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1 - DADDY’S FORBIDDEN DESIRES IN PARADISE

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

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

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

“Come here, Oriana.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

“Please…” she breathed.

“Please what, little girl?”

“Please… touch me.”

“Where?”

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

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

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

“Yes, Daddy! Please.”

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

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

The vibrator vanished.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

2 - SURRENDERING TO THE BOSS

MF / BDSM / Boss Employee / Blowjob / Spanking / PIV Sex

“On your knees, Donna.”

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her breath hitched. This isn’t happening.

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl. Take it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

3 - THE MAIL ORDER BRIDE’S SURRENDER

MF / BDSM / Wealthy / Spit in Mouth / Spanking / Blowjob / Dildo / Anal

“Good girl,” Clarence murmured, his voice a low hum of approval that vibrated through the humid air. His palm came down again on her bare rear, a sharp, stinging crack that made her gasp. “Now, be a good slut and swallow.”

Annabelle’s eyes, wide and glistening, fluttered open. His taste, musky and salty, was still on her tongue. His spit, warm and slick, slid down her throat. And a shocking, electric thrill shot straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. She had never been more aroused in her life.

—

It had begun just hours ago, standing in the staggering opulence of his foyer, her entire life crammed into a single, worn-out suitcase.

The man before her, Clarence, was nothing like she had imagined from his letters. He was older, yes, but with a commanding presence that made the vast marble floor feel small. His eyes, a cool, assessing gray, didn’t smile even when his mouth did.

“Annabelle. Welcome.” He didn’t move to take her bag. “I trust your journey was adequate.”

“It was… long, sir,” she said, her voice small.

“I am a man of particular tastes, Annabelle. Of clear expectations.” He began to circle her, a predator sizing up new territory. “This marriage is a transaction. I provide security, a life of material comfort far beyond anything you could have dreamed of in your… village. In return, you provide me with obedience. You will keep my home. You will keep yourself. And you will keep me satisfied.” He stopped in front of her. “Do you understand?”

She nodded, a quick, nervous jerk of her head. The alternative—a return to the crushing poverty and hopelessness she’d fled—was unthinkable.

“The first lesson begins now. Remove your clothes.”

Her breath hitched. “Sir?”

“Everything. You will clean my home. And you will do it naked. I enjoy watching a woman work. It focuses the mind. Removes… distractions.”

Her hands trembled as she unbuttoned her cheap blouse, the one she’d saved for this very meeting. She let it fall to the floor. Then her skirt. Her practical underwear. She stood before him, completely exposed, her arms crossed over her chest. The air felt cold on her skin.

He didn’t touch her. He simply pointed to a bucket and sponge in the corner. “The floors. On your hands and knees. I want to see you work.”

Shame burned her cheeks, but beneath it, a tiny, traitorous ember of something else flickered. Intrigue. She dropped to her knees, the hard marble unforgiving. She dipped the sponge in the soapy water, the scent of lemon filling her nose, and began to scrub. She was acutely aware of his gaze, a physical weight on her skin, specifically on the curve of her back, the swell of her rear raised in the air as she worked. She felt a strange, hot pull low in her belly. He was watching. And she was performing.

After an eternity, he spoke. “Enough.” He extended a hand, not to help her up, but to lead her. His grip on her wrist was firm, unyielding. He didn’t speak as he guided her down a hallway and into a massive bedroom dominated by a four-poster bed.

He released her and went to a large oak chest, unlocking it. The first thing he withdrew was a flogger, its falls a dark, supple leather. “Bend over the bed. Arms stretched out.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The point of no return. She looked at the bed, then at his impassive face. The ember inside her glowed hotter. She bent, pressing her torso into the duvet, presenting herself to him.

The first strike was a surprise. A loud crack, then a bloom of heat that spread across her flesh. She yelped, more in shock than pain.

The second landed lower. Thwack. This one bit deeper, a sharp sting that melted instantly into a throbbing, pleasant warmth.

Thwack. Another. And another. A rhythm began. Each impact was a jolt, a punishment that felt like a reward. Her skin sang with it. Her breath came in ragged pants, and a soft, desperate moan escaped her lips. She was wet, achingly so, her slickness coating her inner thighs.

He stopped. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the unmistakable sound of a zipper. “Look at me.”

She turned her head. He stood, his cock rigid in his hand, thick and veined. “Suck it.”

She pushed herself up and knelt before him, taking his length into her mouth. It was an effort to accommodate him, to relax her throat. She bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around the head, tracing the prominent vein underneath.

His hand tangled in her hair, not guiding, but holding. “Deeper.”

She took him further, her eyes watering as he pressed into her throat. She gagged, the sound muffled around him. He held her there for a moment, a primal groan rumbling from his chest, before allowing her to pull back for a gasping breath. Then he pushed her down again, establishing a ruthless rhythm of his own. This is ownership, she thought deliriously. This is power.

He pulled her up and pushed her back onto the bed. In a blur of motion, soft leather cuffs were secured around her wrists, buckled tightly to the bedposts. She was stretched out, utterly vulnerable. He leaned over her, his face close to hers.

His hand connected with her cheek, a sharp, clarifying slap. “Mine,” he growled. Then he spat into her open mouth. “Swallow.”

And she did. The act was the most degrading, the most powerful thing she had ever done. A tear escaped her eye, but it was not of sadness. It was of pure, unadulterated surrender. The ember exploded into a wildfire.

“You’re a natural submissive, Annabelle. A good, dirty slut,” he whispered, and the words were the highest praise she’d ever received.

He produced a large, gleaming dildo from the chest. He coated it with a clear gel, the sight making her clench in anticipation. He pressed the cold tip against her entrance, and then he was pushing inside, filling her, stretching her in one smooth, relentless thrust. She cried out, her back arching, her wrists pulling against the restraints. He fucked her with it, a steady, punishing pace that rubbed perfectly against a spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

Just as the coil of pleasure in her belly tightened to its breaking point, he unbuckled her restraints. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

She scrambled to obey, her body thrumming with need. She felt him behind her, his hands gripping her hips. But the pressure wasn’t at her wet, aching center. It was lower, at a place that had never been touched.

“This is my privilege,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “And your final lesson for today.”

He pressed the head of his cock against her tight rear entrance. She tensed, a frisson of fear and excitement shooting through her.

“Relax,” he commanded, and she forced her muscles to go pliant for him.

He pushed. There was a burn, a stretching so intense it bordered on pain, but he didn’t stop. He pushed deeper, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her, his body pressed against her upturned ass. He was so deep, so impossibly full. He began to move, short, shallow thrusts that gradually grew longer, harder.

The initial burn subsided, replaced by an overwhelming sensation of fullness, of being taken completely. Each thrust sent shockwaves through her. Her fingers clawed at the bedsheets. Her cries were muffled by the duvet. The coil snapped, and her orgasm ripped through her with violent, unbearable intensity, her inner muscles clamping down on nothing while her ass gripped his cock like a vise.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, his hips slamming against her, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her. He collapsed over her, his weight a comforting anchor.

After a moment, he slid out and delivered one last, stinging slap to her well-used rear. “You did very well,” he said, his breath slowly returning to normal. “But you will need much more training.”

Annabelle, her body humming with satisfaction and a profound sense of peace, simply smiled into the mattress. She was glad. So glad he had chosen her.




4 - A WEALTHY FATHER-IN-LAW’S OFFER (PART 1)

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / BDSM / Sex Work / Cheating / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Dildo / PIV Sex

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jessica shattered.

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

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

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

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

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

It was for ten thousand dollars.

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

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

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

“I… don’t know. I don’t think I can…”

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

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




5 - A WIFE’S DIFFICULT DECISION (PART 2)

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Wealthy / Sex Work / Cheating / BDSM / Flogging / Vibrating Buttplug / PIV Sex

The crisp envelope containing Frederick’s check felt like a lit fuse in Jessica’s purse. She’d slid it across the bank teller’s counter with trembling fingers, half-expecting alarms to blare. They didn’t. The money simply appeared in their joint account. She paid the overdue rent in full, bought groceries that weren’t the store’s generic brand, and even left a generous tip for the barista who made her coffee.

Harry noticed. Of course he noticed. He held the new, high-thread-count sheets she’d bought, his brow furrowed. “Jess… where did this come from?”

A lie, smooth and pre-rehearsed, slipped from her lips. “A bonus. My boss said it was for the Sterling account.” It was a paltry account she’d assisted on weeks ago.

He watched her, his intense eyes searching hers for a beat too long. She saw the suspicion, the unasked questions hovering on his lips. But then his shoulders slumped, and he simply nodded, running a hand over the soft cotton. The relief of financial pressure was a potent drug, and Harry, it seemed, was willing to take a hit without questioning the dealer. His silent acceptance shamed her more than any accusation could have.

That shame curdled inside her, a sickening companion to the memory of Frederick’s touch. The guilt was a cold stone in her gut, but it was surrounded by the molten heat of recollection. The way he’d owned her, the blinding pleasure, the sheer power of the orgasms he’d wrung from her body. And the money. The incredible, life-altering money.

The craving for both became an itch under her skin, one only he could scratch. A week later, alone in their shabby apartment, she found the business card he’d slipped into her pocket. She typed the number into her phone, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs.

I want to see you again. She sent the text before she could lose her nerve.

The reply was instantaneous. Tomorrow. 8 PM. I’ll send a car. Be ready.

The black SUV was waiting outside. This time, she got in without hesitation. The drive was longer, winding into the hills where the estates were hidden behind high walls and dense foliage. Frederick’s mansion was a monolith of modern wealth, all sharp angles and gleaming glass.

He answered the door himself, already shrugging out of his suit jacket. He didn’t greet her with words, just a slow, appraising look that made her feel naked. “Follow me,” he finally said, his voice a low rumble.

He led her not to a lavish living room, but down a stark, modern staircase to the basement. The air grew cooler. He opened a heavy, soundproofed door.

Jessica’s breath hitched. It was a dungeon. Not some fantasy novelty room, but a serious, well-equipped space. The walls were lined with dark wood and black metal racks holding an array of implements she could barely identify. A St. Andrew’s cross stood in one corner, a suspension rig in another. The center of the room was dominated by a sturdy, leather-padded bench.

Frederick walked to a wall of hooks, his fingers trailing over the handles of various floggers and crops. He selected a wicked-looking single-tail whip with multiple, supple leather falls. “Strip.”

The command, so familiar yet so much more potent in this space, sent a jolt straight to her core. Her fingers, once clumsy, were now efficient. The blouse, the jeans, the simple cotton bra and panties—they pooled at her feet on the cold concrete floor. She stood shivering, not from the chill, but from anticipation.

“Turn around. Bend over the bench. Grasp the legs on the other side.”

She obeyed, the smooth, cool leather meeting her stomach and breasts as she arched her back, presenting herself to him. Her heart was a wild drum in her chest. She heard his footsteps behind her, the soft swish of the whip moving through the air.

“This is for your anticipation,” he said, his voice calm, instructional.

The first strike landed across the crest of her ass. It wasn’t a tap. It was a sharp, searing line of pure fire that made her gasp, her fingers tightening on the bench legs. The pain was bright and shocking.

“This is for your greed.”

Another strike, lower this time, igniting a parallel line of heat. A small, involuntary yelp escaped her lips.

“And this,” he whispered, the falls landing with a third, perfectly aimed crack, “is for the lie you told your husband today.”

The pain blossomed, deep and throbbing, but beneath it, a corresponding pulse of pleasure awoke in her clit, so intense it made her dizzy. She was breathing in ragged gasps, her skin hypersensitive, every nerve ending shrieking.

She heard him set the whip down. A drawer opened and closed. Then, a cold, slick gel touched her most forbidden place. She flinched.

“Be still,” he murmured, his voice close now.

The pressure was insistent, unfamiliar. He worked a slicked finger into her tightness, the intrusion shocking and strangely thrilling. Then it was replaced by something larger, smoother, made of cool silicone. He pushed the vibrating buttplug into her ass.

It wasn’t on yet. The mere fullness was a profound violation, a claiming that went deeper than anything before. He pressed a button.

A low, powerful hum erupted inside her, the vibrations radiating through her entire pelvis, making her clench around nothing. It was maddening. It was exquisite.

She heard the rustle of his clothes, the slide of a zipper. His hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into the tender, well-marked flesh. The blunt, hot head of his cock pressed against her dripping entrance.

He didn’t thrust. He leaned over her, his mouth close to her ear. “You take this so well. You were made for this. Made for me to use.”

Then he drove into her.

The cry that tore from her throat was one of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. The stretch of him, the deep, pounding rhythm combined with the relentless internal vibration from the plug—it was too much. It was everything. Each thrust sent shocks of pleasure-pain from her welted ass through her core. He fucked her with a brutal, possessive pace, his hips slapping against her sore flesh, each impact sending fresh sparks through her.

“You’re mine now,” he grunted, his control fraying. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes!” she cried, the word ripped from her. “Yours!”

It was the truth. In that moment, she belonged entirely to the sensation, to the man who was orchestrating it. Her orgasm built, a terrifying wave, amplified by the vibration, by the pain, by the sheer wrongness of it all. It crashed over her, a silent, screaming convulsion that locked her muscles and blinded her. Her inner walls clamped down on his cock in a fierce, rhythmic milking that dragged a guttural roar from his throat.

He slammed into her one final, deep time, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release, a claiming so primal it triggered a second, smaller aftershock from her own trembling body.

He stayed buried inside her for a long moment, both of them panting, connected by heat and sweat and sin. He slowly pulled out, his hand gently removing the still-vibrating plug, making her gasp at the sudden emptiness.

He turned her around to face him. His expression was unreadable, a mask of satisfied power. He tucked himself back into his trousers, his movements precise.

“This can be your life, Jessica. Permanently.” He gestured around the dungeon, at the whole of the lavish house above them. “Move in. Become my live-in mistress. Your poverty, your worries, your lying husband… it all disappears. You’ll want for nothing. Except, of course, for what I give you.”

He stepped closer, his finger tracing a lingering line down her cheek.

“The question is, are you ready to surrender your old life completely for this?”

Jessica hesitated. How could she do this to Harry? With his own father. But deep down, she knew this was what she wanted. Once she’d gotten a taste of Frederick, the sex, the lifestyle he had to offer… she was hopelessly hooked.

“Okay,” she finally agreed, unsure of what would happen next, but willing to find out.

6 - THE PROFESSOR’S PUNISHMENT

MF / BDSM / College / Spanking / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Betty’s heart pounded as she clicked her pen nervously against the edge of her desk. The history exam loomed in front of her like a trap, and she hadn’t studied nearly enough. She glanced around the classroom, her eyes darting to the clock, then to the paper, then to the professor, Mr. Ramone, who stood at the front of the room with his arms crossed, his sharp gaze scanning the students like a hawk. She swallowed hard. This was a bad idea, she thought. But it was too late to back out now.

Under the cover of her desk, she hiked up her short skirt just enough to glance at the words scribbled on her inner thigh. Napoleon’s downfall. Treaty of Versailles. Industrial Revolution. She’d written them in tiny, precise letters that morning, her hand trembling as she pressed the pen to her skin. Now, in the heat of the moment, the words seemed to blur together. She squinted, trying to make sense of them, but her heart was racing too fast to focus.

She flipped her skirt back down, her cheeks burning as if the entire class could see what she’d done. She scribbled down what she remembered, hoping it was enough to scrape by. When the timer went off, she handed in her exam with a shaky smile, convinced she’d pulled it off. Foolproof, she told herself. No one could’ve seen.

But as she was packing up her things, Mr. Ramone’s voice cut through the chatter of the room. “Miss Robinson, a word in my office, please.”

Her stomach dropped. She froze, her fingers tightening around the strap of her bag. “Of course, Professor,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

The walk to his office felt like an eternity. Her heels clicked against the tile floor, each step amplifying the dread building in her chest. When she stepped inside, he closed the door behind her with a soft click that made her jump.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair in front of his desk. His tone was calm, but there was a sharpness to it that sent a shiver down her spine.

She obeyed, sinking into the chair, her hands clasped tightly in her lap.

“Do you know why you’re here, Miss Robinson?” he asked, leaning back in his chair, his fingers steepled in front of him. His dark eyes bore into her, unyielding.

She shook her head, her throat too dry to speak.

He leaned forward, his voice low and measured. “Let’s not play games. Lift your skirt.”

Her breath hitched. “W-what?”

“You heard me." His voice was firm, leaving no room for argument. “Lift. Your. Skirt.”

Her hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her skirt, lifting it just enough to reveal the words scrawled on her thigh. She felt exposed, vulnerable, as if he’d stripped her bare with just a glance. His eyes darkened as he took in the evidence of her cheating, and she could feel the weight of his disapproval like a physical force.

“I thought so,” he said, his voice soft but laced with disapproval. “You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you, Miss Robinson?”

She couldn’t meet his gaze, her face burning with shame. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Quiet,” he interrupted, his voice sharp. “Stand up. Bend over the desk.”

Her heart raced as she stood on unsteady legs, her mind racing with a mix of fear and something she couldn’t quite name. She bent over the desk, her hands gripping the edge as he lifted her skirt, exposing her white lace panties.

The first smack of his hand against her ass made her gasp, the sting sharp and unexpected. She clenched her teeth, her cheeks flushing as he continued, each spank sending a jolt of pain—and something else—through her body. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her body betraying her as heat pooled between her legs.

“Do you understand what you’ve done?” he asked, his voice steady, his hand pausing mid-air.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “I’m sorry, I’ll never cheat again.”

He chuckled, a low, dangerous sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Good girl. But I’m not sure I believe you.”

She turned her head to look at him, her eyes wide. “I promise, Professor. I’ll be good.”

He hesitated for a moment, his gaze lingering on her before he sighed and unzipped his pants. Her breath caught as he pulled himself free, his cock already hard. “Prove it,” he said, his voice rough.

She dropped to her knees without hesitation, her hands trembling as she took him in her mouth. She gagged at first, the size of him overwhelming, but she forced herself to relax, her tongue swirling around him as she worked to take him deeper. His hand gripped the back of her head, guiding her rhythm, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan.

“That’s it, good girl,” he murmured, his fingers tightening in her hair.

She gagged again, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She sucked him like her life depended on it, her own need growing with every moan that escaped his lips.

When he came, she swallowed every drop, her body trembling with a mix of relief and arousal. He pulled her to her feet, his hands gripping her hips as he turned her around and bent her over the desk again. She gasped as he slid into her, his cock filling her completely, and he set a brutal pace, fucking her hard enough to make the desk creak.

She moaned, her nails digging into the wood as he pounded into her, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. When he came inside her, she cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her with an intensity that left her breathless.

He pulled out with a groan, his hands still gripping her hips as he leaned down to whisper in her ear. “You’ll pass this test, Miss Robinson. But if I ever catch you cheating again, the punishment will be much worse. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her body still trembling as he helped her stand. “Yes, Professor.”

He zipped up his pants, his expression unreadable as he turned back to his desk. “You may go.”

She left his office on shaky legs, her mind spinning. As she walked down the hall, a small smile played on her lips. What can I do to make him punish me again?

7 - AN ADVENTURE ON THE MILLIONAIRE’S YACHT

MF / BDSM / Sex Work / Wealthy / Age Gap / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Buttplug / Dildo / PIV Sex

The clatter of plates and the low hum of conversation were the symphony of Amelia’s life. She wiped down the Formica counter, the scent of grease and coffee clinging to her uniform. Another long shift was winding down, another night of counting tips that wouldn’t cover next month’s rent.

That’s when he walked in.

He didn’t fit. His suit was too sharp, his watch too gleaming, his posture too relaxed for a place where everyone was either rushing or exhausted. He took a corner booth, and Amelia, with a tired sigh, grabbed a menu.

“Evening,” she said, her voice a practiced, pleasant mask. “What can I get for you?”

His eyes, a cool, assessing grey, looked up from the menu and held hers. “The club sandwich. And a black coffee, please.” A small, easy smile played on his lips. “Long day?”

The question, so simple, so direct, disarmed her. Customers didn’t usually see the person behind the apron. “The usual,” she shrugged, a non-answer.

He ate slowly, deliberately, while she refilled coffees and cleared tables. Every time she passed his booth, she felt his gaze. It wasn’t leering; it was… curious. On her third pass, he gestured her over.

“I’ll take the check,” he said, then paused. “What’s your name?”

“Amelia.”

“Amelia.” He said her name like it was something valuable. “I’m Scott.” He slid a hundred-dollar bill across the table for a twenty-dollar meal. “Keep the change.”

Her eyes widened. “Sir, I can’t—”

“You can,” he interrupted gently, his voice low. “And I’d like to make you a better offer.” He leaned forward, the wood of the booth creaking. “Five thousand dollars. For your companionship tonight.”

The air left her lungs. Five thousand dollars? It was a number that erased debts, that bought security, that was utterly, terrifyingly real. Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is insane. This is dangerous. But the image of that stack of bills, sitting on her kitchen table, was more potent than any fear.

“Companionship?” she whispered, her throat dry.

“Consensual, exclusive, and very well-compensated,” he said, his grey eyes never wavering. “Nothing you don’t agree to. The money is yours regardless. Think of it as… an adventure.”

She looked at his hands. Clean. Strong. She looked at his car idling outside, a sleek silver beast that cost more than her life. The temptation was a physical pull, a heat in her belly that had nothing to do with the kitchen grill. She nodded, a quick, jerky motion. “Okay.”

The leather seat of his car was like nothing she’d ever felt. It hugged her, silent and supple as he drove toward the waterfront. The city lights blurred past the window, a stream of gold against the night. He didn’t speak, and the quiet wasn’t uncomfortable; it was thick with anticipation, a shared secret humming between them.

They stopped not at a hotel, but at a private dock. Tied there, bobbing gently on the dark water, was a yacht. It was all clean, white lines and gleaming brass. Opulent was the only word for it.

He led her aboard, his hand a warm, guiding pressure on the small of her back. Below deck, he opened a door to a cabin that stole her breath. Plush carpet, a vast bed, and… mirrors. On the walls. On the ceiling. Her own wide-eyed reflection stared back at her from every angle.

And on a velvet-lined board attached to the wall was an array of toys. Leather, silicone, steel. A museum of pleasure.

“Do you like it?” Scott asked, his voice a low murmur near her ear.

She could only nod, her mouth agape.

He turned her to face him, his fingers deft and sure as they began to unbutton her diner uniform. Each button undone was a step further from her old life. The stiff fabric fell away, then her plain bra, her sensible underwear. Soon she was standing naked in the center of the room, her skin pebbling in the cool, air-conditioned air, her image repeated to infinity around her. She watched him watch her, his gaze a tangible caress.

From the board, he selected a pair of leather cuffs. “Arms up, Amelia,” he commanded softly, and she obeyed without thought. He secured her wrists to a ring above the bed, the leather snug but not cruel. The vulnerability was immediate, terrifying, and incredibly arousing.

He selected a slender, black vibrator. He didn’t ask. He simply turned it on, a low hum filling the silence, and brought it to her nipple. The sensation was electric, a sharp, shocking bolt of pleasure that made her back arch off the bed. Oh god. He circled one taut peak, then the other, until she was panting, her hips making small, involuntary circles.

He moved lower, the vibrator tracing a path down her stomach. He parted her folds and pressed the humming device directly against her clit.

A broken moan tore from her throat. Her eyes screwed shut as the intense vibration coursed through her, a relentless, building pressure. She was bucking against it, her restraints the only thing keeping her from flying apart. Just as she felt herself nearing the edge, he pulled it away.

Her eyes flew open in protest, but he was already selecting another toy—a sleek, obsidian buttplug, glistening with lubricant. He held her gaze in the mirror as his fingers slicked her, one pressing gently, insistently into her tight rear entrance. She gasped at the intrusion, so unfamiliar, so naughty. Then the cool, rounded tip of the plug pressed against her. He pushed slowly, relentlessly, stretching her, filling her until it was seated fully inside her. The fullness was immense, a constant, dirty pressure that made every clench of her pussy feel exponentially more intense.

He reached for a large, realistic dildo. He coated it generously with lube, his movements economical, practiced. He positioned himself between her spread legs, the tip of the fake cock pressing against her dripping entrance. With one smooth, powerful thrust, he buried it inside her.

Amelia cried out, her head thrashing on the pillow. He fucked her with it, a steady, deep rhythm, each thrust made more intense by the plug in her ass. She was completely full, completely taken, her pleasure building to a fever pitch. She watched herself in the ceiling mirror—a wild, wanton creature she didn’t recognize, being pleasured by a handsome stranger.

Then he let go of the dildo, leaving it buried inside her. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of his zipper. A moment later, his hands were on her hips, and she felt the hot, blunt head of his real cock replace the silicone tip. He was thicker. So much thicker.

He slid into her with a groan that seemed to come from his very soul. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, adjusting to his glorious girth. He began to move, his thrusts deeper, harder than before. Each one jolted through her, the plug shifting inside her, creating a devastating friction.

“Look at yourself,” he growled, his voice ragged. “Look at how beautifully you take me.”

Her eyes found their reflection. She saw her own face, contorted in ecstasy, saw his powerful body driving into hers, saw his cock disappearing into her wetness over and over. The visual was the final push. The coil in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and endless, her pussy gripping his cock like a vise, milking him, pulling him deeper. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure release.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt. She felt him pulse inside her, a hot, liquid rush filling her as he groaned her name into her neck, his body shuddering against hers.

For a long time, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Slowly, gently, he withdrew. He unclipped her wrists, massaging the feeling back into them. The absence of the restraints felt almost like a loss.

She moved slowly, her body humming and sore in the most delicious way. She gathered her clothes, her diner uniform feeling cheap and alien against her sensitized skin. As she dressed, he wrote something on a slip of paper.

He handed it to her. A check. The amount made her dizzy. “There’s more where that came from,” he said, his voice back to its calm, composed tone, though his eyes still burned with a satisfied heat. “If you’d like to see me again.”

She looked from the check in her hand to the man who had just unraveled her and put her back together again. She thought of the mirrors, the toys, the feeling of his cock inside her. “Okay,” she whispered. “I’ll do it.”




8 - FORBIDDEN PASSION AT THE BOOK CLUB

MF / Virgin / Age Gap / Teacher Student / BDSM / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Handcuffs / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The hardcover felt heavy in Elena’s lap, its title embossed in a simple, elegant font that belied the tumultuous content within. The book club’s choice this month was… bold. Across the cozy circle of armchairs, Marcus, the new professor from the college, watched her. His gaze wasn’t intrusive, just… observant. As the discussion swirled around themes of power and surrender, Elena felt her cheeks burn.

“I just think,” she stammered, her voice barely a whisper, “the idea of giving up control… of trusting someone that completely… is fascinating.”

Marcus’s lips curled into a subtle, knowing smile. “Fascination is the birthplace of exploration, Elena.” His voice was a low, resonant hum that vibrated right through her. “The character didn’t just read about it. She experienced it.”

The meeting ended, the others drifting out with chatter about coffee and the next selection. Elena lingered, pretending to study the bookshelf, her heart hammering against her ribs. He was beside her before she even heard him move.

“You said it was fascinating,” Marcus stated, not a question. “Was that just a literary critique?”

She shook her head, unable to meet his eyes. “No. I think… I think I’d like to try the things in the book.”

“Then you should.” His reply was immediate, absolute. He didn’t touch her, but his presence was a physical thing, a warmth that enveloped her. “Curiosity shouldn’t be left unsatisfied. It’s what separates the writers from the readers.”

Her breath hitched. This was insane. He was twice her age, an enigma, a professor. She was a nineteen-year-old virgin who wrote bad poetry in her childhood bedroom. Yet, when he finally extended a hand, not to take hers, but to gesture toward the door, she followed.

His house was a silent testament to a life of the mind, all dark wood and overflowing bookshelves. But he didn’t lead her to the study. He led her to the bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a world of hushed anticipation. A single lamp cast long, dancing shadows across a large, impeccably made bed.

“You told me what you want,” he said, his voice dropping into a register that was all command. No more professor. No more discussion. “Now, show me you mean it. Strip.”

The air vanished from her lungs. This was it. No gentle undressing, no nervous fumbling. This was a threshold. Her fingers, trembling and clumsy, went to the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the floor. Her jeans followed, then her simple cotton bra and panties, until she stood naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool, still air. She felt excruciatingly seen, every inch of her innocence laid bare under his appraising gaze.

A slow, approving nod. “On the bed. On your back.”

She obeyed, the soft comforter yielding beneath her. She looked up at the ceiling, her pulse a frantic drumbeat in her ears. She heard him move around the room, the soft click of a drawer opening. Then his weight dipped the mattress beside her. His scent, sandalwood and old books, washed over her.

He didn’t kiss her. His touch was pure, focused intention. His hands, warm and sure, slid up her inner thighs, coaxing them apart. She gasped. His head dipped between her legs, and his tongue, hot and impossibly soft, found her.

It was not a gentle exploration. It was a claiming. A flat, firm stroke from her entrance to the aching nub of her clit made her back arch off the bed. A low, guttural sound escaped her throat, a sound she didn’t recognize as her own. He licked and sucked, his hands holding her hips down, pinning her to the sensations. He traced intricate, maddening patterns, circling her clit before delving deep, tasting her. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearably tight, a spring wound to its breaking point. She was panting, her fingers twisting in the bedsheets, a willing captive to his mouth.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, he pulled away. Her cry of protest was met with the soft rustle of leather. She opened her eyes to see him holding two padded cuffs. He didn’t ask. He simply took her wrist, his thumb stroking the frantic pulse there, and fastened it to the wrought-iron headboard. He did the same with the other, her arms now stretched above her head, utterly vulnerable. The surrender was terrifying. It was electrifying.

“Eyes on me,” he commanded softly.

She watched, mesmerized, as he retrieved a sleek, black vibrator. He flicked it on, a low, insistent hum filling the room. He brought it to her chest, circling one nipple until it tightened into a hard, sensitive peak, the vibration traveling straight to her core. He repeated the torture on the other, each pass of the device making her writhe against her restraints. She was floating, tethered to reality only by the points of pleasure he dictated.

He trailed the vibrator down her stomach, down through her damp curls, and finally pressed it against her clit.

Her whole body seized. “Please!” The word was a torn, ragged thing. “More, Marcus, please…”

The hum ceased. The silence was deafening. She heard the sharp sound of his zipper. He shed his clothes quickly, and then he was there, kneeling between her legs, his erection proud and thick. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, bending her almost in half, opening her completely. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, a blunt, insistent pressure.

“This is what you wanted,” he murmured, his own breath ragged. “Your first lesson.”

He pushed. A sharp, stunning burst of pain made her gasp, a single, bright tear escaping the corner of her eye. He stilled, letting her body adjust, stretch, accept him. The pain faded, replaced by a profound, stretching fullness. He was so deep. Then he began to move.

Slow, at first. Withdrawing almost completely before sinking back into her wet heat. Each thrust went deeper than the last, each one stoking the fire he’d built with his mouth and his toys. His pace quickened, becoming harder, more urgent. The smack of skin on skin, her muffled cries, his low groans—it was a primal symphony. She was completely possessed, every thrust a punctuation mark in a sentence she’d only ever read about. The coil wound tight again, tighter than before, amplified by the helplessness of her bound wrists, the sheer force of his possession.

She came with a shattered cry, her vision whiting out, her inner muscles clenching around him in wave after wave of devastating pleasure. It was the trigger for his own release. With a final, deep grind, he let out a guttural groan, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, the intimate warmth spreading inside.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. Gently, he lowered her legs, his touch surprisingly tender now. He leaned over her, his lips brushing her forehead as he unbuckled the restraints. The freed blood rushed back into her wrists with a pleasant tingle.

He collapsed beside her, pulling her against his side. Her head found the crook of his shoulder, her body humming, every nerve ending alight and sighing with satisfaction.

“I…” she started, her voice hoarse. “I enjoyed that. I really did.”

Marcus chuckled, a low, rich sound that vibrated through his chest and into hers. “I know.”

Elena traced a lazy circle on his skin. “I’m glad it was you.” She looked up at him, her shyness replaced by a new, burgeoning confidence. “I have a feeling you have a lot more to teach me.”

9 - STEPDAUGHTER’S CONDOMS

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

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

Condoms.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10 - KINKY NIGHT WITH A BILLIONAIRE

MF / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Fingering / Teasing / Ball Gag / Buttplug / Dildo

Kiara wiped down the counter for the third time that evening, her mind wandering to the monotonous routine of her shifts. The restaurant was quiet, the kind of quiet that made the hum of the refrigerator seem deafening. She glanced at the clock—another hour to go. Just as she was about to slip into her usual daydream, the door chimed, and in walked a man who immediately caught her attention.

He was tall, with broad shoulders that filled out his tailored suit impeccably. His dark hair was styled perfectly, and his sharp jawline was softened only slightly by the hint of a five o’clock shadow. But it was his eyes that truly captivated her—deep, intense, and focused directly on her as he approached the counter.

“Good evening,” he said, his voice smooth and confident. “I’ll take a table for one, please.”

Kiara felt her cheeks warm as she led him to a table by the window. She handed him the menu, her fingers brushing against his for the briefest of moments. When she looked up, he was smiling at her, a smile that made her stomach flip.

“Thank you,” he said, his gaze lingering just a beat too long. “I’m Tom, by the way.”

“Kiara,” she replied, her voice sounding a little breathless even to her own ears.

Tom ordered a glass of wine and a steak, and throughout his meal, he kept finding reasons to catch her attention. A question about the menu, a request for more bread, a compliment on the food that felt more like a compliment on her. By the time he was done, Kiara found herself lingering at his table longer than she should have, drawn to the easy charm he exuded.

When the bill came, Tom handed her his credit card, and as she returned it, he slipped a crisp hundred-dollar bill into her hand along with his business card. “Call me,” he said with a wink. “I’d love to see more of you.”

Kiara stared at the card, her heart racing. She had never met a man like Tom before—someone so bold, so direct, and so... inviting. She tucked the card into her apron pocket, and for the rest of her shift, she couldn’t stop thinking about it.

That night, after she had showered and changed into a pair of cozy pajamas, Kiara found herself staring at the card again. She traced the embossed letters of his name with her finger, hesitating. Should I call him? she wondered. What’s the worst that could happen?

Before she could talk herself out of it, she picked up her phone and dialed the number. It rang twice before he answered.

“I was hoping you’d call,” Tom said, his voice low and warm. Kiara felt a shiver run down her spine. “Are you free tonight?”

She hesitated for only a moment before saying yes. Tom gave her the address to his home, and twenty minutes later, she was standing outside the gates of a mansion that looked like it belonged in a magazine. The gates opened silently, and she walked up the long driveway, her heels clicking against the pavement.

When she reached the front door, Tom was already there, leaning against the frame with a glass of wine in his hand. “You’re even more beautiful than I remembered,” he said, stepping aside to let her in.

Kiara stepped inside and immediately felt overwhelmed by the opulence. The ceilings were high, the floors were marble, and the walls were adorned with art that looked like it cost more than her yearly salary. She followed Tom into the living room, where he handed her a glass of wine.

“Cheers,” he said, clinking his glass against hers. They sipped in silence for a moment before Tom set his glass down and turned to her. “I have a confession to make. I didn’t just invite you here for conversation.”

Kiara raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “Oh? What did you have in mind?”

Tom stepped closer, his hand brushing against her arm. “I’m into something a little... different. Something kinky. But only if you’re interested.”

Kiara felt her heart race, but there was no fear, only excitement. She had never done anything like this before, but the way he was looking at her made her want to say yes. “I’m interested,” she said softly.

Tom smiled and took her hand. He led her down a hallway and into an elevator that took them to the basement. When the doors opened, Kiara gasped. The room was dimly lit, with red walls and black leather furniture. There were whips, chains, and other equipment that she couldn’t even name. It was like something out of a movie.

“Welcome to my dungeon,” Tom said, his voice low and seductive. “Strip for me.”

Kiara hesitated for only a moment before she began to undress, her hands trembling slightly as she pulled off her clothes. When she was completely naked, Tom stepped closer, his eyes roaming over her body. “You’re stunning,” he murmured before taking her hand and leading her to a leather bench in the center of the room.

He helped her lie down and then began to bind her wrists and ankles with leather restraints. Kiara felt a mix of nervousness and excitement as the leather tightened around her, holding her in place. Tom ran his fingers lightly down her body, his touch making her shiver.

“Relax,” he whispered as he leaned down and kissed her softly.

His hands trailed down her body, stopping to tease her breasts before moving lower. When he reached her pussy, he ran his fingers lightly over her clit, making her gasp.

“You’re so wet,” he said with a smirk before slipping a finger inside her.

Kiara moaned, her hips arching towards his hand. He continued to tease her, his fingers moving in and out of her at a slow, maddening pace. She could feel herself getting closer to the edge, but just as she was about to cum, he pulled his hand away.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice firm. Kiara whimpered, her body throbbing with need.

Tom reached for a vibrator and turned it on, the buzzing sound making her clench with anticipation. He ran it over her body, teasing her nipples, her thighs, and finally her clit. Kiara moaned, her body trembling as the vibrations sent waves of pleasure through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice shaky. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” Tom said again, his tone leaving no room for argument.

He reached for a ball gag and gently inserted it into her mouth, silencing her. Kiara’s eyes widened as he moved behind her, and she felt something cold and slick press against her ass. She tensed as he began to push the vibrating buttplug into her, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. Once it was fully inside, he turned it on, the vibrations making her moan around the gag.

Tom stepped in front of her again, holding a large dildo. He ran it teasingly over her pussy, making her whimper, before slowly pushing it inside her. Kiara’s back arched as he stretched her, the sensation overwhelming.

He began to move the dildo in and out of her at a steady pace, the vibrations from the buttplug adding to the intense pleasure rippling through her body. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling with need.

Just as she felt like she couldn’t take it anymore, Tom leaned down and whispered, “Cum for me.”

Kiara’s body erupted in pleasure, her moans muffled by the ball gag as she came harder than she ever had before. Tom continued to fuck her with the dildo until the waves of her orgasm subsided, leaving her breathless and exhausted.

When he finally released the restraints and removed the gag and the toys, Kiara felt like her body was made of jelly. She caught her breath, her mind still reeling from the intense experience.

“That was... amazing,” she said, her voice shaky.

Tom smiled and helped her sit up. “You were incredible,” he said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “I’ll call you soon.”

Kiara nodded, her heart still racing. As she got dressed, she couldn’t help but wonder what other surprises Tom had in store for her. She left his mansion, her body still tingling from his touch, and she knew she would be counting down the days until she heard from him again.

11 - A DISCOVERY AT FATHER-IN-LAW’S HUNTING CABIN

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Bondage / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The scent of pine and old wood filled the cabin, a masculine aroma that had once thrilled Mandy. Now, it felt suffocating. Joe, her husband of three years, was already snoring softly in the bed beside her, exhausted from the day’s hunt. But Mandy was wide awake, every nerve ending buzzing with the secret she’d uncovered.

Red’s journal.

She’d found it tucked under a stack of flannel shirts in his dresser, its leather cover worn soft with age. Boredom and a flicker of something else—morbid curiosity, perhaps—had made her open it. The words inside were not the benign musings of a father-in-law. They were a raw, unfiltered torrent of desire. For her.

He wrote about the way I laugh, she thought, the memory making her skin flush. He said it sounds like sunlight. The flattery quickly gave way to something darker, something that made her breath catch. Explicit, kinky fantasies spilled from the pages in a sharp, angular script. Visions of tying her up, of her submission, of his dominance. He described the precise way he wanted to hear her beg, the specific shade of red he wanted to paint on her backside with his palm. She had slammed the book shut, her heart hammering against her ribs, a cocktail of shock and a thrilling, undeniable arousal pooling deep in her belly.

The next day, Joe announced he was going deeper into the woods for a buck he’d been tracking. “Be back by sundown,” he’d said, kissing her forehead before grabbing his rifle.

And just like that, she was alone with Red.

He was sitting at the rough-hewn kitchen table, meticulously cleaning his firearm. The silence stretched, thick and heavy. Mandy stood by the cold fireplace, her arms crossed tightly over her chest.

“Something on your mind, Mandy?” Red asked, his voice a low gravelly rumble without even looking up.

She took a shaky breath. “I was bored yesterday. While you were out.”

“Cabin fever gets to everybody eventually.” He continued his methodical work.

“I found your journal.” The words tumbled out, a quiet admission that seemed to suck all the air from the room.

Red’s hands stilled. Very slowly, he set down the cleaning rod and turned to look at her. His eyes, the same piercing blue as Joe’s but infinitely more weathered, held hers. There was no anger there. No shame. Only a deep, predatory curiosity. “Did you now?”

“I read it,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“And?”

And I haven’t been able to think of anything else. “It… it shocked me.”

“I’d imagine so.” A faint, knowing smile played on his lips. “But shock isn’t the only thing you felt, is it?”

Mandy’s composure shattered. She looked down at the floor, her cheeks burning. He knows. He could see right through her. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible shake of her head.

Red stood up, his movements slow and deliberate. He walked over to her, stopping so close she could smell the faint scent of gun oil and the forest on his shirt. “Look at me, Mandy.” When she did, his gaze was intense, burning with the same fire she’d read about on the page. “I’ve written a lot of fantasies in that book. But a fantasy is just a story. It doesn’t have to be.” He reached out, his calloused fingers gently tracing the line of her jaw. She didn’t pull away. A shiver, one of pure anticipation, raced down her spine. “The question is,” he murmured, his voice dropping even lower, “do you want to make it a reality?”

Her mind screamed a dozen warnings, but her body, thrumming with a want she’d never dared acknowledge, overruled them all. Yes. The word was a silent prayer. “Yes,” she breathed aloud.

The air cracked with a new, terrifying energy. Red’s eyes darkened with lust. “Good girl. Now strip. Let me see what’s been driving me out of my mind.”

Her fingers trembled as she pulled her sweater over her head, then fumbled with the button of her jeans. She let everything fall to the floor until she stood bare before him, the cool cabin air pebbling her skin. His gaze was a physical touch, roving over her curves with a possessiveness that made her knees weak.

“Beautiful,” he growled. He unbuckled his own belt, the sound stark in the quiet room. He pushed his jeans and boxers down, and his cock sprang free, thick and already fully erect, curving up towards his stomach. It was bigger than she’d imagined, veined and heavy-looking. “Your mouth. Now.”

Mandy dropped to her knees on the rough braided rug. The submissive act itself was a thrill. She leaned forward, tentatively running her tongue along the length of him, tasting the musky, clean scent of his skin. He groaned, a deep, approving sound that spurred her on. She took him into her mouth, stretching her lips wide around his girth. She used her tongue, her hand, losing herself in the rhythm, in the way his hips began to move slightly, in the primal sounds of his pleasure.

“That’s it,” he rasped, his hand tangling in her hair. “Just like that.”

Just as she found her pace, he pulled her off. “Up.”

He guided her to the edge of the bed and sat down, pulling her across his lap. Her stomach pressed against the hard muscle of his thigh. This is really happening. The first smack of his palm on her ass was a shock of stinging heat that made her gasp. Then another. And another. Each spank landed on a new spot, the pain quickly melting into a deep, throbbing warmth that spread through her whole body, centering directly between her legs. She was wet, desperately wet, and each strike seemed to send a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. She was panting, her fingers clutching at the quilt.

He stopped, his hand rubbing the warmed skin. “You take a spanking so well, darlin’.”

Before she could process the praise, he was moving. He produced a coil of rough hemp rope from his bedside drawer—had it been waiting for her this whole time?—and with practiced efficiency, he tied each of her wrists to the stout wooden posts of the bed. She was spread open, utterly exposed and completely at his mercy. A thrill of fear and excitement shot through her.

He loomed over her, his eyes drinking in the sight. He lowered his mouth to one breast, sucking a nipple deep, worrying it with his tongue and teeth until she cried out, her back arching off the bed. He gave the same devoted attention to the other, the dual sensations of sharp pleasure and the gentle abrading of the rope on her wrists sending her spinning.

“Please,” she heard herself beg, the word ripped from her. It was exactly what he’d written. “Red, please.”

“Please what?” he teased, his breath hot on her damp skin.

“I need… I need more.”

He chuckled, a dark, sensual sound, and trailed kisses down her stomach. He settled between her legs, his hands hooking under her thighs and pushing them wider. Then his mouth was on her, his tongue finding her clit with unerring accuracy. He licked and sucked with a filthy, dedicated rhythm that had her moaning incoherently, her hips bucking against his face. The orgasm built fast and terrifyingly powerful, a coil tightening deep inside her until it snapped. She came with a broken cry, her body convulsing against the ropes as he drank from her, drawing out every last shuddering wave.

He didn’t give her time to recover. He moved up her body, his weight settling on her. He guided his cock to her slick entrance. “Look at me,” he commanded. Her eyes, glazed with pleasure, found his. He pushed inside her in one long, relentless stroke, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that bordered on painful. So full.

He began to move, setting a hard, deep pace that shook the old bedframe. Each thrust was a claim. Her arms pulled against the ropes, the slight burn a counterpoint to the overwhelming pleasure building inside her again. She was lost in it, in the slap of skin, his guttural grunts in her ear, the sheer animalistic rightness of it. She came a second time, a scream caught in her throat, her inner muscles clenching around him violently. It triggered his own release; with a final, driving thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, his own groan harsh and satisfied as he emptied himself into her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, with a tenderness that belied the frenzy of moments before, Red leaned over and deftly untied the ropes from her wrists. The skin was red and chafed. He rubbed life back into her hands.

“Joe will be back soon,” he said, his voice back to its normal rumble, though his eyes still smoldered.

They dressed in a frantic, silent rush. Mandy pulled her sweater on, her mind finally catching up to her body. Guilt, sharp and acidic, flooded her. She had just fucked her father-in-law. And she loved it. As she glanced at Red, who was calmly lacing his boots as if he hadn’t just shattered her world, one devastatingly pleasurable inch at a time, she knew with a terrifying certainty that she wanted more.

12 - SPANKED BY STEPDAD

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

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

“Connie? Everything okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Over my knee. Now.”

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

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

Then, the first smack.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She jerked against the ties. “Daddy…”

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

“Please what, sweetheart?”

“Touch me. There.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready?” he asked, the word strained.

“Yes. God, yes.”

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

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

She nodded, wordless.

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

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

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

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

“I’m gonna… Connie, I’m…”

“Me too,” she choked out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

13 -  THE STUDENT’S FORBIDDEN LOVE NOTE

MF / BDSM / College / Teacher Student / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Spanking / Fingering / Bondage / PIV Sex

The last student shuffled out, leaving the cavernous literature classroom silent except for the ticking clock. Lila’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum counting down the seconds until her own execution. Professor Harper didn’t look up from his desk; he simply held up the small, perfumed note between two fingers, letting it dangle like a condemned thing.

“Care to explain this, Miss Evans?”

His voice was low, a controlled rumble that vibrated through the floorboards and up into her bones. She couldn’t move, her feet rooted to the spot.

“I… I don’t know what that is, Professor,” she whispered, the lie tasting like ash.

“Don’t insult my intelligence,” he said, finally lifting his gaze. His eyes, usually so focused on the text, were now focused entirely on her, seeing every secret she’d ever tried to hide. “The handwriting is… distinctive. As is the scent. Jasmine. It’s you.”

A hot wave of humiliation crashed over her. Tears, hot and shameful, welled in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. She looked at the floor, at the scuffed tiles, anywhere but at him. He knew. He knew everything.

“It was stupid,” she choked out, her voice thick with tears. “I’m so sorry. I’ll never—”

“It was more than stupid,” he interrupted, his chair scraping as he stood. He walked around the desk, his presence filling the space between them, overwhelming her. “It was profoundly inappropriate. A breach of trust. A fireable offense for me. Ruinous for you.”

Each word was a precise, sharp slap. She flinched, wrapping her arms around herself. “Please…”

He stopped mere inches from her. She could smell his cologne, something dark and spicy, mixed with the old paper scent of his books. “You’ve been a very, very bad girl, Lila.”

The way he said her name, so familiar and so stern, sent an unexpected, traitorous shiver down her spine. She nodded miserably, fresh tears falling.

“But,” he continued, his voice dropping to a near whisper, a secret just for them. “There might be a way for you to make it up to me. To ensure this… unfortunate note… remains our little secret.”

Her head snapped up. Hope, desperate and wild, flared in her chest. “Anything. I’ll do anything, Professor Harper. Please.”

A slow, predatory smile touched his lips. It wasn’t a kind smile. It was a promise of something else entirely. “Good girl.”

The drive to his house was a blur of silent tension. He drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his thigh, his profile stern and unreadable in the dimming light. He pulled into the garage of a neat, suburban house, his eyes scanning the street before ushering her inside. “Quickly,” he murmured, his hand a firm press on the small of her back.

The bedroom was all dark wood and crisp linens, a room that smelled like him. He closed the door and turned the lock. The click was final.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for question.

Her fingers trembled, fumbling with the buttons of her blouse. She kept her eyes downcast, her cheeks burning as each article of clothing fell to the plush carpet until she stood before him, completely bare. The air felt cool on her skin, raising goosebumps. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and a thrilling, terrifying current of arousal began to pulse low in her belly.

He sat on the edge of the bed, his eyes roaming over her body with an analytical intensity that made her shiver. He unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. It was thick and rigid, a stark reality that made her breath catch.

“Come here,” he said. “Worship it.”

She knelt on the carpet between his legs. Tentatively, she leaned forward, her lips parting. She touched the tip of her tongue to the velvety head, tasting a faint, musky salt. A low groan escaped him, and the sound emboldened her. She took more of him into her mouth, her tongue swirling along the length, her hand wrapping around the base. This is wrong, a small voice whispered in her mind, but it was drowned out by the pounding of her blood, by the sheer power of the act. She was pleasuring him. Professor Harper. And he was enjoying it.

After a few minutes, he gently pushed her back. “Not yet.” He shifted, pulling her up and across his lap. Her bare stomach pressed against the rough wool of his slacks, her round, pale bottom presented to him. His hand came down on one cheek in a sharp, stinging slap.

She yelped, more in surprise than pain. The sting bloomed into a deep, spreading heat.

Smack.

Another, on the other cheek. This one hurt more, a bright, sharp pain that melted almost instantly into a throbbing, pleasant warmth.

Smack. Smack.

He spanked her in a steady, rhythmic cadence, each slap jolting through her, making her gasp and squirm. The initial shock gave way to something else entirely—a deep, submissive thrill. With every impact, the coil of need inside her wound tighter. She was panting now, her hips making small, involuntary circles against his leg.

He stopped, his hand rubbing the hot, reddened skin of her ass. “You like that, don’t you? My bad girl likes being punished.”

Before she could answer, his fingers slid between her legs from behind, finding her slick, heated core. She cried out as two fingers plunged into her, a perfect, shocking fullness. His thumb found her clit, circling it with a relentless, practiced pressure.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her body arching, pushing back against his hand.

“Beg for it,” he growled in her ear.

“Please,” she whimpered, her composure shattered. “Please, Professor, don’t stop. Please.”

He fucked her with his fingers, curling them inside her, hitting a spot that made her see stars. She was so close, teetering on the very edge, her entire body tensing for the fall.

And then he stopped. He withdrew his hand completely.

A sob of frustration escaped her. She was trembling, aching, empty.

He stood and retrieved two silk neckties from his closet, deep burgundy and smooth as water. He guided her to the bed, laying her back against the pillows. With efficient movements, he looped a tie around each wrist, pulling her arms up and securing them to the ornate bedposts. The silk was soft but unyielding. She was trapped, spread open for him.

He positioned himself between her thighs, his eyes dark with hunger. He gripped his cock, guiding the head through her wetness, teasing her entrance. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” he murmured, not waiting for an answer.

With one powerful, relentless thrust, he buried himself inside her. She cried out, a sharp sound of pain and overwhelming fullness as her virginity yielded to him. He didn’t pause, didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a hard, punishing rhythm, each drive of his hips pushing a moan from her lips. The initial sting faded, replaced by a building, incredible friction. Her hips rose to meet his, her body taking over, demanding more.

He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a brutal kiss, swallowing her moans. She could feel the tension coiling in him, in her, a shared precipice. Her inner muscles began to flutter around him, tightening, gripping his cock in a desperate, rhythmic clutch.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his pace becoming frantic. “Come for me.”

The command, the feeling of him pounding into her, the sight of her bound wrists—it was too much. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic wave of pleasure that clenched every muscle in her body. Her back arched off the bed, a broken cry torn from her throat as her pussy milked his length.

The violent clenching of her around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last time, his own release hot and deep inside her. She felt the pulsing of his cock, the final, shuddering thrusts of his hips as he spent himself.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, he softened inside her and withdrew. He untied the silk ties, his fingers gentle on her wrists where the fabric had bit in. He looked down at her, a satisfied, possessive glint in his eye.

“You did great,” he said, his voice rough. He smoothed a hand over her damp hair. “But this stays between us. You tell anyone—anyone at all—and that note finds its way to the dean’s desk. Understood?”

She nodded, her body still humming, her mind blissfully empty. “Yes, Professor Harper.”

He smiled, a real smile this time, as he looked at her splayed across his bed, well-used and compliant.

14 - A MILITARY MAN’S FORBIDDEN PLEASURE

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / BDSM / Kissing / Spanking / Bondage / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“Tell me I’m a bad girl.”

The words hung in the chilled air of the study, a direct and brazen challenge. Mya’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing in the sudden silence. She watched Reginald’s eyes, those cool, analytical pools of steel, darken with a fire she had only ever dreamed of igniting.

He didn’t move, a statue carved from discipline and decorum. His voice, when it came, was a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated deep within her. “You have no idea how bad you are.”

It was all the permission she needed. Mya closed the distance between them in the opulent, book-lined room, the scent of old leather and fine whiskey clinging to him. She reached up, her fingers trembling as she traced the sharp line of his jaw. He caught her wrist, his grip firm, unyielding. Not painful, but final. He was in control now. He had always been in control; she was just finally brave enough to ask him to show it.

—

It had started hours ago, across the hall in the glittering expanse of the main ballroom. Crystal chandeliers showered light on the assembled elite, all gathered to honor Reginald’s decorated military career and subsequent business triumphs. Mya had selected her weapon for the evening with care: a gown of emerald silk that was the very definition of elegant sin. It was backless, plunging deep between her shoulder blades, a daring reveal that made her feel both exposed and powerful.

Her husband, Leo, Reginald’s son, had been distracted all night, his phone a permanent appendage to his hand. “It’s the Singapore deal, baby. It’s falling apart. I have to go,” he’d muttered, barely glancing at her before pressing an absent-minded kiss to her cheek. “Dad will see you home.”

And just like that, he was gone, leaving her alone in a sea of strangers, her eyes constantly drifting to the man of the hour. Reginald commanded the room not with boisterous laughter, but with a quiet, potent authority. He was a man who calculated every move, and tonight, Mya wanted to be his ultimate conquest.

As the last guests trickled out, fueled by champagne and well-wishes, she found herself standing before the heavy mahogany door of his private study. She knocked once, softly.

He opened it, still impeccably dressed in his tuxedo, though he’d loosened his bow tie. “Mya. Is everything alright? Where’s Leo?”

“Work,” she said, her voice barely a whisper. She stepped inside, letting the door click shut behind her. “He said you’d see me home.”

“Of course.” His gaze was polite, questioning.

She took a breath, her courage threatening to fail. Then she turned, presenting him with the naked expanse of her back. “Could you… help me with the clasp? I think it’s stuck.” The lie was flimsy, transparent. The clasp was perfectly fine.

A beat of silence. Then, the warmth of his hands. His fingers, surprisingly calloused for a businessman, brushed against her skin as he found the clasp. He didn’t fumble. He knew exactly how it worked. With a deft click, the gown loosened. She held it to her chest, turning back to face him, her heart in her throat.

And that’s when she said it. “Tell me I’m a bad girl.”

—

Now, in the present, his grip on her wrist tightened almost imperceptibly. The analytical gleam in his eye was gone, replaced by pure, unadulterated hunger. He pulled her to him, his other hand tangling in her hair, and his mouth crashed down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claim. A searing, possessive invasion that tasted of whiskey and raw need. Mya melted against him, a soft moan escaping her throat as she kissed him back with a desperation that shocked her. This was what she wanted. Him. All of him.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “That gown,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire, “has been a distraction all night.” With deliberate slowness, he let the silk slip from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet in a shimmering heap, leaving her standing in only her heels and a sheer pair of black pantyhose.

He knelt before her, his hands sliding up her calves, over her thighs. His touch was electrifying, methodical. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of the hose and peeled them down, his knuckles grazing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. He worked them down her legs, his movements slow and deliberate, until she could step out of them. He held the flimsy garment in his hands, a dark smile playing on his lips.

Now you’re mine, his eyes seemed to say.

He rose and guided her towards his large, leather-wingback chair. He sat, pulling her across his lap in one swift, powerful motion. The cool leather was a shock against her feverish skin. Her bare bottom was exposed, vulnerable.

“You came into my home,” he said, his voice a low, dangerous whisper. “You paraded yourself in front of me. You tempted me.” His hand came down on her ass with a sharp, stinging crack. A gasp tore from her lips, followed immediately by a surge of pure heat. Again. He spanked her again, the sound echoing in the quiet room. “You are a very, very bad girl.”

Each smack was a jolt of pain that instantly melted into pleasure, radiating through her core, making her clench around nothing. She was wet, aching, completely at his mercy.

He helped her up, his eyes blazing. He led her to the large, four-poster bed against the wall. With the same strategic efficiency he doubtless used on the battlefield, he used her own pantyhose to tie her wrists to the bedposts. The silk stretched taut, holding her in place. She was utterly exposed, completely vulnerable to his gaze, his touch.

He stood at the foot of the bed, just looking at her, devouring her with his eyes. “Perfect,” he breathed.

Then he lowered his mouth to her breast, drawing a taut nipple inside. His tongue swirled around it, flicking and sucking until she was writhing against her restraints, mewling sounds escaping her lips. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same devastating attention, his teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out.

He kissed a trail down her stomach, his stubble a delicious abrasion. He settled between her legs, his hands spreading her wide. And then his tongue was on her, a flat, firm stroke from bottom to top that made her back arch off the bed.

Oh god.

He was relentless. He explored her with a soldier’s precision, learning every fold, every secret spot that made her gasp. He circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, teasing, before sucking it gently into his mouth. Mya was lost, a whimpering, begging mess. “Please… Reginald… more.”

He gave her more. He drove his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, his nose pressed against her throbbing clit. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap. She was so close, teetering on the edge.

Abruptly, he stopped. He stood, and her eyes fluttered open to watch him. He undid his trousers, freeing his erection. He was thick, veined, and utterly magnificent. He sheathed himself with a condom he produced from his wallet, his eyes never leaving hers.

He climbed onto the bed, his weight a welcome anchor. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her wetness. “Look at me,” he commanded.

She did.

He thrust into her in one deep, smooth, unforgiving motion, filling her completely. A choked cry was torn from her throat. He was so deep, stretching her exquisitely. He began to move, setting a punishing rhythm, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. The bedframe knocked against the wall in a steady, frantic beat.

She was unraveling, the pleasure too intense, too all-consuming. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, gripping him tightly as her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed under his.

The sight of her climax undid him. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, final time, his own release crashing over him. She felt the pulse of him through the latex, the raw power of his finish.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, tenderly, he untied her wrists, rubbing feeling back into them. He rolled off her, disposing of the condom before gathering her against his side. His heart thundered against her ear.

His voice was soft, but laced with steel. “Leo can never know.”

Mya traced the firm lines of his chest. “He won’t.” A pause. “When can we do it again?”

15 - DOCTOR STEPDAD’S EXAMINATION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Answer the question,” he demanded.

“Yes,” she finally whispered. “I am.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She jerked in shock. “What are you—?”

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

“N-no. Never.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Breathe out,” he commanded.

She did, and he pushed.

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

Then he moved.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

16 - A MISSED BUS AND A LIFE-CHANGING OFFER

MF / BDSM / Wealthy / Sex Work / Flogging / Blowjob / Vibrating Buttplug / PIV Sex

“Harder.” The word was a gasp, a plea torn from her lips that was half-sob, half-moan. Her knuckles were white where they gripped the leather-padded bench, her body trembling from the sharp, delicious sting that bloomed across her skin.

A low, approving chuckle echoed in the dim, opulent room. “Such a quick learner, Lauren.”

The flogger landed again, a swift, precise strike that made her back arch and a sharp cry catch in her throat. It wasn’t just pain. It was a lightning bolt of pure sensation, a shock that traveled straight to her core, making her clench around nothing, wet and aching. She’d never imagined this, never dreamed she could crave such a thing.

How had she gotten here?

—

The rain had been a cold, relentless curtain, soaking through her cheap polyester uniform. Lauren shivered, pulling her thin jacket tighter as she trudged along the deserted sidewalk. Her co-worker had gone home early, leaving the fast food restaurant short staffed. Closing had been a nightmare, and she’d gotten out late. The 11:45 bus had come and gone, leaving her stranded miles from her cramped apartment. The world was a smear of neon and wet asphalt.

The purr of a powerful engine was a foreign sound on this street. A long, black luxury sedan glided to a stop beside her. Her heart hammered against her ribs—this was how horror stories began. The window slid down silently, revealing a man whose sharp, handsome features were illuminated by the dashboard lights. He looked… expensive.

“You look like you could use a drier mode of transportation,” he said, his voice a smooth, calm baritone that somehow cut through the drumming rain.

“I’m okay,” she stammered, taking a step back.

“It’s no trouble. I’m Damien.” He smiled, a flash of perfect white teeth that didn’t quite reach his cool, assessing eyes. “It’s late. And unsafe. Let me help.”

Her feet were aching, her body chilled to the bone. The logic was undeniable. Hesitantly, she slid into the passenger seat. The interior was all warm leather and quiet luxury, a stark contrast to her drenched misery.

The drive was quiet for a few blocks before he spoke again. “That job can’t pay much,” he said, looking at her rain-soaked uniform.

Lauren shrugged, staring out at the blurry world. “It pays the bills.” Barely.

“I have a proposition for you.” He kept his eyes on the road. “I’ll give you five hundred dollars to come home with me.”

She recoiled, her face flushing with heat and indignation. “I’m not a prostitute.”

“Of course you aren’t,” he said smoothly, unfazed. “Let’s not use such crude terms. It’s a transaction. For your time. Your company.” He paused. “Ten thousand dollars.”

The number hung in the air, thick and impossible. It was more than she made in six months of grease and grumpy customers. Her refusal died on her lips. Ten thousand dollars. It was life-changing money. It was freedom.

“Ten… thousand?” she breathed, the words barely audible.

“Yes.”

Her heart was a frantic drum solo. This was insane. Dangerous. But the image of her empty bank account, the stack of unpaid bills on her counter… it was a louder, more desperate sound. “Okay,” she whispered, the word feeling like it came from someone else. “Okay.”

—

His home wasn’t a house; it was a fortress of modern elegance. He led her not to a bedroom, but through a discreet door and down a spiral staircase. Her breath hitched when he flicked the lights on.

It was a dungeon. A beautiful one. Polished hardwood floors, tasteful artwork on the walls, and in the center, a variety of intimidating yet elegant equipment, including a sturdy leather bench.

“Undress,” Damien commanded, his voice dropping into a deeper, more authoritative register that sent a direct thrill straight between her legs.

Her hands trembled as she complied, peeling off her wet, pathetic clothes until she stood naked and shivering under his intense gaze. He was right. She was turned on. Terrified, but undeniably, shamefully aroused.

He unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. He was thick and long, impressively so. “On your knees.”

She sank to the soft rug, the plush fibers a surprise against her skin. She took him into her mouth, her inexperience obvious. He didn’t complain. He guided her, his fingers tangling gently in her damp hair, setting a slow, deep rhythm. “That’s it. Just relax. Take me all the way.” The taste of him, the weight on her tongue, the soft groans from above—it was overwhelming and shockingly intimate.

When he pulled her up, she was dizzy with need. He bent her over the bench, her cheek pressed against the cool leather. She heard the whisper of the flogger through the air a second before it connected.

The memory of the pain melted into the present pleasure. Each strike was a revelation, awakening parts of her she never knew existed. She was floating on a sea of sensation.

Then, a new feeling. Something cool and slick pressed against her tight rosebud. She flinched, a spike of panic cutting through the haze. “Shhh,” he soothed, his voice hypnotic. “Just breathe. Accept it.”

He pushed. There was a moment of intense, stretching pressure, and then the smooth intrusion of a buttplug seated firmly inside her. The strange, full feeling was incredibly lewd. Humiliating. And it made her pussy weep with want.

A soft click, and the plug came to life, a low, insistent vibration that made her cry out. It wasn’t just in her ass; it seemed to reverberate through her entire pelvis, a relentless thrum against her deepest, most sensitive spots.

Then she felt him, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaked, eager entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. With one powerful, relentless thrust, he filled her completely.

Lauren screamed, her body bowing at the overwhelming invasion. He was huge, stretching her, the vibrating plug making every nerve ending scream. He set a brutal, punishing pace, each thrust slamming her into the bench, the flogger’s marks singing with a fresh, bright pain.

She was being fucked, used, completely and utterly possessed. The degradation should have horrified her. Instead, it freed her. There were no decisions here, no bills to pay, no shift to dread. There was only this: the slap of skin, his guttural groans, the electric buzz inside her, the searing fullness.

Her orgasm built like a tsunami, undeniable and terrifying in its intensity. It crashed over her without warning, a raw, screaming convulsion that locked every muscle in her body. Her inner walls clamped down on his cock like a vise, milking him, pulling him deeper.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep grind, he spilled into her, his own release a hot, pulsing flood that seemed to go on forever. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, as her body continued to shudder around him.

Slowly, gently, he pulled out. The loss of him made her feel empty, hollow. He turned off the plug and carefully removed it, the sensation drawing another soft whimper from her. He ran a surprisingly tender hand over the warm, marked skin of her backside.

“You did exceptionally well, Lauren.”

He helped her stand, her legs threatening to buckle. He retrieved a checkbook from a drawer, scribbled on it, and handed it to her. Her eyes blurred as she read the amount. $10,000.00. It was real.

“I’d like to make this a regular arrangement,” he said, his voice back to that smooth, business-like tone, though his eyes held a new, heated appreciation. “Say, once a week?”

Lauren looked from the life-changing piece of paper in her hand to the devastatingly handsome man who had just given her the most intense pleasure of her life. The word was out before her brain could even process it.

“Yes.”

17 - HOUSE-SITTING FOR HER IN-LAWS

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

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

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

Her breath caught. Good lord.

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

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

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

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

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

Her eyes flew open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She could only nod, her mouth dry.

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

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

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

“Use your words, sweetheart.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes.”

His smile widened. “Hands above your head.”

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

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

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

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

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

“More.”

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

“So tight,” he growled.

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

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

He pulled the vibrator away. “Not yet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

18 - A FATHER AND SON’S BDSM BOND

MMF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Cheating / BDSM / Group Sex / Age Gap / Public / Whipping / PIV Sex / Blowjob

The taillights of Dave’s sedan glowed like malevolent eyes in the deepening twilight. Annie’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. For weeks, these secret outings with his father, Roger, had frayed her nerves. The vague answers, the whispered phone calls, the faint, unfamiliar scent on his collar—it all coalesced into a tight knot of suspicion in her gut tonight. She had to know.

She followed them downtown, into a district of anonymous, grey-brick buildings. Dave’s car slid into a spot, and the two men, so similar in their confident stride, disappeared through a unmarked metal door. Annie counted to sixty, a painful hammer of each second in her chest, before she followed.

The door gave way to a second, heavier one, muffling a deep, rhythmic thump of music. When she pushed it open, the world shifted.

The air was thick with the scent of leather, sweat, and something metallic. Candlelight flickered off polished steel chains. The music was a primal beat that vibrated through the soles of her shoes. And the people… A woman, arched over a wooden horse, her back a canvas of delicate red lines. A man kneeling, head bowed, as a dominatrix in thigh-high boots circled him. Annie’s breath hitched. This wasn’t a bar. It was a temple to something dark and carnal.

Then she saw them.

In a corner, under a single, stark spotlight, stood Dave and Roger. Dave held a flogger, its falls whispering against the floor. Roger was speaking softly to a nude woman bound to a St. Andrew’s cross. He caressed her cheek, a gesture so at odds with the environment it was terrifying. Then he nodded to Dave.

Annie watched, frozen, as her husband drew his arm back and brought the flogger down. It wasn’t a savage blow, but a practiced, precise one. The soft thud against the woman’s flesh echoed in Annie’s soul. A gasp, not of pain, but of pleasure, filled the space between musical beats. Rage, hot and blinding, erupted in Annie’s chest. She stormed across the room, oblivious to the other patrons.

“Dave! What the hell is this?”

Both men turned. Dave’s eyes widened in shock, then narrowed with something else—annoyance? Roger simply raised an eyebrow, a faint smile playing on his lips.

“Annie. This isn’t what you think,” Dave began, but his father cut him off.

“It’s exactly what she thinks, son.” Roger’s voice was calm, eerily so. He gestured to the bound woman. “Give us the room, please, Sarah.” The woman was swiftly released and retreated, casting a curious glance at Annie.

“It’s a club,” Dave said, his voice low. “Something dad and I… we’ve always shared this interest. It’s how we bond.”

“You… you bond by whipping women?” Annie spat, her voice trembling.

“By understanding power, control, and trust,” Roger corrected gently. His eyes, so much like his son’s, scanned her face, seeing past the anger to the bewildered curiosity beneath. “It’s a world of consensual surrender.” He took a step closer. “You followed him here for a reason, Annie. You wanted in. So… are you in?”

Her heart was a wild bird trapped in her chest. This was madness. It was depraved. But Dave was looking at her not with apology, but with a new, intense heat. And Roger’s presence was a gravitational pull toward the unknown. The knot in her stomach wasn’t just fear; it was a thrilling, terrifying anticipation. She desperately wanted to be part of their world.

“Yes,” she whispered, the word leaving her lips before her mind could veto it.

They led her to a private room, the door clicking shut with finality. It was quieter here, the music a distant throb. Racks of implements lined the walls. A padded leather bench stood in the center.

“Strip,” Roger commanded, his voice shedding all pretense of the gentle father-in-law.

Annie’s eyes flew to Dave. He just nodded, his gaze dark with desire. This was the permission, the confirmation. Her fingers, clumsy with nerves, went to her blouse. Button by button, she revealed herself. Then her jeans, her underwear, until she stood naked and shivering under their appraising stares.

“Bend over the bench,” Roger instructed. “Arch your back. Present yourself.”

The cool leather met her stomach and breasts. She gripped the far edge, her body tensing. She heard the whisper of leather as Roger selected a whip. This was it.

The first strike was a line of pure, startling fire across her shoulders. She cried out, the sound swallowed by the room. But as the initial shock faded, it was replaced by a spreading warmth, a tingling alive-ness that radiated through her muscles. The next fell lower, on the crest of her ass, and a low moan escaped her. It didn’t just hurt; it awoke every nerve ending.

Dave took his turn. His blows were lighter, more teasing, each one a promise of what was to come. With every strike, the coiling tension in her core wound tighter. The pain was a key, unlocking a deep, primal hunger. She was panting now, pushing her ass back into each impact, craving it.

“On your hands and knees,” Dave growled, his voice rough with need.

She scrambled to obey, the leather sticking to her damp skin. She heard the unmistakable sound of his zipper. A moment later, the broad, hot head of his cock was pressing against her soaked entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. She was dripping for him.

He drove into her with one powerful thrust, filling her completely. A guttural scream was torn from her throat as he set a brutal, punishing pace. Each snap of his hips rocked her entire body, sending fresh jolts of pleasure-pain from her whipped skin through her core. She was being consumed, used, and it was the most exhilarating feeling of her life.

Then Roger was in front of her. He fisted a hand in her hair, tilting her head up. His cock, thick and veined, brushed against her lips. “Open,” he murmured.

She did, and he slid deep into her mouth, fucking her face with the same dominant rhythm his son was using on her pussy. She was pinned between them, a vessel for their shared desire, and her mind shattered. The world dissolved into sensation: the slap of skin, the fullness, the scent of them, the building pressure in her womb.

Roger’s grip on her hair tightened. “I’m going to cum on that pretty face,” he grunted, his hips stuttering. He pulled out, and hot streaks of salt painted her cheeks, her lips, her closed eyelids.

The vulgarity of it, the sheer possession, tipped her over the edge. Her orgasm exploded, a silent scream tearing through her as her pussy convulsed around Dave’s pumping cock. The rhythmic clenching milked him, and with a roar, he pulled out and emptied himself in thick, warm pulses across the marked skin of her back.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Dave gently pulled her upright. He tossed her clothes into her lap. “You did great, Annie.”

Roger wiped himself off with a towel, his smile one of deep satisfaction. “I do hope you’ll join us again.”

Annie simply sat there, cum cooling on her skin, her body humming with a profound, well-used ache. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. But as she met Dave’s proud gaze, she knew one thing with absolute certainty: she had never, ever felt more alive.

19 - JESSIE’S SECRET

MF / BDSM / Boss Employee / Blackmail / Flogging / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Vibrator / PIV Sex

“Explain this, Jessie.”

Roger’s voice was low, flat. A death sentence. His finger tapped the glaring computer screen, the spreadsheet a mosaic of numbers that made Jessie’s stomach plummet.

She stared, the air in the lavish office turning to syrup in her lungs. This is it. The polished desk, the panoramic city view, the smell of his expensive cologne—it all sharpened into painful focus. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a trap.

“I… I can explain,” she whispered, the lie ash in her mouth.

“Please do.” He leaned back in his leather throne, steepling his fingers. His gaze was cold, analytical. “Twenty-three thousand, four hundred and sixteen dollars.”

The precise number shattered her last shred of composure. A broken sob escaped her. She’d meant to pay it back. It was just a few hundred at first, just to cover a rent shortfall. Then a credit card bill. Then it was the sheer, terrifying thrill of it, the power of moving digits on a screen, of making her life a little easier, a little prettier. It was a game, until it wasn’t.

“It was me,” she choked out, tears streaking her carefully applied makeup. “It was all me. Roger, I’m so sorry. I’ll pay it back, I swear. I’ll work for free, I’ll do anything. Please. Don’t call the police.”

She was begging now, her professional façade obliterated, reduced to a raw, trembling thing before him. He watched her cry, his expression unchanging. The silence stretched, punctuated only by her hiccupping breaths.

Finally, he stood. He walked to the door, and with a soft, definitive click, locked it. The sound echoed in the silent room.

“The police would be the logical choice,” he said, his back to her. He turned, and his eyes were different now. Not cold. Hot. “But they’re not particularly creative.”

He slowly rounded the desk, stopping just inches from her. She could smell the faint hint of coffee on his breath, see the faint stubble on his jaw.

“I can keep your secret, Jessie. I can make it all go away.” He reached out, not touching her, but tracing a line in the air near her cheek. “But a secret for a secret. A favor for a favor. You will submit to me. Completely. Here. Now. Do you understand?”

Her mind raced. Submit. The word was archaic, terrifying. And yet, a treacherous heat bloomed low in her belly, a shocking counterpoint to her fear. This was her way out. The only way.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “Yes, I understand.”

“I need to hear you say it.”

“I will submit to you.”

A slow, predatory smile graced his lips. “Good. Clothes off. All of them. Fold them neatly on the chair.”

Her hands shook as she obeyed. The zipper of her pencil skirt was deafening. The click of her bra clasp sounded like a gunshot. She felt the cool office air on her skin, her nipples hardening into tight peaks. She kept her eyes downcast, placing her stockings, her panties, her entire professional identity, onto the plush chair. She stood before him, naked and exposed.

“Now,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Bend over the desk. Grip the far edge.”

She moved on trembling legs, bending at the waist, the cold polished wood a shock against her feverish skin. She heard a drawer open and close.

Then she heard the soft swish of leather tails.

Her breath hitched. A flogger.

The first strike landed across the crest of her ass. It wasn’t cruel, but it was firm. A sharp, stinging heat spread across her skin. She yelped, her fingers gripping the desk’s edge.

“Count them,” Roger commanded.

Swish. Thwack.

“Two!” she gasped.

Swish. Thwack.

“Three!”

He painted a pattern of heat across her rear, each strike a jolt that melted the last of her panic and replaced it with a throbbing, shocking awareness of her own body. The sting subsided almost instantly into a deep, radiating warmth that pooled between her legs. She was wet. Achingly, shamefully wet.

The flogger landed on the desk beside her head. She heard the rasp of his zipper. Her heart thundered.

“On your knees. Now.”

She slid to the floor, the carpet rough against her bare knees. He stood before her, and his cock sprang free, thick and hard and terrifyingly impressive. Veins traced its length, and the flushed head was already beaded with moisture.

“Worship it,” he ordered, his hand fisting in her hair, not pulling, just holding. A promise of control.

She leaned forward, her eyes locked on his. Tentatively, she pressed her lips to the tip, tasting his clean, salty pre-cum. A soft moan escaped her. She licked a slow stripe from base to tip, then swirled her tongue around the sensitive head. She took him into her mouth, inch by inch, relaxing her jaw until her lips stretched around his girth. She moved her head slowly, then faster, her own pleasure building with every gasp he made, every tightening of his hand in her hair.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her up. “On the desk. On your back.”

She scrambled onto the hard surface, lying back, her legs dangling over the edge. He opened the drawer again. The low, angry buzz of a vibrator filled the room. He ran the humming toy over her stomach, down her inner thighs, circling but not touching where she ached for it.

“Please,” she whimpered, arching her back. “Roger, please.”

“Please, what?”

“Please, fuck me. I need it.”

With a dark chuckle, he finally pressed the vibrator against her clit. The sensation was electric, immediate. Her hips bucked off the desk as a violent shudder wracked her body. He held it there, his eyes watching her come apart, before tossing the toy aside.

He gripped her hips, pulling her to the very edge of the desk. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaking entrance. He pushed in.

It was a stretch, a glorious, filling invasion that stole her breath. He was so big, so deep. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel every inch of him.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow and deep at first, each one a masterful stroke that rubbed against a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her moans were loud, wanton, echoing in the sterile office. He picked up the pace, his grip on her hips tightening, his own groans mingling with hers. The desk rattled with their rhythm. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper, meeting every thrust with a roll of her hips.

The coil of pleasure in her core wound tighter and tighter, fed by the sting on her ass, the fullness inside her, the sheer deviance of it all. She was a criminal, a slut, his—and she’d never felt more free.

“I’m going to come,” she cried out, her body tightening like a bowstring.

“Come for me,” he commanded, driving into her with a final, brutal deepness.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed around his, milking his cock. Her vision whited out, every nerve ending firing at once. With a guttural roar, he followed her over, pulsing deep inside her, filling her with his warmth.

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

He slowly pulled out, and a wave of exhaustion and surreal bliss washed over her. He tossed her clothes onto the desk beside her. As she sat up, weak-limbed and dazed, he pulled something else from the drawer.

A collar. Black leather, with a simple, discreet O-ring.

He fastened it around her neck. The cool leather was a shock, a brand. He tilted her chin up, his thumb stroking her jaw.

“Your secret is safe with me,” he said, his voice rough but satisfied. “But you, Jessie, are going to need a lot more training.”

20 - A PARTY AT FATHER-IN-LAW’S BEACH HOUSE

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / BDSM / Spanking / Ice Play / PIV Sex

The salt-tinged air of the beach house was thick with the scent of sunscreen and spilled cocktails. Aimee felt the eyes on her, a prickling heat against her skin that had little to do with the late afternoon sun. It was the price of the daring crimson bikini she’d chosen, a purchase that had felt dangerously bold this morning and now felt like a second skin. Her gaze, however, was fixed on only one man.

Mitch.

Her father-in-law moved through the remnants of his party with an easy, confident grace that made something deep within her clench. At fifty-five, he was a study in weathered strength, his shoulders broad under a loose linen shirt, his laugh a low rumble that cut through the din of younger voices. Aimee’s own husband, Mark, was already slurring his words, his arm a heavy, unwanted weight around her waist.

“I’m gonna head out, babe,” Mark mumbled into her hair, his breath sour with tequila. “Dad’s got a guest room. Stay. Have fun.” He pecked her cheek with wet lips and stumbled toward the door, leaving her alone in the buzzing silence of her own audacious thoughts.

The party bled away, guests departing in waves of laughter and goodbyes until the grand beach house was quiet, the only sound the distant crash of waves on the shore. Aimee’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat propelling her down the hall. She stopped before a heavy oak door, knowing it was his. She didn’t knock.

Mitch was at his dresser, placing a watch into a wooden box. He turned, his eyebrows lifting in surprise. “Aimee. I thought you’d left with Mark.”

“He left without me,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt. She stepped into the room, the door clicking shut behind her, sealing them in. The space smelled like him—clean linen, cedar, and a trace of expensive bourbon.

“I see.” His eyes darkened, scanning her from head to toe, the appraisal slow and deliberate. The look was a physical touch, hotter than the sun had been. “That’s a very… noticeable swimsuit.”

It was the permission she didn’t know she needed. The words tumbled out, a confession held back for years. “I didn’t wear it for them. I wore it for you. I’ve… I’ve thought about you, Mitch. For so long.”

He went very still. A muscle ticked in his jaw. “Aimee, you don’t know what you’re saying. You’ve had too much to drink. My son—”

“—is passed out in a rideshare,” she interrupted, taking another step closer. The space between them crackled. “This isn’t the wine talking. It’s me. It’s always been me, watching you, wanting…” Her breath hitched. “I see the way you look at me sometimes. I know I’m not imagining it.”

Mitch’s conflicted gaze raked over her. He let out a long, slow breath, a façade of control beginning to fracture. “No,” he admitted, his voice a low gravelly thing that vibrated in her bones. “You’re not imagining it. But knowing a thing is wrong doesn’t always stop you from wanting it.”

Her knees felt weak. He’d thought of her, too. The admission was a key turning in a lock deep inside her.

He moved then, not toward her, but to the side of the bed, his movements purposeful. He unbuckled his belt with a sharp, metallic click. The sound was obscenely loud. He pulled the leather free in one smooth motion, the supple brown tail of it hanging from his fist.

“Tell me, Aimee,” he commanded, his voice dropping into a register that was pure, unadulterated authority. “When you watch me, what is it you see? What do you fantasize about in that pretty little head of yours?”

She swallowed, her mouth dry. “I see a man who knows what he wants.”

“And what do you think I want?”

“I think…” She trembled, the truth a desperate plea on her tongue. “I think you want to take control.”

A ghost of a smile touched his lips. “Go on.”

Emboldened, utterly consumed by a need she could no longer contain, she closed the final distance between them. She sank to her knees on the plush rug, looking up at him. The position was one of utter submission, and it felt more right than anything ever had. “I dream of you putting me in my place. Of your hands on me. Your… discipline.” She looked at the belt in his hand, her pulse throbbing between her legs. “I’ve dreamed of you spanking me, Mitch. Please.”

The please hung in the air, a prayer offered to a new god.

His eyes flashed with a dark, thrilling fire. “Since you asked so nicely.”

He didn’t touch her with the belt. Not yet. He used his free hand, a large, warm palm that gripped her hip and guided her up and over, bending her forward until her hands were flat on the polished surface of his dresser. The cool wood was a shock against her heated skin. He hooked his fingers into the sides of her bikini bottoms and drew them down to her knees in one swift, unceremonious movement, exposing her to the cool air and his hungry gaze.

She heard the whisper of the belt folding, his hand adjusting its grip. This is really happening.

The first swing was a test, a light, stinging tap against the crest of her right cheek. She gasped, more in surprise than pain.

The second had more intent behind it, a sharper thwack that blossomed into a delicious heat. A small yelp escaped her.

“Count them,” he ordered, his voice calm, utterly in command.

The third strike landed on the same spot, and the pain lanced through her, mixing with a dizzying wave of pleasure. “Three!” she cried out.

He began a rhythm then, alternating cheeks, each stroke of the leather accurately landing, building the heat until her skin was singing, until she was pushing back against each impact, meeting the sting with a raw, primal need. The pain was a bright, sharp focus that burned away every guilty thought, every shred of propriety, leaving only pure sensation. Her breaths came in ragged pants, her knuckles white on the dresser.

Suddenly, the assault stopped. She heard him move away, heard the clink of ice in a glass. Before she could process it, a shocking, freezing cold traced a path down her spine. She cried out, her back arching involuntarily. He was trailing a melting ice cube over her fevered skin, the contrast of extreme cold on her heated flesh so intense it was almost unbearable. The cube traveled lower, over the throbbing, well-marked curves of her rear, then down the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. She squirmed, a broken sob of pleasure-pain escaping her lips.

He dropped the ice and she heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of a zipper. His hands were on her hips again, this time his skin hot against hers. The blunt, solid head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and she was so wet, so ready, the anticipation a physical ache.

“Tell me you want this,” he growled in her ear, his body a hard, powerful line against her back.

“Yes,” she begged, pushing back against him. “Please, Mitch. Now.”

He entered her with a slow, inexorable push, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that made her see stars. He was thick, and the initial penetration was a glorious, burning fullness. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every inch of him. Then he began to move.

His pace was not gentle. It was a relentless, powerful pistoning, each deep thrust punctuated by the slap of skin against her sensitized flesh, sending fresh jolts of sensation radiating through her. One hand gripped her hip, holding her in place, while the other tangled in her hair, pulling her head back, arching her body perfectly for his possession.

She was unravelling, her own pleasure coiling tighter and tighter, a spring wound to its breaking point. The mix of the lingering sting from the belt, the overwhelming fullness of him, and the sheer taboo of it all pushed her toward the edge faster than she thought possible.

“God, Mitch…” she moaned, her words dissolving into incoherent cries.

He drove into her, his own control shattering. His thrusts became faster, harder, more frantic. “Come for me, Aimee,” he commanded, his voice rough with his own impending release.

It was the command that did it. The orgasm detonated through her, a seismic wave of pleasure that tore a scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him rhythmically, milking him, pulling him over the edge with her. With a guttural groan, he buried himself deep, his body shuddering as his own climax ripped through him.

They collapsed together over the dresser, both panting, slick with sweat. The guilt crept in at the edges of her bliss-soaked consciousness, a cold trickle of reality. But as she felt him still inside her, his weight a comforting pressure on her back, she knew one thing with absolute, terrifying certainty.

21 - A STUDENT’S EXAM ROOM AWAKENING

MFF / BDSM / Medical Exam / College / Teacher Student / Age Gap / Fingering / Dildo / Vibrator / Anal / Double Penetration

“A little higher, Kelly. Right there. Yes, just like that.”

Kelly’s gloved finger circled the swollen, pink nub of Hailey’s clit, and the woman on the table let out a sharp, guttural moan that echoed in the sterile exam room. Kelly’s own face burned with a heat that had nothing to do with the overhead lights.

Dr. Johnson’s voice was a low, calm murmur beside her. “Good. Now apply consistent pressure. Observe the physiological response.”

Hailey’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, a silent plea for more. Kelly’s mind raced, trying to reconcile the clinical setting with the raw, primal sounds filling the air. This wasn’t in any textbook.

—

It started an hour ago, in the main lecture hall. Dr. Jared Johnson, a man in his late forties with an imposing presence and eyes that missed nothing, had announced a special, practical session.

“Medicine is not a spectator sport,” he’d said, his voice carrying to the back of the room. “To understand the female body, you must know it. Intimately. Today, you will pair up and perform guided pelvic examinations on one another.”

A nervous ripple had gone through the class. Kelly had sunk in her seat, wishing she could disappear. Hailey, the confident, blonde student from her study group, had simply raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow.

When Dr. Johnson called Kelly and Hailey to the private exam room, Kelly’s stomach had twisted into knots. The room was all cold steel and bright lights, dominated by a standard exam table with its intimidating stirrups.

“Hailey,” Dr. Johnson had said, his tone leaving no room for debate. “Please prepare for the examination.”

Hailey, with a shrug that was far too casual, had slipped out of her jeans and panties, folded them neatly on a chair, and laid back on the crinkly paper of the table. She placed her feet in the metal stirrups, exposing herself completely without a hint of shame. Kelly had to look away, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“Kelly,” the doctor continued. “Gloves. You’ll begin the external exam. Describe what you see.”

Kelly’s hands trembled as she snapped on the latex gloves. The smell of powder filled her nostrils. She approached the table, her eyes fixed on a point on the wall behind Hailey’s head.

“Look at your subject, Kelly,” Dr. Johnson chided gently. “How can you learn if you don’t see?”

She forced her gaze down. Hailey’s vulva was prettier than she would have imagined, neat and blonde like the hair on her head. Kelly began a rote description. “Labia majora are symmetrical… no visible lesions or discoloration…”

“Now,” Dr. Johnson interrupted, his voice dropping. “Palpate the clitoris.”

Kelly froze. “I… Dr. Johnson, that’s not a standard part of a—”

“It is today,” he said, his voice leaving no room for argument. “A full understanding includes the epicenter of female pleasure. Its engorgement, its texture. Proceed.”

Her throat went dry. She looked at Hailey, who gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod, her eyes heavy-lidded. She’s enjoying this, Kelly thought with a jolt. The realization sent a confusing thrill through her.

Hesitantly, she brought her finger to the small hood of flesh. She touched it, a feather-light contact.

“Pressure, Kelly. You won’t break her.”

She pressed harder, circling the tiny nub as she’d been instructed. That’s when Hailey moaned. The sound was utterly unclinical. It was pure, undiluted sensation.

“Now,” Dr. Johnson said, his own breath seeming a little shallower. He handed her a smooth, silicone dildo, cool and lifelike. “A internal exam. Slowly.”

“Doctor, this is—” Kelly stammered.

“—Essential training,” he finished for her, his eyes dark and intense. “She’s ready. Look.”

Kelly looked. Hailey was glistening, wetness coating her inner thighs. The air smelled distinctly, musky, of arousal. Kelly’s own body responded with a treacherous pulse between her legs.

Guided by some newfound, foreign instinct, she pressed the tip of the dildo against Hailey’s entrance. It slid in with shocking ease, a smooth, wet glide. Hailey’s back arched off the table, a choked cry escaping her lips.

“Now move it. In and out. Observe the muscular contractions.”

Kelly fucked her with the toy, her own arm moving in a steady rhythm. The wet, slick sounds were obscene. Hailey’s hands gripped the edges of the table, her knuckles white. Her moans became a continuous, rising melody. Dr. Johnson watched, his approval a tangible force in the room.

“She’s going to climax,” he stated, as if noting a change in blood pressure.

And she did. Hailey’s body seized, a sharp, beautiful tremor wracking her frame. A long, low wail was torn from her throat as she collapsed back onto the paper, breathing ragged.

A beat of silence hung in the air, thick and charged.

Dr. Johnson turned to Kelly, a faint smile on his lips. “Well done. Now it’s your turn.”

Any protest died before it reached Kelly’s lips. The thrumming in her own core was too loud, too insistent. She wanted to feel what Hailey had felt. With trembling fingers, she undressed, her skin pebbling in the cool air. She lay back, the paper crinkling beneath her, and placed her feet in the cold stirrups, feeling more exposed than she ever had in her life.

Hailey, now glowing and confident, snapped on a fresh pair of gloves. She didn’t hesitate. Her fingers found Kelly’s center, and one, then two, slipped inside with an expertise that made Kelly gasp. Oh god. It was so much more intense than she’d imagined. Hailey’s fingers curled, stroking a spot deep inside that made stars burst behind Kelly’s eyelids. She couldn’t hold back her moans; they spilled from her, wanton and desperate.

“The anatomy is responsive,” Dr. Johnson noted, his voice husky. “But a full exam includes all external and internal structures. We should assess the rectum.”

Before Kelly could process the words, she felt a new pressure, cool and vibrating, at her other entrance. Her eyes flew open in shock.

“Just relax,” Hailey whispered, her breath warm on Kelly’s thigh. “It’s part of the lesson.”

The vibrator pressed inward, a slow, insistent stretch that was utterly alien and overwhelmingly good. Hailey worked it into her, gently, until it was fully seated, the relentless buzz sending vibrations through her very core. At the same time, Hailey’s thumb found Kelly’s clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

Kelly was losing her mind. The dual sensations were too much, too perfect. She was babbling, pleading, though she didn’t know for what.

Then she saw it. In Dr. Johnson’s hands was another dildo, this one larger, thicker. He coated it in gel and handed it to Hailey.

“For a comparative analysis,” he said.

The large silicone head pressed against Kelly’s soaked opening. As Hailey pushed the vibrator deeper into her ass, she simultaneously thrust the dildo into Kelly’s pussy, filling her completely.

Kelly screamed. It was a scream of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Hailey established a brutal rhythm, fucking her with both toys, scissoring her, stretching her, owning her. The vibrations and the thrusts merged into one overwhelming wave of sensation. The coil in her abdomen wound tighter, tighter, until it—

It shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that left her vision whiting out. Her body convulsed, her back arching violently off the table as a flood of her release gushed out, soaking the paper beneath her. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her limp, boneless, and gasping for air.

Slowly, Hailey withdrew the toys. The loss of fullness was almost painful. Kelly lay there, utterly spent, trying to remember how to breathe.

They dressed in a heavy, sated silence. Dr. Johnson looked at them both, a glint of deep satisfaction in his eyes.

“Excellent work, ladies. Your practical understanding is… coming along. But there’s still much to learn.” He paused, letting the promise hang in the air. “I’ll see you both next week for further training.”

Kelly nodded, unable to speak. As she walked out of the room, her legs still weak, a single, thrilling thought echoed in her mind: she couldn’t wait for the next training session.

22 - PLEASING THE BOSS

MF / Boss Employee / Public / Exhibitionism / BDSM / Handjob / Blowjob / Spanking / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

Monica adjusted her pencil skirt in the elevator, smoothing the fabric over her hips. She’d chosen it specifically for today—high-waisted, accentuating her curves, but professional enough that no one would suspect her secret. The black lace bra and matching thong she wore underneath were not professional, though. Those were for Preston.

Her heart quickened as the elevator doors opened to the executive floor. She stepped out, her heels clicking against the polished marble, and made her way to the conference room. It was Monday morning, and that meant the weekly strategy meeting. Boring, Monica thought, but she couldn’t help the small thrill that ran through her. Preston would be there.

She entered the room, her eyes immediately finding him at the head of the table. Preston Hastings, CEO of Hastings Enterprises, was the kind of man who commanded attention without even trying. Tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that only added to his air of authority. His sharp blue eyes flicked up as she walked in, and the corner of his mouth twitched in a barely-there smile. Monica felt her cheeks flush as she took her seat at the far end of the table, her notepad and pen ready.

The meeting dragged on as usual. Finance droned about quarterly projections, marketing pitched some new campaign, and Monica dutifully took notes. But her attention was elsewhere. Every so often, she’d glance up, and Preston’s gaze would meet hers, holding it just a moment too long. Her pulse quickened each time. She crossed her legs under the table, trying to distract herself from the ache building between her thighs.

Then it happened. Preston shifted in his chair, his hand disappearing beneath the table. Monica’s breath caught as she saw the slightest movement of his arm. He was unzipping his pants. Her heart slammed against her ribs. She kept her eyes on her notepad, her hand trembling slightly as she pretended to write. A moment later, she felt his foot nudge hers under the table. She glanced up, and he gave her a look—come here.

Monica’s mouth went dry. She hesitated for a split second before sliding her chair closer, her knee brushing against his. His hand found hers in the shadows beneath the table, guiding it toward him. Her fingers brushed against the hard length of his cock, and she swallowed hard.

She wrapped her hand around him, her thumb sliding over the head, already slick with pre-cum. Preston’s expression didn’t change as he leaned back in his chair, his face the picture of calm authority as he continued to listen to whoever was speaking.

Monica’s heart raced as she began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down in slow, deliberate motions. She could feel him swelling in her grip, growing harder with each stroke. God, he’s so big, she thought, trying to keep her breathing steady. She glanced around the table, but no one seemed to notice. Everyone was focused on the meeting, completely oblivious to what was happening just inches away.

Preston’s hand tightened around hers, guiding her to quicken her pace. Monica bit her lip to stifle a gasp as she felt his cock pulse in her hand. He was close. She could feel it in the way his thighs tensed, in the way his breathing hitched ever so slightly. His other hand was still on the table, his fingers drumming lightly as if he were deep in thought.

Monica’s hand moved faster, her palm slick with his pre-cum. And then, with a barely perceptible shudder, he came. His cum spilled into her hand, warm and thick, and she quickly wiped it with a tissue discreetly before slipping it into her pocket.

The meeting wrapped up shortly after, and everyone began filing out of the room. Monica stood up, her legs feeling like jelly, and glanced at Preston. He gave her a subtle nod toward his office, his expression unreadable but his eyes dark with promise. She followed him without a word, her heart pounding in her chest.

The moment the door to his office clicked shut, Preston turned to her, his eyes blazing. “Lock it,” he commanded, his voice low and gruff.

Monica fumbled with the lock, her hands trembling.

When she turned back around, he was already unbuttoning his suit jacket, tossing it onto the couch. “Get naked,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Monica swallowed hard, her hands moving to the hem of her blouse. She pulled it over her head, revealing the black lace bra that barely contained her breasts.

Preston’s gaze raked over her, his lips curling into a predatory smile. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice sending a shiver down her spine.

She unzipped her skirt, letting it pool at her feet, and stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her bra and thong. His eyes lingered on her body, his approval evident as he stepped closer, his fingers trailing along the curve of her hip.

“I like the lingerie,” he praised. “Now, take it off.”

Monica unhooked her bra and stepped out of her panties, dropping them on the floor.

“Get on your knees,” Preston said, his voice rough with desire.

Monica obeyed without hesitation, sinking to the floor in front of him.

He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock, still slick from earlier. “Suck it,” he commanded, and she leaned forward, taking him into her mouth.

Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling around the head as she began to bob her head up and down. She could feel him growing harder in her mouth, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her pace.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hips thrusting slightly as he pushed himself deeper into her throat.

Monica gagged slightly, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She loved the way he took control, the way he made her feel like she was his. When he finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and glistening with saliva.

“On the desk,” he ordered, and she scrambled to obey, clearing a space as he kicked off his shoes and removed the rest of his clothes.

She bent over the desk, her ass presented to him, and he stepped closer, his hand coming down on her cheek with a sharp smack. Monica gasped, the sting sending a rush of heat to her core.

He spanked her again, harder this time, and she moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. “So fucking perfect,” he muttered, his hands spreading her cheeks as he leaned down, his tongue darting out to taste her.

Monica’s breath hitched as he began to eat her out from behind, his tongue lapping at her folds before thrusting inside her. She bit her lip to stifle her moans, but Preston didn’t seem to care about keeping quiet. He growled against her, his hands gripping her hips as he devoured her.

When she was writhing and begging for more, he finally stood, his cock pressing against her entrance. “You’re mine,” he growled, thrusting into her with one smooth motion.

Monica cried out, her nails digging into the desk as he began to fuck her, hard and fast. Her body clenched around him, her orgasm building with each thrust. When she finally came, her vision blurred, and she could barely hear Preston’s growls over the roar of her own heartbeat.

But he wasn’t done. He pulled out, grabbing a bottle of lube from a drawer and slicking himself up. Monica’s eyes widened as he pressed against her ass, but she didn’t protest. She wanted this. She wanted him.

Preston pushed into her slowly, giving her time to adjust, but then he began to pound her, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her ass. Monica’s moans were loud and unrestrained now, her body trembling as she came again, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave.

Preston followed shortly after, his cum filling her as he groaned her name. He stayed inside her for a moment, his breath ragged, before pulling out and stepping back. Monica collapsed onto the desk, her body spent, but she couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face.

“Get dressed,” Preston said, his voice calm now, as if nothing had happened.

Monica obeyed, her legs still shaky as she pulled her clothes back on.

Preston was already buttoning his shirt, his expression back to its usual composed state. “Now,” he said, glancing at her, “back to work.”

23 - AN INTERN’S GANGBANG

MMMF / Boss Employee / Group Sex / Gangbang / Kissing / Blowjob / Facial / PIV Sex

The plane cabin hummed softly as Jasmine settled into her first-class seat, her heart racing with a mix of excitement and nerves. She couldn’t believe her luck—just weeks into her internship at Powers & Associates, one of the most prestigious law firms in the city, she was already being invited on a high-profile work trip to New York.

Sitting across the aisle were her boss, Sam Powers, and two senior associates, Rick and Josh. The three men exuded confidence, their tailored suits and sharp demeanors making them seem larger than life. Jasmine adjusted her blouse nervously, hoping she looked as professional as they did.

Sam glanced over at her, a warm smile spreading across his face. “First time in first class?” he asked, his voice smooth and inviting.

Jasmine nodded, trying to contain her giddiness. “It’s amazing,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Sam chuckled, leaning slightly closer. “You’ll get used to it. We take care of our own here at Powers.”

His words felt like a promise, and Jasmine couldn’t help but blush. She noticed Rick and Josh exchanging knowing glances, their eyes occasionally flicking in her direction.

Rick leaned forward, his tone light but with an edge of flirtation. “So, Jasmine, what’s your secret? How’d you manage to snag this trip so soon?”

She laughed nervously. “I guess I just got lucky,” she said, though she sensed there was more to their attention than simple curiosity.

The flight passed with a mix of light conversation and subtle flirting. Sam’s charm was almost overwhelming, his every word and gesture seeming to draw her in. Rick and Josh weren’t far behind, their comments growing bolder as the hours ticked by. By the time they landed in New York, Jasmine felt both flattered and overwhelmed, her mind racing with thoughts she wasn’t sure she wanted to confront.

The hotel was as luxurious as she’d expected, its towering glass exterior glinting in the city lights. After checking in, Jasmine made her way to her room, her heels clicking softly against the polished marble floors. The room was spacious, with a breathtaking view of the Manhattan skyline. She sighed, letting the weight of the day melt away as she stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower. The hot water was a welcome relief, washing away the tension in her muscles and the lingering doubts in her mind.

Wrapped in a plush white robe, Jasmine stepped out of the bathroom, her hair still damp and her skin glowing. She was just about to pour herself a glass of water when there was a knock at the door. Her heart skipped a beat. Who could that be? she wondered, tightening the belt of her robe as she approached the door. Through the peephole, she saw Sam standing there, a casual smile on his face. She hesitated for a moment before opening the door.

“Sam,” she said, trying to sound composed. “Is everything okay?”

He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, his presence filling the room. “Couldn’t sleep,” he said, his eyes scanning her from head to toe. “Thought we could chat for a bit.”

Jasmine felt a flutter in her stomach but nodded, closing the door behind him. Sam walked over to the minibar, pulling out a small bottle of whiskey. “Drink?” he offered, holding it up.

Jasmine shook her head. “No, I’m fine, thanks.”

Sam shrugged, pouring himself a glass before sitting down on the edge of the bed.

There was a moment of silence, the air thick with unspoken tension. Sam took a sip of his drink, his gaze steady on her. “You’ve got potential, Jasmine,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “I see a lot of myself in you. Ambitious, smart, willing to do whatever it takes to succeed.”

Jasmine felt a rush of pride but also a pang of unease. “Thank you,” she said softly. “That means a lot coming from you.”

Sam leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees. “I’ll cut to the chase,” he said, his tone shifting. “I want to offer you a full-time position at the firm. But there’s a condition.”

Jasmine’s breath caught in her throat. A full-time position? This was everything she’d been working for, everything she’d dreamed of. But the way Sam was looking at her made her stomach twist. “What kind of condition?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Sam’s smile was slow, almost predatory. “You’d have to prove your loyalty,” he said, his eyes locked on hers. “To me. To the firm.”

Jasmine’s heart raced, her mind struggling to process what he was suggesting. “I’m not sure I understand,” she said, though deep down, she knew exactly what he meant.

Sam stood up, closing the distance between them in a few strides. “I want you,” he said, his voice a low purr. “But not just me. Rick and Josh, too. Think of it as… a team-building exercise.”

Jasmine’s face flushed, her mind spinning. This was wrong, so wrong. But the thought of turning him down, of losing this opportunity, was unbearable. She swallowed hard, her voice trembling. “And if I say yes?”

Sam’s smile widened. “Then the job is yours. You’ll be set for life.”

“Okay,” Jasmine murmured. “I’ll do it.”

Sam pulled out his phone, dialing a number without taking his eyes off her. “Hey, Rick. Yeah, it’s Sam. Bring Josh and come to Jasmine’s room. We’ve got something to discuss.” He hung up, slipping the phone back into his pocket.

Jasmine’s knees felt weak, but she couldn’t bring herself to move. This is happening, she thought, her pulse pounding in her ears.

A few minutes later, there was another knock at the door. Sam opened it, letting Rick and Josh step inside. The two men looked at Jasmine with a mixture of curiosity and hunger, their eyes darkening as they took in her robe-clad figure. Sam closed the door behind them, locking it with a soft click.

He turned to Jasmine, his smile turning predatory. “You made the right choice,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He reached out, his hands gripping her shoulders as he pulled her into a kiss. His lips were demanding, his tongue invading her mouth as he claimed her. Jasmine’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but her body reacted instinctively, her arms wrapping around his neck as she kissed him back.

Sam’s hands moved to the belt of her robe, untying it with a quick tug. The robe fell open, revealing her naked body to the room. Rick and Josh let out low whistles, their hands already moving to their belts as they watched with hungry eyes.

Sam broke the kiss, his breathing heavy. “On your knees,” he commanded, his voice firm.

Jasmine hesitated for only a moment before sinking to the floor, her heart pounding as she looked up at him.

Sam unzipped his pants, pulling out his already hard cock. “Suck it,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Jasmine’s hands trembled as she reached out, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. She leaned forward, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. He was thick, his taste filling her senses as she began to move her head, her tongue swirling around him. Sam groaned, his hands gripping her hair as he guided her rhythm.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with pleasure. “Now, take care of Rick and Josh.”

Jasmine pulled away, her lips slick with saliva. She turned to Rick first, his cock already in his hand. She leaned in, taking him into her mouth as her hand reached for Josh, stroking him in time with her movements. Rick groaned, his hips jerking forward as he thrust into her mouth. Jasmine alternated between them, her movements growing more confident as she felt their reactions, their groans filling the room.

Rick was the first to cum, his release shooting onto her face as he let out a low growl. Josh followed soon after, his cum mixing with Rick’s as it dripped down her cheeks. Jasmine wiped at her face with the back of her hand, her arousal spiking as she felt the sticky warmth on her skin.

Sam pulled her to her feet, his hands roaming her body as he pushed her toward the bed. “You’re doing great,” he murmured, his lips trailing down her neck. “But we’re not done yet.”

Sam climbed on top of Jasmine. His hands explored her body, touching her breasts in a way that made her shiver with delight. She felt his cock press against her entrance as he kissed her neck. Sam let out a groan as he pushed inside, filling Jasmine.

Jasmine felt the pleasure building as Sam pounded her faster. With each thrust, Sam drove her closer to release. Finally, she climaxed, her eyes rolling back in her head as she gripped the sheets. Sam let out a low moan as he filled her with his seed. He pulled away, leaving her sticky with his semen.

“You were amazing,” Sam whispered, his eyes locked on Jasmine.

“Thank you,” Jasmine replied, still catching her breath.

“We can’t wait for you to start working with us, full-time,” Rick said, caressing Jasmine’s smooth skin.

Jasmine felt proud. She’d gotten the job, and she was eager to see where her relationship with Sam would lead.

24 - THE COACH’S PRIVATE TRAINING

MF / BDSM / Sports / Age Gap / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Nikita’s legs trembled as she held a handstand on the balance beam, her muscles straining under the pressure. Mitch stood just below her, his hands firmly gripping her waist to steady her. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, a familiar warmth pooling low in her stomach. She could feel the heat of his breath on her skin, the faint scent of his cologne mingling with the sterile smell of the gym.

“Hold it,” Mitch commanded, his voice low and steady. “Focus, Nikita. You’re wobbling.”

She tried to steady herself, but her mind was elsewhere. God, his hands… She could feel every callous on his palms, every rough edge of his fingers as they pressed into her flesh. She’d been training with him for years, but lately, his touch felt different. It wasn’t just professional anymore. There was something else, something electric that made her heart race and her breath catch.

Nikita’s concentration faltered, and in an instant, she lost her balance. Her body tipped, and she landed hard on the mat below, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. Mitch’s hands were on her instantly, pulling her upright, his grip almost too tight.

“What the hell was that?” he snapped, his dark eyes piercing through her. “You’re better than this, Nikita. You know you are.”

She flinched at his tone, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled, avoiding his gaze. “I just—I got distracted.”

Mitch sighed, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. “Distracted? You can’t afford to be distracted. Not if you want to be the best.”

Nikita nodded, but her mind was still buzzing. It wasn’t just his words that stung—it was the way he was looking at her, like he could see right through her, like he knew exactly what she was thinking. Does he feel it too? She wondered, her heart pounding in her chest.

Mitch stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “Listen,” he said, his voice softening just a fraction. “I’m not just your coach. I want to be more than that. I want to be your mentor, someone you can trust completely. But you have to do as I say. Do you understand?”

Nikita’s breath hitched. There was something in his tone, something that sent a thrill through her. “I understand,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Good,” Mitch said, his eyes never leaving hers. “Now, let’s try that again. And this time, focus.”

They resumed the training session, Mitch pushing her harder than ever before. Every touch, every correction, felt like fire against her skin. Nikita was hyper-aware of his presence, of the way his body moved around hers. She could feel his eyes on her, watching her every move, and it only fueled her determination. She wouldn’t let him down.

By the time the session ended, Nikita was exhausted but exhilarated. Mitch had pushed her to her limits, and she had risen to the challenge. He looked almost… impressed. It was a rare expression for him, and it sent a rush of pride through her.

“Not bad,” he said, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “You’re stronger than you think, Nikita. But there’s still room for improvement.”

She nodded, catching her breath. “Thank you, Coach.”

Mitch hesitated for a moment, then said, “Come on. Let’s go back to my place. I want to show you something.”

Nikita’s heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but she wasn’t about to say no. She followed him out of the gym, her mind racing with possibilities.

When they arrived at his house, Mitch led her straight to the bathroom. He turned on the faucet, filling the tub with steaming hot water. “Get in,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Nikita hesitated only for a moment before she began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. She could feel Mitch’s eyes on her, watching her every move. She stepped into the tub, the hot water enveloping her body, and let out a soft sigh.

Mitch lit a few candles, the flickering light casting a warm glow over the room. Then, he knelt beside the tub, a small box in his hands. He opened it, revealing a collection of sex toys. Nikita’s breath caught in her throat as he picked up a vibrator, turning it on with a soft hum.

“This will help you relax,” Mitch explained, his voice low and soothing.

He moved the vibrator closer, and Nikita’s eyes fluttered shut as he pressed it against her clit. A soft moan escaped her lips, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Good girl,” Mitch whispered, his free hand brushing against her stomach beneath the water. “Just let go.”

Nikita’s mind was a haze of sensation as Mitch worked the vibrator over her, his touch both gentle and commanding. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension building inside her. Then, he pulled the vibrator away, and she whimpered in protest.

Mitch chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Patience,” he said, his hand slipping beneath the surface of the water.

Nikita’s breath hitched as she felt something cold and smooth pressing against her entrance. It was a dildo, and Mitch was guiding it into her with practiced ease.

“Oh, God,” Nikita gasped, her back arching as the dildo filled her.

Mitch moved it slowly at first, then faster, his grip firm as he fucked her with it. Nikita’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edges of the tub as she surrendered to the pleasure.

“That’s it,” Mitch encouraged, his voice thick with desire. “Come for me, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small bathroom. Mitch didn’t stop until she was spent, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

When he finally pulled the dildo out, Nikita was panting, her mind still reeling. Mitch stood, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he said, “Let’s move to the bedroom.”

Nikita nodded, her legs still shaky as she stepped out of the tub. Mitch wrapped a towel around her, his touch surprisingly gentle. He led her to the bedroom, his hand resting on the small of her back.

“Lie down,” he instructed, his voice firm but not unkind. Nikita obeyed, stretching out on the bed, her heart pounding in anticipation.

Mitch grabbed another toy, this one smaller and more slender. He coated it with lubricant, his movements slow and deliberate. Nikita’s breath quickened as she realized what he was about to do.

“Relax,” Mitch murmured, his voice soothing. “You’re doing great.”

He pressed the vibrator against her asshole, and Nikita’s body tensed.

“Easy,” he said, his hand gently massaging her lower back. “Just breathe.”

Nikita did as she was told, forcing herself to relax as Mitch worked the vibrator into her ass. The sensation was strange at first, but as he turned it on, a low hum vibrating through her, it quickly turned into something much more pleasurable.

“Oh, fuck,” Nikita moaned, her fingers gripping the sheets as Mitch began to move the vibrator, fucking her ass with it.

She could hear the sound of his zipper, and then she felt his cock pressing against her, hot and heavy.

“You’re doing so well,” Mitch praised, his voice thick with need.

He pressed the head of his cock against her asshole, and Nikita’s breath hitched. “Just take it, Nikita. You can handle it,” he whispered.

The first push was slow, deliberate, and Nikita’s body stretched to accommodate him. She let out a low moan, the sensation overwhelming but not painful. Mitch groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed deeper, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice strained.

He began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then faster, harder. Nikita’s moans filled the room, her body trembling with pleasure as Mitch fucked her ass with a raw intensity.

“Mitch,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she felt herself getting closer. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice harsh with need. “Let go, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her with a force that left her breathless. She screamed his name, her body shuddering as he continued to thrust into her. Mitch groaned, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her, his cum leaking out as he finally pulled out.

Nikita lay there, panting, her mind a blur of pleasure and exhaustion.

Mitch leaned over her, his lips brushing against her ear. “You were incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “I want to train you in more than just gymnastics. I want to teach you about sex, about submission. Are you ready for that?”

Nikita’s heart raced, but there was no hesitation in her voice. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his with a newfound determination.

Mitch smiled, a satisfied glint in his eyes. “Good,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

As Mitch drove her home later that evening, Nikita couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of anticipation. She had always admired Mitch, but now… now there was something more. Something deeper. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

The car pulled up to her apartment, and Mitch turned to her, his gaze intense. “We’ll start your new training tomorrow,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Be ready.”

Nikita nodded, her heart pounding as she stepped out of the car. She watched as Mitch drove away, a small smile playing on her lips. She was ready.

25 - A JOB AT NORTHFIELD MANOR

MMF / BDSM / Age Gap / Taboo / Wealthy / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / PIV Sex

The dust motes danced in the slants of afternoon sunlight as Evelyn ran the cloth along the mahogany banister. Northfield Manor was vast, silent, and opulent, a world away from her small apartment in the city. She could feel the weight of the mansion’s history, the gaze of portraits lining the walls. And then she felt another gaze, tangible and heated.

She turned.

In the shadowed doorway of his study stood Mr. Richard Northfield. He wasn't just looking; he was studying her, his eyes tracing the line of her spine as she bent, the way her blonde ponytail brushed her neck. He was older, his hair silvered at the temples, but his posture was commanding, his gaze unnervingly direct. He didn't smile. He simply watched, a predator assessing new territory. A flush crept up her neck, a confusing mix of embarrassment and a thrill she couldn’t name.

Hours later, the summons came. His voice, a low rumble from the intercom by the kitchen, called her to the study.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She smoothed her simple black dress and entered.

The room smelled of leather and expensive whiskey. Richard stood by the fireplace, a crystal tumbler in hand. “Close the door, Evelyn.”

She did, the soft click of the latch sounding final.

“You’re efficient. I like that,” he began, his voice a low purr. “But efficiency isn’t all I require from the staff in my inner circle.”

“Sir?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

He set his glass down. “My son, Lex. He’s… talented. Brilliant, even. But he lacks a certain… conviction. A dominance that a man of his station must command.” He took a step closer, and Evelyn’s breath hitched. “I believe you can help him acquire it.”

“I’m… I’m just a housekeeper,” she stammered.

“No,” he said, a slow smile finally gracing his lips. “You are a beautiful young woman with a submissive streak she’s too polite to acknowledge. I see it in the way you avert your eyes, in the slight tremble in your hands right now. You want to be told what to do.” He moved behind his desk, his eyes never leaving hers. “And we want to tell you.”

Her mind raced, but her body was already betraying her, a pulse of pure, undiluted heat throbbing between her legs. She was intrigued, terrified, and utterly, completely aroused.

“Lex,” Richard called out, his voice sharp. “Join us.”

The door opened, and the young man from earlier entered. Lex was his father’s opposite—sun-kissed hair, bright blue eyes, a leaner build. But the same intensity lived in his gaze, now mixed with a curiosity that made Evelyn’s skin prickle.

“Watch,” Richard commanded his son. He unbuckled his trousers, freeing his cock. It was thick, rigid, and already glistening at the tip. He looked directly at Evelyn. “On your knees.”

It wasn’t a request. It was an order she had secretly been waiting for her whole life. Her knees met the soft Persian rug without a second thought. The scent of him, musky and clean, filled her senses as she leaned forward.

She opened her mouth, her tongue flattening to receive him. The first touch was electric. Salty. Smooth. Overwhelming. She took him in, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank deeper, her eyes fluttering closed. A low groan rumbled from Richard’s chest, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding.

“Now you,” Richard said to his son.

Evelyn’s eyes opened as Lex, his movements slightly hesitant, freed his own erection. He was longer, leaner, just as hard. Richard guided her head, turning her toward his son.

She moved willingly, her mouth leaving Richard’s warmth to envelop Lex. His taste was different, younger, and his sharp, startled gasp of pleasure vibrated through her. She worked him, one hand wrapping around his base, her mouth sucking firmly. She was the conduit between them, a living, breathing lesson.

“Good,” Richard murmured, his voice thick. “Switch.”

She moved back to him, taking his fullness again, then back to Lex, her rhythm becoming a filthy, wet pendulum between father and son. The room filled with the sounds of their harsh breathing and the slick, obscene sounds of her mouth.

“The couch,” Richard growled, pulling her up by her arm. Her legs were weak. “Strip. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling with a wild combination of nervousness and fervent need, fumbled with the buttons of her dress. It pooled at her feet. Then her bra, her panties. She stood before them, completely exposed, her skin flushed, her nipples tight peaks, the wetness between her legs impossible to hide.

Richard sat on the couch, pulling her down onto his face. His hands gripped her thighs, yanking her core against his mouth. The first swipe of his tongue was a bolt of lightning. Oh god. He was relentless, his tongue circling her clit, licking into her, devouring her with a starved intensity that made her cry out.

At the same time, Lex knelt before her, his hands cupping her breasts. He lowered his mouth, sucking a nipple deep, his tongue flicking and teasing while his father feasted below. The dual assault was maddening. Pleasure crashed over her in waves, each one higher than the last. She was their plaything, their beautiful, writhing center of the universe.

“Enough,” Richard finally said, his voice ragged. He turned her, bending her over the back of the plush couch, her perfect, round ass presented to Lex. “Take her. Don’t be gentle.”

Lex positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He pushed, and the feeling of him stretching her, filling her, was so intense she saw stars. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew frantic. Each thrust drove a gasp from her lips, each withdrawal leaving her aching for more.

Richard moved to her front, his cock nudging her lips. She took him gratefully, greedily, as he began to fuck her mouth in time with his son’s pounding rhythm. She was pinned between them, filled at both ends, completely and utterly possessed. The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the guttural moans of the men, the overwhelming sensations coiling tighter and tighter inside her.

Lex’s thrusts became erratic, harder, deeper. “I’m… I’m going to…” he groaned, his voice breaking.

That was all it took. His climax triggered her own. A silent scream tore through her as her orgasm exploded, a tidal wave of pure ecstasy that clenched around Lex’s pumping cock. He cried out, burying himself to the hilt as he pulsed inside her.

Richard pulled from her mouth with a wet pop. He stroked himself once, twice, and then hot streaks of his release painted her face—her cheeks, her lips, her eyelids. She kept her eyes closed, tasting him, smelling them both on her skin, her body still quivering from the aftershocks.

The room was silent except for their ragged breathing. Slowly, Richard stood straight, tucking himself away. He looked down at her, a masterpiece of debauchery bent over his furniture.

“I am a very wealthy man, Evelyn,” he stated, his composure already returning. “This can be your life. Luxury. Purpose. This. All you have to do is submit.”

Evelyn hesitated, but she knew Richard was right. She wanted this. She wanted him. “Okay,” she agreed. “I’m yours.”

26 - A SPOILED BRAT SUBMITS

MF / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Handcuffs / PIV Sex

Felicia stormed down the hallway, her designer heels clicking sharply against the polished floor. She clutched her test paper in her hand, the large red F glaring up at her as if mocking her every step. Her chest tightened with fury. How dare Professor Jenkins give her such a grade? Didn’t he know who she was? Who her father was? She was Felicia fucking Carmichael, and she didn’t get failing grades. Not from anyone. Not ever.

She rounded the corner, her vision blurred with frustration, and that’s when it happened. She didn’t see the statue until it was too late. Her arm swung out in a sharp, angry gesture, and her elbow connected with the base of the ancient marble figure. It teetered for a moment, as if suspended in time, and then crashed to the ground, shattering into pieces that scattered across the tile.

Felicia froze. Her breath caught in her throat as she stared at the wreckage. It wasn’t just any statue—this was one of the university’s prized artifacts, a priceless relic from the 18th century. And she’d just destroyed it.

Before she could even think of bolting, a deep, stern voice cut through the silence. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

She turned to see Richard, the security guard, striding toward her. He was in his late thirties, with broad shoulders, a square jaw, and a no-nonsense expression that made her stomach drop. His eyes flicked from her face to the broken statue, his lips tightening into a thin line.

“Oh, shit,” Felicia muttered under her breath. She forced a smile, trying to mask her panic. “It was an accident, I swear! I didn’t mean to—my dad can pay for it, okay? He’ll cover the cost, no problem.”

Richard crossed his arms over his chest, his gaze unwavering. “You think that’s all this is about? Money? That statue is irreplaceable. And you just destroyed it because you were throwing a tantrum. I’m calling the police.”

Her heart raced. The police? No, no, no. This couldn’t happen. Her father would kill her. Worse, he might actually cut her off. She took a step closer, her voice softening as she tried to turn on the charm. “Please, Richard. There’s no need for that. I’m really sorry. Let’s just… talk about this in your office or something?”

Richard raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. “Talk? You think a little apology is going to fix this?”

She tilted her head, letting her long, dark hair fall over her shoulder as she bit her lip. “I don’t know. Maybe I can… make it up to you?”

He stared at her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, he gestured toward the security office. “Move. Now.”

Felicia hesitated, but the look in his eyes told her he wasn’t bluffing. She followed him into the small, dimly lit office, her pulse quickening as he closed the door behind them. The room smelled faintly of coffee and aftershave, and the desk was cluttered with paperwork and a pair of handcuffs that she couldn’t stop staring at.

Richard leaned against the desk, his arms folded once more. “You think you’re so clever, don’t you? Flirting your way out of trouble like some spoiled brat who’s never had to face consequences.”

Her cheeks burned, but she held his gaze. “I’m not a brat. And I know how to make things right.”

He scoffed, shaking his head. “You? Please. You don’t have what it takes to please me.”

Her eyes narrowed. Challenge accepted. She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. “You don’t know what I’m capable of, Richard. Let me show you.”

For a moment, he said nothing. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he reached down and unbuckled his belt. Felicia’s breath hitched as he freed his cock, already half-hard and impressive in size. He gestured toward the floor. “Get on your knees.”

She hesitated for only a second before sinking to her knees, her heart pounding in her chest. She’d never done anything like this before, but there was no backing out now. She wrapped her hand around his shaft, her fingers trembling slightly, and leaned forward to take him into her mouth.

Richard let out a low groan as she began to move, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. He gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he started to thrust, setting a rhythm that made her eyes water. She gagged, but he didn’t stop, pushing her limits until she was taking him all the way, her nose pressed against his abdomen.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval. “Now, let’s see if you can handle the rest of your punishment.”

Felicia’s knees trembled as she stood, her lips swollen and her face flushed. Richard turned her around, his hands firm on her hips as he bent her over the desk. She felt the cool air hit her bare skin as he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties, leaving her exposed and vulnerable.

The first slap came without warning, the sharp sting of his hand against her ass making her gasp. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Felicia,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “And bad girls need to be taught a lesson.”

Each spank sent a jolt of pain and pleasure through her, her body growing hotter with every strike. She could feel herself growing wet, her arousal undeniable as his hand came down again and again. Then, she heard the metallic click of the handcuffs, and her wrists were pinned to the desk, leaving her completely at his mercy.

Richard stepped back, and she heard the rustle of his clothes as he undressed.

Her heart raced as he positioned himself behind her, his cock teasing her entrance. “Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Richard.”

He chuckled, the sound dark and thrilling. “You’re going to have to beg harder than that.”

Felicia clenched her fists, her body aching for him. “Please, fuck me. I need it.”

“That’s more like it,” he said, and with a slow, deliberate thrust, he slid inside her.

She gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him as he filled her completely. He started slow, his movements controlled and teasing, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. Then, without warning, he picked up the pace, fucking her hard and fast, his hips slamming against hers as she moaned his name.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, crashing over her as she cried out, her body trembling with release. Richard groaned, his rhythm faltering as he spilled himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he rode out his own climax. When it was over, he released the handcuffs, letting her slump forward on the desk, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

He pulled up his pants, his expression calm and composed as if nothing had happened. “You’re free to go,” he said, his voice firm. “But don’t let me catch you causing trouble again.”

Felicia straightened slowly, her legs still unsteady as she pulled up her panties and smoothed down her skirt. She turned to look at him, her cheeks flushed and her lips curving into a small, satisfied smile. “So… can we do this again sometime?”

Richard raised an eyebrow, his lips twitching with the hint of a smirk. “Maybe. But you’ve got a lot to learn, princess.”

27 - THE WRONG ADDRESS

MF / BDSM / Public / Buttplug / Fingering / Fisting

Nadine adjusted the strap of her backpack as she stood in front of the nondescript building, the address on the flyer clutched in her hand. The evening air was crisp, the kind that made her shiver just enough to remind her she was alive. She had been eager to find a study group since starting college in this new town. Making friends wasn’t exactly her forte, but she was determined to try.

The building looked… bland. A single-story brick structure with a metal door and a buzzer to the right. No signs, no windows, nothing to suggest it was anything other than a vacant office space. She double-checked the flyer. This has to be it, she thought, pressing the buzzer.

The door clicked open almost immediately, and a wave of bass-heavy music spilled out, muffled but insistent. Nadine hesitated, glancing around as if someone might appear to explain this sudden shift in atmosphere. She stepped inside, the door closing behind her with a heavy thud.

The interior was nothing like she expected. The walls were dark, the air thick with the scent of sweat and something musky. The music pulsed louder now, vibrating through her chest. She craned her neck, trying to make sense of the space. It wasn’t a study group meeting place—it was a club. But not just any club.

Her eyes widened as she took in the scene. A woman in leather lingerie was bent over a stool, her wrists bound to its legs as a man brought a flogger down across her back in rhythmic strokes. A couple nearby was entangled on a velvet couch, the woman’s head bobbing lazily in the man’s lap while another man thrust into her from behind. Everywhere she looked, people were touching, moaning, fucking.

Nadine’s heart raced, her body stiffening as she tried to process what she was seeing. This isn’t real. This can’t be real. She gripped the flyer tighter, her knuckles whitening. She must have gone to the wrong address. But before she could turn and flee, a voice cut through the haze.

“First time here?”

She spun around to see a man leaning casually against the wall, his arms crossed. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline that seemed almost too perfect. His dark eyes gleamed with amusement as he took her in.

“I—I think I’m in the wrong place,” Nadine stammered, her voice barely audible over the music.

The man chuckled, pushing off the wall and taking a step closer. “Nah, you’re exactly where you need to be. I’m Luther.” His voice was smooth, almost hypnotic. “And you are?”

“Nadine,” she replied, her name tumbling out before she could think better of it.

“Nadine,” he repeated, as if tasting the syllables. “Well, Nadine, you look like you could use a drink. Or maybe something… else.” His gaze dropped to her lips, then lower, and she felt a flush of heat spread through her chest.

“I should probably go,” she said weakly, but her feet refused to move.

Luther smirked, stepping closer still. “You don’t want to go. I can see it in your eyes. You’re curious. And curiosity, my dear, is the first step to unlocking everything you’ve been too afraid to explore.”

Her breath hitched as he reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair away from her face. His touch was light, almost fleeting, but it sent a shiver down her spine.

“Come with me,” he said, his voice low and inviting. “Let me show you what this place is really about.”

Nadine hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. She should leave. She knew she should leave. But something about the way he looked at her, the way he spoke to her, made her feel something she hadn’t felt in a long time. Desire.

“Okay,” she whispered, the word barely audible over the thrum of the music.

Luther’s smile widened, and he took her hand, leading her through the club. They passed couples in various states of undress, the air thick with the sounds of pleasure. She couldn’t help but steal glances, her cheeks burning but her curiosity piqued.

He led her down a hallway, the noise of the club fading slightly as they approached a curtained-off area. Luther pulled the curtain aside, revealing a small room lit by dim, red lighting. Inside was a bench, padded and angled, with restraints hanging from its edges. The walls were lined with shelves filled with an array of toys—whips, ropes, vibrators, and things she couldn’t even name.

“This is my private space,” Luther said, stepping inside and letting the curtain fall closed behind them. “Only the most intriguing guests get invited here.”

Nadine’s heart was pounding now, her mouth dry as she took in the room. “I… I don’t know if I…”

He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Nadine. But I think you want to. I think you’ve been longing for something like this. Am I wrong?”

She swallowed hard, unable to tear her eyes away from his. “No,” she admitted quietly.

Luther smiled, reaching out to cup her cheek. His thumb brushed over her skin, a gesture so tender it made her ache. “Good. Let me take care of you.”

He began to undress her slowly, his movements deliberate, as if savoring every inch of her skin she revealed. Her blouse slipped from her shoulders, her jeans pooling at her feet. Soon, she stood before him in nothing but her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“On the bench,” he instructed, his voice firm but gentle.

She obeyed, lying back on the padded surface. He reached for the restraints, binding her wrists above her head. The leather cuffs were soft but unyielding, and she felt a thrill of vulnerability as he secured them.

“Relax,” he murmured, his hands trailing down her arms, her sides, her thighs. “Just feel.”

His fingers found their way between her legs, stroking her through the thin fabric of her panties. She gasped, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. He pushed the fabric aside, his fingers sliding into her wetness with ease. She moaned, her hips bucking against his hand.

“So eager,” he chuckled, his voice dark with desire. “But patience, Nadine. Good things come to those who wait.”

Just as she was on the brink of climax, he withdrew his fingers, leaving her whimpering. She watched through hooded eyes as he reached for something on the shelf. A small, sleek black device that hummed softly as he turned it on.

“This might feel… strange at first,” he said, his tone almost playful. “But I think you’ll enjoy it.”

He spread her legs wider, his fingers teasing her ass until she was gasping again. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he pressed the vibrating buttplug against her tight entrance.

Her breath caught as he pushed it in, the sensation electric. Her eyes rolled back, a moan tearing from her throat as the vibrations sent shockwaves through her body.

“Good girl,” Luther purred, his fingers returning to her pussy.

He began with two, then three, stretching her as he worked her into a frenzy. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure.

By the time his entire hand was inside her, she was trembling, her orgasm building with every thrust. He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered, “Let go.”

And she did. Her body convulsed, waves of ecstasy crashing over her as Luther’s hand worked her through it. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small room.

When he finally pulled away, she was a quivering mess. He removed the buttplug, her body clenching at the sudden emptiness.

“You’re incredible,” he said, his voice filled with admiration. “I’d like to see you again, Nadine. If you’re willing.”

She blinked up at him, her mind still foggy from the intensity of it all. “Willing?” she echoed, her voice hoarse.

He smiled, his fingers brushing over her cheek. “To explore. To learn. To let me show you just how much pleasure you’re capable of.”

She hesitated, but the memory of what had just happened was still fresh, igniting something deep inside her.

“What do you say, Nadine?” Luther asked, his voice low and inviting. “Ready to take the next step?”

She opened her mouth to respond, the words catching in her throat. But before she could answer, he leaned in closer, his breath warm against her skin.

“Say yes,” he whispered, his lips brushing hers. “And I’ll show you a world you’ve only ever dreamed of.”

She hesitated, her heart pounding as she looked into his eyes. “I…”

Before she could finish, Luther’s lips claimed hers in a searing kiss, his hands roaming her body once more.

“Is that a yes?” he murmured against her mouth, his voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” Nadine whispered. “Teach me.”

28 - DEFENDED AT THE DEPARTMENT STORE
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Shanna felt the heat rise to her cheeks as her boss, Ms. Hollis, loomed over her, her voice sharp and cutting. “Do you even know how to dress a mannequin? This is a high-end store, not a bargain bin!”

Shanna’s hands trembled as she tried to adjust the scarf on the mannequin, but it slipped from her fingers and pooled on the floor. Ms. Hollis scoffed, her disapproval radiating like a storm cloud.

Just as Shanna was about to stammer an apology, a deep, commanding voice interrupted. “Is there a problem here?” The man who spoke was tall, his broad shoulders clad in a perfectly tailored suit. His dark hair was streaked with silver, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto Ms. Hollis with an intensity that made her falter.

“M-Mr. Blackwell,” Ms. Hollis stammered, her tone instantly shifting from venomous to sycophantic. “I was just ensuring our standards are upheld.”

“By berating an employee on the sales floor?” Brock Blackwell’s voice was calm but carried an edge that made Ms. Hollis shrink. “I’ll handle this from here.”

Without waiting for a response, Ms. Hollis scurried away, leaving Shanna standing awkwardly in front of the mannequin.

Brock turned to Shanna, his expression softening. “You’re too beautiful to be working here,” he said, his voice low and smooth. Shanna’s breath hitched as his gaze swept over her, lingering on her lips. “Why don’t you let me take you somewhere more… fitting for someone like you?”

Shanna’s heart raced. She had heard of Brock Blackwell, the billionaire owner of the department store chain, but she never imagined she’d meet him, let alone have him speak to her like this. “I… I wouldn’t know what to say,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Brock smiled, a slow, confident curve of his lips. “Say yes.”

—

That evening, Brock’s driver picked Shanna up from the store in a sleek black car that smelled of leather and luxury. The drive to Brock’s mansion was a blur of lights and anticipation. When they arrived, Shanna was awestruck by the grandeur of the place—a sprawling estate with towering gates and perfectly manicured gardens.

Brock greeted her at the door, his presence as commanding as ever. “Welcome,” he said, his voice warm. Shanna stepped inside, her heels clicking against the marble floor. The interior was a masterpiece of modern design, with floor-to-ceiling windows and art pieces that likely cost more than she’d ever earn in her lifetime.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” Brock said as he led her into the living room.

“Y-you were?” Shanna asked, caught off guard.

A bottle of champagne was already chilled and waiting. He poured her a glass, the bubbles fizzing as he handed it to her. “You’re a rare find, Shanna. I’d like to make you an offer. Be my girlfriend. Let me take care of you.”

Shanna’s mind spun. This was the kind of offer she’d only ever heard about in movies or gossip magazines. She sipped the champagne, the crispness of it grounding her. “And what would that entail?” she asked, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and nerves.

“Everything,” Brock said simply, his hand brushing against hers. “All I ask is your loyalty… and your company.”

Shanna nodded, her decision made. “Yes.”

—

They finished their drinks, the tension between them building with each passing moment. Brock took her hand and led her upstairs to the master bedroom. The room was vast, with a king-sized bed and a view of the city skyline. He turned to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Let me see you,” he murmured, his hands sliding to the buttons of her blouse.

Shanna’s breath quickened as he undressed her, his movements slow and deliberate. Her blouse fell to the floor, followed by her skirt and lingerie, until she stood before him, completely exposed.

Brock’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve. “Perfect,” he whispered, his voice thick with admiration.

He unzipped his slacks, his erection straining against the fabric of his boxers. Shanna’s eyes widened as he freed himself, his cock thick and heavy, the head glistening with precum.

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

Shanna obeyed, her hand wrapping around his shaft. It was warm and velvety in her grip, and she stroked him slowly, marveling at the way he shuddered under her touch.

Brock reached into a drawer and pulled out a set of silk scarves. He tied Shanna’s wrists to the bedposts, the material soft against her skin but unyielding. “Trust me,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

He retrieved a vibrator from the same drawer, the sleek device humming to life as he pressed it against her clit. Shanna gasped, her back arching as the vibrations sent jolts of pleasure through her. “Please,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against the sensation.

Brock chuckled, low and dark. “Not yet.” He continued to tease her, alternating between the vibrator and his fingers, each touch driving her closer to the edge.

Her moans filled the room, each one louder and more desperate than the last. When he finally replaced the vibrator with his tongue, Shanna thought she might explode. He licked and sucked at her clit, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking her sensitive inner walls. She cried out his name, her thighs trembling as he brought her to the edge of orgasm and held her there, teetering on the brink.

“Fuck me,” she begged, her voice raw with need. “Please, Brock, I need you.”

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. With one slow, deliberate thrust, he sank into her, stretching her completely. Shanna’s nails dug into her palms as he filled her, the sensation overwhelming.

Brock set a relentless pace, his hips slamming into hers with a force that made the bed shake. Each thrust drove him deeper, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. Shanna’s moans turned into screams of pleasure as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around him.

Brock groaned, his own release hitting him hard. He buried himself deep inside her, his cum flooding her as he rode out his climax. When he finally pulled out, his cum leaked from her, a stark reminder of what they’d just shared.

He untied the scarves, his hands gentle as he freed her wrists. Shanna lay there, her body humming with satisfaction, her mind still reeling from the intensity of it all. Brock kissed her softly, his lips lingering on hers.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, his voice possessive yet tender.

Shanna nodded, a smile tugging at her lips. She had no doubts about her decision. Life with Brock Blackwell was going to be anything but ordinary.

29 - THE PROFESSOR’S PLEASURE
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Excerpt from On Her Knees: Callie’s Education by Brandi Moore:

The words swam on the page of her Norton Anthology, a blur of black type that made no more sense than a foreign language. His words from last week echoed instead, drowning out the lecture on post-modernism. Dr. Rhett Carver’s voice, usually a dry, academic monotone, was now forever layered in her memory with a husky, commanding tone that made her stomach clench.

“The agreement is simple, Callie. Your submission for my… sponsorship.”

She shifted in the hard plastic chair, the move entirely unconscious. A faint, pleasant soreness between her legs served as a constant, physical reminder of what that submission had entailed.

“Ms. Pierce.”

Her head snapped up. The entire classroom was silent, and every pair of eyes was on her. Dr. Carver stood at his podium, one eyebrow arched. His gaze was cool, professional, but she saw the flicker in his dark eyes, the subtle twitch of a smile at the corner of his mouth. He knew. He knew exactly where her mind had been.

“I asked for your thoughts on the author’s use of a fragmented narrative,” he said, his voice smooth as silk.

“I… I think it mirrors the character’s fractured psyche,” she stammered, pulling the first coherent thought she could find from the jumble of her mind.

He held her gaze for a moment longer than necessary, a silent verdict. “Adequate,” he finally said, turning back to the whiteboard. “Though perhaps a bit simplistic.”

The heat that flooded her cheeks had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the sudden, molten pulse between her thighs. Adequate. It was a challenge. A promise. The dismissal bell rang, and the spell broke. Students scrambled to gather their things. Callie moved slowly, deliberately, stacking her books with trembling hands.

“Ms. Pierce. A word,” his voice cut through the chatter.

She approached his desk, the worn linoleum floor feeling like a mile-long walk. He waited until the last student filed out, the door clicking shut with a sound of immense finality. The air in the room grew thick, charged.

“Eight o’clock. Be ready.” He didn’t look up from his papers. “Wear something… show-stopping.”

He picked her up in a car that cost more than her entire tuition. The leather seat was cool and soft against her skin, a stark contrast to the worn fabric of her sofa. She’d chosen a little black dress she’d saved for months to buy, but sitting in the quiet luxury of his sedan, she felt absurdly naïve. He drove in silence, his profile stern and unreadable in the dashboard’s glow.

His house wasn’t a house; it was a fortress of modern wealth, all sharp angles, glass, and steel. Inside, it was pristine, cold, and silent. Her shabby apartment with its leaky faucet and worn carpet felt a universe away. He led her without a word down a hallway to a heavy, oak door.

He opened it.

Callie’s breath caught. It was a bedroom, but unlike any she had ever seen. The walls were a deep, blood red. In the center sat a massive, four-poster bed, its polished mahogany posts reaching toward the ceiling. But it was the other things that held her gaze, that sent a jolt of pure, undiluted adrenaline through her. Gleaming metal cuffs dangled from the bedposts. A glass case displayed an array of vibrators, paddles, and things she couldn’t even name. The air smelled faintly of leather and antiseptic.

“Close the door,” Rhett said, his voice low. He shrugged off his tailored jacket, folding it neatly over a chair. He turned to her, his eyes dark and hungry, finally shedding the last vestiges of the professor. “Now. Strip.”

Her fingers, clumsy with a heady mix of fear and desire, went to the zipper at the back of her dress. It slid down with a whisper. The dress pooled at her feet. Then her bra. Her panties. She stood before him, completely bare, her skin pebbling in the cool air. His gaze was a physical touch, roaming over every curve, every inch of her. He didn’t move, just watched, letting the silence and her nakedness stretch until she felt her composure begin to fracture.

Then he unbuckled his own belt, the sound unnaturally loud. He freed his cock, already thick and hard. It was exactly as she remembered—long, veined, imposing. Adequate, his voice echoed in her mind. This was anything but.

“On your knees.”

She sank down, the plush rug soft beneath her shins. She leaned forward, tentatively taking the head of him into her mouth. She swirled her tongue, tasting the clean, masculine scent of him. He let her set the pace for a moment, letting her remember the rhythm. Then his hands came down, tangling in her hair. Not roughly, but with an absolute authority that made her whimper around him.

He began to move her, guiding her head, setting a slow, deep rhythm. “That’s it. Take it.”

His thrusts grew more forceful, pushing himself deeper into her throat. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but he held her firmly, not letting her pull away. The sensation was overwhelming, a dizzying mix of helplessness and raw, carnal power. She could feel him hitting the back of her throat, and a strange, submissive pride bloomed in her chest. She was taking him. All of him.

He pulled himself from her mouth with a wet pop. “On the bed. On your back.”

She scrambled onto the vast mattress. He produced soft leather cuffs from a drawer. In a few efficient motions, he’d secured her wrists to the bedposts, her arms stretched above her head. She was utterly exposed, completely his. He trailed a finger down her body, from her throat to the wet heat between her legs, making her shudder.

“Such a responsive little thing,” he murmured. He reached into the glass case and selected a small, gleaming silver plug and a bottle of lubricant. He coated it generously. “Relax.”

She felt the cool, slick pressure against her most forbidden entrance. She gasped as he pushed, the initial sting giving way to a deep, stretching fullness as the plug settled inside her. It was an intrusion, a constant, thrilling reminder of his control. Before she could process it, he picked up a slender, black vibrator. He flicked it on. A low, insistent hum filled the air.

He started at her collarbone, trailing the buzzing tip down her body. He circled one nipple, then the other, the vibration shooting directly to her core, making her cry out. He traced patterns on her stomach, her inner thighs, everywhere but where she needed it most. She was writhing, tugging against the restraints, a desperate litany of please, please, please falling from her lips.

He finally brought the vibrator to her clit.

The sensation was so intense her back arched clear off the bed. A sharp, electric jolt of pure pleasure seized her. He held it there, his eyes locked on hers, watching her come completely undone under his command. Just as she was hovering on the very brink of orgasm, he pulled it away.

“No…” she whimpered, the denial a physical pain.

He moved between her legs, lowering his head. His tongue replaced the vibrator, but it was a different kind of torment. Slow, languid, knowing. He licked her with agonizing patience, savoring her taste, tracing every fold until she was mindless with need. He slid two fingers inside her, crooking them to press against that delicious spot deep within while his tongue worked her clit. The dual sensation, combined with the fullness of the plug, was too much. The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a tidal wave of ecstasy that made her scream his name, her body convulsing against his mouth.

Before the last tremor had even faded, he was positioned above her. He pulled the plug from her ass, the sudden emptiness a shock. He drove his cock into her in one swift, powerful thrust. She was so sensitive, so stretched and wet, that the feel of him was almost painful in its intensity. He didn’t gentle his pace. He fucked her with a relentless, piston-like rhythm, each thrust punching a gasp from her lungs. The headboard slammed against the wall in a steady, percussive beat. She came again, a weaker but no less shattering wave, her inner muscles fluttering around him in a frantic, gripping rhythm. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release hot and deep inside her.

He stayed there for a long moment, his weight a comforting pressure, before pulling out and unbuckling the cuffs. Her wrists were tender, her body humming and utterly spent. He looked down at her, his expression unreadable.

“Did you enjoy your lesson, Ms. Pierce?”

She met his gaze, her voice hoarse. “Yes.”

The ride back to her apartment was just as silent as the ride there. But the space between them was different now, thick with the scent of sex and unspoken words. He pulled up to her crumbling building, the car’s interior light illuminating the peeling paint on her front door. She reached for the handle.

“Callie.”

She paused, turning back. His face was in shadow.

“Don’t tell anyone about… our arrangement,” he said, his voice calm. “If the wrong people find out, everything will be ruined.”

“Okay,” she whispered, her heart racing. “I won’t.”

“I’ll see you in class,” he declared, and it wasn’t a reminder. It was a promise.

She walked into her empty, shabby apartment, the ghost of his touch still on her skin, the memory of his wealth burned into her mind. She leaned against the door, her legs still weak. And she had to admit, as a confusing, thrilling heat began to pool in her belly once more, that she was desperately, hopelessly attracted to him. She wanted more. She wanted him.

30 - THE PROFESSOR’S EROTIC OFFER
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Mimi stood outside Dr. Reginald Carter’s door, her heart pounding in her chest. The weight of the failing grade on her midterm paper pressed heavily on her mind, but it wasn’t the only thing making her nervous.

She’d noticed the way he looked at her during lectures—those lingering glances, the subtle smiles that felt more personal than professional. Sure, she’d been flattered, but he was her professor.

When Dr. Carter had invited her to his house for a study session, she’d hesitated, telling him she already had plans that evening. But then she’d gotten back her midterm paper. She knew she had to fix her grade.

Now, standing here, she felt a strange mix of anticipation and anxiety. She raised her hand and knocked.

The door opened almost immediately, as if he’d been waiting for her. Dr. Carter—Reginald—stood there, his tall frame filling the doorway. He was dressed casually, a stark contrast to his usual buttoned-up professor attire. A crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, and dark slacks that hugged his legs just right. His salt-and-pepper hair was slightly disheveled, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip.

“Mimi,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “I’m glad you came.”

She swallowed hard, forcing a small smile. “I didn’t have much of a choice, did I?”

He chuckled softly, stepping aside to let her in. “Come in. Let’s talk.”

She stepped into his home, her eyes immediately drawn to the luxurious surroundings. The living room was spacious, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city skyline. The furniture was sleek and modern, and the air smelled faintly of sandalwood. It was the kind of place that screamed success, and it only added to the allure of the man who lived here.

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked, already moving toward the bar.

“Sure,” she replied, her voice a little shaky. “Whatever you’re having.”

He poured two glasses of red wine, handing one to her. Their fingers brushed as she took the glass, and she felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her. She took a sip, the rich flavor doing little to calm her nerves.

“So,” he began, leaning casually against the bar. “You’re here because of your grade.”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing. “I worked really hard on that paper. I don’t understand why I got such a low score.”

He studied her for a moment, his gaze thoughtful. “You’re a bright student, Mimi. But sometimes, effort isn’t enough. You need… guidance.”

She frowned, unsure of what he was getting at. “What kind of guidance?”

He set his glass down and took a step closer to her. “The kind that goes beyond the classroom. The kind that requires a more… personal touch.”

Her breath caught as he reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her face. His touch was warm, and she felt her body respond almost instinctively. She knew what he was suggesting, and part of her wanted to pull away, to tell him this was wrong. But another part—a much louder part—was curious. Excited, even.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

He smiled, a slow, knowing smile. “I’m saying that I can help you, Mimi. But it’s up to you to decide if you’re willing to accept my terms.”

She hesitated, her mind racing. This was crazy. Dangerous, even. But the way he was looking at her, the way his presence seemed to fill the room, made it hard to think straight. She took another sip of wine, trying to steady herself.

“What exactly are your terms?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

He stepped even closer, his hand resting lightly on her waist. “Spend the night with me,” he said, his voice low and husky. “And I’ll make sure you pass the class.”

Her heart was pounding so hard she was sure he could hear it. She knew she should say no, should walk away and never look back. But the thought of failing, of having to retake the class, was unbearable. And then there was the undeniable attraction she felt for him. He was older, yes, but there was something undeniably sexy about his confidence, his authority.

“Okay,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

His smile widened, and he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, teasing kiss. She felt a shiver run down her spine as his hand slid up her back, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, his tongue slipping into her mouth, and she moaned softly, her body melting against his.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

She nodded, her heart racing as he took her hand and led her down the hallway. The bedroom was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a large, king-sized bed dominating the space. He turned to her, his hands moving to the buttons of her blouse. She stood still, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as he slowly undressed her.

Her blouse fell to the floor, followed by her bra, and she felt a rush of heat as his eyes roamed over her bare skin. His hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped, her body arching into his touch. He leaned down, his mouth closing over one nipple, and she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He moved to the other breast, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, and she felt a throbbing ache between her legs. His hands slid down her body, unbuttoning her jeans and sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but her panties.

He straightened, his eyes dark with lust as he looked at her. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

She felt a flush of heat spread through her body as he reached for the waistband of his slacks, unbuttoning them and pushing them down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and she felt a jolt of excitement. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around him, and he groaned, his hips thrusting forward.

She dropped to her knees, her mouth closing over the head of his cock, and he let out a low, guttural moan. She swirled her tongue around him, tasting the salty pre-cum that had gathered at the tip, and he tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her as she took him deeper.

She sucked him eagerly, her mouth moving up and down his length, and he groaned, his hips thrusting into her mouth. She could feel him growing harder, thicker, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him curse under his breath.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her to her feet. He turned her around, pushing her toward the bed. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation as she climbed onto the bed. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and she felt the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, and she gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly growing more urgent. She moaned, her body rocking back to meet his, and he gripped her hips tighter, driving into her with increasing force. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps.

She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening with each thrust. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, and she cried out, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave. He groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, and she lay there, her mind reeling. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, but as she looked at him, a slow smile spread across her face. She knew she wanted more.

He turned to her, his hand brushing her cheek. “You’ll get your grade,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “And if you’re interested, we can do this again.”

She nodded, her heart racing with excitement. “I’m interested.”
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