place of play and submission, now felt like an examination table. The air was cool on her skin.

“Please, disrobe and lie on the bed, Zara,” Dr. Richardson instructed, his tone clinical as he opened his bag.

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned the tiny uniform, letting it pool at her feet. She lay back on the cool sheets, completely exposed. Daddy stood by the window, watching, his arms crossed. A silent, powerful spectator.

The doctor pulled on a pair of latex gloves. The snap was loud in the quiet room. “We’ll begin with a standard pelvic exam.”

His touch was impersonal, efficient. He parted her folds, his gaze analytical. “Relax,” he murmured, though it wasn’t a request. Two slick, gloved fingers pressed inside her. She gasped, her hips lifting slightly. He worked them in and out, his other hand pressing on her lower abdomen. “Vaginal tone is excellent. No issues here.”

Next came the speculum, cold and metallic. He inserted it, the click of the mechanism echoing. She felt stretched, opened, utterly on display for both men. He peered inside, adjusting the light from a small penlight. “Healthy. Very good.”

Daddy spoke from his post. “The concern is the other entrance, Doctor. She’s too tight. It impedes… function.”

Dr. Richardson nodded, removing the speculum. “Turn over, Zara. On your hands and knees, please.”

The position was deeply submissive. She presented herself, her ass in the air, her face buried in the duvet. She heard the squelch of more lubricant.

“A digital examination first,” the doctor said.

The cold, slick tip of his finger circled her tight rosette. She whimpered, pushing back instinctively. So wrong. So clinical. And yet, a heat was building low in her belly. His finger pressed, and with a soft pop, the first knuckle slipped inside. She cried out, her body clenching violently around the intrusion.

“You see?” Daddy’s voice held a note of satisfaction. “Excessively tight.”

Dr. Richardson worked his finger deeper, a slow, torturous invasion. “Indeed. The sphincter is exceptionally strong, but it lacks pliancy. A strict regimen of anal training will be necessary.” He withdrew his finger, leaving her feeling oddly empty. “First, we must ensure she is clean.”

From his bag, he produced a large rubber bulb with a tapered nozzle. He filled it from a bottle of clear solution. “This is a mild saline enema. You will hold it for five minutes.”

The nozzle, cold and liberally lubed, pressed against her. She braced herself. A slow, steady pressure, and then a flood of warm liquid filled her, stretching her insides in a wholly new way. It was a full, heavy sensation. “Hold it,” the doctor commanded.

She squeezed her muscles, trembling. Daddy walked over, stroking her hair. “Good girl. Take it all.” The minutes stretched, the fullness becoming an ache. Finally, she was allowed to scramble to the adjoining bathroom to expel it.

When she returned, feeling hollow and sensitive, the doctor had laid out an array of silicone dildos on the bed, graduating in size from modest to intimidatingly large.

“We begin with dilation,” he said, selecting the smallest, which was still thicker than his finger. He coated it in a thick, clear gel. “Relax your muscles, Zara. Breathe out.”

The cool, blunt tip pressed against her. She panted, pushing back as she’d been taught. There was a sharp sting of resistance, then a slow, burning give as the head popped past her ring. A groan tore from her throat. It hurt. But beneath the burn was a deep, spreading fullness that made her toes curl.

“Good,” Dr. Richardson murmured, working it in to the hilt with slow, shallow thrusts. “The discomfort is normal. Your body is learning.”

He worked it for what felt like ages, until the initial pain faded into a warm, throbbing ache. Then, without removing it, he picked up the next size. This one made her eyes widen. He slicked it, then pressed its tip against the base of the first dildo, slowly pushing it in alongside. The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She felt split open, stuffed beyond belief. A choked sob escaped her, but she was grinding her hips back against him, seeking more of that devastating fullness.

“She’s taking it well,” the doctor observed to Daddy.

“She’s a good pet,” Daddy replied, his voice thick. “She wants to be good.”

The third dildo was monstrous, a deep purple shaft with a pronounced curve. Zara shook her head, a tear slipping down her cheek. “I… I can’t, Daddy. It’s too much.”

“You can, and you will,” Daddy said, his hand coming down in a sharp, stinging slap on her ass cheek. The pain bloomed, mixing with the deep ache inside her. “Try.”

Dr. Richardson removed the two smaller dildos, leaving her gaping and empty. He poured more lube, coating the giant toy, then smearing it around her stretched, quivering hole. The broad, bulbous head pressed against her.

“Breathe, Zara. Push out against me.”

She did, sobbing. There was a terrible, impossible pressure, a white-hot ring of fire. And then, with a final, gut-wrenching push from the doctor, it was inside. The feeling was catastrophic. She was impaled, filled to the absolute limit. She saw stars.

Then he began to move it.

Slow at first, just shallow retreats and advances. The burning began to transmute. The drag of the thick silicone against her overstimulated walls sparked something else—a deep, internal friction that radiated through her whole pelvis. Her clit, neglected and throbbing, pulsed in time with his thrusts.

“Oh god,” she moaned, the sound muffled by the bedding.

“She’s responding,” the doctor said, his clinical tone finally cracking with a hint of exertion. He picked up the pace, fucking her ass with long, smooth strokes.

The sensation built, a coil tightening low in her belly. The pain was still there, a bright edge, but it was now woven through with pure, unadulterated pleasure. Each thrust rocked her forward, grinding her clit against the bed. She was losing herself, mindless, animal. The stretch, the fullness, the commanding rhythm—it overwhelmed her.

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning. A raw, screaming release that clenched her entire body. Her ass muscles spasmed wildly around the huge invading toy, milking it, and her cunt gushed, soaking the sheets beneath her as Dr. Richardson relentlessly fucked her through it.

When he finally stilled, withdrawing the massive dildo with a soft, wet sound, she collapsed, boneless and trembling.

From his bag, Dr. Richardson produced a large, jeweled buttplug. He lubricated it and, without ceremony, pressed it into her well-used passage. It seated itself with a firm pop, the flared base resting snugly against her.

“You will wear this at all times, except for bathroom use and your training sessions,” he instructed, wiping his hands. “The dilation must be performed daily, working through the progression. Consistency is key.”

Daddy stepped forward, his eyes dark with possession. “I’ll take over the training from here, Doctor.”

“Excellent,” Dr. Richardson said, packing his bag. “She has excellent potential. Report any issues.”

After the doctor left, Daddy looked down at her, a slow smile spreading across his face. He tapped the jeweled base of the plug, making her jump. “My good girl. You were perfect.”

Zara, still buzzing with aftershocks, the plug a constant, thrilling reminder inside her, could only manage a weak, blissful smile.

AGE REGRESSION IN THE MILLIONAIRE’S PENTHOUSE

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Masturbation / Diaper Change / Spanking / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The city lights blurred into smears of gold and white as the taxi sped away, leaving Lucinda standing on the polished stone steps of a mansion that swallowed the night. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird trapped in a cage of cheap cotton. The weight of her duffel bag, containing every possession she owned, felt absurdly light against the enormity of the double oak doors Knox now held open.

—

Fresh out of high school, Lucinda came to New York City with big dreams of becoming a model, but she quickly found herself overwhelmed with the pressures of adulthood. She was an inexperienced small town girl. Why did she ever think she could make it here?

Knox had offered her a way out. She met the wealthy film director at a casting call. While she didn’t get the part, he’d handed her his business card, telling her to call him. At first, his suggestion seemed insane. Become his little girl, and he’d take care of everything. No more worrying about rent money, her car payment, and utilities. She told him she’d think it over. But when the eviction notice came, she’d called him, desperate. She’d accepted his offer.

Now, she was at his mansion, ready to step into her new life.

—

“Welcome home, little one,” he said, his voice a warm rumble that smoothed the ragged edges of her fear.

The interior was a dream of dark wood and soft light. It smelled of leather and something clean, like expensive soap. All the noise of the city—the honking, the shouting, the relentless pressure—simply ceased to exist beyond the threshold. Here, there was only quiet, and him.

“Come,” Knox guided her, not with a hand on her back, but with the simple command in his tone. She followed, her worn sneakers silent on the plush runner.

He led her not to a bedroom, but to a room that made her breath catch. It was a nursery, but scaled for an adult. A giant crib with white railings stood against one wall. Shelves held plush animals and colorful blocks. A mobile of stars and moons hung motionless in the still air. In the center, laid out on a soft rug, was a frilly pink dress and a thick, white disposable diaper.

“These are yours,” Knox said, lifting the dress. “Put them on. I’ll be back to tuck you in.”

He left, closing the door with a gentle click. The silence he left behind was profound. Lucinda’s fingers trembled as she stripped off her jeans and t-shirt, the air cool on her skin. The diaper was strange, crinkly and bulky between her legs as she fastened the tabs. The dress was soft cotton, the lace at the collar tickling her collarbone. She felt a ridiculous, thrilling pang of vulnerability. She was twenty-two years old, standing in a multimillion-dollar penthouse, dressed like a toddler.

She climbed into the crib. It was firm, yet yielding. A baby monitor sat on a small shelf, its red eye glowing. She picked up a stuffed bear, holding it to her chest.

Time lost meaning. She played, stacking blocks only to knock them over, the simple, mindless action a balm to her soul. The constant, gnawing anxiety about her bank account, her future, her loneliness, it all just faded. She was safe. He was taking care of it. The thought was a drug, seeping into her veins, making her limbs heavy and warm.

A different warmth began to pool low in her belly. It was a shameful, delicious heat that spread as she shifted on the mattress, the bulk of the diaper rubbing against her most sensitive parts. She was aroused. The realization sent a jolt through her. This surrender, this infantilization… it was turning her on. Her breath hitched. She glanced at the monitor. Was he watching?

Slowly, her hand slid beneath the elastic leg of the diaper. Her fingers found her own wet heat, slick and eager. She gasped, her back arching off the mattress as she stroked herself. The crinkle of the plastic was a scandalous soundtrack to her quiet, desperate panting. She pictured his hands, his commanding eyes, and the fantasy of him finding her like this pushed her over the edge. A sharp, silent orgasm clenched through her, leaving her trembling and soaked.

A few hours later, she had to use the bathroom. Her bladder throbbed. Knox had insisted that she use the diaper, but it felt strange. She pressed her thighs together, rolling around in the crib, but it was no use. Finally, she gave in, soaking the thick diaper with her pee.

She must have dozed, because the next thing she knew, the nursery door was opening. Knox stood there, having shed his suit jacket. His gaze was appraising, gentle.

“Did you have a good day, sweetheart?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

“Let’s see.” He approached the crib. His large hands went to the waistband of her dress, lifting it up and over her head. She was naked now but for the swollen diaper. He hooked his thumbs into the sides. “Someone’s wet.”

He lifted her easily, carrying her to the padded changing table. The leather was cool against her back. He unfastened the tabs, the sound loud in the quiet room. The diaper fell open, exposing her completely to the warm air—and to his intense gaze. Her pussy glistened, a mixture of her earlier excitement and fresh arousal.

He took a warm, damp cloth from a warmer she hadn’t noticed. “Be still,” he murmured.

The cloth dragged over her mound, then between her folds. It was methodical, clinical almost, but the soft fabric against her swollen clit was agony. A soft whimper escaped her lips.

“I know,” he said, his voice dropping. “I saw you on the monitor. Touching yourself. Being a very naughty girl.”

Her cheeks burned, but a fresh rush of wetness betrayed her.

He finished wiping her, tossing the cloth aside. His palm came down on her bare thigh with a sharp, stinging smack. She yelped, more from surprise than pain.

“Bad girls get spankings,” he stated, his voice devoid of anger.

He hauled her over his knee where he sat on a nursing chair. Her bare bottom was presented to him, vulnerable and exposed. His hand came down again, and again. Each spank was firm, spreading a heat that was not unpleasant, that somehow connected directly to the throbbing ache between her legs. She didn’t cry. She took it, her breath coming in ragged pulls, her body accepting the punishment as part of this strange, wonderful ritual.

He stopped, his hand resting on the warmed skin of her ass. “You took that so well. Such a good girl, taking her punishment.” He helped her up, his eyes dark. “Good girls get rewards, too.”

He lifted her from the table and placed her on the deep, faux-fur rug in the center of the room. He knelt before her, his knees framing her hips. His fingers, which had been so firm moments before, traced feather-light patterns on her inner thighs.

“Look at you,” he breathed. “All pretty and pink for Daddy.”

One finger slid into her, slow and deep. Her hips jerked off the rug. A second finger joined, stretching her, curling inward to find a spot that made her see stars. He watched her face as he finger-fucked her, his rhythm relentless.

Then he lowered his head.

His tongue was broad and hot, laving her entire slit before zeroing in on her clit. He sucked the tiny bud into his mouth, and Lucinda cried out, her hands fisting in the fur. The dual sensation of his fingers inside and his mouth outside was too much, a building tsunami of pleasure. He worked her with a skilled, devoted intensity, as if this was his only purpose. The orgasm crashed over her, violent and sweet, her pussy clenching wildly around his fingers.

As she shuddered through the aftershocks, he undid his trousers. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid, the head flushed dark. He guided her small hand to it. “Make Daddy feel good.”

She wrapped her fingers around him, marveling at the silken heat, the powerful throb of the vein underneath. She stroked him, timidly at first, then with more confidence as his groans encouraged her. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, and she smeared it with her thumb, making him hiss.

“That’s enough,” he growled. He positioned himself over her, the broad head of his cock nudging at her soaked entrance. “Look at me.”

She did. His eyes held hers as he pushed in.

The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, filling burn. He was so big, claiming her inch by inch until he was fully sheathed, their bodies joined. He held there, letting her adjust, letting her feel the full, overwhelming reality of him inside her.

Then he moved.

His thrusts were deep and measured, each one dragging against her sensitized walls. The angle was perfect, hitting that spot inside with every plunge. The crinkle of the forgotten diaper beneath her, the scent of sex and baby powder, the sight of this powerful man fucking her in a room full of toys… it shattered her mind, leaving only raw, physical sensation. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“Whose little girl are you?” he grunted, his pace increasing.

“Yours, Daddy! Yours!” she sobbed, the words ripped from her.

“Come for Daddy. Now.”

It was an order she couldn’t disobey. Another orgasm, sharper than the first, tore through her. Her pussy convulsed around his cock in tight, rhythmic pulses, milking him.

With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and stilled. A hot, liquid rush flooded her core as he came with a guttural shout, his body shuddering atop hers.

He collapsed beside her for a moment, before rising with effortless grace. He fetched a fresh diaper. Gently, he lifted her hips, sliding the clean padding beneath her. He powdered her, the scent of talc filling the air, then fastened the tabs with practiced ease.

He helped her up, handing her the pink dress. As she slipped it on, the soft cotton now felt like a second skin, a uniform. Her body hummed, satisfied and pleasantly sore.

“Go play, little one,” he said, his voice back to that calm, warm rumble. “Daddy has work to do.”

Lucinda padded back to the crib, climbing in. She picked up the stuffed rabbit, holding it close. A profound, serene happiness settled over her. The fears were gone. The exhaustion was gone. There was only this room, this safety, this belonging.

VISITING DADDY’S PLAYROOM

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Role Play / Age Gap / Spanking / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The chat window blinked, a new message from ‘Ray’. Harriet, curled in her worn dorm room desk chair, felt a familiar, illicit thrill. At twenty-two, the weight of deadlines, rent, and looming adulthood felt like a lead blanket. She craved an escape. And Ray… he offered a doorway.

DaddyRay: Are you ready to be my good girl tonight?

She typed back, her heart hammering against her ribs. LittleHarriet: I don’t wanna be a grown-up today.

DaddyRay: You won’t have to. I’ll take care of everything. Just be my little one. My car will be outside in twenty minutes.

The sleek sedan was warm and quiet. Ray, in his forties with kind eyes and a firm handshake, didn’t speak much on the drive. The silence wasn’t awkward; it was heavy with promise. “We’re almost home,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her.

His house was neat, subdued. But then he opened a door at the end of the hall.

The playroom was a burst of soft color. Sunshine-yellow walls. A pastel rug scattered with plush animals. Shelves lined with dolls and toy cars. And on the canopy bed, laid out with care, was an outfit.

“For you, little one,” Ray said, his hand resting gently on the small of her back. “Go on. Change for Daddy.”

Her fingers trembled as she picked up the dress. It was pink, frilly, with a satin sash. The white socks had lace trim. The cotton panties were plain, innocent. She slipped out of her jeans and hoodie, the adult shell falling away. The dress whispered over her skin, the fabric light and childish. She felt a dizzying shift, a shedding of her twenty-two years.

When she turned, Ray was watching, his gaze intense and approving. A warm, liquid pleasure pooled low in her belly. “You look perfect,” he murmured. “My perfect little girl.”

He guided her to the rug. “Play.”

It was absurd. Liberating. She picked up a stuffed rabbit, hugging it to her chest. She rolled a toy truck, making soft vroom sounds. All the while, she was achingly aware of Ray in the armchair, just watching. His eyes tracked her every move, his satisfaction a tangible heat in the room. She felt herself growing warm, wet, her pulse a steady throb between her legs. She was performing, and his silent observation was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

He brought her a sippy cup of apple juice. She took it, the childish prop completing the transformation. But her hands were unsteady, her mind clouded with wanting. The cup tipped, a splash of juice darkening the pale rug.

A beat of silence.

“Oh, little one,” Ray sighed, the sound laced with a dark delight. “That was very careless. What do we do with careless little girls who make messes?”

Her breath hitched. “I… I’m sorry, Daddy.”

“Sorry isn’t enough.” He stood, his presence suddenly dominating the room. “Come here.”

Her legs moved on their own. He sat on the edge of the bed and guided her effortlessly across his lap. The frilly pink skirt fanned out over his thighs. His large, warm hand settled on the small of her back, holding her firmly.

“You’ve been a bad girl,” he stated, and the first smack landed.

Crack.

It was sharp, startling. A sting that bloomed into a deep, radiating heat. She yelped.

Crack.

Another. The pain was bright and clean, cutting through the fog of her fantasy. And underneath it, a bolt of pure, shocking pleasure speared right to her core. She gasped.

Crack. Crack.

With each spank, her body jerked. Each impact sent a jolt through her, making her clench around nothing. She was panting, a thin sheen of sweat on her skin. The line between punishment and reward dissolved completely. She was just sensation—the burn of her skin, the heavy pressure of his body, the desperate, slick ache between her legs.

His hand stilled. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her cotton panties and pulled them down, baring her reddened skin to the cool air. She whimpered, mortified and utterly aroused.

But his hand didn’t return for more punishment. It slid, achingly slow, from the curve of her bottom, over the sensitive crease, and there. His fingertips brushed through her wetness, a rough, electric caress that made her cry out.

“So messy here, too,” he murmured, his voice thick. One finger, then two, slid inside her with no resistance. She was sopping, clenching helplessly around the intrusion. He began to move them, a slow, curling rhythm that stroked a place deep inside her that made her toes curl. The sound was obscene—wet, slick, punctuated by her ragged moans.

“Please,” she begged, pushing her hips back against his hand. “Please, Daddy.”

He withdrew his fingers, and the loss was a physical agony. He lifted her, turning her to face him. Her dress was pushed up, her panties around her thighs. His eyes were dark, hungry. He laid her back on the bed, the stuffed animals tumbling to the floor.

He knelt between her legs, his hands pushing her thighs apart. He held her gaze as he lowered his head.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back arch off the mattress. It was slow, deliberate, a lavish exploration. He licked her from bottom to top, circling her clit before drawing it gently into his mouth. Oh god. The pleasure was devastating, a tight coil winding in her belly. He feasted on her, his tongue flicking, sucking, plunging inside her. The world narrowed to the hot, wet pressure of his mouth, the scrape of his stubble on her tender inner thighs, the low, approving groans he made as he tasted her.

She was babbling, her fingers tangled in his hair. “Daddy… yes… right there, please…”

He didn’t stop until she was trembling on the edge, her heels digging into the mattress. Then he rose above her, freeing his cock. It was thick, hard, the tip glistening. He positioned himself, the broad head nudging at her entrance.

“My good girl,” he breathed, and pushed inside.

It was a slow, breathtaking fill. She gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him, the delicious, full feeling wiping her mind blank. He began to move, shallow, gentle thrusts that made her whimper. He kissed her neck, her jaw, murmuring praises. “That’s it. Take Daddy. So good for me.”

The gentleness soon fractured. His thrusts grew deeper, harder, driving the breath from her lungs. The bedframe tapped a steady rhythm against the wall. Each plunge rubbed her clit just right, each retreat left her aching for more. The spanking’s sting, the licking, the relentless fucking—it all fused into one overwhelming crescendo.

Her climax tore through her without warning. A sharp, silent cry locked in her throat as her entire body seized. Her inner muscles clamped down on his cock in frantic, fluttering pulses, milking him. The intensity was blinding, wiping out every thought except the feel of him.

The vise-like grip of her orgasm tipped him over the edge. With a ragged groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his body rigid. She felt the hot, deep pulse of his release inside her, a final, claiming intimacy.

He collapsed beside her, breathless, his arm heavy across her waist. The frilly dress was rumpled up around her hips. The smell of sex and apple juice hung in the air. Harriet’s mind was blissfully, perfectly empty. No bills. No exams. No future.

Just the warm, satisfied hum in her veins and the heavy, possessive weight of Ray’s arm.

She nuzzled into his shoulder, a contented sigh escaping her. “Daddy?”

“Yes, little one?”

Her voice was a sleepy murmur, thick with spent pleasure. “You’re the best.”

A RIDE ON DADDY’S BOAT
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The boat rocked gently, a soft, rhythmic lullaby against the wooden dock. Sophie’s fingers, usually tapping impatiently on her office keyboard, now traced the smooth, varnished rail.

Her boss, Gerard, had invited her for an afternoon on his yacht. For the overworked intern, the invitation felt like a gasp of fresh air. She was twenty-two, drowning in spreadsheets and the responsibilities of newfound adulthood.

Gerard stood beside her, his presence as calm and deep as the lake itself. “You look tense, Sophie,” he said, his voice a low hum that vibrated in her chest.

“It’s just… everything,” she murmured, waving a hand vaguely at the distant shore, at the whole grown-up world it represented.

A knowing smile touched his lips. “I think I have something that might help.” He led her below deck, to a cabin that was all polished brass and rich teak. Laid out on the plush bunk was an outfit. Not her intern’s blouse and slacks. A crisp, white sailor-style onesie, complete with  a short, ruffled skirt and shiny black booties. Beside it rested a single, large, silicone pacifier on a silken cord.

Her breath hitched. Not in fear, but in a sudden, dizzying rush of recognition. This was the secret wish she’d never voiced, the childish fantasy she’d buried under professional ambition.

“For me?” she whispered.

“For Daddy’s special first mate,” Gerard corrected, his eyes holding hers. “If you’re willing.”

She didn’t hesitate. With trembling, eager hands, she shed her dull adult clothes. The onesie was soft cotton, the fit snug and strangely comforting. The booties made soft thumps on the cabin floor. Finally, she lifted the pacifier, its weight familiar and alien on her tongue. A deep, settling calm washed over her. She looked up at Gerard, her eyes wide and clear.

“Excellent,” he purred. “Now, come helm your ship.”

On deck, he presented her with a detailed remote-controlled yacht, a miniature version of the vessel they were on. “The channel is tricky today, First Mate,” he instructed, standing behind her, his hands on her shoulders. “You must navigate the buoys. A wrong turn… and there will be consequences.”

She bit down on the pacifier, a thrill zipping up her spine. She focused on the toy, guiding it through the imaginary course Gerard narrated. The sun was warm, the game was silly, and for the first time in months, Sophie felt light.

Then, on a sharp turn, she fumbled the controller. The toy yacht veered, sending a small spray of lake water over the rail and onto Gerard’s pristine linen trousers.

He went very still.

Sophie’s heart hammered against her ribs. She turned, the pacifier popping from her mouth. “I’m s-sorry, Daddy.”

A slow, darkly playful smile spread across his face. “A first mate who cannot control her vessel… is a first mate who needs correction.” In one smooth motion, he took the controller and set it aside. His hands closed around her waist, and he sat in a deck chair, pulling her down across his lap. The position was shockingly vulnerable, her ruffled backside presented to the open sky.

“This,” he murmured, his fingers skating up her sides, “is for splashing your Daddy.”

His touch was lightning. It wasn’t rough, but it was mercilessly precise. His fingers found every sensitive spot—the dip of her waist, the tender undersides of her arms, the maddeningly ticklish crests of her hips. Sophie bucked and squirmed, helpless giggles bursting past her lips, muffled by the pacifier she’d reclaimed. Tears of mirth streamed from her eyes. “No! Please! Daddy, I’ll be good!”

“Too late,” he chuckled, his hands shifting. The playful tickling melted into something else. His palms smoothed over the curve of her backside, kneading the soft flesh through the thin cotton. The sensation morphed from ticklish torment into a deep, thrilling pressure. A moan replaced her giggles.

Gerard heard it. His hands slipped under the ruffled skirt of the onesie, finding the bare skin of her thighs. She was dripping wet, her arousal a slick, undeniable truth. His fingertips brushed through her folds, a feather-light exploration that made her cry out.

“So eager for your punishment,” he observed, his voice thick. One finger, then two, slid inside her with aching slowness. Sophie gasped, arching her back, pushing herself onto his hand. The dual sensations—the childish fabric of her outfit, the adult, claiming penetration of his fingers—shattered her. He worked her with a practiced rhythm, curling his fingers just so, his thumb circling her clit with relentless pressure.

“More,” she begged, the word garbled around the silicone. “Please, Daddy, I need…”

“What do you need, little one?” he coaxed, adding a third finger, stretching her exquisitely.

She spat the pacifier out, her voice a raw whisper. “I need to come. Please, let me come.”

He withdrew his fingers, glistening in the sun. “Not yet.” From his pocket, he produced a small, silver vibrator. He clicked it on. A low, insistent buzz filled the air. Without ceremony, he pressed it against her, right through the soaked cotton covering her core.

The vibration was an electric shock, a direct line to her nerves. Sophie screamed, her body bowing. He held it there, letting the relentless thrum build the coil of pleasure tighter and tighter inside her. Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

Dazed, she turned her head. He was freeing himself from his trousers, his cock thick and fully erect. The sight sent a fresh wave of lust crashing through her.

“This is what you truly need, isn’t it?” he growled. He lifted her from his lap, turning her to face him. He guided her down, onto his length, and the world dissolved.

The initial penetration was a slow, breathtaking invasion. He filled her completely, a hot, stretching presence that stole the air from her lungs. Then he began to move. Hard, deep strokes that rocked the deck chair beneath them. Each thrust brushed that perfect, sensitive spot inside her. The onesie, her silly booties, all of it faded into a blur of sensation. All that existed was the slap of skin, Gerard’s guttural groans in her ear, and the furious, climbing need in her belly.

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging in, controlling her rhythm, driving into her with a pace that was both punishing and reverent. Sophie clung to his shoulders, her cries mingling with the sounds of the lake. The coil wound impossibly tight, her entire body tensing, shimmering on the precipice.

“Now, Sophie,” he grunted, his own release imminent. “Come for your Daddy.”

The command broke her. Pleasure detonated, white-hot and all-consuming, radiating from her core out to her trembling fingertips. Her inner walls clenched around him, milking his own climax from him with a roar. He held her tightly as he spilled into her, his heat merging with the aftershocks of her own quaking release.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the gentle lap of water. Slowly, Gerard leaned back, his softening cock slipping from her. Sophie slumped against his chest, boneless, the onesie damp with sweat.

He gently tucked the pacifier back between her lips. She suckled instinctively, a profound, sated peace settling over her.

Gerard stroked her hair. “A successful first voyage, little one,” he murmured, his lips against her temple. “Ready to set sail for deeper waters?”

THE VIRGIN’S SURRENDER

MF / BDSM / DDLG / Virgin / Medical Exam / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The penthouse was silent, a gilded cage overlooking the city’s glittering skyline. Kendra stood just inside the doorway, her silk dress feeling suddenly insubstantial against the chill of the air conditioning. Or maybe it’s just him.

Cole was leaning against the marble bar, a tumbler of amber liquid in one hand. He was dark. Not just his hair, or the stubble shadowing his jaw, but in the way he carried himself—a contained, predatory stillness. He was in his thirties, with the kind of weathered handsomeness that spoke of power, not leisure. His eyes, the color of a winter storm, tracked her every tiny movement.

“Kendra.” His voice was a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in her bones. “Come here.”

It wasn’t a request. She knew her role. She was eighteen, a peace offering wrapped in silk and youth. The arrangement was simple: her hand for a truce between warring families. She’d agreed, for her father, for her brothers. But as she took the five steps toward him, the real reason, the deep, shameful one, uncoiled in her stomach: a hot, curious ache.

He didn’t touch her. He just looked, his gaze a physical weight. “Do you know why you’re here?”

“To… to marry you.” Her voice was a whisper.

“To belong to me,” he corrected, his tone leaving no room for argument. “There are rules. The first one is the most important. You will call me ‘Daddy.’ Not Cole. Not sir. Daddy. Do you understand?”

The word was illicit, electric. It should have felt wrong. It didn’t. It felt like a key turning in a lock she didn’t know she had. “Yes.”

“Good girl,” he said, and the praise sent a shiver straight down her spine. He set his glass down. “Our families have a bargain. But I have my own terms. I need to verify the merchandise.”

Her breath hitched. The merchandise.

“Strip. Now.”

His command brooked no hesitation. Her fingers trembled as they found the zipper at the back of her dress. The silk sighed as it pooled at her feet. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before him, completely exposed. He didn’t look at her with lust, not exactly. It was more like appraisal. He circled her slowly.

“Turn around.” She did. “Bend over. Place your hands on the bed.”

She obeyed, her heart hammering against her ribs. The king-sized bed was an expanse of black linen. She leaned over it, presenting herself. She heard the rustle of clothing, the click of a cap.

“Stay still.”

A cold, slick droplet landed at the very center of her, making her jump. Lube. Then, the blunt, firm pressure of a single, thick finger, circling, pressing, invading. She gasped, her knuckles white on the sheets. He was methodical, clinical even, as he worked his finger inside her tight, untried channel. The stretch was immense, foreign, a sharp pinch of protest that quickly melted into a strange, deep throb.

He withdrew his finger, holding it up. It was clean.

“Wonderful,” he murmured. He sounded pleased. “Good. You are intact. A perfect, untouched little girl for Daddy.” He came around to face her, his own clothes now discarded. He was fully, intimidatingly erect. He guided her to her knees on the plush carpet before him.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, her eyes wide, fixed on the heavy, veined length of him. The head nudged against her lips. The taste was musky, salty, purely masculine. “Lick it. Get it nice and wet for Daddy.”

Tentatively, she flicked her tongue against the broad crown. A low groan escaped him, and the sound was a shot of pure adrenaline to her system. He likes this. I’m doing this right. She opened wider, taking him in, her tongue swirling as he’d instructed. His hand settled on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding.

“That’s it. Use your lips. Suck.”

She did. She hollowed her cheeks, learning the rhythm of his subtle hip movements. The world narrowed to this: the weight on her tongue, the salty pre-cum she learned to swallow, the ragged sound of his breathing, and the hot, slick ache growing between her own thighs. She was dripping, her own need a shocking, undeniable tide. She serviced him not out of duty, but out of a desperate, newfound hunger for his approval, his pleasure.

He pulled back after what felt like both an eternity and a moment. “Onto the bed. On your back.”

She scrambled up, lying down, her body humming with anticipation. He knelt between her legs, his eyes dark with intent. “This will hurt,” he stated, no false comfort in his voice. “But only for a moment. Be a good girl and take it for Daddy.”

He leaned over her, his body a warm, heavy blanket. The broad head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance. She was panting, her hips tilting up of their own accord. He pushed.

There was a tearing, burning sensation. A single, sharp cry was torn from her throat. He stilled, buried deep, letting the pain radiate and then slowly, slowly ebb. It was replaced by a feeling of incredible fullness, a stretching that bordered on pain but was already tipping into something else. He began to move, shallowly at first, each withdrawal and thrust stoking a fire in her core.

“You’re so tight,” he grunted, his control fraying. “Such a good girl, taking all of Daddy.”

His words unraveled her. The pleasure built, coiling tighter and tighter, a spring wound beyond bearing. His thrusts became harder, deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She came with a sobbing gasp, her body convulsing around him, the waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain.

But he wasn’t finished.

In one smooth motion, he rolled her onto her stomach. A fresh chill of lube, this time there. She tensed.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his voice rough. “Daddy’s just going to use this other hole. My good girl has two holes to serve me, doesn’t she?”

The blunt pressure returned, more insistent, at a place never meant for this. The initial breach was a white-hot lance of pure wrongness. She cried out, her fingers clutching the sheets. He held still, letting her body fight and then, inevitably, surrender. The burn faded, replaced by a searing, stretched-full sensation that was somehow even more intimate.

“Good girl,” he growled, beginning to move. The friction was different, hotter, tighter. The shameful pleasure returned, amplified. With every punishing thrust, he grunted his approval. “My perfect little girl. Taking all of me.”

She came again, a second, shocking orgasm ripping through her, this one born from complete submission, from being used exactly as he desired. It triggered his own release. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his body going rigid above her. A hot flood filled her, a claiming so primal it made her whimper.

He collapsed beside her, spent. The room was filled with the sounds of their ragged breathing. After a moment, he turned her head toward him. His eyes were no longer the storm. They were possessive, satisfied.

“You did very well,” he said, his thumb stroking her cheek. “My perfect, obedient girl.”

And Kendra, her body thoroughly used and singing with spent pleasure, knew with absolute certainty that she would do anything, anything, to hear him say that again.

DOCTOR STEPDAD’S EXAMINATION

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / BDSM / Medical Exam / Humiliation / Fingering / Speculum / Anal

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.”

DADDY’S DIAPER CHANGE

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Taboo / Stepdad / Role Play / Diaper Change / Fingering

The air in her stepdad’s home office was always too still. Mary sat on the plush client couch, nineteen years old and feeling every one of them like a lead weight. She twisted her hands in her lap. “I just… I hate it,” she confessed, her voice a thin whisper. “The bills, the decisions, everyone expecting me to know things. I miss just… being taken care of. I wish I could just be a kid again.”

Jason, her stepdad for the last five years, listened with the patient, gentle focus of the adolescent therapist he was. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “That’s a powerful feeling, Mary. That desire for a simpler, safer emotional space.” He paused, a thoughtful look crossing his features. “There are… therapeutic modalities to explore that. Age regression. With a trusted caregiver. It could offer you a real release from that adult pressure.”

Her heart thumped. “You mean… with you?”

“If you’re comfortable,” he said, his voice soft, reassuring. “As your dad. Your daddy. It would be a safe, structured space. Just you and me. Your mom works late tomorrow. We could have our first session then.”

The next day, after her mom’s car had disappeared down the street, Jason led her not to his office, but to her own bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them.

Her eyes went wide.

Laid out neatly on her floral duvet were three items: a pale pink, footed baby onesie with little cartoon ducks on it; a large, adult-sized blue pacifier; and a single, thick, white diaper.

“Oh, God,” she breathed, her cheeks flaming.

“It’s part of the process, sweetheart,” Jason said, his voice slipping into a lower, softer register. A daddy voice. “A little girl doesn’t worry about bathrooms. She lets her daddy take care of everything. It’s about total surrender. Total trust.” He gestured to the items. “Be a good girl for daddy. Put the diaper on first, then the onesie.”

Her limbs felt stiff, robotic. Shame and a bizarre, thrilling curiosity warred inside her. With trembling fingers, she unbuttoned her jeans, slid them and her panties down. The diaper crinkled loudly as she unfolded it. Lying back on the bed, she lifted her hips and slid the padding underneath. The material was cool, shockingly thick against her skin. She fumbled with the tapes, fastening them at her hips. It was bulky. Restrictive. She felt it press between her legs as she stood. Next, the onesie. She stepped into it, pulled it up, and struggled with the snaps at the crotch. Finally, she popped the pacifier into her mouth. The silicone nipple filled her mouth, muffling her breathing.

“Perfect,” Daddy Jason murmured, his eyes dark with approval. He held out a sippy cup full of apple juice. “Drink up for daddy. All of it.”

She obeyed, the childish action somehow liberating. As she drained the cup, a familiar pressure bloomed in her lower belly. She squirmed, a panicked look in her eyes.

“It’s okay, little one,” he soothed, taking the cup. “Your diaper is there for a reason. Let it go. Be my good, relaxed girl.”

She shut her eyes. The crinkling sound became a soft, warm hiss as she released her bladder, the heat spreading through the padding, soaking it, hugging her intimately. A shuddering sigh escaped around the pacifier. Embarrassment burned, but beneath it… a profound, shocking relief.

“Such a good girl,” Daddy Jason praised. He guided her to lie back on the changing mat he’d spread on the floor. With practiced, gentle hands, he unsnapped the onesie, exposing the swollen, wet diaper. The tapes gave way with a sharp ripping sound. Cool air hit her damp skin, making her gasp.

His touch was clinical at first. He used baby wipes, warm and wet, to clean her thighs, her mound. He was thorough, methodical. But as he wiped her pussy, his strokes changed. They slowed. Lingered. The wipe traced her outer lips, then, with a feather-light press, slipped between them.

Mary’s back arched off the mat. A sharp, sweet jolt shot through her.

“So sensitive,” he murmured, discarding the wipe. He sprinkled baby powder, the sweet, innocent scent filling the air as he dusted it over her buttocks and between her legs. His fingers followed the powder, smoothing it over her skin. They brushed her slit again. And again. Not cleaning. Teasing.

Her pacifier fell from her slack mouth. “Daddy…” she whimpered, the title no longer a therapy term. It was a plea.

“My sweet girl did so well,” he whispered, his fingers now tracing deliberate, slow circles around her clit. “You listened. You let go. Daddies reward good girls.” One finger, slick now with her own arousal, dipped inside her. Just an inch. Oh god. She was so wet, so much wetter than just from the pee.

He added a second finger, stretching her gently, the heel of his hand pressing against her clit as he worked them in and out. His thumb took over circling that swollen nub, applying perfect, maddening pressure. Her hips began to move of their own accord, riding his hand, chasing the sensation. The crinkling of the changing mat beneath her, the sweet powder smell, the sheer wrongness of it all melted into pure, carnal need.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he coaxed, his breath hot against her ear. “Cum for daddy. Show daddy how good it feels to be my little girl.”

His fingers curled, stroking a spot inside her that made her cry out. His thumb’s rhythm became insistent, relentless. The world narrowed to the frantic pulse between her legs, the building, coiling tension. It broke with a force that shocked her. Her body seized, back bowing, a raw, guttural moan tearing from her throat as her release flooded over his working fingers, hot and slick. Waves of pleasure radiated out, leaving her trembling, breathless, utterly spent.

He slowly withdrew his glistening fingers, bringing them to his lips for a taste, his eyes holding hers. “Delicious,” he stated, his voice thick.

He cleaned her quickly, taped her into a fresh, dry diaper, and snapped her onesie closed. He helped her sit up, her body boneless, her mind blissfully empty.

Cradling her face, he looked into her dazed eyes. “Whenever the big, scary world gets too much,” he said, stroking her cheek. “Whenever you need to just… let go. You come to daddy. This can be our secret stress relief. Okay?”

Mary nodded, leaning into his touch, a slow, sated smile spreading across her face. The bulky diaper between her legs was a comforting, secret reminder. “Okay, daddy.”

DADDY’S FORBIDDEN DESIRES IN PARADISE

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

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

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

“Come here, Oriana.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

“Please…” she breathed.

“Please what, little girl?”

“Please… touch me.”

“Where?”

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

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

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

“Yes, Daddy! Please.”

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

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

The vibrator vanished.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A TRIP TO DADDY’S CABIN

MF / BDSM / DDLG / ABDL / Age Play / Role Play / Bath / Massage / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The pine-scented air of the secluded cabin was the first promise of escape. For Audrey, stepping over the threshold felt like shedding a skin—the skin of a stressed, overworked twenty-two-year-old graduate student. Here, with Joseph, she was just… little.

He was exactly as she’d imagined from their weeks of secret, feverish chats: a solid, calming presence at forty, with gentle eyes that held no judgment, only a deep, knowing warmth. His first touch, a hand on her cheek, was paternal. Reverent. “Welcome home, sweetheart,” he murmured, and the last knot of adult tension in her shoulders dissolved.

The routine began simply, beautifully. A bath. He ran the water, testing the temperature with his wrist, adding a capful of lavender bubbles. He helped her undress, his fingers brushing her skin with a clinical tenderness that made her feel both cherished and utterly exposed. In the steamy water, he knelt beside the tub, a soft sponge in hand. He washed her slowly, starting with her shoulders, working down each arm, lathering the soap over her back in slow, circular motions. “Such a good girl for me,” he whispered, and the praise shot through her, warmer than the water.

He toweled her off with a fluffy cotton towel, patting every droplet away. Then came the soft, flannel pajamas, covered in smiling cartoon planets. He buttoned the top slowly, his knuckles occasionally grazing the swell of her breasts. A shiver, not from cold, traced her spine.

The living room was a sanctuary of softness. A plush rug, oversized pillows, and a trio of stuffed animals awaited. Joseph settled her on the floor, a warm blanket around her shoulders, and turned on a cartoon. The bright, meaningless colors danced on the screen as he sat behind her, his legs framing her body. His hands began to knead her shoulders.

“Just a little massage for my tired girl,” he said, his voice a low rumble near her ear. His thumbs pressed into the tight muscles at the base of her neck, and she melted back against him with a soft sigh. This was the care she’d craved. The absolute, undivided attention.

But the massage didn’t stop at her shoulders. His hands drifted lower, sliding under the loose pajama top to smooth over her ribs. His touch was still gentle, still nurturing, but a new intent hummed beneath it. He told a story, a silly tale about a lost star, as his palms glided over her stomach. As he spoke of the star finding its constellation, his fingertips ghosted up, just brushing the undersides of her breasts.

Audrey’s breath hitched. The cartoon sounds faded into a distant buzz. Every neuron in her body focused on the trail of heat his hands left behind.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his lips close to her ear. “Just feeling how soft you are. My perfect, sweet girl.”

His story continued, but his hands became the true narrative. They cupped her breasts fully, his thumbs circling her nipples through the thin cotton of her pajama top until they tightened into aching peaks. A soft, needy sound escaped her lips. She arched back into his chest, her head lolling against his shoulder.

“Does that feel good, sweetheart?” he asked, his voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “Please…”

“Please what?” He nibbled lightly on the shell of her ear, his teeth a sharp, delicious contrast to his soothing tone.

“More. Please, more.”

That was all the permission he needed. His hands left her breasts, and for a heart-stopping moment, she felt the loss. But then they were at the button of her pajama bottoms. He undid it slowly, the pop of the button loud in the quiet room. He peeled the soft fabric down her hips, his touch firmer now, more possessive. The cool air kissed her bare skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of his palm settling low on her belly.

He shifted her, laying her back onto the pillows, her cartoon-clad top rucking up around her ribs. He loomed over her, his eyes dark with hunger and something tender that made her heart clench. “My beautiful girl,” he murmured, before lowering his head.

His mouth found the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. He didn’t kiss, he nibbled. A gentle scrape of teeth, followed by the soothing lap of his tongue. He worked his way up, leaving a wet, tingling trail. Audrey’s fingers tangled in his hair, her hips lifting off the pillows in a silent, desperate plea.

When his breath ghosted over her core, she whimpered. He didn’t use his mouth there, not yet. Instead, his fingers traced her folds with a feather-light touch that was pure torture. He stroked her, exploring her slick heat, circling her clit with a maddening lightness.

“Joseph… please…” she begged, her voice ragged.

He smiled against her thigh. “So eager. So ready for me.” He reached to the side, to a small drawer in the side table she hadn’t noticed. His hand emerged with a sleek, rose-gold vibrator. He clicked it on. A low, steady hum filled the space between them.

He brought it to her, teasing her outer lips with the smooth, silicone tip. Audrey’s back arched, a sharp cry torn from her throat. “Oh god…”

“Shhh, it’s okay,” he crooned, the caregiver’s tone weaving seamlessly with the predator’s intent. “Just a little toy to help you feel good. Let it happen, sweetheart.”

He pressed it against her clit.

The vibration was instant, profound. It wasn’t frantic, but deep and insistent, a pulse that matched the frantic beating of her heart. He held it there, watching her face as her eyes screwed shut and her mouth fell open in a silent scream. He moved it in slow circles, the stimulation building a coil of tension so tight in her belly she thought she might snap.

Just as she was trembling on the edge, he withdrew it. Her eyes flew open, dazed and pleading.

“Not yet,” he whispered. He was undressing now, shedding his own clothes with swift, efficient movements. His body was solid, powerful, a testament to his years. And he was magnificently, undeniably aroused.

He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. He leaned down, bracing himself on his arms, and captured her mouth in a deep, consuming kiss. It was their first real kiss, and it tasted of possession and promise.

“This,” he breathed against her lips. “This is what you need, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she sobbed, wrapping her legs around his hips. “Please, I need you.”

He pushed inside.

The feeling was overwhelming. A slow, stretching fullness that chased away every thought, every worry, every shred of her adult self. He filled her completely, moving with a deep, rocking rhythm that was less about frenzy and more about claiming, connecting, consuming. Each drag of his length along her inner walls was a bolt of pure, white-hot pleasure. The vibrator was forgotten; his body was the only instrument she needed.

He adjusted his angle, and on the next thrust, he hit a spot that made her see stars. A broken cry tore from her throat. “Right there! Oh, please, right there!”

He growled, a low, feral sound, and pistoned into her, finding that perfect angle again and again. The careful caregiver was gone, replaced by a man lost in his own need, driving them both toward the peak. The sounds of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, her ragged pleas and his guttural groans, were the only music in the room.

The coil inside her, wound so tightly by his fingers and the toy, finally, violently sprang loose. Pleasure detonated through her, wave after wave, stealing her breath and her sight. She clenched around him, milking him, and with a final, deep thrust, he followed her over. His release was hot and profound, a shuddering groan muffled against her neck as he spilled into her.

For long minutes, they stayed locked together, sweat-slicked and breathless. The cartoon still played, casting colorful light over their tangled limbs. Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body, rolling to his side and gathering her close. He pulled the blanket over them both.

He kissed her forehead, his lips soft and warm. “My good girl,” he whispered, the caregiver fully returned. “My perfect Audrey.”

She nuzzled into his chest, boneless and sated, the blissful float of afterglow wrapping around her. But as his hand drifted down her back, his fingertips tracing idle, possessive patterns on her skin, a new, familiar ache began to stir deep within her again. Her eyes, heavy-lidded, flicked up to meet his.

A knowing smile played on his lips. His hand slid lower, cupping the curve of her bottom.

“Again?” she whispered, her voice husky with surprise and a thrilling, hungry hope.

BOUGHT BY A DOMINANT DADDY

MF / BDSM / DDLG / Blowjob / Spanking / PIV Sex

The heavy car door clicked shut, sealing Amanda in the circular driveway of a house so large it could only be called a mansion. The driver who had collected her from Rex’s filthy apartment didn’t speak, just gestured with a gloved hand toward the imposing front doors. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a bone cage. Another owner. The word made her sick. Rex had finally grown tired of her, auctioning her off to the highest bidder.

But the man who opened the door was not what she expected. He was tall, impeccably dressed in dark slacks and a charcoal sweater that stretched across broad shoulders. His hair was dark, shot with silver at the temples, and his eyes were a calm, assessing grey. He looked… clean. Orderly. Nothing like Rex’s greasy chaos.

“Amanda,” he said, his voice a low baritone that vibrated through the marble foyer. “Come in.”

He didn’t touch her. He simply led her through a tastefully furnished sitting room and into a study lined with books. A fire crackled in the hearth. It was warm. Safe. The contrast to her former surroundings was so violent it made her dizzy.

“My name is Adrien. You belong to me now,” he stated, his gaze holding hers. There was no cruelty in his face, only absolute certainty. “There are rules. You will refer to me as ‘Daddy’ at all times. I will refer to you as ‘my little girl.’ This is not a negotiation. Do you understand?”

Amanda nodded, her throat tight. Daddy. It was a role, a script. But his voice, while firm, lacked the seething contempt she was used to. A strange, treacherous flicker of attraction stirred in her gut.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes, what?”

She swallowed. “Yes… Daddy.”

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. “Good girl. Now, come here.” He pointed to a spot on the lush rug before his leather chair. When she stood there, trembling, he produced a hairbrush and two simple pink ribbons from a drawer. His hands were surprisingly gentle as he gathered her hair, dividing it, weaving it into two neat pigtails. He tied them off with the ribbons, his fingers briefly brushing the nape of her neck. A shiver, not entirely from fear, traced her spine.

“There,” he murmured, turning her to face a gilt-framed mirror on the wall. “My perfect little girl.”

She stared at her reflection. The pigtails made her look younger, vulnerable, but also… owned. Carefully curated. Under his steady gaze, the vulnerability began to twist into something else—a sharp, shocking need for his approval.

He let her settle for an hour in a lavish guest room, but the reprieve was a form of torture. Anticipation coiled tightly within her. When a soft chime sounded through a hidden speaker, she jumped. His voice followed, smooth and commanding. “To the study, little girl. It’s time for your first training session.”

Her feet carried her back. He was standing by the fire, silhouetted by the flames.

“Undress,” he said, without turning around.

Her fingers fumbled with the cheap, thin dress Rex had made her wear. It pooled at her feet. Then her bra, her panties. The air was cool on her naked skin, but the heat from the fire and his gaze warmed her. She stood, arms awkward at her sides, completely exposed.

He finally turned. His eyes traveled over her body, slowly, possessively. “Beautiful,” he stated, as if cataloging a fact. Then he undid his belt, the buckle clinking softly. He unzipped his trousers and freed his cock.

It was thick, heavy, already fully erect. Amanda’s mouth watered instinctively, an old, degrading habit. But this felt different. This was a command, not a violent taking.

“On your knees, little girl.”

She sank down onto the soft rug. The scent of him, sandalwood and clean male skin, filled her senses. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of the broad, silken head against her tongue sent a jolt through her. She took him into her mouth, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth.

“That’s it,” Adrien breathed, his hand coming to rest on her head. “Use your tongue. Just like that.”

She worked him, licking the prominent vein underneath, swirling her tongue around the crown. Her own arousal, hot and insistent, began to pulse between her legs. This was service, but it was also a strange kind of power, feeling him grow even harder in her mouth, hearing his breath hitch.

His fingers tangled in the pigtails he had fashioned. He didn’t yank, not at first. He simply held them, guiding the rhythm of her head. Then, as a low groan rumbled from his chest, his grip tightened. He began to move her, gently at first, then with more insistence, fucking her face with slow, deep thrusts.

“Take it, little girl. All of it.”

She relaxed her throat, letting him push deeper, tears pricking her eyes from the strain, but a wild, submissive thrill coursing through her veins. He used her, but he was with her, his pleasure a tangible force in the quiet room. He pulled out with a wet sound, his cock glistening from her mouth.

“Stand up. Bend over the arm of the chair.”

Her legs were shaky as she obeyed, presenting her bare ass to him. His palm landed on her flesh with a sharp, stinging crack. The pain was bright, clean. It burned away the ghost of Rex’s brutal, hateful slaps.

“Count,” Adrien commanded.

“One, Daddy,” she gasped.

He spanked her again, lower this time. “Two.”

Each slap was measured, deliberate, lighting up her nerve endings until her entire backside was a throbbing, heated map of his discipline. By the time she choked out “Ten,” she was wet, dripping onto the leather beneath her.

He helped her up, his hands surprisingly tender on her stinging skin, and led her to the massive four-poster bed in an adjacent room. From a bedside drawer, he produced soft leather cuffs. He fastened one around each of her wrists, then secured them to the ornate bedposts with a click. She was spread-eagled, utterly vulnerable, her heart pounding with a mixture of fear and dizzying excitement.

Adrien retrieved a small, sleek vibrator. He turned it on. A low, insistent hum filled the air. He trailed it up her inner thigh, never touching where she ached the most. She whimpered, straining against the cuffs.

“Does my little girl want to cum?” he asked, his voice a dark caress.

“Yes, Daddy. Please.”

“Then be good. Be still.”

He finally touched the buzzing tip to her clit. Amanda cried out, her back arching off the bed. The sensation was electric, overwhelming. He circled slowly, expertly, building the tension coil by coil. He would bring her to the very edge, then pull away, watching her shudder with denial.

“Please, Daddy, I’ll be good, I promise,” she babbled, lost in the sensation.

“Show me.”

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her splayed legs. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. Then he pushed in, in one long, devastating stroke that filled her completely. A guttural moan was torn from her throat. He felt enormous inside her, stretching her perfectly.

He set a relentless pace, each deep thrust jolting through her bound body. The restraints held her firm, allowing him to plunge deeper, to own every inch of her. The slap of skin on skin, her ragged pleas, his controlled grunts—it was a symphony of pure, raw sensation. The vibrator was still humming against her clit, pushed between them by the force of his body.

The climax built like a tsunami, unstoppable. It shattered her, wave after wave of intense pleasure making her cry out as her inner muscles clenched and fluttered around his driving cock. Her release triggered his. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, his own groan harsh in her ear as he pulsed, filling her with his warmth.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with careful movements, he turned off the vibrator, withdrew, and unbuckled the cuffs. He massaged her wrists where the leather had bitten in.

“You did very good for your first session, Amanda,” he said, his voice back to that calm, firm baritone. He brushed a sweaty strand of hair from her forehead. “My good little girl.”

As she lay there, spent and trembling, a profound sense of relief washed over her. Rex’s face, his smell, his cruelty—it all seemed to recede into a distant nightmare. Here, there was order. There was expectation. And, most surprisingly, there was a kindness in Adrien’s dominance that felt like a lifeline. She was chosen. She was his.

He leaned down, his lips close to her ear. “We’re just getting started.”

A STEPFATHER’S MEDICAL ASSISTANCE

MF / BDSM / Medical Exam / Taboo / Stepdad / Virgin / Age Gap / Fingering / Speculum / Dildo / Anal

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.”

5 - STEPDAUGHTER’S CONDOMS

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

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

Condoms.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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