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The blue glow of the monitor was the only light in the den, illuminating the stunned disbelief on Jerry’s face. His cursor hovered over the thumbnail: “College Sluts Take on the Soccer Team - REAL Amateur Dorm Orgy.” He clicked, the video player filling the screen. He adjusted himself in his chair, the familiar, solitary ritual taking over.

The scene was chaotic, a tangle of limbs on a cheap dormitory futon. His eyes, half-lidded with lazy arousal, scanned the bodies, a detached appreciation for the youthful energy on display. And then his blood ran cold. His heart didn’t just skip a beat; it seemed to stall completely before slamming against his ribs like a frantic prisoner.

There. In the center of the frame. A girl with a cascade of honey-blonde hair, her head thrown back in ecstasy, a tall, anonymous guy moving between her legs.

Jenna.

His Jenna. His stepdaughter.

A violent, visceral nausea twisted his gut. He fumbled for the mouse, slamming the laptop shut as if it had burst into flames. The room plunged into darkness, the frantic pounding of his heart the only sound. No. No, it’s not possible. But it was. The small birthmark on her left hip, the one he’d glimpsed a lifetime ago when she’d fallen off her bike and he’d helped clean the scrape. It was there, unmistakable.

The next three days were a blur of silent torment. He’d see his wife, Marie, and feel a wave of suffocating guilt. He’d look at family photos of a smiling, innocent Jenna and feel a confusing storm of anger, betrayal, and a shameful, unwanted flicker of the arousal he’d felt just moments before the recognition. Telling Marie was impossible. How could he explain what he was even doing on that site? The foundation of his marriage felt like sand shifting under his feet. The only option, the only path that made any twisted sense, was to drive to the university and confront Jenna himself.

Now, standing in the doorway of her dorm room, his prepared speech evaporated. The girl before him was the one from the video, not the one from the photo albums. She wore tiny denim shorts that hugged her curves and a thin, cropped top that revealed a flat, toned stomach and the hint of a black lace bra beneath. She was a woman, utterly and completely.

“Jenna?” he breathed, his voice hoarse.

Her eyes, the same bright blue as her mother’s, widened in genuine shock. “Jerry? What are you doing here?”

He pushed past her into the cramped room, the scent of vanilla and weed hanging in the air. “We need to talk. Now.”

“About what?” she asked, crossing her arms, which only accentuated her chest.

“I saw it,” he spat, the anger he’d been nursing for days finally finding its target. “The video. Online. For God’s sake, Jenna, what were you thinking?”

A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips. It wasn’t an expression of shame. It was one of victory. “What video, Jerry?” she purred. “And why were you looking at porn?”

His face flushed a hot, beet red. He stammered, all bluster gone. “That-that doesn’t matter! You’re throwing your life away! What if someone sees it? What if your mother—”

“I’m an adult,” she stated, her voice cool and steady, taking a step closer. “I can do what I want. So, answer the question. Did you like it?”

He tried to lie, to summon the righteous anger of a parent. But his mouth was dry, his eyes betraying him as they flickered over her body. He was trapped.

She saw it all. She took another step, closing the distance between them. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I saw the way you looked at me sometimes. I’m not a little girl anymore, Jerry.” Her confession hung in the air, electric and dangerous. “I’ve always thought you were… attractive.”

Before he could process the words, before he could muster a protest, she leaned in and pressed her lips to his.

It was wrong. It was a line collapsing into ash. He should have pushed her away, should have stormed out. But he didn’t. His hands, which had been clenched into fists at his sides, relaxed. A low groan escaped him as her mouth moved against his, soft and insistent. He kissed her back, the taste of her lip gloss and the faint hint of mint flooding his senses, drowning his conscience.

She pulled back, her eyes dark with desire. “See?” she whispered.

Without breaking eye contact, she grabbed the hem of her top and pulled it over her head, tossing it aside. The black lace bra followed, revealing her small, perfect breasts with pert, pink nipples that hardened instantly in the cool dorm air. The shorts and panties were next, shimmied down her legs until she stood before him, gloriously, terrifyingly naked. Every curve, every inch of smooth skin he’d seen pixelated on his screen was now real, and it was for him.

She lay back on the rumpled futon, the same one from the video, and spread her legs. The sight was dizzying. “Come on, Jerry,” she breathed, her voice husky. “I saw you looking. I know you want to. Eat my pussy.”

His knees almost buckled. This was the point of no return. Every rational thought screamed at him to leave. But a deeper, primal need roared louder. He dropped to his knees on the scratchy dorm carpet, his hands trembling as they settled on her warm thighs. He could smell her, a musky, sweet scent that was entirely her own. He leaned in, his tongue tentative at first, a slow, broad stroke through her wetness.

She gasped, her hips lifting off the futon. “Yes… just like that.”

Her encouragement shattered his last reservation. He dove in, feasting on her. His tongue found her clit, a hard little pearl, and he licked and sucked, mapping her pleasure with a desperate hunger. Her moans filled the small room, a soundtrack to his sin. His own arousal was a painful throb, confined within his jeans. He fumbled with his belt, his zipper, finally freeing his aching, thick cock.

Jenna pushed him back, her eyes locked on his length. “My turn,” she said, sinking to the floor before him.

She took him into her mouth, and his head fell back against the futon with a choked cry. Her mouth was hot and impossibly skilled, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deep, her nose pressing into his stomach. She sucked him like she’d been dreaming of it for years, her hand working the base of his shaft in a tight, twisting motion.

He couldn’t take it. He pulled her up, his hands gripping her waist, and laid her back down. She guided him to her entrance, her eyes burning into his. “Fuck me, Jerry.”

He plunged into her in one smooth, devastating thrust. She was so tight, so wet, her inner muscles clenching around him as she cried out. He held still for a moment, buried to the hilt, the reality of what they were doing crashing over him, only to be washed away by a tidal wave of pure sensation.

Then she began to move, rocking her hips, taking control. She rode him with a fierce, grinding rhythm, her breasts bouncing, her hands braced on his chest. He could only gasp, his hands sliding to her ass, gripping the firm flesh, helping her find a deeper, harder pace. The futon frame squeaked in protest, a frantic rhythm matching their own.

“I want to feel all of you,” she moaned, pulling him up. “From behind.”

He pulled out, the cold air a shock on his wet skin. She got on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him, arching her back. The view was obscenely beautiful. He positioned himself and drove into her again, this angle letting him sink even deeper. Each thrust was a jolt of pure electricity through his spine. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her skin, as he pounded into her, the wet, slapping sounds of their bodies joining filling the room.

He felt her tighten around him, her cries becoming sharp, pleading gasps. “I’m gonna cum… Jerry, don’t stop!”

Her climax triggered his own. A white-hot detonation seized him, and he shoved into her one last time, a guttural roar tearing from his throat as he emptied himself into her in pulsing, endless waves. She collapsed beneath him, her own body shuddering with the aftershocks.

They lay there for a moment, a tangled, sweating, breathless mess of limbs and confusion. The silence was deafening. Reality rushed back in, cold and harsh. They quickly, awkwardly, got dressed, avoiding each other’s eyes.

“Jenna,” he finally whispered, his voice ragged with panic. “You can’t… you can never tell anyone. Please. Your mother… she’ll destroy me. She’ll take everything.”

Jenna smoothed down her top, a calm, calculated look returning to her face. She walked to the door and opened it, a clear dismissal. She looked at him, not as a daughter, but as a conspirator. A lover.

“I want more,” she said simply. “And I’ll think about keeping your secret.”

2 - A SURPRISING DISCOVERY BENEATH THE SHEETS
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The stale scent of cheap body spray and laundry hamper hit Carl the moment he opened Aimee’s bedroom door. He sighed, gripping the handle of the vacuum cleaner. With his wife, Susan, at work and his twenty-year-old stepdaughter at her community college classes, household chores fell to him. He started with the easy stuff, gathering strewn clothes into a basket, wiping down dust-laden surfaces. Finally, he stripped the bed, the floral-patterned sheets a tangled mess at the foot of the mattress.

He shook out the fresh fitted sheet, the sharp snap of cotton breaking the quiet. As he leaned over to tuck a corner, his knuckles brushed against something cold and unforgivingly solid, nestled deep between the mattress and the headboard. He frowned, fingers closing around the object. He pulled it out.

And froze.

It was a dildo. But not just any dildo. It was massive, a thick, veined, shockingly realistic silicone sculpture in a pale flesh tone. It was heavy in his hand. Carl’s face ignited, a scalding heat rushing from his collar to his hairline. His heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped bird. Oh god. Aimee’s. This is Aimee’s. He dropped it as if it had burned him, the thing landing on the mattress with a soft, obscene thud. His mind raced, conjuring images he had no right to imagine. He finished making the bed in a frantic, clumsy hurry, carefully avoiding the spot where the thing lay. He left it right where it was, a guilty secret between the sheets.

He spent the afternoon in a fog of awkward tension, the phantom weight of that silicone cock still burning in his palm. When Aimee’s key turned in the front door latch, he practically jumped out of his skin. He busied himself with intensely studying the inside of the refrigerator, avoiding her cheerful “Hey, Carl!” as she passed by.

Later, the drone of Susan’s car pulling out of the driveway for her book club meeting left a heavy silence in its wake. Carl sat stiffly on the living room couch, pretending to be engrossed in a baseball game he wasn’t watching. His pulse spiked again when he heard Aimee’s bedroom door click open. Her soft footfalls padded into the room. He didn’t look up.

“Carl?” Her voice was quiet, laced with a teasing note that made his stomach clench.

“Yeah, kiddo?” he mumbled, eyes glued to a pitcher’s wild throw.

“Did you… make my bed today?”

The air vanished from the room. Carl’s throat went bone-dry. He could feel her gaze on him, hot and knowing. He finally chanced a look. She was leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. She was wearing just a thin, worn-out t-shirt and tiny sleep shorts. He forced his eyes back to the TV.

“I, uh… yeah. I did.” The words stumbled out, thick and clumsy.

“So you saw it, then.” It wasn’t a question.

Carl’s face flamed anew. He stammered, a series of incoherent sounds that meant nothing. I—well, I—it was—

Aimee took a few steps closer, the space between them crackling with a new, dangerous energy. “It’s okay,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “I think about you when I use it.”

The world tilted. The crowd on the television roared, a distant, meaningless noise. You. Me. The words echoed in his head, short-circuiting every rational thought, every moral boundary. And yet, a traitorous, electric jolt of pure arousal shot straight to his groin. He was hard in an instant, a painfully obvious tent forming in his sweatpants. He couldn’t speak, couldn’t move, could only watch as she closed the final distance between them.

She knelt on the carpet in front of him, her eyes locked on his. Her fingers, deft and sure, found the waistband of his sweatpants. He should stop her. He had to stop her. But his body was a stone monument to his shameful desire. He let out a sharp, shaky breath as she tugged the fabric down, his cock springing free, fully erect and twitching.

“I knew it,” she murmured, a victor’s smile on her face. Her hand wrapped around his length, a soft, cool touch that made him jerk. Oh, Christ. Then she leaned in, her warm breath ghosting over the head before her lips, soft and impossibly wet, closed around him.

Carl’s head fell back against the couch cushion, a guttural groan tearing from his throat. Her mouth. The sensation was blinding, a hot, slick suction that pulled at his very soul. He tangled a hand in her long hair, not guiding, just holding on as her head began to bob, slow and deliberate. He could feel the clever flick of her tongue tracing his veins, the tight seal of her lips as she took him deeper. The wet, obscene sounds filled the quiet living room, a soundtrack to his sin. His hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust and she took it, moaning around him, the vibration coursing through his entire body. He was lost, completely consumed by the feeling of her mouth, her confession, the illicit thrill of it all.

She pulled off with a soft, final pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with lust. “Come on,” she breathed, taking his hand and leading him, dazed and compliant, to her bedroom.

The door clicked shut. Without a hint of shyness, she pulled the t-shirt over her head and shimmied out of her shorts. She stood before him, completely naked. Her body was… perfect. Slender, with small, pert breasts crowned with dusty pink nipples, a flat stomach, and a neat triangle of dark hair between her thighs. Carl’s mouth watered.

She climbed onto the bed, reaching for the nightstand drawer. She pulled out the dildo, the very one that had started this madness. She held his gaze as she lay back, spreading her legs, giving him a full, unobstructed view. She dragged the tip of the toy through her folds, already glistening with arousal, and a low moan escaped her. Then she pushed.

Carl watched, mesmerized, his hand stroking his own aching cock. He watched the thick silicone disappear into her body, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck, yes,” she hissed, fucking herself with it, her hips rocking to meet each thrust. The sight was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. Her free hand pinched and pulled at her nipple, her breaths coming in sharp, frantic gasps. “You see what you do to me?”

Abruptly, she pulled the glistening toy out and tossed it aside. It landed on the carpet with a soft thud. She looked at him, her expression raw and needy. “Your turn. I want to feel your tongue. Now.”

He moved without thought, driven by a hunger that overpowered every ounce of guilt. He knelt between her legs, the sweet, musky scent of her arousal filling his senses. He buried his face in her, his tongue finding her swollen, hard clit. She cried out, her hands flying to his head, her fingers gripping his hair. “Right there! Oh, god, Carl, don’t stop.” He licked and sucked, tracing patterns he’d only fantasized about, learning the rhythm that made her thighs tremble and her pleas turn into incoherent whimpers.

He couldn’t wait any longer. He needed to be inside her. He rose up, positioning himself at her entrance. Her eyes fluttered open, dark with need. She nodded, biting her lip. “Please.”

He pushed into her in one long, smooth stroke. She was so tight, so incredibly wet and hot, gripping his cock like a velvet fist. She gasped, a sharp, shocked sound that morphed into a long, drawn-out moan as he buried himself to the hilt. “You’re so much bigger,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his waist.

He set a punishing pace from the start, each deep thrust rocking the entire bed frame. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, a frantic, rhythmic percussion to their ragged breathing. He drove into her, again and again, chasing a release that was coiling tight in his gut. She met every thrust, her nails scraping down his back, her moans growing louder, more frantic.

“I’m gonna cum,” she chanted, “I’m gonna—Carl!” Her body stiffened beneath him, and then she shattered, a raw, screaming climax that made her inner muscles clench and spasm around his cock in relentless waves. The intense, milking pressure was too much. With a final, deep thrust, he came, a hot, pulsing release that seemed to drain him of everything. He collapsed on top of her, spent, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together.

The silence that followed was heavy, broken only by their ragged attempts to catch their breath. Reality, cold and unwelcome, began to seep back into the room. Carl slowly pulled out and rolled off her, the magnitude of what they’d just done crashing down on him. They dressed quickly, not looking at each other.

“Aimee…” he began, his voice hoarse. “Your mother… you can’t… we can’t ever…”

She turned to him, smoothing down her shirt. A slow, cunning smile spread across her face. “Don’t worry, Carl. I won’t tell mom.” She stepped closer, her hand resting lightly on his chest. “But I want more.”

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

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

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

“You hate me, don’t you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ashley, this isn’t—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

4 - SECRET JOURNAL, TABOO LUST
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“We need to talk, Sherry.”

The words were a bucket of ice water. She froze, her hand still on the banister, one foot on the bottom stair. Her stepdad, Max, stood in the doorway to the living room, his expression unreadable.

“Okay…?” she said, her voice tight. “About what?”

He didn’t answer immediately. He just looked at her, and the weight of his gaze made her skin prickle. He ran a hand through his dark hair. “It’s… it’s about your journal.”

The world tilted. Her journal. The one she kept hidden under the loose floorboard beneath her bed. The one filled with pages and pages of him. Her stomach clenched, a cold dread washing through her. No. No, no, no.

“You… you read it?” The words were a choked whisper. Humiliation, hot and sharp, burned her cheeks. She was going to be sick. This was it. Her secret, her most private, shameful, exhilarating fantasy, laid bare.

He nodded, his jaw tight. “I was looking for the spare fuse box key. I saw the board was loose. I’m so sorry, Sherry. I shouldn’t have.”

Tears of anger and violation welled in her eyes. “You had no right.” She wanted to scream, to run, to disappear.

“I know,” he said, his voice low, rough. “And I was going to pretend I never saw it. But I couldn’t.” He took a step closer. The air in the hallway grew thick, charged. “Because I… I feel it, too.”

Sherry’s breath hitched. What?

He closed the distance between them in two quick strides. He was so close she could smell his cologne, the clean scent of his shirt. “I read those words,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a husky register that made her knees weak. “And I’ve thought those same things. For a long time.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This wasn’t happening. This was a dream, one of her own feverish fantasies spun out of control.

“I know it’s wrong,” he continued, his eyes boring into hers, dark with a hunger she’d only ever imagined. “I’m your stepfather. But when I found a pair of your panties in the laundry… God, Sherry. I couldn’t help myself. I’ve jerked off with them, thinking of you.”

The crude, shocking confession shouldn’t have thrilled her. It should have disgusted her. But a bolt of pure, white-hot electricity shot straight to her core, and a desperate, aching wetness bloomed between her legs. Her anger melted away, replaced by a trembling, overwhelming need.

She saw the truth in his eyes, the same war between guilt and desire that she fought every day. Without another word, she reached for him. Her fingers curled into the soft cotton of his shirt, and she pulled his mouth down to hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision. A release. His lips were firm and demanding, tasting of coffee and mint. His tongue swept into her mouth, and she met it with her own, a low moan escaping her throat. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her burning cheeks. This was so much better than her dreams. It was real. The scratch of his stubble, the heat of his body, the possessive way his tongue claimed her mouth.

He broke the kiss, breathing heavily. “Your mom won’t be back for hours.” It wasn’t a question. It was a promise.

He took her hand, his grip firm, and led her down the hall. Not to her room. To theirs. To the bedroom he shared with her mother. The sheer wrongness of it sent another illicit thrill through her.

He backed her toward the large bed, his eyes never leaving hers. His fingers went to the hem of her sweater, pushing it up and over her head. He tossed it aside. His knuckles brushed against the swell of her breast above her lace bra, and she shuddered. He made quick work of her jeans, unbuttoning, unzipping, peeling them down her legs along with her panties until she stood naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, his gaze raking over her. “So much more beautiful than I ever imagined.”

He laid her back on the cool duvet, following her down, covering her body with his. His mouth found hers again, then trailed down her neck, to the frantic pulse pounding at its base. He kissed a slow, searing path down her body. His tongue swirled around one nipple through the lace, then the other, before he unhooked the bra and drew a taut peak into his mouth, sucking deeply. She arched her back, a cry tearing from her lips. The sensations were overwhelming, each flick of his tongue, each scrape of his teeth sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

He continued his southward journey, his lips and stubble grazing her stomach, her hips. He hooked his hands under her knees, pushing her legs apart, opening her completely to him. She was exposed, vulnerable, more turned on than she had ever been in her life.

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

Sherry cried out, her fingers twisting in the bedsheets. His tongue was flat and hot against her, licking a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit. He focused there, circling the swollen, hypersensitive bud with a torturous rhythm. Oh, god. Her hips lifted off the bed, seeking more pressure, more friction.

He groaned against her, the vibration nearly pushing her over the edge. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars. His mouth sucked her clit, his fingers pistoned in and out, and the world dissolved into a vortex of pure sensation. Her orgasm crashed over her, violent and shuddering, her inner muscles clenching around his fingers as she whimpered his name.

Before she could even come down, he was stripping off his own clothes. She watched, breathless, as he revealed his body. And then she saw it. His cock was thick and hard, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. It was bigger than she’d fantasized, and a new kind of ache, a greedy need, blossomed inside her.

He knelt on the bed between her splayed legs. He gripped his length, stroking himself once as he looked at her slick, wanton body. He positioned himself at her entrance. The broad head pressed against her, stretching her. He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion.

She gasped as he filled her, inch by incredible inch. The stretch was intense, a perfect, full feeling that wiped her mind clean. Oh my god. Max. He’s inside me. He began to move, setting a deep, rolling rhythm. Each thrust was a revelation. She could feel every ridge of him, the way her body clung to him. He braced himself above her, his muscles corded with strain, watching her face as he took her. The slap of their skin together was a lewd, rhythmic music in the quiet room. He drove into her, harder, faster, chasing his own pleasure now. She met his thrusts, wrapping her legs around his waist to take him deeper.

“Roll over,” he grunted, his voice ragged. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed without thought, presenting herself to him. His hands smoothed over her ass, gripping the flesh. She heard the click of a cap. A cool, slick finger pressed against her other hole, circling, then slowly pushing inside. She tensed for a second, then forced herself to relax. The intrusion was strange, then shockingly intimate. He worked a second finger in, stretching her, preparing her. The shameful, taboo act made her clench around nothing, desperate to be filled.

He replaced his fingers with the blunt head of his cock. “Relax, baby,” he murmured, pressing forward.

It was a sharper, more intense stretch. She buried her face in the pillow as he penetrated her, filling that forbidden, tight channel completely. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, before he began to move. His grip on her hips was iron-clad as he thrust into her ass, each movement sending shockwaves through her. The pleasure was different, darker, overwhelming. She was completely his, taken in every way. The friction, the fullness, the sheer wrongness of it all coiled the tension in her belly again, tighter and tighter.

“I’m gonna come,” he groaned, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic.

His words were the final trigger. Her second orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seizing climax that made her asshole clench and spasm around his pumping cock. The sensation pushed him over the edge. With a guttural roar, he drove deep and held there, pulsing inside her, his warm release flooding her. He collapsed over her back, both of them spent and slick with sweat.

Later, tangled in the sheets that smelled of him and sex and her mother’s perfume, the guilt began to creep in at the edges of her bliss. But it was a feeble thing compared to the satiated ache between her legs and the memory of his weight on her.

He stroked her hair. “This has to be our secret,” he whispered. “No one can ever know.”

She nodded against his chest, the promise feeling both like a prison sentence and a key to paradise. “Our secret.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jesus, Carrie,” he choked out.

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

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

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

He stared, utterly captivated. This is really happening.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His blood ran cold.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

7 - AN ACCIDENTAL TEXT MESSAGE
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The phone buzzed against the mahogany desk, a stark interruption to the financial report Mark was reviewing. He sighed, tapping the screen to dismiss the notification, but his thumb accidentally opened the message thread. It was from Katie. And it was pictures.

His blood ran cold, then instantly hot.

His stepdaughter’s face, flushed and smiling, filled the first image. Innocent. The next one was not. It was a full-length mirror selfie, her body, all of it, on breathtaking display. Her small, pert breasts with their pale pink nipples, the gentle curve of her waist, the smooth, shocking triangle of dark hair between her thighs. Mark’s jaw went slack. His heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped bird.

Three dots appeared.

Katie: OH MY GOD. DADDY. I MEANT TO SEND THAT TO BRYCE. I AM SO SORRY. PLEASE DELETE THEM!!!!

A father’s fury ignited first. That little… Who was Bryce? What was she thinking? Those images, once sent, were out there forever. He should call her. Ground her for a decade. His thumb hovered over the call button.

But then his eyes, almost against his will, dragged back to the photos. To the perfect, youthful swell of her breasts. To the tantalizing shadow between her legs. His anger began to curdle, mixing with something else, something dark and primal he hadn’t felt in years. A familiar, aching tightness stirred in his slacks. She was eighteen. A legal adult. The thought was a betrayal, and it electrified him.

—

The house was silent when he got home, his wife’s text about grocery shopping glowing on his phone. He found Katie on the living room couch, curled up, her face a mask of feigned nonchalance that didn’t hide her nerves.

“Katie. We need to talk about those pictures.” His voice was gruff, the disciplinarian tone feeling hollow even to him.

She didn’t look up from her phone. “I said I was sorry. It was an accident.”

“That’s not the point. You can’t be sending things like that. It’s dangerous. It’s… inappropriate.”

She finally lifted her gaze, and her eyes were far older than her years. “Inappropriate?” She rolled her eyes, a defiant little gesture. “I’m an adult, Mark. I can do what I want with my own body. It’s not the 1950s.”

He floundered, the script he’d prepared crumbling. “I just… I don’t want you to get hurt.”

A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips. It was a woman’s smile. “Okay. I have a question.” She put her phone down and leaned forward. “Did you like them?”

Heat flooded his face. He could feel the blush creeping up his neck. “No. Of course I didn’t. I was… appalled.” The lie was pathetic, transparent.

Katie uncurled herself from the couch and stood. She took two slow steps toward him, her eyes locked on his. She saw everything—the guilt, the panic, the raw, desperate hunger. “Liar,” she whispered.

His breath hitched. She was right in front of him now, her scent—vanilla and something uniquely her—washing over him. This is wrong. Stop this. The words were a faint echo in a mind consumed by a roaring need.

She didn’t wait for permission. Her small, confident hand pressed against the growing bulge in his trousers. He gasped. Oh, god. His entire body went rigid. Stop her. Push her away.

He didn’t move.

Her fingers, nimble and sure, found his zipper. The sound of it sliding down was the loudest thing in the silent house. She reached into his briefs, her cool fingers wrapping around his hot, aching length. He groaned, his head falling back, all pretense of resistance evaporating.

“See?” she murmured, her breath warm against his neck as she sank to her knees before him. “I knew you liked them.”

Her tongue, wet and impossibly soft, traced a slow, torturous line from the base of his shaft all the way to the tip. His hips bucked involuntarily. She took him into her mouth, and the world dissolved into pure sensation. The warm, wet suction. The gentle scrape of her teeth. The way her lips formed a perfect, tight seal around him. He tangled his hands in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she worshipped him, her head bobbing in a rhythm that was both innocent and wildly experienced.

He looked down, and the sight unraveled him completely. His stepdaughter, on her knees, her beautiful mouth stretched around his cock. This is happening.

“Stand up,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

She obeyed, a triumphant glint in her eyes. He reached for the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. Then her shorts. Then her simple cotton panties. And there she was. The photo come to life, but so much more. So real. Her skin was flawless, her breasts high and proud, her waist so narrow he was almost afraid he’d break her. A woman’s body.

He buried his face between her breasts, inhaling her, before his mouth found a nipple. He sucked it deep, flicking his tongue over the hardened peak until she was crying out, her fingers clutching at his shoulders. He lavished the same attention on the other, her mewls of pleasure fueling his own desperate need.

He lowered her onto the couch, spreading her legs, opening her to him. She was glistening, already wet for him. The musky, sweet scent of her arousal filled his senses. He dove in, his tongue finding her core, tracing her sensitive folds before zeroing in on the tight, throbbing bud of her clit.

She screamed, her back arching off the couch. “Mark! Oh, fuck, right there!”

He feasted on her, drinking her in, his tongue plunging inside her before circling back to her clit, relentless. Her thighs trembled around his head. Her hips ground against his mouth. She was bucking, writhing, completely lost in the pleasure he was giving her. He could feel her tension coiling, tightening, a spring about to snap.

She came with a shattered cry, her whole body seizing, her essence flooding his mouth. He didn’t let up, gentling his tongue until her convulsions subsided into weak shudders.

Before she could recover, he was on her, his weight pressing her into the cushions. He positioned himself at her entrance, slick with her release and his saliva. He looked into her eyes, a final, silent question.

She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist and pulling him deep inside her.

He groaned, a raw, animal sound. She was so tight, so impossibly hot and wet. He began to move, slow, deep thrusts that made her whimper with each penetration. Then her eyes fluttered open, and she pushed at his chest.

“No. Like this. I want to be on top.”

In a fluid motion, she rolled them over, straddling his hips. She rose above him, a gorgeous, powerful goddess, and then sank down onto his length, taking him all the way inside her with a gasp of pure bliss. She’s in control. The thought was the hottest thing he’d ever experienced.

She began to ride him, her hips rolling in a smooth, sensual circle. Her hands braced on his chest, her head thrown back, her breasts bouncing with every movement. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, helping her find a faster, harder rhythm. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was obscene and perfect.

“You feel so good inside me,” she moaned, her voice breathy and broken. “So much better than I dreamed.”

Her words shocked him, sent a new jolt of lust straight to his core. He watched her, mesmerized, as she chased her second climax, her inner muscles clenching around him like a fist.

Her orgasm hit her, and she crumpled forward with a guttural cry, her nails digging into his skin as her body milked him. The sensation was too much. With a final, powerful thrust up into her wet, convulsing heat, he came, his own release roaring through him, pumping into her in hot, pulsing waves.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweating heap on the couch, the only sound their ragged, synced breathing. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep into the blissful haze.

He pulled out, the act feeling suddenly, terribly final. They dressed in silence, not looking at each other.

“Katie,” he finally said, his voice hoarse. “Your mother… no one… can ever know about this.”

She just buttoned her shorts, a small, secret smile playing on her swollen lips. “Whatever you say, Mark.”
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The chandelier in the foyer caught the light like a thousand judgmental eyes. Janet stood under its glare, her overnight bag feeling heavier than it was. Her mother’s voice, airy and effervescent, floated from the sunken living room. “Janet, darling, you’re here! Come in, come in! Jack’s just opening a wonderful bottle of Cabernet.”

Jack. The name felt like a pebble in her shoe. She’d built him up in her mind—a caricature of a gold-digger, a man with slicked-back hair and cheap cologne who saw her mother’s sprawling estate not as a home, but as a portfolio. She rounded the corner, her rehearsed questions poised on her tongue, and then… she saw him.

He wasn’t what she’d pictured. Tall, with a relaxed posture that spoke of comfort in his own skin, not arrogance. His smile was warm, his handshake firm and dry. “Janet, it’s a real pleasure. Your mother talks about you constantly.” His voice was a low, pleasant rumble. Damn it, she thought. He’s charming.

Over the next two days, her defenses crumbled brick by irritating brick. He made her mother laugh, a genuine, carefree sound Janet hadn’t heard in years. He knew about art, engaging her mother in debates about a new acquisition. He even cooked, proving he wasn’t just there to be waited on. The suspicion curdling in her stomach was slowly being replaced by a reluctant, maddening liking for him.

On her last night, her mother, glowing with a few too many glasses of champagne at an opulent restaurant, draped an arm around them both. “My two favorite people in the world,” she’d slurred happily. The statement sent a jolt of guilt straight through Janet. Sitting across from Jack, watching the candlelight play across his strong jaw, another feeling, hotter and more dangerous, had begun to uncoil deep within her. She’d ignored it, shoving it down with a too-large bite of steak.

Back at the mansion, her mother yawned dramatically. “I’m going to bed, my dears. Don’t stay up too late.” She kissed Janet’s cheek and then Jack’s, floating upstairs and leaving a thick, silent tension in her wake.

The grandfather clock ticked in the hall. Janet stood, intending to flee to the guest wing. “Don’t go,” Jack said, his voice soft. “One more nightcap? For me?” The request hung in the air, a challenge and an invitation.

She shouldn’t. God, she shouldn’t. But her feet carried her to the sumptuous leather sofa anyway. He poured two fingers of amber whiskey, his movements fluid and sure. He sat closer than was necessary, the heat from his body a palpable force.

“You’ve been watching me all weekend,” he stated, his gaze direct, unflinching.

Janet’s heart hammered against her ribs. “I was… assessing you.”

A slow, knowing smile touched his lips. “And what’s the verdict?”

“You’re not what I expected,” she admitted, her voice barely a whisper.

“And what did you expect?” He leaned in slightly, the scent of his cologne—sandalwood and spice—washing over her.

“Someone… else.” Her breath hitched. This was wrong. So profoundly wrong. Her mother was sleeping right upstairs. But the part of her that had been coiled tight all evening suddenly sprang free. This was desire, raw and undeniable.

“I know what you expected,” he murmured, his eyes dropping to her lips. “But I also know what you want.” His hand came up, his thumb gently tracing the line of her jaw. The touch was electric, a spark that set her entire nervous system alight. “Tell me to stop, Janet.”

She should. The word was right there. Stop. But it died in her throat, suffocated by a wave of pure, unadulterated need. Her silence was the only permission he needed.

He closed the distance, his mouth capturing hers in a kiss that was anything but gentle. It was claiming, hungry, a confession of everything they hadn’t dared say. Her mind screamed in protest, but her body answered with a fervor that shocked her. Her lips parted, her tongue meeting his in a desperate, tasting dance. This is a mistake, a terrible, wonderful mistake.

His hands were everywhere, sliding down her back, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against her abdomen, and a fresh surge of wetness soaked through her panties. He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her neck. “I’ve wanted to do that since you walked under that damn chandelier, looking at me like I was a bug you needed to squash.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, pushing the fabric aside to reveal her lace bra. His mouth followed, his tongue tracing the swell of her breast before he took one nipple through the lace into his warm mouth. She cried out, a sharp, choked sound as he sucked, the sensation arrowing straight to her core. Oh god, yes.

He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, and then his mouth was on her bare skin, licking, sucking, nipping. He laid her back against the soft leather, his body covering hers. His hands slid her skirt up her thighs, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. He pulled them down her legs, his eyes dark with lust as he took her in, completely bare and exposed to him.

“So fucking beautiful,” he growled, lowering himself between her thighs.

The first touch of his tongue on her clit made her back arch off the couch. A ragged moan tore from her throat. He didn’t tease; he devoured. His tongue was a flat, relentless pressure, licking broad stripes through her slick folds before zeroing in on the aching, hypersensitive nub. He circled it, flicked it, sucked it gently into his mouth. Janet’s hands fisted in his hair, her hips lifting, grinding against his face, seeking more pressure, more friction, more. She was lost in a haze of sensation, the wet, hot sounds of his pleasuring filling the silent room. The guilt was still there, a faint whisper in the back of her mind, but it was utterly drowned out by the roaring need for release building inside her.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the very edge, he pulled away. She whimpered in protest. He smiled, a wicked, thrilling sight. “My turn,” he said, his voice thick. He stripped off his own clothes, and her breath caught. He was magnificent, all corded muscle and taut skin. And his cock… it was thick and long, standing proud from a thatch of dark hair. It’s so big.

He didn’t give her time to be nervous. He shifted their positions, moving them until they were sideways on the large couch, a tangle of limbs and hungry mouths. “Sixty-nine,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument, not that she had any left.

She positioned herself over him, lowering her mouth to his throbbing length as his head dipped between her thighs again. The taste of him, musky and male, filled her senses as she took him into her mouth. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the velvety head before taking him deeper, her own moans vibrating around him as his tongue found her clit once more. The dual sensations were overwhelming. The pleasure of sucking him, of feeling him grow even harder in her mouth, combined with the expert attention he was giving her, made her head spin. She was a creature of pure sensation, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure.

She couldn’t hold on. The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a violent, shuddering wave that made her cry out around his cock, her body convulsing against his mouth. He drank from her, groaning as her hips bucked against his face, milking every last spasm from her.

Before she could even come down, he was moving again, flipping her onto her back. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wetness. “Look at me,” he demanded. She opened her eyes, meeting his intense gaze. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He pushed in, and she gasped. He was every bit as big as he looked, stretching her, filling her completely. For a moment, they were still, joined in the most intimate way possible, the wrongness of it only making it feel more illicit, more thrilling. Then he began to move, slow, deep strokes that made her see stars.

“You feel that?” he grunted, each thrust hitting a spot deep inside her that made her toes curl. “That’s all for you.”

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a desperation she didn’t recognize in herself. She was riding him now, a frenzy of motion, the leather couch squeaking beneath them. The world narrowed to this point of connection, the slap of skin on skin, his guttural groans, the building pressure low in her belly. I’m fucking my mother’s fiancé. And I’ve never felt anything this good.

She came again, a second, sharper climax that clenched around him like a fist. Her inner muscles spasmed, gripping his cock rhythmically, and it was enough to push him over the edge. With a raw, choked shout, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release pulsing into her in hot, endless waves.

They collapsed together, a sweaty, panting heap on the couch. The reality of what they’d just done descended upon her like a cold blanket. He shifted off her, and they dressed in a frantic, silent hurry, the air now thick with shame.

She stood, her legs trembling. “This was a mistake,” she whispered, unable to look at him. “It can never happen again.” But deep down, she knew it was a lie. She wanted him. She wanted more.
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“I want you, Jasper. I have since the moment I saw you.”

The words hung in the close, still air of the tent, thick and heavy as the silence that followed. Courtney’s heart hammered against her ribs, a wild, frantic drumbeat against the gentle pitter-patter of rain on the nylon shell. She watched his face in the dim glow of the lantern, saw the conflict warring in his shadowed eyes—shock, then a flicker of something darker, hotter, that made her stomach clench with a fresh wave of desperate want.

He was her mother’s husband.

And she was lying next to him in a one-person tent, miles from anyone, confessing a sin she could no longer contain.

—

It had started with a phone call two months ago, her mother’s voice buzzing with a girlish excitement that felt entirely foreign. “Courtney, honey, I have the most wonderful news! Jasper proposed! We eloped this afternoon!”

The dorm room had suddenly felt like a prison. Courtney’s grip on the phone tightened, her knuckles bleaching white. Married? To a man she’d never even met? A man who was, according to her mom’s previous, more measured calls, “very charming” and “a real outdoorsman.” The words had felt like a betrayal, an invasion. She had a dad, even if her parents were divorced. She didn’t need a replacement.

Spring break was a tense, week-long affair. The house she’d grown up in felt different, smelled different. It smelled of his sandalwood cologne and his leather boots by the door. Meeting Jasper for the first time was a choreographed misery. He was tall, with shoulders that seemed to fill a doorway, and warm brown eyes that crinkled when he smiled. She’d been cold, deliberately so.

“It’s nice to finally meet you, Courtney,” he’d said, his voice a low, pleasant rumble.

“I already have a dad,” she’d retorted, the words sharp and childish even to her own ears.

But he was persistent in the kindest way. He didn’t push. He was just… there. And he listened. They discovered a shared, fervent love for the silent solace of the woods, for the ache of a good hike, for the smell of pine needles and campfire smoke. Her mother, a confirmed city-lover, would just wave them off with a laugh. “You two enjoy your dirt and bugs. I’ll be here with the air conditioning and a good book.”

The attraction snuck up on her, unwelcome and thrilling. It was the way his forearms flexed when he chopped firewood. The focused intensity in his gaze when he taught her how to properly secure a bear hang. The way his laughter seemed to vibrate right through her when she told a stupid joke. She’d shove the feelings down, bury them under layers of guilt, but they always clawed their way back up, hotter and stronger.

This camping trip was the final straw. Two days alone with him on the trail. Two days of watching his body move, of catching him watching her. The air between them had grown thick and electric, every accidental brush of hands sending a jolt straight to her core.

—

Now, in the tent, the charge finally exploded.

Jasper let out a long, shaky breath, the sound loud in the quiet space. “Courtney… we can’t. You know we can’t. It’s wrong.”

Her heart plummeted. She started to pull away, humiliation burning her cheeks, but his hand shot out and caught her wrist. His grip was firm, his skin hot against hers.

“But God, I feel it too,” he whispered, the admission torn from him. His restraint shattered.

He closed the small distance between them, his free hand coming up to cradle her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. His eyes searched hers for one last moment of hesitation, finding only answering fire. Then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a conflagration. It was weeks of pent-up, forbidden desire unleashed. His lips were insistent, demanding, and she met his hunger with her own, her mouth opening under his, her tongue tangling with his in a desperate, tasting dance. She could feel the rough stubble on his chin, taste the faint hint of whiskey on his breath from the flask they’d shared by the fire. Her hands came up, fists clenching in the soft flannel of his shirt, pulling him closer until she could feel the hard, solid wall of his chest against her breasts.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged, and trailed his mouth down the column of her throat, each open-mouthed kiss sending shivers through her. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her hiking shirt, pushing the fabric aside. The cool air of the tent hit her skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of his mouth on her collarbone, then lower, searing a path to the lace edge of her bra.

“So beautiful,” he murmured against her skin, the vibration teasing her nipple through the lace.

He unhooked her bra with an expert twist, and her breasts spilled into his waiting hands. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pure want, as he palmed them, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were tight, aching peaks.

He lowered his head and took one into his mouth.

Courtney cried out, her back arching off the sleeping pad. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure zinging from her nipple to the throbbing heat between her legs. He suckled her, his tongue flicking and laving, while his hand worked its magic on her other breast, pinching and rolling the nipple until she was writhing beneath him, a litany of soft, pleading moans falling from her lips.

He moved down her body, his kisses branding her stomach, her hips. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her hiking pants and underwear, peeling them down her legs in one smooth motion. The night air kissed her most intimate skin, and she trembled, exposed and utterly vulnerable.

Then his hands were on her thighs, gently but firmly spreading her open for him. She held her breath.

“Look at you,” he breathed, his voice thick with awe. “So perfect. So wet for me.”

He didn’t make her wait. He lowered his mouth to her.

The first slow, flat stroke of his tongue up her center made her gasp, her hips bucking off the pad. He held her down, his strong hands on her pelvis, and did it again. And again. Then he zeroed in on her clit, circling the swollen bud with a relentless, perfect pressure that had her seeing stars behind her closed eyelids. He licked and sucked, his tongue a wicked, knowing instrument of pleasure. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot deep within that made her cry out, a sharp, broken sound.

She was unraveling, coming apart under his mouth. The coil of pleasure in her abdomen tightened, unbearably tight, a scream building in her throat. “Jasper… I’m… I’m gonna…”

He redoubled his efforts, sucking her clit firmly as his fingers pumped into her. The orgasm shattered through her, a violent, breathtaking wave that convulsed her entire body. White light flashed behind her eyes as she rode it out, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his fingers.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, shucking his own pants and boxers. Her eyes, half-lidded and blurry with pleasure, went wide. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and impossibly large, jutting proudly from a thatch of dark hair. A frisson of fear mixed with raw desire.

He positioned himself between her legs, the broad head of his cock nudging at her slick entrance. He paused, his eyes locking with hers, his face a mask of strained control. “Tell me you’re sure.”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she panted, lifting her hips in invitation.

He pushed inside.

It was a stretching, filling, breathtaking invasion. He was so big, stretching her to her limits, a delicious, burning fullness that made her gasp. He stilled, letting her adjust, his forehead dropping to hers, their ragged breaths mingling.

Then he began to move.

Slow at first, long, deep strokes that made her moan with each retreat and thrust. But the slowness didn’t last. The primal need took over. His thrusts became harder, faster, more urgent. The tent filled with the sound of their skin slapping together, their labored breathing, her increasingly desperate cries. Each powerful drive of his hips hit that perfect spot deep inside her, building a new, frantic tension.

“I want to be on top,” she gasped, the need to take control overwhelming her.

In a fluid motion, he rolled onto his back, pulling her on top of him without ever slipping out of her. She straddled him, sinking down onto his length with a groan of pure ecstasy. Now she set the pace, riding him, her hands braced on his hard chest, her head thrown back. She could feel every inch of him inside her, could watch the mesmerized, lust-filled look on his face as he watched her body take his.

The new pressure was incredible. She ground down on him, circling her hips, milking his cock with her inner muscles. She felt the telltale curl of her toes, the tightening in her core, the world narrowing to the point where their bodies were joined.

“I’m coming,” she whimpered, her rhythm starting to falter.

That was all it took. Her inner walls clenched around him in a powerful, pulsating wave, and with a guttural roar, he followed her over the edge. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling her, triggering another, smaller climax that left her trembling and weak.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, spent and boneless. His arms came around her, holding her close as their heartbeats gradually slowed from a frantic gallop to a steady, shared rhythm. The rain had stopped. The only sound was their breathing.

The guilt began to seep in around the edges of her euphoria, cold and sharp. What had they done?

She felt him press a soft kiss into her hair. “This stays between us,” he whispered, his voice rough with emotion and spent passion. “Our secret.”

Courtney nodded against his chest, the reality of their transgression settling over them both. She felt a wave of guilt so potent it made her nauseous. But underneath it, coiling hot and insistent in her belly, was the undeniable, terrifying truth.

She already wanted more.
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“You don’t have to hide it, Daryl. I know what you’re doing.”

The voice, soft and knowing, sliced through the dim bedroom. Daryl flinched, the laptop lid slamming shut with a sharp, guilty click. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat of pure panic.

Allie stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame. A small, curious smile played on her lips. She wasn’t the girl who’d left for college a year ago. That girl was all braces and basketball jerseys. This woman… this woman was all curves and confidence.

“Allie! I… Jesus. I was just…” He gestured weakly at the computer, his words evaporating into the thick, awkward air.

She stepped into the room, closing the door behind her with a quiet, definitive click. The sound echoed in the sudden silence. “Checking your email?” she teased, her voice a low murmur. “Funny, it didn’t sound like an inbox alert.”

Heat flooded Daryl’s face. He was her stepfather. He’d helped her with her algebra homework, for Christ’s sake. He’d taught her how to parallel park. These thoughts, this… attraction… it was a betrayal of every single one of those moments. He was a horny old man, seeing something that wasn’t there.

“It’s not what you think,” he stammered, the lie pathetic even to his own ears.

She was in front of him now, looking down at where he sat frozen on the edge of the bed. “I think it’s exactly what I think.” She leaned closer, and he caught the scent of her shampoo—something fruity and clean, a scent he’d bought for her a lifetime ago. “I’ve seen the history on the family computer, Daryl. 18 Year Old Whores. Daddy’s Little Slut. Pounding My Stepdaughter. Does any of that sound familiar?”

The word, spoken in her voice, sent a jolt straight to his groin. No. This is wrong. But his body was screaming the opposite. His cock, already half-hard from the video, was now straining insistently against his zipper.

“Your mother… she’ll be back any minute,” he said, a last, desperate attempt to build a wall between them.

Allie’s smile widened. “She texted me. Stuck at the mall. Traffic’s a nightmare. She won’t be back for hours.” She placed a hand on his knee. The warmth of her palm seeped through his jeans, burning him. “We have time.”

His breath hitched. Every moral objection, every thread of societal propriety, snapped under the weight of his blinding, shocking want. He was paralyzed, a spectator in his own body.

That was all the invitation she needed.

Her fingers, nimble and sure, found his zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She’s really doing this. He watched, mesmerized, as she tugged his jeans and boxers down his hips, freeing his aching erection. He was fully hard, thick and veined, and the cool air against his heated skin was a shock.

“God, you’re so big,” she whispered, and the awe in her voice undid him completely.

She didn’t hesitate. She sank to her knees on the plush carpet between his legs, her eyes locked on his. Then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The heat was instantaneous and overwhelming. A low, guttural groan was torn from Daryl’s throat. Her lips were a slick, silken vise, her tongue a relentless, swirling pressure against the most sensitive part of him. She worked him with a confidence that stole the air from his lungs, her head bobbing slowly, then faster. She took him deeper, until the head of his cock nudged the back of her throat. He expected her to pull back, to gag.

She didn’t.

She relaxed her throat and took him all, a deep, perfect swallow that made him see stars. His hands, which had been gripping the comforter, flew to her hair, tangling in the soft strands. He wasn’t guiding her; he was just holding on for dear life as she devoured him. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room, a lewd soundtrack to his total corruption.

“Allie… fuck…” he moaned, his hips giving an involuntary thrust.

She pulled off with a soft, wet pop, her lips glistening. “My turn,” she breathed, her eyes dark with desire.

She stood and, in one fluid motion, pulled her sweater over her head. Then her jeans. Then her lace bra and panties. She stood before him, completely naked, and the sight stole the last remnants of his reason.

The girl was gone. In her place was a woman with full, pert breasts tipped with dusky pink nipples already drawn into tight buds. The gentle swell of her hips led to a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair. She was a fantasy made flesh, every inch of her screamed youth and vitality.

He reached for her, pulling her down onto the bed beside him. His mouth found her breast, lavishing one tight peak with his tongue, then sucking it deep. She cried out, her back arching, pressing herself harder against his mouth. “Yes… just like that…”

He worshiped her breasts, his hands roaming over the smooth plane of her stomach, down to the heat between her thighs. She was already dripping wet, her slickness coating his fingers as he circled her clit. She moaned, a broken, needy sound, grinding against his hand.

“I need to taste you,” he growled, his voice rough with lust.

He slid down her body, his hands pushing her thighs apart. Her scent, musky and sweet, filled his senses. He dove in, his tongue finding her swollen clit and lashing it with firm, flat strokes.

Allie screamed. Her hands fisted in his hair, holding him exactly where she wanted him. “Right there! Oh my god, Daryl, don’t stop!”

He devoured her, feasting on her essence, drinking her moans. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding that spot that made her shudder and sob. Her hips bucked wildly against his face, her pleasure a tidal wave about to crash. But he pulled back, leaving her teetering on the edge. He needed to be inside her. Now.

He moved over her, his body caging hers. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock slick with her arousal and his own saliva. He looked into her eyes, a final, silent question.

“Please,” she begged, her voice cracking. “Fuck me, Daryl.”

He thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, breathtaking stroke.

She was so tight. So impossibly hot and wet. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him even deeper. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly spiraled into something frantic, animalistic. The bed frame slammed against the wall in a steady, pounding beat. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her pleas and moans music to his ears.

“You feel… so good…” he grunted, driving into her again and again.

“Harder,” she demanded, her eyes fluttering shut. “Please, harder.”

He obeyed, pistoning into her with a force he didn’t know he possessed. The world narrowed to this bed, to the smell of sex and her skin, to the exquisite friction of their joining.

Suddenly, she rolled them over, straddling him. She rose above him, a gorgeous, powerful goddess, and then sank down onto his length, taking complete control. She rode him with a ferocious grace, her breasts bouncing, her head thrown back in ecstasy. He gripped her hips, helping her set a brutal, perfect pace.

He could feel her inner muscles beginning to clench around him, the trembling in her thighs signaling her climax. “I’m gonna cum,” she cried out, her body bowing.

The sight of her coming undone on top of him was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. It tore his own orgasm from him. With a roar, he erupted inside her, pulse after pulse of hot release, pumping into her depths as her own climax milked him dry.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing.

Reality, cold and sharp, seeped back into the room.

They untangled themselves, moving quickly, silently, pulling on clothes—his jeans, her sweater—not meeting each other’s eyes. The silence was heavy, thick with what they had just done.

Daryl’s mind was reeling. I just fucked my stepdaughter. Janet’s daughter. The guilt was a cold stone in his gut, but it was surrounded by the warm, satiated glow of the most incredible sex of his life.

Allie finally looked at him, her expression unreadable. She walked to the door, pausing with her hand on the knob. She glanced back over her shoulder, her eyes meeting his.

“I want to do that again before I go back to school.”

Daryl stammered, the words sticking in his dry throat. “Allie, we… we can’t. This was a… it was a mistake.”

But even as he said it, he knew it was a lie. He was already hard again just looking at her. He craved more.

She just smiled that same, knowing smile before walking out the door.
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The antiseptic scent of the clinic was a familiar comfort, but tonight it was laced with something else, something electric. Jessica wiped down the last stainless steel table, the damp cloth moving in slow, absent circles as she watched Jared lock the front door. The click of the deadbolt echoed in the quiet room, a sound that felt far more significant than it should.

“Another day, another dozen furry patients,” Jared said, his voice a warm rumble that did things to her stomach. He stretched, his shirt riding up to reveal a tantalizing strip of tanned skin above his jeans. Jessica’s mouth went dry.

She’d been living with this ache for months, a low hum of desire that had grown into a deafening roar every time he was near. He was her stepfather. It was wrong. So wrong. But the way he looked at her sometimes, with a heat that had nothing to do with familial affection, made her hope she wasn’t crazy.

“Jared?” Her voice was barely a whisper, but it cut through the quiet.

He turned, his kind eyes softening as they focused on her. “What’s up, Jess?”

There was no going back. The words tumbled out, a desperate, clumsy confession she’d rehearsed a hundred times in her head. “I… I can’t stop thinking about you. Not as my mom’s husband. Not as my stepdad. Just… you. The way you laugh. The way your hands are so gentle with the animals. I know it’s insane, I know it’s wrong, but I feel like I’m going to explode if I don’t tell you.”

He was silent for a long moment, the only sound the hum of the refrigerator storing vaccines. His expression was unreadable, a mask of careful neutrality that made her heart plummet. She prepared for the gentle let-down, the ‘this is inappropriate’ speech.

But it didn’t come.

Instead, he crossed the space between them in two long strides. His hand came up, his thumb gently tracing her bottom lip. His eyes were dark, stormy with a conflict she recognized all too well. “Jessica… God, we can’t.”

“But you feel it too,” she breathed, it wasn’t a question.

He didn’t answer with words. He answered by closing the final inch between them, his mouth crashing down on hers. It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a wildfire, a release of months of pent-up tension. His lips were firm and demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting of coffee and mint. Jessica moaned, her hands flying up to clutch at his shoulders, her body melting against his solid frame. This was it. This was everything.

When they broke apart, both were breathless. “My truck. Now,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “We can’t… not here.”

Twenty minutes later, the key was turning in the lock of a cheap motel room on the edge of town. The air inside smelled stale, of disinfectant and dust, but neither of them noticed. The second the door closed, Jared pushed her against it, his body pinning hers as his mouth found hers again. His hands were everywhere, roving over her back, down to her hips, pulling her tightly against the hard ridge straining against his jeans.

She fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, her fingers clumsy with need, until she could splay her hands across the warm, solid planes of his chest. He made a low sound in his throat and reached under her t-shirt, his fingers expertly finding the clasp of her bra. A quick flick of his wrist and it loosened. He broke the kiss only to pull her shirt over her head, tossing it aside. His heated gaze dropped to her breasts, now free and aching for his touch.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, lowering his head.

His mouth closed over one taut nipple, his tongue circling, flicking, sucking until she cried out, her head falling back against the door. The sensation was razor-sharp and exquisite, a direct line of pleasure straight to the molten core between her legs. He lavished the same attention on her other breast, his teeth grazing gently, making her whimper and buck against him.

He sank to his knees, his hands hooking into the waistband of her jeans. He peeled them down her legs, along with her panties, leaving her completely bare before him. His eyes devoured her. “Look at you,” he breathed, his hands smoothing up her thighs. “Perfect.”

He didn’t give her time to feel self-conscious. He guided her to the edge of the bed and urged her to lie back. Then he buried his face between her legs.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning bolt. Oh god. It was slow and deliberate at first, long, flat strokes that made her toes curl into the scratchy bedspread. Then he zeroed in on her clit, circling it with a relentless, perfect pressure. Jessica’s hips came off the bed, a broken sob escaping her lips. He held her down, his grip firm on her hips, as he feasted on her. He licked and sucked, his tongue delving inside her before returning to that throbbing center of her universe. The room filled with the wet, hungry sounds of his mouth on her and her own ragged moans. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearable, and then shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, wave after wave of pure, mindless ecstasy, her body convulsing under his masterful mouth.

Before she could even come down, he was standing, stripping off his own clothes. Her eyes widened. He was magnificent. And he was… big. Thick and long and jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. He saw her look and a slow, wicked smile spread across his face.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice thick.

He lay back on the bed and pulled her on top of him, arranging them in a sixty-nine position. Her world narrowed to the scent of his skin and the overwhelming view of his hard cock in front of her. She took him in her hand, feeling the velvety steel of him, and guided him into her mouth. At the same time, she felt his mouth latch onto her again, his tongue dipping into her sensitive, quivering folds.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. She sucked him, learning his taste, his texture, her head bobbing as she took as much of him as she could. Her own moans vibrated around his shaft as his tongue worked its magic on her, building the fire inside her all over again. It was a feedback loop of pure pleasure, each of them driving the other higher.

She couldn’t take it anymore. She needed him inside her. She moved, straddling his hips, her knees sinking into the mattress on either side of him. She positioned the broad head of his cock at her entrance, so wet and ready for him. Holding his gaze, she sank down, taking him in one slow, excruciatingly perfect inch at a time. Her head fell back as she sheathed him completely, a guttural cry torn from her throat at the unbelievable feeling of being so utterly filled.

She began to move, riding him, finding a rhythm. Up and down, her inner muscles clenching around him with every thrust. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, his own hips meeting her downward plunges. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was raw and primal. Faster. Harder. She was a creature of pure sensation, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure. She could feel another orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter deep within her.

“Turn over,” he grunted, his voice strained. “I want to take you from behind.”

She complied instantly, presenting herself to him on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, his hands spreading her cheeks, and then he was driving into her again, even deeper from this angle. Oh, god, yes. Each thrust was a jolt of electric pleasure. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he pounded into her.

“Jared… I’m going to…” she choked out.

“Me too, baby. Come with me,” he demanded, his thrusts becoming erratic, powerful.

It was the command in his voice that sent her over the edge. Her third orgasm erupted, a cataclysmic wave that clenched around his thrusting cock, milking him. With a guttural roar, he followed her, his body slamming into hers one last time as he emptied himself deep inside her with a violence that shook them both.

They collapsed onto the damp sheets, a tangled heap of sated limbs. He held her close, his heart hammering against her back. And that’s when the guilt descended, cold and sharp, cutting through the post-coital haze. Her mother. The sweet, trusting woman sleeping alone in the house they all shared.

“We can’t ever…” Jessica whispered, the words catching in her throat. “My mom…”

He turned her to face him, his expression serious, but his eyes still dark with possessiveness. “I know. This stays here. This room, this night. It’s ours.”

She nodded, the guilt not disappearing, but being joined by a thrill so potent it was terrifying. She wanted more. She wanted this again.

“Okay,” she breathed, curling into his side. “Our secret.”

12 - TAKING MOM’S PLACE
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The silence in the house was a living thing, thick and heavy, broken only by the soft scrape of a fork against a plate. Marcia watched Jake push his food around, his brow furrowed in a now-familiar pattern of grief.

Three weeks ago, on her eighteenth birthday, Marcia had come home from school to discover a note on the kitchen table. What it said made her burst into tears: Marcia—You’re a woman now. You don’t need me anymore. I’m tired of being a wife and mother. I want my own life. I’m leaving. Don’t try to contact me.—Mom

When Marcia’s stepfather, Jake, came home from work, she wordlessly handed him the note. He was just as devastated as she was. They held each other and cried.

Marcia knew she had to be strong. For Jake. She couldn’t take her mother’s place, but she could at least help out around the house. She tried to fill the void, taking care of the chores and having dinner on the table when he came home. But now, she was beginning to feel a bewildering ache that had nothing to do with a daughter’s concern.

“This is amazing, Marcia,” Jake said, his voice rough. He finally took a real bite of the garlic butter steak she’d prepared. “Seriously. You’re going to make some guy a hell of a wife someday.”

The words, so casually flung, landed like a spark on dry tinder. A flush crept up her neck. This wasn’t a father’s praise. This was a man’s appreciation, and it sent a forbidden thrill straight through her core. All the lingering glances, the accidental brushes of hands when she passed him a coffee, the way his gaze sometimes lingered on her in her new, more form-fitting clothes—it wasn’t her imagination.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. The words were out before she could cage them. “What if I don’t want some guy?” she whispered, her voice trembling. “What if I… what if I want you?”

Jake’s head shot up, his blue eyes wide with shock. The air crackled. “Marcia… we can’t. That’s not… it’s wrong.” But his protest was weak, his eyes darkening as they dropped to her lips.

“It doesn’t feel wrong,” she breathed, leaning forward, the table a puny barrier between them. “Nothing has felt right since she left except for being here with you.”

He was out of his chair in an instant, rounding the table. He loomed over her, a conflict of anguish and raw desire warring on his face. He cupped her cheek, his calloused thumb stroking her skin, and the touch was electric. This was really happening.

“God, help me,” he murmured, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle first kiss. It was hungry, desperate, a dam breaking after weeks of tension. His tongue plunged into her mouth, claiming her, and she met him with equal fervor, her hands tangling in his hair. He tasted of red wine and need. He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “Last chance to stop this.”

“Don’t you dare stop,” she pleaded.

With a low growl, he swept her up into his arms and carried her down the hall, not to her childhood bedroom, but into the master suite—his room. Their room. He laid her on the vast bed where her mother had slept and stood back, his eyes devouring her. Slowly, his fingers went to the buttons of her blouse. Each pop of a button was a tiny explosion. He pushed the fabric aside, his gaze hot on her simple lace bra. “So beautiful,” he breathed, his voice full of reverence.

He made quick work of her jeans, peeling them down her legs along with her panties, leaving her completely bare to his scorching gaze. He kissed his way down her body, his lips branding a trail from her mouth, over the swell of her breasts, down the plane of her stomach. He hooked his hands under her knees, spreading her open, and the cool air of the room hit her damp heat, making her shiver. So exposed. So his.

He didn’t hesitate. He lowered his mouth to her, and his tongue found her core in one swift, expert stroke.

She cried out, her back arching off the bed. Oh God. His tongue was relentless, lapping at her, circling her clit with a pressure that was pure, undiluted bliss. He held her hips down, pinning her in place as he feasted on her. The room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of his ministrations and her own ragged moans. Just as a climax began to coil tightly within her, he pulled back.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice thick. “On your knees.”

Trembling, she obeyed, presenting herself to him. She heard the rustle of his clothes hitting the floor, then the crinkle of a foil packet. The bed dipped behind her. His hands ran over the curves of her ass, possessive and firm. And then his mouth was on her again, but lower, his tongue delving into her from behind. She gasped, the sensation new and shockingly intense. He licked a slow, wet stripe from her clit to the tight ring of her ass, and she moaned, pushing back against his face, lost in the degradation and the pleasure of it.

“Jake… please… I need you inside me.”

He moved then, positioning himself behind her. She felt the blunt, immense head of his cock press against her entrance. He was so big. He pushed, just an inch, stretching her exquisitely. She whimpered, and he stilled.

“Okay?” he grunted, the strain evident in his voice.

“Yes… more.”

He drove into her with one long, deep thrust, filling her completely, a perfect, aching fit. A strangled cry was torn from her throat. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming feeling of being full of him. Then he began to move.

His pace was punishing from the start. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his length with every powerful thrust. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room. Each drive hit a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. She pushed back against him, meeting his rhythm, her moans growing louder, more urgent.

“You feel… so fucking good, Marcia,” he groaned, his fingers digging into her flesh. “So tight. All for me.”

The coil inside her wound tighter and tighter with every plunge of his cock. The pleasure was a tidal wave, building, cresting, and then it crashed over her. Her climax was violent, a raw, screaming release that clenched around him, milking his length as she shook uncontrollably.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he slammed into her one final time, his own release pulsing into the condom deep within her. He collapsed over her back, his sweat-slicked chest pressed against her, both of them breathing in ragged, shattered gasps.

After a few moments, he gently pulled out and rolled them onto their sides, spooning her, his arms wrapped tightly around her. They lay in silence, the only sound their gradually slowing breaths. He nuzzled her hair, placing a soft, almost apologetic kiss on her shoulder.

“We can’t… we can’t do this again, Marcia,” he whispered, his voice laced with regret. “It’s wrong. This is my fault.”

She turned in his arms to face him, her expression fierce and sure. “It’s not wrong if we both want it. I’m not a child anymore. I want this. I want you.”

He searched her eyes, the conflict returning. “People… they won’t understand.”

“Then they don’t have to know,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “It can be our secret.”

13 - FAMILY VACATION, FORBIDDEN DESIRES
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The airplane seat felt like a prison, the hum of the engines a dull soundtrack to Melissa’s misery. Two weeks. Two weeks in Florida with her mom and Rick while her entire social life evaporated back home. She could practically hear the music from Sarah’s party, the one she was missing, and she let out a sigh so heavy it ruffled the pages of the unopened magazine on her lap. Rick, in the aisle seat, glanced over with a kind, patient smile that only irritated her more. So boring.

The first day at the resort was a predictable parade of sunscreen and her mother’s overly enthusiastic itinerary. But by the third day, something shifted. Lying by the pool, she found herself watching Rick not as her stepdad, but as… a man. The way his shoulders flexed as he toweled off, the easy laugh he shared with a guy at the swim-up bar, the confident set of his jaw. It was a disorienting, thrilling observation that sent a flush across her chest she blamed on the sun.

The real shift came when her mom announced her spa day. “A four-hour seaweed wrap and meditation session,” she’d trilled, kissing them both goodbye. “You two try not to get into too much trouble.”

The hotel room door clicked shut, leaving a sudden, heavy silence in its wake.

Rick broke it with a soft chuckle. “Well. I guess it’s just us.”

They ordered club sandwiches and fries from room service, eating at the small table by the window overlooking the Gulf. They talked—really talked—about things they never did at home: her college plans, his own misguided youth, books they both liked. The laughter came easily, naturally. The familial barrier she’d always felt began to feel less like a wall and more like a sheer curtain, blowing in a warm breeze.

He leaned back in his chair, his eyes crinkling. “You know, Mel, I’ve got to say… you’ve really grown up into an incredible young woman.”

The use of the shortened nickname, the depth in his tone, made her stomach flutter. “Thanks, Rick,” she said, suddenly unable to meet his gaze.

“I’m serious,” he pressed, his voice dropping. “The other day at the pool… God, you looked amazing in that bikini. It was hard not to notice.”

The air vanished from the room. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic, panicked rhythm. This wasn’t a fatherly compliment. This was something else entirely. Something dangerous. She finally looked up, and his expression confirmed it. There was heat there, plain and unconcealed.

“Rick…” His name was a whisper, a question, a plea.

“I know,” he murmured, leaning forward, his forearms on the table. “I know how wrong this is. I know. But I can’t stop thinking about you. About how beautiful you are.”

The confession hung between them, terrifying and electrifying. Every rule, every social more, screamed at her to retreat. But a deeper, newer instinct roared to life, drowning out the noise. The attention felt too good, he looked too good. “I… I’ve been thinking things too,” she admitted, the words feeling both forbidden and freeing.

He moved then, a slow, deliberate unfolding from his chair. He came around the table and knelt beside her, his eyes searching hers for any sign of hesitation. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. So warm. “Tell me to stop, Melissa. Tell me now, and this never happened.”

Her breath hitched. She could feel the faint tremor in his hand. He meant it. He would stop. The power of that, the sheer intensity of the moment, shattered her last reservation. Instead of speaking, she leaned into his touch and closed the infinitesimal distance between them.

The first brush of his lips was tentative, questioning. Soft. Then it wasn’t. His mouth opened over hers, and the kiss deepened into something hungry and consuming. His tongue tasted of iced tea and mint, and a bolt of pure need shot straight to her core, making her gasp against his mouth. His hands slid from her face into her hair, angling her head to deepen the kiss even further.

He broke away, his breathing ragged. “We shouldn’t be doing this,” he whispered, even as his hands went to the hem of her sundress.

“I know,” she panted, arching her back to help him pull the soft cotton over her head.

He undressed her with a reverence that made her head spin, peeling away her clothes between searing, open-mouthed kisses. Each new inch of exposed skin was met with his lips or his rough palms. When she was naked, he laid her back on the cool hotel comforter and just looked, his gaze a physical caress. “Jesus, Melissa. You’re perfect.”

He started at her ankles, kissing his way up the inside of her legs with agonizing slowness. By the time his breath ghosted over her inner thighs, she was trembling, a low whimper building in her throat. He didn’t make her wait. He buried his face between her legs, and her back bowed off the bed at the first flat stroke of his tongue.

Oh, God. It was nothing like she’d ever felt. This wasn't fumbling or rushed. This was expertise. His tongue was relentless, licking and sucking and circling her clit with a precision that had her gripping the sheets, her hips lifting off the mattress to meet his mouth. He groaned against her, the vibration sending another shockwave through her. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her cry out. The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter, a frantic, building pressure. He sucked her clit into his mouth and she came apart, a raw, gasping cry torn from her lips as her entire world narrowed to the devastating rhythm of his tongue.

Before she could even float down from the high, he was stripping off his own clothes. Her eyes went wide. He was thick, hard, and so much bigger than she’d imagined. He saw her look and paused. “We don’t have to—“

“I want to,” she interrupted, her voice husky. She sat up, pushing him to sit on the edge of the bed. She knelt on the floor between his legs, emboldened by her own climax. She took him in her hand, feeling the silky skin over the rigid heat beneath. She leaned forward and tentatively licked the tip, tasting a salty drop of his precum.

He let out a guttural groan, his hands tangling in her hair. “Yes, just like that, baby.”

Encouraged, she took more of him into her mouth, relaxing her jaw, learning his shape and taste. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust and he muttered an apology, but she just took him deeper, hollowing her cheeks. The sounds he made, the way his stomach muscles clenched under her roaming hands, fueled her. She loved the power, the control, the feeling of him unraveling for her.

“I need to be inside you, Melissa. Now,” he rasped, pulling her up.

He laid her back on the bed and she guided him to her entrance, her eyes locked with his. He pushed in slowly, an inexorable, breathtaking stretch that made her gasp. So full. He stilled, letting her adjust, his forehead damp against hers. “Okay?” he breathed.

“Yes. More. Please.”

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more urgent. Each thrust was a masterclass in sensation, hitting a place deep inside her that made her see stars. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper, meeting his thrusts with her own. The room filled with the sound of their skin slapping together, their ragged breaths, her soft moans.

“Turn over,” he grunted, flipping her onto her hands and knees with an easy strength that made her pulse spike.

He entered her from behind, and the new angle was overwhelming. Deeper. Harder. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his length with each powerful thrust. One hand snaked around her front, his fingers finding her clit again, circling in time with his drives. It was too much, the stimulation too intense. She felt another orgasm building, a tidal wave this time.

“Rick… I’m gonna…”

“Come for me, baby. Come on my cock.”

His command, raw and filthy, was her undoing. She screamed as the climax ripped through her, her internal muscles clenching around him in violent, pulsing waves. The sensation tipped him over the edge. With a final, deep grind, he groaned her name, a long, low sound of pure release as he spilled himself inside her, his own body shuddering with the force of it.

They collapsed together on the damp sheets, a tangled, breathless heap. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep into the post-coital haze. They cleaned up quickly, silently, and dressed just minutes before her mom’s key card clicked in the lock.

Her mother breezed in, relaxed and smiling. “Did you two have a nice afternoon?”

Rick’s voice was perfectly calm, steady. “We did. Just relaxed.”

Melissa nodded, unable to speak, catching Rick’s eye over her mom’s shoulder. The secret passed between them, a glowing, dangerous ember.

As her mom chattered about the spa, Rick mouthed two words to her, his eyes dark with promise. “Our secret.”

14 - HEALING FROM MOM’S AFFAIR
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The silence in the house had become a third, unwelcome roommate. It was the kind of quiet that screamed of abandonment, a hollow echo of the life that existed before Robyn’s mother left. Her affair had shattered the family. She’d moved out a few weeks ago, leaving Robyn and her stepfather, Hank, for her new lover. And just in time for Robyn’s birthday.

Robyn traced the rim of her water glass, the click of her fingernail the only sound at the kitchen table. Today, she was turning twenty-one. The number felt heavy, meaningless.

Hank’s chair scraped against the tile. “We’re not sitting here tonight.” His voice was gruff, but it held a softness reserved only for her these past few months. “Go put on that black dress. The one you wore to your aunt’s wedding.”

She wanted to argue, to burrow deeper into her grief, but the determined set of his jaw stopped her. An hour later, they were seated at a dimly lit corner booth, the clink of silverware and soft jazz a stark contrast to their silent home.

He watched her over the candle flame. “You look… incredible, Robyn.” The way he said it, the slight husk in his voice, made her heart stutter. It wasn’t a paternal compliment. It was something else, something that sent a forbidden thrill straight to her core. She dismissed it, blaming the wine, the loneliness, her own frayed nerves.

But then his foot brushed against hers under the table and didn’t move away. Then he leaned in, his cologne—spice and cedar—wrapping around her as he described the wine’s notes, his gaze dropping to her lips. Is this happening? The question was a frantic drumbeat in her veins. Was her stepfather, the man who had held her while she sobbed over her mother’s betrayal, actually flirting with her?

The confusion lasted the entire ride home, a thick, electric tension filling the car. He pulled into the driveway and killed the engine, the sudden silence profound. He didn’t move to get out.

“Robyn,” he began, his hands gripping the steering wheel. “I know this is… I know how wrong this must seem.” He turned to her, his face illuminated by the pale glow of the dashboard. “But these last few months, with just us… I’ve fallen in love with you. It’s crazy, and I’ll understand if you never want to see me again, but I had to say it.”

The world tilted. Her breath hitched. All the confused feelings, the stolen glances, the magnetic pull she’d been desperately ignoring, suddenly snapped into sharp, terrifying focus. “Hank,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I… I feel it too. I don’t understand it, but I do.”

He was out of the car and opening her door in an instant, his hand finding hers, pulling her gently toward the house. The second the front door closed behind them, pinning them in the dark foyer, he cupped her face and his lips were on hers.

It wasn’t a careful kiss. It was hungry, desperate, a dam breaking after months of pent-up anguish and desire. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of red wine and mint, and she moaned, her body melting against his solid frame. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer. Yes. This. Please.

He led her by the hand, never breaking their kiss, down the hall to his bedroom—her mother’s old room. The thought flickered and was extinguished by the heat of his hands on her skin. He turned her, his fingers finding the zipper of the black dress. He pulled it down slowly, the sound loud in the quiet room, his lips tracing a hot path down her spine as more skin was revealed.

The dress pooled at her feet. He turned her back to face him, his eyes dark with awe as he drank in the sight of her in just her lace bra and panties. “So beautiful,” he breathed, his calloused hands sliding up her sides, making her shiver. He unclasped her bra, letting it fall, and his mouth descended to her breast, his tongue circling her nipple before drawing it deep. A sharp, aching need pulsed between her legs.

He guided her onto the edge of the bed, kneeling before her. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs, his gaze locked on the apex of her thighs. He spread her knees apart, and his low groan was the most erotic sound she’d ever heard. “Fuck, Robyn. Perfect.”

Then his mouth was on her.

His tongue was relentless, a flat, firm stroke from her entrance to her clit that made her cry out. He licked and suckled, his hands holding her hips down as she bucked against his face. He found a rhythm, a sinful, steady pressure that coiled the tension inside her tighter and tighter. She was reduced to a writhing, begging mess, her fingers tangled in his hair. “Hank… right there… don’t stop…”

He didn’t stop. He drove her right to the edge and then pushed her over. Her orgasm shattered through her, a blinding, white-hot wave that left her gasping and trembling, her inner muscles clenching around nothing.

Before she could recover, he was standing, shucking his pants and boxers. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and veined, standing proud from a dark thatch of hair. The sight of it, so much larger than she’d imagined, sent a fresh jolt of desire through her spent body.

He sheathed himself with a condom he’d retrieved from his wallet, his eyes never leaving hers. He climbed over her, bracing his weight on his arms. “I need to be inside you,” he growled, the words a raw plea.

She nodded, spreading her legs wider in invitation. He guided his cock to her entrance, the broad head pressing against her wetness. He pushed in slowly, an inexorable, stretching fullness that made her gasp. He’s so big. He filled her completely, a perfect, delicious friction. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers, their breaths mingling.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow and deep at first, each one hitting a spot that made her see stars. But soon, the pace quickened, becoming harder, more frantic. The bed rocked against the wall with their rhythm. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with a roll of her hips.

She could feel another orgasm building, deeper and more intense than the first. Her nails dug into his back as she chanted his name, a broken prayer. He buried his face in her neck, his own breaths coming in ragged grunts. “You feel… too good… gonna make me…”

His words tipped her over the edge. Her climax ripped through her, a convulsing, milking wave that clenched around his cock, pulling a guttural roar from his throat. She felt him pulse deep inside her, his own release hot and intense as he shuddered through his orgasm.

He collapsed onto her, his weight a comforting anchor. They lay there, slick with sweat, hearts hammering against each other. His lips found her temple in a soft kiss. “I’ve got you,” he whispered, his voice rough with emotion. “I’m not going anywhere. Ever.”

She believed him. Wrapped in his arms, the ghost of her mother finally began to fade, replaced by the shocking, thrilling reality of the man holding her. This was their secret. Their new beginning.

15 - BEAUTIFUL MUSIC IN THE BASEMENT
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The last note from Mara’s violin hung in the basement’s still air, a trembling, bittersweet resonance that seemed to echo the frantic beat of her own heart. Robert, seated close beside her on the plush basement couch, didn’t clap. He simply listened, his eyes closed, until the final vibration faded into silence.

“Perfect, Mara. Perfect,” he murmured, his voice a low thrum that felt more intimate than any applause.

She lowered the instrument, her hands trembling not from the effort of playing, but from his proximity. The scent of his cologne, mixed with the faint aroma of rosin and old wood, was intoxicating. The basement, their private, soundproofed world, felt suddenly smaller, the walls pressing in. Now. It has to be now.

“Robert, I…” she started, her voice barely a whisper. She placed the violin carefully back in its case, a stalling tactic. Her courage was failing.

He turned to her, his brow slightly furrowed with professional concern. “What is it, Mara? Is your wrist bothering you again?”

“No. It’s not my wrist.” She took a shaky breath, her gaze dropping to her hands fidgeting in her lap. “It’s… it’s you.”

A heavy silence descended. She could feel the shift in him, a subtle tightening of his posture. He knew.

“Mara,” he began, his tone gentle but layered with warning. “We shouldn’t—”

“I can’t help it,” she blurted out, finally looking up, her eyes glistening with a mixture of fear and desperate hope. “These lessons… these nights with you… it’s all I think about. You are all I think about. It’s wrong, I know it’s so wrong, but…”

He didn’t pull away. He just watched her, his eyes dark and unreadable. The air crackled between them, thick with unsaid words and forbidden Want. She saw the conflict warring in his face, the battle between propriety and pure, raw desire.

His resistance crumbled not with a shout, but with a sigh. A surrender. “God help me, Mara,” he breathed, the words a husky confession. “I feel it, too.”

That was all the permission she needed. Or maybe it was he who needed it. She wasn’t sure who moved first. One moment they were a foot apart, the next, the space between them evaporated. His hand came up to cradle her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek, and then his lips were on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a conflagration.

It was months of suppressed longing unleashed in a single, searing connection. His mouth was insistent, hot, and tasted of the coffee they’d shared hours ago. Mara moaned into him, her hands flying up to tangle in his dark hair, pulling him closer. The world outside the basement—her mother upstairs, the rest of their lives—dissolved into nothing.

His kiss was a maestro conducting her body, and she was his eager instrument. He laid her back against the soft cushions of the couch, his body a welcome weight atop hers. His lips left her mouth, tracing a burning path down the column of her throat, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin there. She arched beneath him, a low gasp escaping her as his skilled fingers, the very ones that had so often corrected her finger placement on the violin, now worked at the buttons of her blouse.

“I’ve imagined this,” he growled against her collarbone, pushing the fabric aside. “So many times.”

Her bra followed, and then his mouth was on her breast, his tongue swirling around a taut nipple before drawing it deep. A sharp, exquisite jolt of pleasure shot straight to her core, making her cry out. Her fingers scrabbled at his shirt, desperate to feel his skin. He obliged, shrugging it off, and the feel of his bare chest against hers was exquisite friction.

He worshipped her body with his mouth, moving lower, past her navel, until he reached the waistband of her leggings. He hooked his fingers into them, and with her eager lift of hips, he peeled them down, along with her panties, leaving her completely bare to his hungry gaze.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, spreading her legs. “So perfect.”

And then his mouth was on her.

His tongue was a revelation. It was not the timid probing of a boy her age. This was the work of a devoted connoisseur. He licked a slow, agonizingly deliberate stripe up her center, and her whole body jerked. He held her hips down, pinning her to the couch as he devoured her. He circled her clit with a precision that felt musical, a practiced, rhythmic torture that had her moaning incoherently into the cushion. He suckled gently, then flicked faster, reading her body’s responses like a sheet of music, building the tempo, the intensity.

The pressure coiled deep within her, tighter and tighter, a crescendo approaching its peak. “Robert… please… I’m…”

He drove her over the edge with a final, firm stroke of his tongue. Her climax shattered through her, a silent scream on her lips as her back bowed off the couch, waves of pure, unadulterated ecstasy washing over her until she was boneless and trembling.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, shedding his own trousers and boxers. His erection sprang free, thick and veined and so much bigger than she had imagined. The sight of it, glistening at the tip, sent a fresh thrill of awe and nervous anticipation through her spent body.

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his hot, hard length. He hissed through his teeth, his eyes fluttering closed for a moment. “Mara…”

She guided him to her mouth, tasting herself on him as she took the head past her lips. She worshiped him with her mouth, mimicking his dedication, using her tongue to trace the same patterns of pleasure he had on her. His groans were the most beautiful music she’d ever heard.

“Enough,” he finally gasped, pulling her gently away. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He settled back on the couch and guided her to straddle him. She sank down onto his length slowly, her eyes locked with his. The stretch was immense, a filling, perfect burn that made her whimper. She began to move, a slow, tentative rock of her hips.

He gripped her waist, his fingers pressing into her flesh. “Yes, just like that. Ride me, Mara.”

She found a rhythm, rising and falling, each thrust hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars. Her hands braced on his shoulders, her head fell back, and she lost herself in the primal motion. The only sounds were their ragged breaths, the wet, slick sound of their joining, and the soft creak of the couch springs.

He suddenly flipped her onto her hands and knees on the cushions, repositioning himself behind her. The new angle was deeper, more animalistic. He entered her again in one powerful thrust that punched a moan from her lungs.

He held her hips, controlling her completely, setting a relentless, driving pace. Each powerful drive of his hips rocked her entire body. She could feel the taut strength of his abdomen slapping against her rear. She was close again, so close, the pleasure building to another impossible peak.

“I can feel you… squeezing me…” he grunted, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more frantic.

That was all it took. Her second orgasm exploded through her, a deeper, more convulsive wave that made her gush around him, her inner muscles milking his length. The feel of her climax triggered his own. With a guttural cry, he buried himself to the hilt, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her in hot, pulsing jets.

Collapse. A heap of sweat-slicked limbs and labored breathing on the rumpled couch. He eased out of her, and she felt the immediate, guilty emptiness. He pulled her against him, her back to his chest, wrapping his arms around her. The silence returned, but it was different now. Heavy. Laden.

The guilt crashed down on her, cold and sobering. What have we done? She was naked in the arms of her stepfather. The man married to her mother.

His voice, when it came, was hushed and grave, his breath hot against her ear. “We can’t… we can’t ever let your mother find out.”

Mara swallowed hard, the reality of their transgression settling in her stomach like a stone. She nodded against his arm. “I know.”

It was wrong. A terrible, beautiful, thrilling wrong. And as she lay there in the aftermath, feeling the steady thump of his heart against her back, she knew one thing with absolute certainty.

She wanted more.

16 - STEPDAD’S SURPRISING VISIT
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The knock at the door was sharp, insistent, tearing Daria from the vapid glow of her laptop screen. She wasn’t expecting anyone. With a sigh, she padded across the cool wooden floor of her studio apartment, the solitary lamp in the corner doing little to push back the deep shadows of the late hour.

She peered through the peephole, and her breath caught. Cole.

Her stepfather stood in the harsh fluorescent light of the hallway, his shoulders slumped, his usually impeccable shirt rumpled. He looked… shattered. The anger she’d been nursing toward her mother, the confusion she’d been desperately trying to suppress—it all coalesced into a tight knot in her stomach.

A few weeks earlier, Daria had made the difficult decision to move out of the family home. Her mother’s affair and constant arguments had become too much for her to bear. She could hardly focus on her school work. Daria used the money she’d saved from her part-time job to rent a small apartment. But truthfully, the fights between her mom and Cole weren’t the only distraction. Every time she looked at Cole, she felt butterflies in her stomach… the kind a stepdaughter shouldn’t feel.

Daria undid the chain and deadbolt, the clicks echoing in the silence, and pulled the door open.

“Cole? What’s wrong?”

He looked up, his eyes, usually so bright and commanding, were hollow. “Daria. God, I’m sorry to just show up like this.” His voice was rough, gravelly, as if he’d been shouting. Or crying.

“It’s okay,” she said, stepping back to let him in. “Come in.”

He walked past her, his presence immediately overwhelming the small space. He smelled like rain and faintly of whiskey. He ran a hand through his disheveled hair. “It’s your mother. We had… another fight. A bad one.” He let out a bitter, short laugh. “Worse than usual. She’s moved her things into the guest room. Permanently, this time.”

Daria’s heart ached for him. The image of her mother’s betraying smile, the secret texts she’d accidentally seen—it all fueled a protective fury. “I’m so sorry, Cole. She’s… I don’t know what’s wrong with her.”

“The house,” he murmured, not looking at her, staring at a blank spot on her wall. “It’s so empty without you in it. It’s just echoes of yelling and this… this thick silence.” He finally turned to face her, his gaze intense, searching. “I miss you, Daria. I miss coming home and seeing you curled up on the couch. I miss your laugh.”

The air between them grew heavy, charged with something unnamed and dangerous. Daria’s mouth went dry. This wasn’t a fatherly confession. This was something else entirely. She could see it in the way his eyes dipped to her lips, in the tense set of his jaw.

“I miss you, too,” she whispered, the admission feeling both traitorous and inevitable.

He took a step closer, closing the distance. The heat from his body radiated toward her. “It’s more than that,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky register that vibrated deep within her. “What I feel… it’s not right. I know it’s not. But I can’t stop it. I think about you. All the time.”

The world narrowed to the space between them. Every forbidden thought she’d batted away, every lingering glance she’d rationalized, came rushing to the surface. He feels it too.

“Cole…” His name was a plea on her lips.

“Tell me I’m crazy,” he begged, his hand coming up to gently cup her cheek. His thumb stroked her skin, a touch so tender it made her knees weak. “Tell me to leave.”

She couldn’t. Instead, she rose onto her toes, her eyes fluttering closed, and pressed her lips to his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a dam breaking. A low groan rumbled in his chest as his arms wrapped around her, pulling her tightly against him. His mouth was hot and demanding, tasting of whiskey and desperation. She kissed him back with all the pent-up confusion and desire she’d been carrying, her fingers tangling in the hair at the nape of his neck.

When they broke apart, they were both breathing heavily. His eyes were dark with a hunger that made her core clench with need. Without a word, she took his hand and led him the few short steps to her bed.

She pushed him to sit on the edge of the mattress, her movements sure now, all hesitation burned away by the fire he’d ignited. She knelt between his legs, her eyes locked on his as her fingers went to his belt buckle. The clink of the metal was obscenely loud. She unbuttoned his jeans, slowly drawing the zipper down. The bulge straining against his boxers made her mouth water.

She hooked her fingers into the waistbands of his jeans and boxers and pulled them down just enough to free his erection. He was thick and hard, veins prominent under smooth skin. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the single bead of moisture at the tip. He hissed, his hands gripping the comforter.

“Daria…”

She took him into her mouth, sinking down as far as she could, her lips stretching around his girth. She swirled her tongue around the head before drawing him deep again, establishing a rhythm that had him cursing softly above her. One of his hands left the bed to weave into her hair, not guiding, just holding, feeling the motion of her head. The sounds were filthy, wet, and immersive. She could feel the tension coiling in his thighs, hear the ragged pull of his breath. She loved it. She loved the power, the taste, the sheer wrongness of it all.

With a growl, he pulled her up by her arms. “My turn,” he rasped, his voice thick with lust. His hands went to her thin sleep shirt, pulling it over her head in one swift motion. Her simple cotton shorts and panties followed, torn off and tossed to the floor. Suddenly she was naked, exposed under his blazing gaze.

He laid her back on the bed, his mouth descending to her breast. He drew a nipple in, sucking hard, his tongue flicking over the peak until she was arching off the mattress, crying out. He lavished the same attention on the other, his teeth grazing gently, sending jolts of pure electricity straight to her core. She was writhing, already so close just from this.

He moved down her body, his hands spreading her thighs apart. He paused, looking at her, at the glistening proof of her desire. “So beautiful,” he murmured, before lowering his mouth to her.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her jolt. The second made her moan, long and low. He wasn’t tentative; he was ravenous. He feasted on her, licking and sucking, his tongue delving inside her before focusing on her clit, circling it with expert precision. He slid two fingers inside her, crooking them, finding a spot that made her see stars. Her hips bucked against his face, her hands fisting in his hair, holding him right there. The pressure built, fierce and undeniable, a coil winding tighter and tighter until it snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream forming on her lips as her body bowed off the bed, her inner muscles clenching around his fingers in wave after devastating wave. He rode it out with her, gentling his touch until she collapsed back onto the mattress, boneless and gasping.

Before she could even recover, he was moving over her, lining himself up. He pushed into her in one smooth, firm stroke, filling her completely. She gasped at the sensation, the delicious stretch, the utter fullness. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust, his forehead resting against hers.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were deep and hard, each one hitting that perfect, sensitive spot inside her. The bedframe knocked a steady rhythm against the wall. His sweat-slicked chest rubbed against her nipples with every movement. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust. The room filled with the sound of their skin slapping together, their ragged breaths, their muffled groans.

She could feel another climax building, faster this time, fueled by the raw intensity of his possession. “Cole, I’m… I’m gonna…”

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice strained. She forced her eyes open, meeting his dark, possessive gaze. “I’m going to come inside you.”

The words, the raw claim in them, tipped her over the edge. Her second orgasm was even more powerful, a white-hot seizure of pleasure that made her cry out his name as her body clamped down on his, milking him desperately.

The feeling of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last time, shuddering as he spilled himself deep inside her, his own release seemingly endless.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor. They lay like that for long minutes, their hearts hammering against each other, their breath slowly returning to normal.

Finally, he shifted to his side, pulling her with him, his arms wrapping around her as he spooned her against his chest. He nuzzled into her hair.

“I’m divorcing her, Daria,” he said, his voice quiet but firm in the dark. “It’s over. As soon as it’s final…”

She turned in his arms to face him, the reality of what they’d just done finally settling over her. “And then?” she whispered, her hand resting on his stubbled cheek.

“Then we can be together.”

17 - A STEPFATHER’S SECRET
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The moment Dottie walked through the front door, she felt the tension in the air. Her mother’s voice was sharp, echoing down the hallway, and Frank’s low, frustrated growl followed. She hesitated in the foyer, her bags still slung over her shoulder, unsure if she should announce her presence or slip away. But curiosity got the better of her, and she crept closer, her heart pounding in her chest.

“You think I don’t know what’s going on?” Frank’s voice was tight, edged with anger. “I’m not blind, Linda.”

“Oh, please, Frank,” her mother snapped back. “You’re being paranoid. It’s just work.”

Dottie’s stomach churned. Frank had recently married her mother, and their relationship had been stormy—filled with cheating and accusations. Dottie had gotten close to Frank since coming home from college for spring break. They’d gone on a few hikes together, and he’d even helped her pick out her classes for the next semester. He’d been kind, charming even, with a smile that made her cheeks warm.

But now, hearing the strain in his voice, she felt a pang of sympathy. She moved closer, peering around the corner into the master bedroom. Frank stood by the window, his broad shoulders tense, his hands clenched into fists. Her mother was pacing, her arms crossed, her face flushed with irritation.

Dottie didn’t mean to eavesdrop, but she couldn’t help it. She’d never seen her mother like this—so cold, so defensive. And Frank… he looked hurt, wounded in a way that made her chest ache. Without thinking, she stepped into the room.

“Everything okay?” she asked, her voice soft, tentative.

Her mother whirled around, her eyes narrowing. “Dottie! You’re home. Great timing. Your stepfather seems to think I’m having an affair.”

Frank turned to look at her, and for a moment, their eyes locked. There was something in his gaze—something raw, vulnerable—that made her breath catch. He was so different from the man she’d met before. Strong, yes, but also… fragile.

“I’m sorry,” Dottie said, though she wasn’t sure what she was apologizing for. “Maybe I should give you two some space.”

“No,” Frank said quickly, his voice firm. “Stay. Please.”

Her mother rolled her eyes. “Fine. I’ll leave you two to bond. Maybe you can talk some sense into him, Dottie.”

With that, she stormed out of the room, leaving Dottie and Frank alone. The silence stretched between them, heavy and charged. Dottie fidgeted with the strap of her bag, unsure of what to say. But then Frank sighed, running a hand through his hair, and she felt the urge to comfort him, to ease the pain she saw in his eyes.

“She’s lying,” he said quietly, his voice breaking. “I know she is.”

Dottie’s heart skipped a beat. She didn’t know what to believe, but the look on Frank’s face—so lost, so hurting—made her want to reach out, to offer him some solace. Slowly, she set her bag down and moved closer, her chest tight with a strange mix of sympathy and something else… something she didn’t want to name.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, placing a hand on his arm. “I don’t know what to say.”

Frank looked down at her, his eyes searching hers, and for a moment, she thought he might pull away. But then he stepped closer, his breath warm against her cheek, and her heart began to race.

“Dottie,” he murmured, his voice low, rough with emotion. “I… I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Her breath caught. She should have been shocked, should have pushed him away, but instead, she felt a jolt of heat race through her body. His words were wrong, so wrong, but they stirred something deep inside her, something she’d been trying to ignore.

“Frank,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “We can’t…”

But before she could finish, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent, and she felt herself melting into him. His hands cupped her face, his touch gentle yet demanding, and she kissed him back, her mind spinning with a mix of guilt and desire. It was wrong, so wrong, but it felt so right.

His tongue teased her lips, and she parted them willingly, a soft moan escaping her throat. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer, and she could feel the heat of his body through their clothes. She’d never been kissed like this—never been wanted like this—and it was intoxicating.

“Dottie,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with need. “I’ve wanted you since the moment I saw you.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling with anticipation. She knew she should stop this, should pull away, but she couldn’t. She wanted him, wanted this, and the guilt only made it hotter.

Frank’s hands slid under her shirt, his fingers brushing against her skin, and she gasped, arching into his touch. He pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it aside, and his eyes darkened as they raked over her lace-covered breasts. Her nipples hardened under his gaze, and she felt a flush of heat between her legs.

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

He reached behind her, unhooking her bra with practiced ease, and it fell away, leaving her bare to his hungry gaze. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she moaned, her head falling back.

“Frank,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Please…”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His lips captured hers again, his hands exploring her body, and she felt herself losing control. His fingers trailed down her stomach, slipping under the waistband of her shorts, and she gasped as he found her wet, throbbing core.

“You’re so ready for me,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

He unzipped her shorts, sliding them and her panties down her legs, and she stepped out of them, her heart racing. His eyes devoured her, and she felt a shiver of anticipation run through her body.

Frank unzipped his pants, freeing his hard, throbbing cock, and her eyes widened at the sight. He was huge, thick and long, and her mouth watered at the thought of tasting him. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around his shaft, and he groaned, his head falling back.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “Take it.”

She opened her mouth, taking him in, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair, and she moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers of pleasure through his body. She sucked him deeper, her lips stretched tight around his girth, and he thrust gently into her mouth, his moans filling the room.

“God, Dottie,” he groaned, his hips rocking against her. “You’re so good…”

She took him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing to accommodate him, and he groaned, his hands tightening in her hair. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his cock hot and heavy on her tongue, and she sucked harder, her own desire building with every moan that escaped his lips.

Frank pulled her off him, his eyes dark with lust, and she whimpered at the loss. But then he grabbed her, lifting her onto the bed, and she spread her legs, her pussy glistening with need. He reached into the nightstand, pulling out a thick, veined dildo, and handed it to her, his eyes burning into hers.

“Use this on yourself,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire. “Let me watch you.”

Her hands trembled as she took the dildo, her heart racing. She spread her legs wider, positioning the tip at her entrance, and slowly pushed it in, moaning as it stretched her. Frank groaned, his cock throbbing in his hand, and she began to fuck herself with the dildo, her hips rocking against it.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his eyes locked on her pussy. “Fuck yourself for me.”

She moaned, her hand moving faster, the dildo filling her completely. She could feel herself tightening around it, her orgasm building with every thrust, and she cried out as it hit her, her body trembling with pleasure.

Frank tossed the dildo aside, his cock pressing against her entrance, and she gasped as he slid into her, stretching her even more. He groaned, his hips rocking against hers, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice rough with need.

He thrust harder, his cock filling her completely, and she moaned, her nails digging into his back. He fucked her with a fierce intensity, his hips slamming against hers, and she felt another orgasm building, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Frank,” she cried out, her voice trembling. “I’m gonna cum…”

“Cum for me, baby,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Cum all over my cock.”

She screamed as she came, her pussy clenching around him, and he groaned, his own release following. He thrust deep, filling her with his hot cum, and she moaned, her body still trembling with pleasure.

He collapsed onto her, his breathing heavy, and she wrapped her arms around him, her heart racing. She knew this was wrong, knew they shouldn’t have done this, but she couldn’t bring herself to regret it.

“We have to keep this a secret,” Frank murmured, his voice rough. “At least for now.”

She nodded, her chest tight with guilt, but also with a strange sense of excitement. She was falling for him, and she didn’t know how to stop.
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MF / Cheating / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“We can’t do this,” Jeff whispered, his voice low and strained, his breath hot against Paulina’s ear. His hands, though, told a different story—they were already sliding up her waist, pulling her closer, his fingers digging into the soft fabric of her sundress.

Paulina’s heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. “I know,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.” Her hands found his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt, and she leaned into him, her lips brushing against his neck. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Jeff’s eyes darkened, his resolve crumbling as he cupped her face in his hands. “This is wrong,” he murmured, but the way he looked at her—hungry, desperate—said otherwise.

And then, before either of them could think better of it, his lips were on hers, kissing her deeply, passionately, as if he’d been waiting for this moment just as long as she had.

—

It had started months ago, when Jeff first walked into their lives. Paulina’s mother, radiant and confident, had introduced him as her new fiancé, and Paulina had felt an immediate, inexplicable pull toward him. He was handsome—tall, with broad shoulders, a chiseled jaw, and a smile that could melt ice. But it wasn’t just his looks. There was something about the way he carried himself, the way he looked at her when he thought no one was watching, that made her heart race.

At first, she told herself it was just a crush, something harmless that would fade with time. But it didn’t. If anything, it only grew stronger. Jeff was always around, always smiling at her, always finding excuses to touch her—a hand on her shoulder, a brush of his fingers against hers. And then there were the comments, the little jokes that felt like more than just jokes. “You’re going to break hearts, Paulina,” he’d say, his eyes lingering on her just a little too long. “If I were twenty years younger…”

She’d laugh it off, but inside, she was burning. Was he flirting with her? Or was she just imagining it? She couldn’t tell, and that uncertainty only made her want him more.

When her mother announced they were all going on a cruise together—her, Jeff, Paulina, and her brother—Paulina felt a mix of excitement and dread. A week on a ship, trapped in close quarters with Jeff? It was going to be torture. But it was also an opportunity, one she wasn’t sure she could resist.

—

The first day of the cruise was a blur of activity. They explored the ship, ate too much food, and laughed at her brother’s endless jokes. Paulina’s mother was in her element, basking in the attention of her new husband, oblivious to the tension simmering between him and her daughter. Paulina tried to act normal, but every time Jeff looked at her, she felt like she was on fire.

That afternoon, her mother and brother decided to head to the deck to soak up the sun. “You two coming?” her mother asked, slathering sunscreen on her arms.

“In a bit,” Jeff said, his eyes flicking to Paulina. “We’ll finish unpacking first.”

Paulina’s heart skipped a beat. Unpacking. Alone. With Jeff. She nodded, trying to look casual, but her hands were trembling as she followed him back to their cabin.

The moment the door closed behind them, the air seemed to thicken. Jeff turned to her, his expression unreadable. “Paulina,” he said softly, his voice sending shivers down her spine. “We need to talk.”

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “About what?”

He stepped closer, his eyes searching hers. “About this… thing between us. I can’t keep pretending it’s not there.”

Her breath caught in her throat. “Jeff, I—”

“I know it’s wrong,” he interrupted, his voice low and urgent. “You’re my stepdaughter. I’m married to your mother. But every time I look at you, I can’t help myself. You’re so beautiful, Paulina. So young, so full of life. I’ve tried to stay away, but I can’t.”

Her heart was pounding so loudly she was sure he could hear it. “I feel the same way,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

For a moment, they just stared at each other, the tension between them almost unbearable. And then, without another word, Jeff closed the distance between them, his lips crashing down on hers in a kiss that was anything but innocent.

Paulina melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers. It was everything she’d imagined and more—hot, desperate, and utterly intoxicating. She could feel the hard press of his body against hers, the way his hands roamed over her back, pulling her closer, as if he couldn’t get enough of her.

“Jeff,” she gasped, breaking the kiss to look up at him, her eyes wide with desire. “We shouldn’t—”

“I know,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “But I can’t stop. Not now.”

And then his hands were on her dress, pulling it up, over her head, leaving her in nothing but her bra and panties. She shivered as his eyes raked over her, his gaze hot and hungry. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

She reached for his shirt, fumbling with the buttons until it was off, her hands sliding over his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath her fingertips. “Jeff,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I want you.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. In one swift motion, he picked her up and carried her to the bed, laying her down gently before stripping off the rest of his clothes. Paulina’s breath caught in her throat as she saw him—fully erect, his cock thick and hard, just waiting for her.

She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length, feeling the heat of him in her palm. “Let me,” she whispered, her eyes locking with his as she leaned down, taking him into her mouth.

Jeff groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, could hear the way his breath hitched with every movement of her lips. It was intoxicating, knowing she had this power over him, knowing she was the one making him lose control.

“Paulina,” he gasped, his voice rough with need. “I can’t—I need to be inside you.”

She pulled back, her lips swollen and wet, and nodded, her eyes dark with desire. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Jeff.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. In one swift motion, he flipped her onto her back, his hands sliding her panties down her legs before positioning himself between her thighs. Paulina’s breath caught in her throat as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then, with a low groan, he pushed inside her, filling her completely.

She gasped, her nails digging into his back as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deep, each one sending waves of pleasure through her body. “Jeff,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “It feels so good.”

He didn’t respond, his eyes locked on hers as he fucked her, his movements growing faster, harder, until she was crying out with every thrust. She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening around him as she neared the edge.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice barely audible. “Jeff, I’m—”

And then she was coming, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Jeff groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

For a moment, they just lay there, their bodies still joined, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. And then, slowly, Jeff pulled out, collapsing beside her on the bed.

“We can’t do this again,” he murmured, his voice heavy with regret. “It’s too dangerous.”

Paulina nodded, her heart aching at the thought. “I know,” she whispered. “But it was worth it.”

They lay there in silence for a moment, the weight of what they’d done hanging heavy in the air. And then, just as they were starting to get dressed, the door burst open, and Paulina’s mother and brother walked in, laughing and chatting about their day on the deck.

“There you two are!” her mother said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “We were wondering where you’d disappeared to.”

Paulina forced a smile, her heart pounding in her chest. “Just… unpacking,” she said, her eyes flicking to Jeff, who was doing his best to look casual.

Her mother didn’t seem to notice anything amiss, but Paulina could feel Jeff’s eyes on her, could see the way his gaze lingered on her lips. And as she looked back at him, she couldn’t help but wonder if this was really the end… or just the beginning.
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The sterile scent of the hospital still clung to her clothes, a persistent, grim reminder of the fragile woman sleeping fitfully in the room behind them. Tabby leaned against the cool brick wall outside the main entrance, the evening air doing little to clear the heavy dread from her lungs. Mark stood beside her, a solid, quiet presence. He didn’t speak. He just was. And in the chaotic storm of her mother’s illness, his stillness was the only anchor she had.

“She looked so small today,” Tabby whispered, her voice cracking on the last word.

Mark turned to her, his face etched with a matching grief. “I know, kiddo. I know.”

The old endearment, one he’d used since she was a teenager, usually made her smile. Tonight, it sent a completely different, illicit shiver down her spine. He’s not my dad, she reminded herself for the thousandth time. He was the man who’d married her mother five years ago, the man who’d fixed her car and made terrible puns at the dinner table. The man she’d inexplicably, undeniably, begun to crave.

He moved then, closing the small space between them. His arms, strong and sure, wrapped around her shoulders, pulling her into his chest. It was a gesture of comfort, one he’d offered a dozen times over the past difficult weeks. But this time, everything felt different. The press of his body against hers wasn’t just reassuring; it was electrifying. She could feel the hard plane of his chest, the warmth of him seeping through her thin blouse. His scent, a mix of clean soap and the faint, musky hint of a long day, invaded her senses, and something deep within her clenched with a desperate, aching need.

Her carefully constructed walls, built on a foundation of this is wrong and he’s your stepfather, crumbled into dust.

She tilted her head back, her eyes meeting his. The words tumbled out, a raw, terrified confession she could no longer contain. “Mark… I… God, I think about you. All the time. In ways I shouldn’t.”

His body went rigid against hers. Shock flared in his hazel eyes, followed by a dark, swirling emotion she couldn’t name. He didn’t push her away. He didn’t let go. The silence stretched, taut and trembling between them.

“Tabby,” he breathed, his voice a low, rough scrape. “We can’t.”

“I know,” she said, her heart hammering against her ribs. “But do you…?” She couldn’t finish the question.

His answer was a quiet, devastating truth. “Yes.”

It was all the permission she needed. She surged up, closing the final inch between them, and crushed her lips to his. For a heartbeat, he was still, a statue of conflicted desire. Then, with a guttural groan that vibrated through her entire body, he gave in. His arms tightened around her, one hand sliding up to cradle the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. His kiss wasn’t gentle or comforting. It was hungry. It was full of the same pent-up, forbidden desperation that had been consuming her.

He tasted of coffee and mint and a raw masculinity that made her knees weak. Her hands clutched at his shirt, pulling him closer, wanting to erase any space, any doubt, between them. When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathless.

“Tabby… your mother…” he started, but the protest was weak, his eyes glued to her swollen lips.

“She’s sleeping. She doesn’t have to know,” Tabby whispered, her own desire making her bold. “Please. Just for tonight.”

He didn’t speak another word of refusal. Taking her hand, he led her the short distance to his car, then on the silent, tense drive to the house that suddenly felt charged with a new, dangerous energy. The front door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a private world of shadow and sin.

In the dim light of the hallway, he turned to her. His hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. “Are you sure?” The question was a low, serious rumble.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she answered, her voice trembling not with uncertainty, but with anticipation.

That was all he needed. His mouth claimed hers again, this kiss deeper, more possessive. His hands began to move, slowly, methodically. He unbuttoned her blouse, each released button a tiny victory against propriety. The fabric fell open and his warm palms slid over her shoulders, pushing the garment down her arms. It dropped to the floor in a soft heap.

His eyes darkened as they traveled over her simple lace bra, and a shudder ran through him. “So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick.

He turned her around, his fingers deftly unhooking her bra. He slipped the straps down her arms and she let it fall, baring herself to him and the cool air of the room. His hands came around to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they pebbled into hard, aching points under his touch. A low moan escaped her lips as he pinched them gently, sending jolts of pure pleasure straight to her core.

He spun her back to face him and his mouth descended, capturing one taut peak. The heat, the wetness of his tongue, the gentle suction—it was too much and not enough. She cried out, her head falling back as she tangled her hands in his hair, holding him to her. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until she was gasping and writhing against him.

Her own hands worked frantically at his clothes, pushing his jacket off, fumbling with his belt buckle. He helped her, yanking his shirt over his head, unbuckling his pants and letting them, and his boxers, fall to the floor. And then he was there. Fully naked.

Her breath hitched. He was… magnificent. All hard muscle and taut skin. And standing thick and heavy between his legs, his erection was every secret fantasy she’d ever harbored made breathtakingly real. It was long, thick, and powerfully veined, curving slightly upwards. She reached out a trembling hand, wrapping her fingers around the heated velvet-steel of his length. He hissed through his teeth, his hips bucking slightly at her touch.

“Bedroom. Now,” he commanded, his voice ragged.

He led her to the nearby room—her mother’s room, their room—but the thought was a distant, unimportant echo. He laid her down on the comforter, his eyes devouring her as she sprawled before him. He knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed, hooked his hands under her knees, and drew her to the edge. He pushed her thighs apart, opening her completely to his gaze.

“Perfect,” he growled, and then his mouth was on her.

His tongue delved into her core, a slow, luxurious stroke that made her back arch off the bed. He licked and suckled, exploring her folds with an intensity that was utterly focused. He found the swollen, hypersensitive bud of her clit and circled it with the very tip of his tongue. Slow… so agonizingly slow. She whimpered, her fists clenching the sheets. He dragged his tongue through her slick heat again, then fastened his mouth on her clit and sucked.

The world exploded behind her eyelids. Pleasure, white-hot and blinding, radiated out from her center. She cried out, a raw, wanton sound she didn’t recognize as her own. He didn’t let up, his tongue flicking over her, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking a spot deep inside that made her see stars. She was bucking against his mouth, completely at the mercy of the sensations he was wringing from her body. The coil of tension in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter, a glorious, unbearable pressure.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the very edge, he pulled away. She groaned in protest, her body screaming for release. He moved up her body, his weight settling over her, the head of his cock pressing insistently against her wet entrance.

“Look at me, Tabby,” he said. She forced her eyes open, meeting his heated gaze. “I need to be inside you.”

“Yes,” she begged. “Please.”

He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion. She was so ready for him, so wet, but he was so big. He stretched her, filled her in a way that was almost too intense to bear. He paused, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers, his breath coming in ragged gasps that matched her own. “Okay?” he whispered.

“More,” she moaned. “All of you.”

With a groan of pure need, he sank the rest of the way home, burying himself to the hilt inside her. The feeling was shattering. A perfect, dizzying fullness. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew more frantic. Each thrust was a masterclass in pleasure, hitting that deep, glorious spot with unerring accuracy. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the quiet room. He dropped his head to her neck, biting and sucking at the sensitive skin there as he drove into her, again and again.

“I need to feel you,” he rasped against her ear. “Turn over.”

Obediently, her entire body thrumming with need, she got onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He slid back into her soaked depths in one smooth, powerful thrust. The new angle was deeper, primal. He fucked her with a possessive, animalistic rhythm that stole the breath from her lungs. One hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

It was the final push she needed. The climax ripped through her, a seismic, uncontrollable wave. She screamed his name as her inner muscles convulsed around his driving length, milking him, pulling him deeper into the vortex of her pleasure. Her vision whited out, her entire being consumed by the raw, electric ecstasy of her release.

Feeling her clench around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the root, and she felt the hot, pulsing jet of his release filling her. He collapsed over her back, his body shuddering with the force of his own orgasm, his breath hot against her spine.

For a long time, they stayed like that, joined, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. Eventually, he softened and slipped out of her. He rolled onto his side, pulling her with him, spooning her against his chest. He tucked the comforter around them.

The guilt came then, swift and cold, dousing the afterglow. She was lying in her mother’s bed, in the arms of her mother’s husband. The weight of their betrayal was a physical pressure on her chest.

“We can’t… we can’t ever do that again,” Mark whispered into her hair, his voice laced with the same shame she felt. “It was a mistake.”

“I know,” Tabby lied, her voice small. She pressed her back against his warm, solid chest. But as she felt his arm tighten around her, as the memory of his possession burned bright in her mind, she knew the truth. It wasn’t a mistake. It was a hunger. And she was already starving for more.
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“I can’t do this anymore, Taryn. Pretending I don’t feel this way is killing me.”

His voice was low, strained, a raw confession that hung in the plush hotel room air.

Taryn froze, the keycard she was about to drop on the entryway table clutched tightly in her hand. The quiet hum of the air conditioner seemed to grow deafening. This. The unspoken thing that had been crackling between them all through dinner, a live wire neither of them had dared to touch.

She turned slowly. Kade stood by the window, the city lights painting his familiar silhouette in streaks of gold and white. But his posture was new. Not the relaxed, confident stance of her stepfather, but the tense, coiled energy of a man on a precipice.

“Kade? What are you talking about?” Her own voice was a whisper, a fragile thing.

He finally turned to face her, and the look in his eyes—a mixture of fear, want, and sheer desperation—stole the air from her lungs.

“You,” he said, the word simple and devastating. “You, Taryn. For years.”

The keycard slipped from her fingers, clattering onto the table. The formality of the dinner, the careful distance they’d maintained since he’d picked her up from her dorm, it all shattered.

—

Just a few hours ago, they had been in a restaurant, a typical visit. He’d asked about her classes, her friends, and she’d desperately tried to keep the conversation light, away from the heavy truth that had been haunting her for weeks. The divorce.

Her mother had been cold and distant. But Kade… Kade had been her rock since she was sixteen. He was the one who helped her with her calculus homework, who taught her to drive, who hugged her when her first real heartbreak shattered her. The thought of him being excised from her life had left a hollow, aching pit in her stomach.

On the phone last week, her voice had broken. “Does this mean… you won’t be my family anymore?”

His response had been immediate, fierce. “Listen to me. You are not losing me. I will always be here for you, Taryn. Always.”

That promise had led to this visit, to this hotel room. And now, to this.

—

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum echoing the thrum of desire that was quickly, shockingly, rising to meet his. This wasn’t supposed to happen. He was her stepfather.

But he was also just a man. A handsome, kind, incredibly attractive man who was looking at her not as a daughter, but as a woman. And the realization that she’d been burying those same forbidden feelings, hiding them behind the label of ‘family’, crashed over her.

“I know it’s wrong,” he breathed, taking a hesitant step toward her. “I’ve fought it. God, how I’ve fought it. But seeing you here… grown, so beautiful and smart… I can’t fight it anymore.”

She didn’t retreat. She couldn’t. Her body was humming, every nerve ending alight. “I’ve missed you, too,” she whispered, the admission unlocking something deep inside her. “Not just… you know. As family. Just… you.”

That was all the permission he needed.

In two long strides, he closed the distance between them. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. His touch was searing, sending jolts of electricity straight to her core. He searched her eyes for one last moment, a silent question. She answered it by tilting her face up to his.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a conflagration.

It was months of pent-up longing, years of hidden glances, all exploding at once. His lips were firm and demanding against hers, and she opened for him without hesitation. His tongue delved into her mouth, tasting of the wine they’d had at dinner and something uniquely, intoxicatingly him. Her hands fisted in the soft cotton of his shirt, holding on as the world tilted on its axis.

This was Kade. And it was the most right, most natural thing she had ever felt.

He broke the kiss, both of them gasping for air. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with a hunger that made her knees weak. “I need to see you,” he murmured, his voice gravelly with need. His fingers went to the zipper of her dress, resting at the small of her back. The sound of it sliding down was obscenely loud. “All of you.”

He pushed the thin straps from her shoulders, and the dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a simple set of lace underwear. The cool hotel air hit her skin, raising goosebumps, but his gaze was a physical heat, warming her everywhere it lingered.

“So perfect,” he breathed, his hands skimming up her sides, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts.

A soft, helpless moan escaped her lips. He guided her backward until her legs hit the edge of the king-sized bed.

“Lie down.”

The command, gentle but firm, sent a fresh wave of wetness between her legs. She obeyed, sinking into the lush duvet, watching as he kicked off his shoes and shed his own clothes with a swift, efficient grace she’d never seen in him before. This was a different Kade. A primal, hungry man she was desperate to know.

Then he was on the bed, kneeling between her legs, his large frame hovering over her. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs, his eyes never leaving the apex of her thighs. She was completely bare, completely exposed to him, and the intensity of his focus was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

He lowered his head. “I’ve dreamed about this,” he whispered against her inner thigh, his breath hot. “The taste of you.”

His tongue swept through her folds in one long, flat stroke.

Taryn cried out, her back arching off the bed. It was an electric shock of pure, undiluted pleasure. He groaned, the sound vibrating through her entire body. “So sweet. So fucking sweet for me.”

He didn’t tease for long. He dove in, feasting on her with a single-minded intensity that shattered her thoughts. His tongue was relentless, circling her clit, flicking over the sensitized nub, then plunging deep inside her. He held her hips down, pinning her to the mattress as she bucked and writhed beneath his masterful mouth. The room filled with the wet, filthy sounds of his worship and her ragged, pleading moans.

“Kade… oh god, Kade… right there…”

She was hurtling toward the edge, a coil tightening deep in her belly, when he suddenly pulled away. She whimpered at the loss, her eyes fluttering open. He was staring down at her, his chest heaving, his own need etched into every line of his face.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled, the words ragged. “Now.”

He unbuttoned his jeans, shoving them and his boxer briefs down in one frantic motion. And then his cock sprang free.

Taryn’s breath hitched. It was thick and heavy, pulsing with a life of its own, the tip already glistening. It was everything she’d imagined in her most secret fantasies, and more. He fumbled in his wallet for a condom, sheathing himself with hands that trembled slightly.

He moved over her, bracing himself on his arms. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and they both groaned at the contact. He looked into her eyes, a final, questioning look.

“Yes,” she begged, lifting her hips. “Please, Kade. I need you.”

He pushed inside.

It was a stretch, a delicious, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was big, so much bigger than anything she’d ever taken, and he filled her so completely it felt like they were made for each other. He sank in to the hilt, burying himself deep, and held still for a moment, his forehead pressed to hers, both of them panting, adjusting to the stunning reality of their connection.

Then he began to move.

Slow, at first. Long, deliberate thrusts that rubbed against every single sensitive spot inside her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, drawing him in deeper, meeting each of his strokes with a roll of her hips. The pace quickened. The slap of skin on skin, their mingled gasps and moans, became the only music in the world.

“You feel… unbelievable,” he grunted, his voice thick with pleasure. “So tight. So perfect around me.”

He shifted, hitting a spot that made her see stars. Her nails dug into his back as a scream was torn from her throat. He did it again, and again, pounding into her with a rhythm that was purely carnal, purely possessive.

“I’m gonna… I can’t…” she choked out, the coil snapping.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shuddering wave that clenched around his cock, milking him. Her vision whited out, her entire world narrowing to the intense, pulsing pleasure radiating from her core.

The feel of her tightening around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, Kade drove into her one last, deep time, his own release rushing through him. She felt the hot pulse of him through the condom, and the sensation dragged another, smaller climax from her weary body.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor. They lay tangled together, slick with sweat, their hearts hammering against each other’s chests in a slowing, synchronized rhythm. The air was thick with the smell of sex and their shared breaths.

After a long while, he shifted, withdrawing from her and disposing of the condom before gathering her back into his arms. He pulled the duvet over them, his hand stroking lazy, soothing circles on her back.

Taryn nestled her head against his chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of his heart. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep in, but instead of guilt, a warm, thrilling sense of rightness settled over her.

She tilted her head up to look at him. His eyes were closed, a look of serene satisfaction on his face. “Kade?”

“Hmm?”

“What happens now?”

He opened his eyes, and the love she saw in them was no longer paternal. It was fierce, passionate, and utterly devoted. “Now,” he said, his thumb tracing her kiss-swollen lips. “We wait until the divorce is final, and we can finally be together.”
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