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AN EMBARRASSING PROBLEM

The late afternoon sun slanted through the blinds, painting stripes of gold across Kendall’s rumpled comforter. The house was silent, a hollow quiet that seemed to amplify the frantic beat of her own heart. Her mom, Tara, was at the office for another hour. Brett was at his clinic.

Brett.

The thought of him, her stepfather, had become a constant, humming undercurrent in her mind. It wasn’t the familiar, comfortable affection for a father-figure. This was something else. A heat that pooled low in her stomach whenever she saw him in his scrubs, his blonde hair still damp from a morning shower, his blue eyes crinkling when he laughed. It was the way his muscles shifted under his t-shirt when he reached for a glass in the kitchen cabinet. It was wrong. She knew it was wrong. But the knowledge did nothing to cool the restless ache that had settled between her thighs.

Alone in her room, the silence felt heavy, expectant. Her fingers traced idle patterns on her stomach, over the thin cotton of her sleep shorts. Her thoughts, unbidden, drifted to Brett’s hands. Competent, steady hands. The hands of a respected gynecologist. A flush crept up her neck. What would those hands feel like? Not in a clinical way, but…

Her own hand slipped beneath the waistband of her shorts. Her breath caught—not a hitch, but a sharp, quiet intake. She closed her eyes, letting the fantasy take shape. It was his face she saw, his voice, low and reassuring, that she imagined whispering in her ear. The image was so vivid, so real, that her hips arched off the bed of their own accord. Her fingers worked in a slow, building rhythm, chasing the pressure, the release that felt just out of reach.

She needed more. The emptiness inside her was a tangible thing, a hollow space begging to be filled. Her gaze, blurred with desire, swept across her nightstand. It landed on her hairbrush. A simple, heavy thing with a smooth, thick plastic handle.

Just like…

The thought was a lightning strike, shocking and electric. Before she could question it, her hand shot out and grabbed it. The wood was cool against her feverish skin. She pushed her shorts and panties down her thighs, her movements frantic now. The rounded end of the handle pressed against her, and with a gasp that was part shame, part desperate need, she guided it inside.

It was a poor substitute, but in the dark theater of her mind, it was him. She moved it, imagining his weight, his strength, the way he might move. The friction built, a delicious, coiling tension that tightened every muscle in her body. She was close, so close. Her back arched, a silent cry forming on her lips as the climax ripped through her, wave after wave of blinding pleasure.

In that final, shuddering moment of release, her hand shoved the brush handle deeper, a convulsive, seeking push. The brush gave way with a sharp, hollow snap, leaving her heart hammering as she realized the handle had broken off.

The pleasure vanished, replaced by a jolt of icy alarm. The sensation of fullness changed. It was no longer smooth, controlled pressure. It was a strange, wrong presence.

She held the bristled part of the brush in her hand, staring at it incredulously. The handle remained lodged inside her.

A cold wave of panic washed over her, leaving her skin prickling with dread. No. No, no, no. She dropped the bristled half onto the sheets. Her fingers, now trembling violently, probed between her legs. She could feel the edge of the handle, just inside, but it was slippery, wedged. She tried to hook a finger around it, to grip it, but it retreated just beyond her reach with each attempt.

A whimper escaped her throat. She tried again, shifting her position, straining. Nothing. It was stuck. The harder she tried to remove it, the deeper it went. The reality of it crashed down. She had a piece of plastic lodged inside her. She was alone. Her mom wouldn’t be home for a while.

Brett.

The name surfaced through the panic, not as a fantasy now, but as a terrifying, practical solution. He was a gynecologist. He could get it out. He had to get it out. But the thought of going to him, of explaining this… of him seeing, of him knowing… Humiliation burned hotter than the earlier desire. What would he think of her? What would he tell her mom?

Tears of frustration and fear welled in her eyes. She pulled her shorts up, the fabric feeling alien against her skin. The foreign object inside her felt enormous, a shameful secret she carried with every tentative movement. She paced the length of her room, her mind racing down dark, hopeless alleys. The emergency room? She could picture the judgmental stares, the forms, having to tell a stranger.

But Brett… he was family. He was discreet. He was a professional.

A professional who made her pulse race for all the wrong reasons. The stepfather she had just been fantasizing about while doing this to herself. The irony was a bitter, nauseating pill.

The mechanical groan of the garage door was a roar in the silent house, signaling the end of her solitude. Brett was home, and the crushing weight of the truth felt heavier than the object lodged inside her.

STEPDAD’S ASSISTANCE

The front door clicked open. Kendall’s heart, already a trapped bird in her chest, beat its wings against her ribs. She sat on the edge of her bed, her mind racing. Every slight movement was a reminder of her predicament.

She heard the familiar, solid rhythm of Brett’s footsteps in the foyer. Normally, those footfalls were a sound she looked forward to, but now they felt like a countdown.

“Kendall? You home?” Brett’s voice drifted up the stairs, warm and casual.

She couldn’t speak. Her throat had sealed shut with shame. She heard him pause, likely noticing the unnatural quiet.

“Kendall?” He was at the top of the stairs now. She heard him pause in the hallway outside her bedroom door.

She took a breath that felt more like a sob, forcing the words past her lips. “Brett? Could you… could you come in here for a second?”

The door opened. He stood there, still in his pale blue scrubs, a light jacket over them. His blonde hair was slightly mussed, his blue eyes sharp with concern as they scanned the room, taking in her hunched posture, the tear tracks she knew were on her cheeks, the broken hairbrush lying like evidence on her comforter.

His gaze lingered on the brush for a second too long. His professional mask didn’t slip, but something in his eyes shifted. Understanding, perhaps. Or calculation.

“Your mom called,” he said, his voice low. “She’s stuck in a budget meeting. Won’t be home for at least three hours.” He stepped inside, closing the door softly behind him. “You okay, honey? You look pale.”

The humiliation was a physical heat, crawling up her neck and flooding her face. She stared down at her hands, her fingers twisting and untwisting the hem of her shirt. “I… I had an accident, Brett. A bad one.”

“What kind of accident?” He moved closer, his posture shifting instantly into the focused, attentive stance of a physician. He kept a professional distance, but his gaze was sharp. “Are you hurt? Do I need to take you to the ER?”

“No! No ER,” she gasped. The thought of a stranger seeing her like this was too much to bear. She gestured weakly toward the shattered bristles of the brush lying on the nightstand. “I was… I was playing with myself. With the handle. And it snapped.” Her voice broke as she finally looked up at him, her eyes brimming with tears. “The handle is still inside, Brett. It’s too deep. I can’t get it out.”

The words hung in the air, ugly and explicit. She braced for disgust, for anger, for a lecture.

Brett let out a slow breath. He didn’t move. “I see.” He rubbed his jaw. “Okay. First, you need to stop panicking. This is a mechanical problem, and it’s solvable. Second… Kendall, look at me.”

Reluctantly, she raised her eyes. His expression was neutral, clinical, but his eyes held hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip.

“Masturbation is a natural, healthy part of exploring your body. There is no shame in it. The only problem here is the breakage of an object not designed for that purpose. Do you understand?”

His words, so matter-of-fact, so devoid of judgment, were a balm. The tight knot of fear in her chest loosened a fraction. She nodded, a jerky movement.

“Good. Now, I need to examine you and retrieve the handle. It’s a simple procedure. But I need your consent to proceed here, in your room, rather than in a clinical setting. It will be faster, and more private. Do I have your consent?”

Private. The word shimmered with dangerous promise. She nodded again, her voice a whisper. “Yes.”

“Alright. Lie back on the bed, please. Just as you are. I’ll be right back with my kit from the car.”

He left the room. Kendall obeyed, stretching out on her back, her head on her pillow. The position made her feel exposed, vulnerable. The ceiling blurred above her. She heard the front door open and close, then his returning footsteps. He carried a small, sleek black medical bag.

He set it on her nightstand, opening it with a series of precise clicks. He pulled out a pair of sterile latex gloves. The sound of him snapping them on was obscenely loud. He then took out a small tube and a narrow, ominous-looking metal instrument.

“This is lubricant,” he explained, his tone didactic, calm. “And this is a speculum. It will allow me to see and access the handle.”

He approached the bed. “I need you to take your shorts and underwear off. Can you do that?”

Her hands trembled as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her sleep shorts and the cotton panties beneath, pushing them down her thighs, and kicking them into the floor. The cool air of the room kissed her exposed skin. She squeezed her eyes shut.

She felt the bed dip as he sat beside her hip. The scent of his soap, clean and masculine, mixed with the sterile smell of the gloves. “Deep breath,” he murmured.

The touch of his lubricated finger against her was a shock. Cool, slick, and utterly professional. Yet, her body reacted instantly. A jolt of sensation, entirely separate from her fear, sparked where he touched. He pressed gently, his finger sliding inside her with ease.

Her eyes flew open. He was watching her face, his own a mask of concentration. “I can feel it,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Just past the introitus. It’s lodged at an angle.”

His finger moved, probing, exploring. It wasn’t just trying to grasp the brush handle. He was feeling her. The intimate, wet heat of her. And despite everything—the shame, the panic—a treacherous warmth began to spread from his touch. Her breath shortened. A flush that had nothing to do with embarrassment bloomed across her chest.

He withdrew his finger. “Okay. I’m going to use the speculum now. You’ll feel pressure, then a stretching sensation. Try to relax your muscles.”

The cold metal touched her, then pressed inward. She gasped at the strange, full feeling as he worked the mechanism, spreading her open. She felt impossibly exposed, laid bare before him. He leaned closer, his head positioned between her thighs, his focus absolute.

“Almost got it,” he said, almost to himself. A moment later, she heard a soft clink as he dropped the plastic handle into a small metal tray from his bag. The immediate, relieving absence of the foreign object was eclipsed by the continued presence of the speculum, and of him, looking at her most intimate place.

He released the mechanism and slowly withdrew the instrument. The relief was fleeting. He didn’t move away. He remained seated on the edge of the bed, his gloved finger returning, now slick with fresh lubricant, and tracing her outer lips with a thoughtfulness that was no longer purely clinical.

“The tissue is slightly irritated,” he observed, his voice dropping. “But otherwise… perfectly healthy. And very responsive.”

His finger circled her clit, a slow, deliberate pass. Kendall’s hips jerked off the mattress. A sharp, sweet bolt of pleasure shot through her. A helpless moan escaped her lips.

Brett’s eyes lifted to hers. The professional detachment was gone, replaced by a dark, focused heat. “You’re becoming a young woman, Kendall. There’s a lot about your body, about pleasure, that you might not know.” His finger continued its slow, maddening circles. “Would you… like to learn?”

The question hung in the air, charged and impossible. This was the line, the forbidden threshold. Her fantasy was no longer in her mind. It was here, in his piercing blue eyes, in the skilled touch between her legs. All the confused longing, the secret heat, coalesced into a single, desperate need.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Please.”

A faint smile touched his lips. “Good girl.”

His touch became more purposeful, his fingers working her with an expertise that made her head spin. He showed her how pressure in different spots elicited different sensations, how to build the tension slowly. His other hand joined, fingers sliding inside her, curling in a way that made her cry out. The glide was smooth, wet, perfect. She was panting, her hands fisting in the comforter.

“Have you ever explored here?” His voice was a rough whisper. The pad of his thumb pressed against the tight, forbidden knot of her asshole.

She shook her head wildly, words beyond her.

“It’s another source of intense pleasure,” he explained, as his thumb began to massage the sensitive rim, spreading lubricant. “When you’re ready. Relax for me.”

The intrusion was slow, inexorable. A burning stretch, so different from the fullness inside her pussy. But as his finger slid deeper, past the initial resistance, the sensation transformed. It sparked a deep, shocking burst of pleasure that seemed to connect directly to her core. Her inner muscles clenched around his other fingers, a gush of wetness soaking his hand and the sheets beneath her.

“Oh god,” she sobbed, her back arching.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his finger moving in her ass with a shallow rhythm. “See how your body connects?”

He withdrew both hands suddenly, leaving her empty and aching. He stood, peeling off the latex gloves with a sharp snap. Her eyes, glazed with need, watched as he undid the drawstring of his scrub pants. They pooled at his feet. He pulled down his boxer shorts.

His cock sprang free, thick and erect, the head flushed a deep red. Kendall’s mouth went dry. It was larger than the hairbrush handle, veined, and utterly real.

“This is the male anatomy,” he said, his tone still holding a thread of instruction, though it was strained now. He took himself in hand, giving a slow stroke. “The glans is the most sensitive part. The shaft responds to friction and pressure.”

He stepped closer to the bed. “A woman’s mouth can provide a unique stimulation. Would you like to try?”

She could only nod, pushing herself up on her elbows. He guided himself to her lips. The first touch of his skin against her mouth was electric. She opened for him, taking the head inside. The taste was musky, salty, profoundly masculine.

“Use your tongue,” he instructed, his voice tight. “Flat against the underside. Yes. Like that. Now take a little more. Let your lips form a seal.”

She obeyed, sinking down, learning the shape and feel of him. His low groan was the most rewarding sound she’d ever heard. She found a rhythm, one hand tentatively wrapping around the base of his shaft as she sucked. His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding.

“Perfect,” he gritted out. “You’re a natural.”

After a few minutes, he gently pulled himself from her mouth. “Enough. I want to be inside you now.”

He urged her to lie back fully. He positioned himself between her thighs, his body hovering over hers. The head of his cock nudged against her slick entrance. His eyes locked on hers.

“This might hurt for a moment,” he said, and there was no instruction now, only raw intent. “It’s your first time. Breathe.”

He pushed forward.

There was a sharp, tearing pain. Kendall gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. He stilled, buried to the hilt inside her. The feeling of being stretched, filled completely by him, was overwhelming. The pain quickly receded, melting into a feeling of incredible, aching fullness.

“Okay?” he murmured against her temple.

She nodded, her voice gone.

He began to move. Slow, deep strokes that dragged against every sensitive nerve inside her. The friction was exquisite, a building fire in her belly. His rhythm increased, his hips driving into her with more force. The bedframe tapped a soft, steady rhythm against the wall. Each thrust pushed a choked sound from her throat—pleasure, disbelief, surrender.

He shifted his angle, and suddenly he was hitting a spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. The coiled tension in her core snapped.

Her climax tore through her without warning, a violent, shaking wave that clenched around his invading length with a fierce, pulsating grip. She cried out, a sound she didn’t recognize as her own.

The feel of her tightening around him broke his control. With a ragged groan, he pulled out of her suddenly. Hot streaks of his release splashed across her stomach and lower belly, marking her with a shocking, possessive heat.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. He stayed above her, his weight on his elbows, his forehead damp against her shoulder. Slowly, he lifted his head. His blue eyes were dark, sated, but serious.

He reached for a towel from his medical bag, cleaning himself, then gently wiping her stomach. His touch was tender now, almost reverent.

He disposed of the towel, then sat on the edge of the bed, his back to her as he pulled his scrub pants back on. The silence stretched, thick with consequence.

Finally, he spoke, his voice low and utterly final. “Your mother can never know, Kendall. No one can ever know. This stays between us. Do you understand?”

She looked at the drying evidence on her skin, then at his broad back. The secret was inside her now, deeper than any piece of wood. It was a part of her.

“I understand,” she whispered, the promise feeling like both a shackle and a key.

THE MORNING AFTER

Sleep wouldn’t come.

Kendall lay in the dark, the sheets tangled around her legs, every nerve still humming from the afternoon. The memory played on a loop behind her closed eyelids—the clinical touch turning intimate, the shocking fullness of him inside her, the raw, possessive heat of his release on her skin. Her body felt different. Used. Known. A secret thrummed in her blood, a low, constant pulse of guilt and exhilaration.

She’d betrayed her mother. The thought was a cold stone in her stomach. Tara’s face, sharp and kind, flashed in her mind, and a wave of shame made her turn her face into the pillow. But the shame couldn’t smother the other feeling, the one that coiled hot and urgent between her thighs. The memory of his weight, his voice, his hands… her own fingers drifted down, tracing the sore, sensitive flesh. A fresh jolt of desire sparked, sharp and immediate. She pulled her hand back, clenching it into a fist.

It was wrong.

But it felt more real, more intense, than anything else in her eighteen years.

The night stretched on, a restless parade of tangled sheets and half-formed dreams where Brett’s blue eyes were the only constant. She woke at dawn, exhausted and aching, the secret feeling like a brand.

The morning light in the kitchen was too bright, too normal. The smell of coffee, the sound of the news on the TV. Tara stood at the counter, slicing fruit with efficient movements, her posture perfect in her weekend yoga clothes.

“Morning, sweetie,” Tara said, not looking up. “You’re up early.”

Kendall’s throat tightened. She couldn’t meet her mother’s eyes. “Couldn’t sleep,” she mumbled, sliding into a chair at the table.

Brett entered then, dressed in casual jeans and a grey t-shirt that stretched across his chest. He looked fresh, relaxed. He poured himself a cup of coffee, his movements easy. “Morning, ladies.”

“Morning,” Tara said, smiling at him. A normal, wifely smile.

Kendall stared at her cereal bowl, her pulse hammering. She felt his gaze brush over her, a quick, impersonal sweep. Nothing. No secret glance, no hidden heat. He was acting as if yesterday had never happened. The casualness of it was a new kind of shock.

He sat across from her, reading the news on his tablet. The silence was suffocating. Kendall pushed her cereal around, each clink of her spoon deafening. She was hyper-aware of him—the scent of his soap, the way his forearm rested on the table, the memory of those hands on her skin, inside her…

“Book club this morning, right?” Brett asked Tara, his voice conversational.

“Mmhmm. The Brontë novel. Should be back by one,” Tara said, rinsing her knife. She came over, dropping a kiss on Kendall’s head. “You okay, honey? You look pale.”

“Fine,” Kendall choked out. “Just tired.”

Tara studied her for a second, then shrugged. “Teenagers.” She grabbed her bag and keys. “Don’t forget the laundry, Brett.”

“I won’t.”

And then she was gone. The front door clicked shut. The sound seemed to echo in the sudden, heavy quiet of the kitchen.

Kendall kept her eyes down. She heard Brett take a slow sip of his coffee. The silence stretched, thick and charged.

“Kendall.”

His voice was different now. Lower. It wasn’t the stepdad voice. It was the voice from her bedroom yesterday.

She forced herself to look up. He was watching her, his blue eyes no longer casual. They were intense, focused. The tablet was forgotten on the table.

“Come with me,” he said. It wasn’t a request.

He stood and walked out of the kitchen without looking back. Kendall’s legs felt weak, but she pushed herself up and followed him. Down the hall, past her own room, to the master bedroom at the end. Her parents’ room. His room.

He held the door open for her. She stepped inside, the air smelling of Tara’s perfume and his clean, masculine scent. He closed the door. The soft click of the lock engaging sent a shiver straight down her spine.

He turned to face her. He leaned back against the door, his arms crossed over his chest. The casual pose was a contrast to the heat in his gaze.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it,” he said, the words simple, stark. “About you. All night.”

Her breath caught. She could only stare.

“Did you think about it?”

She nodded, a small, jerky movement.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“I thought about it a lot.” Her voice was stronger now, laced with the same desperate need she’d felt in the dark. “I couldn’t stop.”

A slow smile touched his lips. It wasn’t a friendly smile. It was hungry. He pushed off the door and crossed the space between them in two strides. His hands came up, framing her face. He looked into her eyes for a long, searching moment, and then his mouth was on hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was consuming. A claiming. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting her, and she melted against him, her hands clutching at his t-shirt. All the guilt, the confusion, burned away in that instant, replaced by pure, liquid fire.

His hands left her face, sliding down her sides to the hem of her sleep shirt. He broke the kiss only to pull it over her head, tossing it aside. Her shorts and panties followed in one swift motion, leaving her naked before him in the middle of her mother’s bedroom. The air was cool on her skin, but his gaze was scalding.

“So perfect,” he murmured, his eyes roaming over her body.

He made quick work of his own clothes, jeans and t-shirt falling to the floor. And there he was. Fully naked. The morning light from the windows played over the defined muscles of his chest and abdomen, the powerful lines of his thighs. And his cock, already thick and hard, curving up against his stomach.

He closed the distance again, his hands on her waist, and lowered his head to her breast. His mouth closed over her nipple, sucking hard. The sensation was a sharp, sweet pull that went straight to her core. She cried out, her fingers tangling in his blonde hair. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his teeth grazing, his tongue circling, until her knees felt unsteady.

He sank to his knees before her. His hands slid down her hips, urging her legs apart. Then his mouth was on her, his tongue finding her clit with unerring accuracy.

“Brett…” His name was a gasp.

He didn’t answer with words. He answered with his mouth, his tongue licking and probing, delving inside her, then circling her sensitive bud with a relentless, rhythmic pressure. He held her hips steady as she trembled, his stubble a rough contrast to the soft, wet heat of his tongue. The pleasure built fast, a tight, screaming coil. Her hands braced on his shoulders as her hips began to move against his face of their own accord.

He pushed her to the edge quickly, expertly, and then pulled back, leaving her shuddering and empty. Before she could protest, he stood, guiding her toward the large bed.

“On your hands and knees,” he said, his voice rough.

She climbed onto the cool duvet. He positioned himself behind her, his hands on her hips.

She obeyed, moving to the center of the bed, presenting herself to him. She felt exposed, vulnerable, utterly wanton. A moment later, the blunt, slick head of his cock pressed against her entrance from behind.

He pushed inside with one smooth, powerful thrust. The angle was different, deeper. He filled her completely, a stretching, perfect fullness that made her moan into the bedding. He set a punishing rhythm from the start, his hips slapping against her ass with each drive forward. The sound was raw, animal. Each thrust sent sparks of pleasure through her already over-sensitized body.

“You feel incredible,” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips hard, holding her in place for his use. “So tight. Taking me so well.”

She could only whimper, lost in the sensation of being fucked so thoroughly, so used. The guilt was a distant echo, drowned out by the physical reality of him. This was what she’d craved. This raw, forbidden connection.

After a few minutes, he slowed. He pulled out of her suddenly, leaving her clenching around emptiness. She made a soft, desperate sound.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his hand stroking her back. “I want to try something else. I want to be in your ass, Kendall.”

Her mind, fogged with pleasure, sharpened. A flicker of fear. She glanced over her shoulder. “Will it… will it hurt?”

“I’ll go slow,” he promised, his eyes dark with intent. “I’ll make it good for you. Do you trust me?”

Did she? She was naked, on her parents’ bed, her stepfather’s cock slick with her juices. Trust was a complicated word. But she wanted it. The memory of his finger there yesterday, the shocking burst of pleasure… she wanted more.

“Yes,” she breathed.

“Good girl.”

She heard him snap open a bottle of lubricant. His fingers, slick and cool, traced the tight furl of her asshole. He pressed one finger against it, then pushed inside. The burn was immediate, a sharp, unfamiliar stretch. She tensed.

“Relax,” he murmured, his finger working in slowly, gently. “Just breathe. Let it happen.”

She forced her muscles to unclench. The burning sensation eased, transforming into a strange, full pressure. He added more lubricant, then a second finger, stretching her carefully. The feeling was intense, overwhelming, but not entirely painful. As his fingers moved, a different kind of heat began to bloom, deep and insistent.

“Okay,” he said, his voice strained. “Ready for me?”

She nodded, her face pressed into the duvet.

He removed his fingers. The blunt, broad head of his cock replaced them, pressing insistently against her tight ring of muscle. The pressure was immense.

“Breathe out,” he commanded.

She exhaled, and as she did, he pushed forward.

The stretch was breathtaking. A burning, tearing sensation that made her gasp. He pushed past the initial resistance with a slow, relentless pressure until he was fully sheathed inside her, his hips flush against her ass. The feeling of being penetrated there was shocking, a violation so complete it circled back into a kind of dizzying possession. He was in her. In a place no one ever had been, or was ever supposed to be.

He held still, letting her adjust. The burning subsided, replaced by a deep, throbbing fullness that seemed to radiate through her entire pelvis.

“Okay?” he asked, his voice tight with restraint.

“Y-yes.”

He began to move. Slow, shallow strokes at first, each one dragging a moan from her throat. The friction was incredible, a sharp, bright pleasure-pain that ignited every nerve. As her body relaxed, accepting him, his strokes grew longer, deeper. He fucked her ass with a steady, driving rhythm, his hands gripping her hips.

One of his hands left her hip, sliding around her body. His fingers found her clit, wet and swollen. He rubbed it in time with his thrusts.

The dual sensation was too much. The deep, penetrating thrusts in her ass, the clever, circling pressure on her clit—it built a climax unlike anything she’d ever felt. It didn’t crest in waves; it detonated. A violent, full-body convulsion that ripped a scream from her lungs. Her inner muscles clenched around nothing, while the ring of muscle gripping his cock spasmed tightly, milking him.

Her climax triggered his. With a raw, guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt in her ass and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing release of his orgasm deep inside her, a final, possessive claim. He shuddered against her, his weight pressing her down into the mattress.

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

Then, from downstairs, the distinct sound of the front door opening.

“Shit,” Brett hissed, pulling out of her quickly.

Panic shot through Kendall, cold and sobering. Tara was home early.

They scrambled. Brett grabbed his clothes, pulling on his jeans with frantic haste. Kendall snatched her shirt and shorts from the floor, her hands shaking too badly to get them on. Brett was at the door, unlocking it, peering out into the hall. He gestured for her to hurry.

She finally got her clothes on, just as Tara’s voice called up the stairs. “Hello? Anyone home?”

“In the bedroom!” Brett called back, his voice perfectly normal. He ran a hand through his hair, then turned to Kendall. His eyes were urgent. “Go. Now. Act normal.”

She slipped past him, out into the hallway. She heard Tara’s footsteps on the stairs.

Kendall ducked into the hallway bathroom, closing the door softly. She leaned against it, her heart pounding against her ribs. She could feel the slick, aching evidence of what they’d done between her legs, the deeper, throbbing reminder in her ass. The guilt came crashing back, a tidal wave that stole her breath.

But beneath the guilt, under the fear of being caught, the ember of desire still glowed, hotter than ever. She had never, in her entire life, been more turned on. Her body felt alive, used, his.

She was falling for him. And it terrified her.

TAKE YOUR DAUGHTER TO WORK DAY

The week that followed was a blur of stolen glances and charged silence. Every family dinner, every casual conversation in the living room, felt like a performance. Kendall moved through her days in a haze, her body a live wire of memory and anticipation. The soreness faded, but the deeper ache—the need for his touch, his possession—only grew.

When Brett mentioned “Take Your Daughter to Work Day” over pancakes on Friday, Kendall’s fork froze halfway to her mouth.

“It’s a bit juvenile for a college student, I know,” he said, his tone light as he glanced at Tara. “But the clinic is doing an open house for staff families. I thought Kendall might find the tour interesting. See a different side of medicine.”

Tara smiled, wiping her hands on a dish towel. “That’s a wonderful idea. It’ll give you two some bonding time.” The innocence of the statement made Kendall’s stomach twist.

“Sure,” Kendall managed, her voice a little too high. “Sounds… educational.”

Brett’s eyes met hers across the table. The look in them was anything but paternal. “I’ll make sure it’s informative.”

The clinic was modern and sterile, all soft lighting and hushed tones. Brett, in a crisp white coat over a dress shirt and tie, was a different person here—authoritative, respected. He introduced her to nurses and receptionists as his stepdaughter, his hand a casual, guiding pressure on the small of her back that burned through her blouse.

“This is Kendall,” he’d say, his voice warm and professional. The touch lingered a second too long each time.

They saw the waiting area, the front desk, the minor procedure suite. It was all so normal, so clean. So at odds with the secret pulsing inside her.

Finally, after the official tour was over and the other visiting families had left, Brett guided her down a quieter hallway. “One more thing to see,” he said, his voice dropping. He used a key on a door marked ‘Exam 3’.

The room was cold. A stark, padded table dominated the center, with silver stirrups at the end. A tray of instruments sat covered by a sterile cloth. A computer on a rolling cart. The smell was antiseptic, impersonal.

Brett locked the door behind them. The sound of the bolt sliding home was deafening in the quiet.

He turned, leaning back against the door, his white coat falling open. The professional mask was gone. His blue eyes were dark with intent.

“Take off your clothes,” he said. The command was quiet, absolute. “Everything. Then get on the table. Feet in the stirrups.”

A thrill, sharp and electric, shot through her. This was the fantasy, made terrifyingly real. The risk was a tangible thing in the air—the murmur of voices somewhere down the hall, the chance of a janitor, a colleague needing a room. Her hands trembled as she obeyed, fumbling with the buttons of her blouse, the zipper of her jeans. The clothes pooled on the polished floor. The air in the room was cool on her naked skin, raising goosebumps.

She climbed onto the exam table, the paper sheet crinkling loudly under her. The vinyl was cold against her back and thighs. She swung her legs up, sliding her feet into the cold metal stirrups. The position was profoundly exposing, her knees falling open, every intimate part of her on display for him. She felt a flush of humiliation, which only fed the heat coiling low in her belly.

Brett approached, his shoes silent on the tile. He didn’t touch her at first. He just looked, his gaze a physical caress that traveled from her face, down her torso, to the apex of her thighs. His expression was one of clinical appreciation mixed with stark hunger.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her.

He rolled a stool over and sat between her spread legs. His touch, when it came, was cool and slick with gel from a dispenser. A single finger traced her outer lips, a slow, maddening circuit.

“You’re already wet,” he observed, his voice low. “Anticipating this.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. His finger slid inside her, deep, in one smooth motion. Kendall gasped, her hips lifting off the table. The intrusion was familiar now, but the context made it new. He was her stepfather, her doctor, in his place of work, and he was fingering her with a detached, expert precision that drove her insane.

He added a second finger, stretching her, curling them forward. He found a spot inside her that made her jolt, a bright spark of pleasure. He focused there, rubbing in a slow, relentless rhythm with his fingers while his thumb circled her clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Her breath came in short, sharp pants. She bit her lip to keep from crying out.

“You have to be quiet,” he reminded her, his eyes locked on where his hand worked her. “The walls aren’t that thick.”

The warning only heightened everything. Each gasp she stifled, each moan she swallowed, made the pleasure feel more illicit, more desperate. Her muscles clenched around his fingers, pulling them deeper. The wet, slick sounds of his movements were obscenely loud in the quiet room.

He withdrew his fingers suddenly, leaving her clenching around emptiness. She whimpered, a soft, needy sound.

From a drawer beneath the exam table, he pulled out a smooth, silicone object. It was shaped like a cock, a pale, veined replica. He coated it generously with clear gel.

“This is for patient education,” he said, his voice a rough parody of his professional tone. “To demonstrate anatomy. Let’s see how you take it.”

He pressed the cold, blunt tip against her entrance. She was so wet, so ready, it slid in with shocking ease. But it was big. Thicker than his fingers. It filled her in a steady, stretching invasion. He pushed it deeper, watching her face as her mouth fell open in a silent cry.

When it was fully seated, he began to move it. Slow, deep pulls, then pushes. The synthetic material glided against her sensitized walls, hitting that same perfect spot with every inward stroke. The sensation was incredible, a steady, building pressure. Her juices soaked the toy, making wet, squelching noises with each thrust.

“Look at you,” he breathed, his own control fraying. “Taking it so well. Dripping for it.”

He increased the pace, fucking her with the dildo in a firm, mechanical rhythm. The headboard of the exam table tapped softly against the wall with each drive forward. The sound was a tiny, terrifying metronome marking their risk. Kendall’s hands gripped the edges of the table, her knuckles white. Pleasure coiled tight in her core, a spring wound to breaking. She was so close, teetering on the edge, but the toy, for all its perfection, wasn’t him.

“Please,” she begged, the word a strained whisper. “Brett… I need… the real thing. Please.”

He stilled the dildo, buried deep inside her. His blue eyes burned into hers. For a moment, he seemed to war with himself, the doctor versus the man. The man won.

With a sharp movement, he pulled the toy from her and dropped it onto the tray with a clatter. He stood, his fingers going to his belt. The sound of his zipper was the most erotic thing she’d ever heard. He pushed his pants and briefs down just enough to free himself.

He was already hard, thick and flushed. He stroked himself once, twice, spreading the moisture beading at his tip. He didn’t use more gel. He used her own wetness, slicking himself with it as he stepped back between her legs.

He guided himself to her, the hot, living flesh of him a stark contrast to the cool silicone. The broad head nudged against her swollen, eager opening.

“Remember,” he whispered, a fierce, hot promise. “Quiet.”

He pushed inside.

The feeling was transcendent. The realness of him—the heat, the pulse, the slight give of his skin—obliterated the memory of the toy. He filled her more completely, stretching her in a way that was uniquely his. She arched her back, a strangled gasp escaping her lips before she bit down on them again.

He set a deep, deliberate pace. Each stroke was a long, slow possession, withdrawing almost completely before sinking back in to the hilt. The angle was perfect. Each time he buried himself, the base of his cock rubbed firmly against her clit. The pleasure was a steady, rising tide, impossible to ignore.

Kendall’s world narrowed to the feeling of him moving inside her, the crinkle of the paper beneath her, the muffled sound of a phone ringing somewhere down the hall. The risk was a drug. Every footstep that passed the door, every distant voice, sent a fresh jolt of fear and arousal straight to her core. Her internal muscles clenched around him, gripping him tight, pulling him deeper.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his own breath becoming ragged. He braced his hands on the table on either side of her hips, his arms taut. His thrusts lost their measured control, becoming harder, faster. The exam table creaked in protest. “Come for me. Now.”

The command, the raw need in his voice, was the final trigger. The coil snapped. Her climax ripped through her without warning, a silent, convulsing storm. Her back bowed off the table, her mouth open in a soundless scream as waves of intense pleasure radiated out from where they were joined. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around his invading length, gushing hot fluid that soaked them both.

Feeling her convulse around him broke his restraint. With a choked, guttural groan, he drove into her one last, deep time and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, a claiming so intimate it stole her breath. He shuddered above her, his weight sagging onto his arms.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their harsh, mingled breaths and the faint hum of the clinic’s HVAC.

Slowly, carefully, he pulled out of her. The loss of him felt profound. He cleaned himself quickly with a paper towel. He handed her a wad of them. The cool, rough paper was a shock against her sensitive flesh as she wiped between her legs. The evidence of what they’d done was unmistakable.

They dressed in silence, the air still thick with sex and danger. Brett straightened his tie, smoothed his hair. He looked every bit the respectable doctor again, except for a faint flush high on his cheeks.

The drive home was quiet. Kendall stared out the window, the suburban streets blurring past. The guilt was a cold stone settling in her gut, heavier now. They’d done it in his workplace. The audacity of it was staggering.

Tara was in the kitchen when they walked in, preparing dinner. “So?” she asked, smiling at Kendall. “How was it? Did you learn anything interesting?”

Kendall’s throat closed. She could still feel the phantom stretch of him inside her, the slick wetness between her thighs. She forced a smile, her cheeks aching with the effort.

“It was… informative,” she said, echoing her breakfast words. Her voice sounded strange to her own ears. “Really… eye-opening. I’m just tired. I think I’ll go lie down.”

She didn’t wait for a response. She fled down the hall to her bedroom, closing the door behind her and leaning against it, her heart hammering against her ribs.

A SPECIAL GIFT

The silence in the house was a living thing. Tara had left for a late shift at the office an hour ago, the sound of her car fading down the street. Kendall sat on the couch, a textbook open but unread on her lap. Every nerve was tuned to Brett’s presence. He was in his study, the soft click of his keyboard the only sign of him.

When he appeared in the doorway, she jumped.

He held a long, elegant box wrapped in dark paper. No ribbon. His expression was unreadable.

“I have something for you,” he said. His voice was calm, but it carried a weight that made the air in the room feel thinner.

“What is it?”

“A gift. For being such an… attentive student.” A ghost of a smile touched his lips. “Come with me.”

He didn’t wait. He turned and walked toward the master bedroom. Kendall’s heart hammered against her ribs. She set the textbook aside and followed, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor.

He stood beside the bed, the box in his hands. The room was tidy, the bed made with military precision. Tara’s influence. He placed the box on the duvet.

“Open it.”

Her fingers fumbled with the paper. Inside the box, nestled on black velvet, were two items. A coil of deep red silk rope, soft and lustrous. And beside it, a delicate riding crop, its handle polished wood, its fall a slim, supple strip of black leather.

Her breath caught. She looked from the objects to his face.

“I’m your doctor,” he said, his tone low and even. “And I’m your stepfather. I know your body’s limits. I know exactly how much you can take. And I know what you need.” He picked up the crop, flexing it slightly. It made a soft, threatening whish in the quiet room. “This isn’t about punishment. It’s about focus. About sensation. About trust.”

He placed the crop back in the box. His eyes pinned her. “Strip. Now. Everything.”

A shiver, equal parts fear and raw desire, raced through her. She obeyed, her movements slow. The t-shirt over her head. The shorts pushed down her hips. Her panties followed. She stood naked before him, the afternoon light from the window painting her skin in gold.

His gaze traveled over her, a slow, possessive inventory. “Good.” He undid his own belt, his zipper. He pushed his pants and briefs down just enough to free his cock. It was already half-hard, thickening as he took himself in hand. “On your knees.”

She sank to the carpet, the fibers rough against her skin. He stepped closer, the tip of his cock level with her lips. The scent of him, clean and musky, filled her senses.

“Worship it,” he commanded, his hand cupping the back of her head. “Show me how much you want it.”

She leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty bead of moisture at his slit. A low groan rumbled in his chest. She opened her mouth wider, taking the head inside. The skin was smooth, hot. She swirled her tongue around the crown, then sank down, taking more of him. Her lips stretched around his girth. She moved her head, establishing a rhythm, her hand wrapping around the base to stroke what her mouth couldn’t reach.

He let her work, his fingers threading through her hair, not forcing, just guiding. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Use your tongue. Yes. Just like that.”

She lost herself in the act, in the weight of him on her tongue, the subtle thrusts of his hips as he fed himself deeper into her throat. Her own need pulsed between her legs, a hot, empty ache. She was wet, her juices slick on her inner thighs.

After a few minutes, he pulled back, his cock slipping from her mouth with a soft pop. “Enough.” His voice was rough. “Up. Bend over the foot of the bed.”

She rose on shaky legs, turning to face the bed. She bent at the waist, her palms flat on the duvet, her ass presented to him. She heard him pick up the crop.

“Stay still.”

The first strike came without warning. A sharp crack of leather against flesh. The pain was immediate, a bright, stinging line across the crest of her right buttock. She yelped, her body jerking forward.

“I said still.”

The second strike landed on the other cheek. This one burned deeper, the sting spreading in a hot wave. A gasp tore from her throat. But beneath the pain, something else ignited—a sharp, electric arousal that made her clench around nothing.

He struck her again, and again. Methodical. Alternating cheeks. Each impact was a shock of sensation that melted into a throbbing heat. Her skin grew warm, sensitized. Her yelps turned into low, choked moans. With each strike, her hips pushed back unconsciously, seeking more.

He paused. His hand, warm and large, smoothed over the heated skin of her ass. “Beautiful,” he whispered. “Taking it so perfectly. You’re flushed for me.” His fingers dipped between her legs from behind, sliding through her slick folds. “And you’re dripping. The pain turns you on, doesn’t it?”

She could only nod, her face pressed into the bedding.

He withdrew his fingers. “On the bed. On your back.”

She scrambled onto the mattress, lying down in the center. He picked up the coil of silk rope. He took her right wrist, looping the rope around it with quick, efficient knots. He tied the other end to one of the vertical bars of the wrought iron headboard. He repeated the process with her left wrist, spreading her arms wide, leaving her utterly exposed and bound.

The silk was soft but unyielding. A gentle tug confirmed she was secured. The vulnerability was absolute, terrifying, and unbearably exciting.

Brett stood at the foot of the bed, looking down at her. He shed his pants completely, then his shirt, until he was as naked as she was. His body was a landscape of muscle and intent. He climbed onto the bed, settling between her spread legs.

He didn’t enter her. He lowered his head.

His mouth on her was a different kind of assault. His tongue was flat and broad, licking a slow, wet stripe from her entrance all the way up to her clit. She cried out, her back arching, the ropes pulling taut. He focused on her clit, sucking the sensitive bud into his mouth, applying a rhythmic pressure that had her thrashing her head side to side.

“Brett… oh god…”

He didn’t let up. He feasted on her, his tongue probing, circling, flicking. One hand pinned her hip to the mattress, the other slid two fingers inside her, curling upward. He fucked her with his fingers in time with the suction of his mouth.

The pleasure was too intense, too focused. It built in her core, a screaming tension. The combination of being tied down and completely at the mercy of his mouth pushed her toward the edge faster than she thought possible.

“I’m… I’m gonna…”

He pulled his mouth away, leaving her clit throbbing and exposed to the cool air. “Not yet.” His fingers continued their relentless rhythm inside her. “You come when I tell you to.”

The denial was a sweet agony. She whimpered, her hips bucking against his hand. He leaned down again, this time using the very tip of his tongue to trace frantic, tiny circles around her clit. The sensation was maddening. She was so close, hovering on a precipice, held there by his will.

Finally, he rose up on his knees. He positioned himself over her, his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. He looked down at her, his blue eyes dark with possession. “Now,” he growled. “Come for me.”

He slammed into her in one deep, brutal thrust.

The command, the sudden, perfect fullness, broke her. Her orgasm erupted, a violent, convulsing wave that crashed through her with no warning. Her vision whited out. A raw, ragged scream tore from her throat as her pussy clenched and spasmed around his invading length, milking him deep inside her.

He didn’t stop. He fucked her through the climax, his thrusts hard and fast, pounding into her sensitive, contracting flesh. The bedframe knocked against the wall with a steady, driving rhythm. Each stroke dragged over her oversensitive clit, prolonging the shocks of pleasure into a continuous, overwhelming current.

“Mine,” he grunted, his voice strained with effort. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open, driving deeper. “This cunt is mine.”

She could only take it, her body boneless, her mind blank with sensation. The ropes bit into her wrists, a sharp counterpoint to the deep, pounding pleasure. He was claiming her, marking her from the inside out.

His pace became frantic, losing its rhythm. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself to the hilt and held. A hot, pulsing rush flooded her, his release joining the wet heat of her own. He groaned, a long, low sound of utter satisfaction, his body shuddering above hers.

He collapsed forward, catching his weight on his forearms beside her head. His breath was hot against her neck. For a long minute, they stayed like that, joined. The only sounds were their ragged breathing and the faint creak of the bed.

Slowly, gently, he pulled out of her. He moved to the headboard, his fingers working deftly at the silk knots. The ropes fell away. Her wrists were marked with faint, pink lines. He brought each wrist to his mouth, kissing the tender skin.

He lay down beside her, pulling her against his side. Her body felt used, heavy, completely spent. Her mind was a jumble.

Her fingers traced the warm, raised welts on her ass. They throbbed with a pleasant, lingering heat. In the dimming light, she knew they would darken into bruises. Secret badges. Proof of his possession, hidden under her clothes.

A new thought, cold and sharp, pierced the haze of satisfaction.

Is this all I am? A toy he gets to play with? To tie up and hit and fuck when my mother isn’t home?

She nestled closer to his warmth, her hand splayed on his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart. The marks on her skin tingled. She craved them. She craved him.

But the worry remained, a tiny, cold seed taking root in the heat of her afterglow.

Brett’s arm tightened around her. “You were perfect,” he murmured into her hair, his voice sleepy, satisfied.

She closed her eyes, the words settling over her like a blanket. Perfect for what? For him? For this?

She kept her questions to herself and pressed her face into his chest, the stillness of the house feeling less like peace and more like the calm before a storm.

DANGER AT THE DINNER TABLE

The family dinner was a minefield. Tara had made a roast chicken, the air rich with the scent of rosemary and garlic. The conversation was light, focused on Tara’s work, the weather, the mundane glue that held their family fiction together.

Kendall pushed her peas around her plate, hyper-aware of Brett seated directly across from her. Every time his eyes met hers, a jolt went straight to her core. She wore loose cotton shorts and a tank top, a flimsy armor.

“So, Kendall,” Tara said, sipping her wine. “Your midterms start next week, right? Are you feeling prepared?”

Kendall opened her mouth to answer, but a sudden touch on her inner thigh made her words die. Under the table, Brett’s bare foot—he’d kicked off his loafer—slid up her leg. His toes traced a slow, deliberate path from her knee upward, the warmth of his skin searing through the thin cotton of her shorts.

She froze, her fork clinking softly against her plate.

“Kendall?” Tara prompted, a slight frown on her elegant face.

“Y-yes,” Kendall stammered, forcing her gaze to her mother’s. “Anatomy is… it’s tough. But I’m studying.” As she spoke, Brett’s foot reached the hem of her shorts and slipped beneath it. His toes brushed the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, a hair’s breadth from her panties.

A hot flush spread up her neck. She pressed her thighs together, trapping his foot, but he didn’t pull away. He pressed harder, a firm, insistent pressure.

“Brett, you took anatomy, didn’t you?” Tara asked, turning to him with a smile. “Any advice for our student?”

Brett leaned back in his chair, the picture of relaxed paternal interest. His face was calm, his blue eyes attentive. Under the table, his foot began a slow, rubbing motion against her.

“It’s all about memorization and application,” he said, his voice smooth. “Understanding the systems, how they connect. The practical exams are the hardest. You have to be able to… identify things under pressure.” As he said “identify,” his toes nudged higher, the rough pad of his big toe making direct contact with the damp crotch of her panties.

Kendall’s breath hitched. She grabbed her water glass, her fingers trembling. The cold liquid did nothing to douse the fire he was stoking. The risk was insane. Tara was right there, three feet away, completely oblivious. The thrill was a drug, sharp and addictive. Her panties were soaked, the wet fabric a secret confession pressed against his skin.

“Kendall, you’re awfully quiet,” Tara noted, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You look flushed. Are you coming down with something?”

“No,” Kendall said, too quickly. “Just… warm. The food is great, Mom.” She shifted in her chair, a tiny movement that only gave Brett’s foot better access. He took advantage, applying a steady, circling pressure right over her clit through the cotton.

Pleasure, bright and shocking, lanced through her. She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from moaning. Her knuckles were white around her fork.

“She’s probably just nervous about the exams,” Brett said, his tone soothing. He took a sip of his own wine, his eyes holding Kendall’s over the rim of the glass. A challenge. A promise. “She just needs to focus. Block out… distractions.”

His foot moved again, this time sliding to the side, hooking under the leg band of her panties. With a subtle tug, he pulled the fabric aside. The cool air of the dining room hit her exposed flesh for a second before the warm skin of his foot returned, this time with nothing between them. The direct contact was electric. His toes were slick with her moisture now, and he used it, tracing a slow, maddening line along her slit.

Kendall’s vision blurred. She was going to come. Right here at the dinner table, with her mother asking about her study habits. The coil in her belly was wound impossibly tight, each slow rub of his toes pushing her closer to the edge.

Tara reached for her napkin. As she lifted it, a corner brushed her wine glass. The napkin fluttered from her fingers, drifting down toward the floor.

“Oh, clumsy me,” Tara murmured.

She started to bend down to retrieve it.

No. No no no.

Panic, cold and absolute, doused the heat in Kendall’s veins. She jerked her knees together, a violent, convulsive movement. Brett’s foot was yanked away, his leg pulling back under his own chair just as Tara’s head dipped below the table level.

The world stopped. Kendall heard the rustle of Tara’s shirt, the soft sound of her picking up the napkin. Two seconds. Three.

Tara reappeared, placing the napkin back in her lap. “There we go.”

Kendall’s heart was a frantic bird trying to escape her ribs. She dared a glance at Brett. He was cutting his chicken, his expression serene. But she saw the rapid pulse in his throat, the slight tension in his jaw. He’d been scared too. The shared fear was its own intimacy.

The rest of the meal passed in a blur of strained conversation. Kendall could still feel the ghost of his touch, the wetness between her legs a constant, aching reminder. Every time she looked at him, she saw the hunger in his eyes, barely contained.

Hours later, Kendall lay in the dark of her bedroom, staring at the ceiling. The house was silent. Tara had gone to bed early, exhausted from her day. Sleep was impossible. Her body still hummed with the adrenaline and arousal from dinner.

The soft click of her door opening was louder than a gunshot.

She tensed, pulling the sheet up to her chin. A silhouette filled the doorway, backlit by the faint hall light. Brett. He slipped inside, closing the door without a sound. The lock turned with a quiet, definitive snick.

He crossed the room in three strides and sat on the edge of her bed. In the moonlight, his face was all sharp angles and shadowed intent.

“I can’t wait,” he whispered, his voice a rough scrape in the dark. “I have to have you. Right now.”

Before she could answer, his hands were on her. He yanked the sheet and blanket down. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her pajama shorts and panties, dragging them down her legs in one impatient motion. The cool air kissed her bare skin. He pulled her tank top up and over her head, leaving her completely naked on the bed.

He didn’t give her time to feel exposed. He leaned down, his mouth capturing hers in a fierce, consuming kiss. It was all tongue and teeth and desperate need. His hands were everywhere—cupping her breasts, squeezing her waist, gripping her hips.

He broke the kiss, his mouth trailing down her neck, her collarbone. He took one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard, his tongue flicking the taut peak. A sharp gasp escaped her. He moved to the other, giving it the same relentless attention, his teeth grazing the sensitive flesh just enough to make her arch off the mattress.

He continued his descent, his lips and tongue painting a hot, wet path down her sternum, over her quivering stomach. He pushed her thighs apart, his hands holding her open.

His breath was hot against her pussy. He didn’t tease. He buried his face between her legs.

The first flat stroke of his tongue from her entrance to her clit made her whole body jerk. He groaned, the sound vibrating against her. He ate her like a starving man, his tongue delving deep inside her, then swirling around her clit, then spearing inside again. He used his lips, sucking the swollen bud. He used the firm tip of his tongue to tap a frantic rhythm against it.

The sensations were too much, too intense after the hours of tension. Pleasure gathered in her core, a storm building with terrifying speed. She tangled her hands in his hair, holding him to her, her hips lifting off the bed to meet his mouth. A moan built in her throat, loud and helpless.

He pulled his mouth away, his hand clamping over her lips. “Quiet,” he hissed, his own breathing ragged. “You have to be quiet, baby. She’s right down the hall.”

The warning, the use of “baby,” the sheer danger of it, sent another wave of heat through her. She nodded against his palm, her eyes wide in the dark.

He returned to her, his mouth even more demanding. He added two fingers, sliding them deep inside her, curling them upward. He fucked her with his fingers in a steady, driving rhythm while his tongue focused on her clit.

The dual assault was relentless. The pressure coiled tighter, tighter. Her thighs trembled. She bit down on the meat of her own hand to stifle the cries threatening to burst free. She was right there, balanced on a razor’s edge.

He felt it. He pulled his mouth away again, leaving her throbbing and empty. “Not yet,” he panted.

He rose up on his knees, fumbling with his pajama pants. He freed his cock, thick and rigid in the moonlight. He gripped himself, stroking once, twice, the head glistening.

“Suck it,” he commanded, his voice thick. “Get it wet for me.”

She pushed herself up on her elbows, leaning forward. She took him into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the crown, tasting the salt of his pre-come. She took him deeper, her lips stretching, her hand working the base. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the weight and heat of him, in the soft groans he couldn’t suppress.

After a minute, he pulled back. “Enough. Lie back.”

She fell back against the pillows. He moved over her, bracing himself on his arms. The head of his cock nudged against her soaked entrance. He pushed inside.

The feeling of being filled by him, here in her own bed, with her mother sleeping mere yards away, was the most illicit thing she’d ever experienced. He sank in slowly, stretching her, a deep, burning fullness that stole her breath. When he was fully seated, he paused, his forehead dropping to hers.

“You’re mine,” he breathed into her mouth. “All mine.”

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were hard, deep, and fast from the start. There was no slow build, no gentle warm-up. This was pure, aggressive need. Each drive of his hips slammed her body up the bed, the headboard tapping a soft, frantic rhythm against the wall. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, his eyes locked on hers in the dark.

The sound of their bodies meeting was a wet, rhythmic slap. The scent of sex filled the room. Every nerve in her body was alive, screaming with pleasure. The angle was perfect—with each deep plunge, the base of his cock ground against her clit. The friction was exquisite, building the pressure right back to where it had been.

“Touch yourself,” he grunted, his pace never faltering. “Make yourself come. Do it.”

Her hand slid between their sweat-slick bodies. Her fingers found her clit, already swollen and hypersensitive from his mouth. The moment she touched it, a shockwave of sensation ripped through her. She circled the bud in time with his thrusts, the combined stimulation pushing her instantly to the brink.

Her orgasm exploded without warning. It tore through her, violent and silent. Her back arched, her mouth open in a soundless scream as waves of intense, pulsing pleasure radiated out from her core. Her pussy clenched around him in tight, fluttering spasms, milking his length.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. His rhythm broke, his thrusts becoming erratic, desperate. With a choked, guttural groan, he drove into her one last, deep time and held. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release flooding her, a claiming so intimate it felt more profound than anything before. He shuddered above her, his full weight sinking onto her for a moment before he caught himself.

They lay there, joined, panting in the dark, the only sound their ragged breaths and the pounding of blood in their ears.

From down the hall, a faint, distinct sound cut through the haze.

The creak of a floorboard. Then another.

Tara.

Brett froze. Kendall’s eyes flew open, meeting his in the dark. They were wide with identical panic.

They heard the soft shuffle of footsteps. A door opening. The sound of the bathroom light switch. The quiet click of the bathroom door closing.

Brett moved faster than she thought possible. He pulled out of her, the sudden emptiness a shock. He grabbed his pajama pants, yanking them on. He leaned down, his lips against her ear. “Clean up. Go to sleep.”

He was at her door in two silent steps. He unlocked it, cracked it open, and peered into the hall. A sliver of light from the bathroom spilled onto the carpet. He slipped out, pulling the door shut behind him without a sound.

Kendall lay in the dark, the wet heat between her thighs cooling rapidly. The smell of sex and sweat clung to her sheets. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of fear and fading ecstasy.

She heard the bathroom door open again. Tara’s footsteps, slower now, returning to her bedroom. The soft click of her door closing.

Silence.

Kendall pulled her sheet up to her chin, her body trembling. The danger was no longer a thrilling undercurrent. It was a cold, hard reality, sitting in the center of her chest.

They were playing a dangerous game.

And both of them could lose everything.

A FORBIDDEN CONFESSION

The midterm grade glared up from her laptop screen, a stark, unforgiving ‘D’. Kendall’s stomach sank. She’d stared at the diagrams of the reproductive system and seen only Brett’s hands, his mouth, the possessive look in his eyes. The lecture notes were a blur next to the memory of silk rope and the sharp crack of leather.

She heard his car in the driveway, the familiar hum of the garage door. Her heart, which had been heavy with disappointment, gave a traitorous leap. She closed her laptop and went downstairs, finding him in the kitchen, loosening his tie.

“Hey,” she said, leaning against the doorway.

He looked up, a warm smile touching his lips. “Hey yourself. How was your day?”

“I got my anatomy midterm back.” She tried to keep her voice steady. “I failed it.”

His smile faded into a look of mild concern. “That’s not like you. What happened?”

“I don’t know. I couldn’t focus. I keep thinking about… everything.” She gestured vaguely, her eyes searching his. “About us. About what this is. What I’m even doing with my life if I’m just… distracted all the time.”

He set his briefcase down and walked over to her. He didn’t touch her, but his presence was a physical force. “You’re overthinking it. It’s one test.”

“It’s not just the test, Brett. It’s… the sneaking around. The hiding. I’m tired of being your dirty little secret. I’m tired of being the thing you use when my mother isn't looking.”

He sighed, a soft, patient sound that grated on her nerves. He reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. His fingers brushed her cheek. “You’re not a thing. You’re everything. But we can’t talk about this here. Not now.”

“When, then?” she pressed, pulling her head back slightly. “When is it ever the right time? It’s always about the next time we can fuck. Never about… me.”

His blue eyes held hers, and for a second, she saw a flicker of something—impatience, maybe. Then it was gone, replaced by a familiar heat. His thumb stroked her lower lip. “You want to talk about you? Let’s talk about how you come apart for me. How you taste. How tight you feel. That’s who you are with me. That’s real.”

He leaned in, his mouth hovering over hers. “That’s what you need to think about. Not some grade.”

The kiss he pressed to her lips wasn’t gentle. It was a diversion. And for a moment, she melted into it, the old hunger rising up to silence the new doubts. But as his tongue swept into her mouth, the cold seed of worry from days before sprouted, thorny and insistent.

She pulled away. “No.”

His eyebrows lifted.

“I need… I need some space. To think.” She turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving him standing there.

For three days, she avoided him. She ate quickly and retreated to her room. She buried herself in textbooks she couldn’t comprehend. She jumped at every sound in the house, her body thrumming with a confusing mix of longing and resentment. The silence between them grew thick, charged with unspoken words.

On Saturday afternoon, Tara announced she was heading to the home decor outlet across town. “It’ll be a few hours,” she said, grabbing her keys. “Don’t burn the house down.”

The moment the front door closed, the atmosphere shifted. Kendall felt it like a change in barometric pressure. She was in her room, trying to read, when her phone buzzed.

Brett: My office. Now.

Two words. A command. Her pulse hammered. She thought about ignoring it. But her feet were already carrying her down the hall.

He was seated behind his large, polished oak desk, still in his weekend clothes—a soft grey henley and dark jeans. The room smelled of leather and old paper. He looked up as she entered, his expression unreadable.

“Close the door.”

She did, leaning back against it as if it could support her.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair opposite him.

She sat, perching on the edge, her hands clasped in her lap.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” he stated. His voice was calm, clinical almost.

“I told you. I needed to think.”

“About what?”

She took a shaky breath. This was it. “About what this is. About what I am to you. You say I’m everything, but your actions… it’s like I’m a secret hobby. A convenient hole. Do you even… do you love me, Brett? Or am I just the girl in the house you can fuck?”

The question hung in the quiet room, stark and terrifying.

Brett didn’t move for a long moment. He just looked at her, his blue eyes intense. Then, slowly, he pushed his chair back and stood. He came around the desk, not stopping until he was standing right in front of her. He crouched down, putting them at eye level. He took her face in both his hands, his touch surprisingly gentle.

“Look at me,” he whispered.

She met his gaze, her vision blurring with unshed tears.

“Kendall,” he said, her name a soft prayer on his lips. “Of course I love you. How can you not know that? Every time I touch you, it’s because I’m desperate for you. Every time I make you come, it’s because the sound of you falling apart is the only thing that makes me feel whole. You’re not a convenience. You’re an obsession. You’re the only real thing in my life.”

He leaned forward and kissed her. This kiss was different. It was slow, deep, pouring every word he’d just said into the connection of their mouths. It was a confession. She felt it in the tender sweep of his tongue, in the slight tremble of his hands on her cheeks. A sob caught in her throat, and she kissed him back, all her doubt dissolving in the raw honesty of his touch.

When they broke apart, both were breathing heavily. His eyes searched hers. “Do you believe me?”

She nodded, a tear finally escaping down her cheek. He caught it with his thumb.

“Good.” The word was firm. The tenderness shifted, transforming into a different kind of intensity. “Now I need to show you.”

His hands went to the hem of her t-shirt. He pulled it up and over her head. Her bra followed, the clasp giving way under his expert fingers. The cool air of the office raised goosebumps on her skin. He stood, pulling her to her feet. He undid the button of her jeans, dragged the zipper down, and pushed them and her panties down her legs in one smooth motion. She stepped out of the puddle of fabric, completely naked before him in the austere, masculine room.

He cleared a spot on his desk, sending a cascade of pens and papers to the floor. “Up,” he said, his voice husky.

He lifted her, his hands strong under her thighs, and set her down on the polished wood. The surface was cool and hard against her bare skin. He pushed her knees apart, stepping between them. His eyes drank her in—her flushed chest, her peaked nipples, the glistening evidence of her arousal already gathering between her legs.

He didn’t undress. He simply leaned in, his mouth finding her neck, her collarbone, the slope of her breast. He sucked a nipple into the heat of his mouth, the fabric of his henley rough against her sensitive skin. The contrast was dizzying. She tangled her hands in his hair, holding him to her.

He kissed his way down her stomach, his hands sliding up to grip her hips. He dropped to his knees on the plush office rug.

When his mouth found her core, she cried out, her head falling back. This wasn’t the frantic, hungry feast from her bedroom. This was worship. His tongue was broad and languid, licking deep, slow strokes that mapped her intimately. He savored her. He explored every fold, every sensitive ridge, with a focused, reverent attention that made her thighs shake. He circled her clit with the very tip of his tongue, a gentle, relentless pressure that built a deep, throbbing ache.

“Brett…” His name was a gasp.

He hummed against her, the vibration shooting straight to her core. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding that perfect spot with unerring accuracy. He fucked her slowly with his fingers while his mouth worked her clit, the dual rhythm a sweet, torturous build.

The pleasure was a slow, rising tide, different from the sharp peaks he usually drove her to. This was deeper, more emotional, tied to the words he’d just spoken. She felt cherished. Owned, but in a way that felt like safety, not submission. Her hips began to move against his mouth, seeking more, her heels digging into the small of his back.

He felt her approaching the edge and pulled back, leaving her empty and trembling. He rose, his own breathing ragged. His eyes were dark with need. He finally undid his jeans, freeing his cock. It was fully erect, the head dark and flushed. He stroked himself once, his gaze locked on hers.

“Watch me,” he said, his voice rough. “Watch me take what’s mine.”

He guided himself to her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick folds. He pushed in.

The stretch, the slow, inexorable filling, was magnified by the setting, by the vulnerability of being spread on his desk. She watched, mesmerized, as he sank into her, inch by perfect inch, until their bodies were joined. A low groan tore from his chest.

He began to move. His thrusts were deep and measured at first, a slow, rolling rhythm that dragged every nerve ending inside her to screaming awareness. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony, each return a profound relief. He leaned over her, bracing his hands on the desk on either side of her hips, his face above hers.

“Tell me you feel it,” he murmured, his breath hot against her lips. “Tell me you feel how much I love you.”

“I feel it,” she moaned, arching to meet his next thrust. “Yes, I feel it.”

He captured her mouth in another searing kiss as his hips picked up speed. The desk began to creak in a steady, rhythmic protest. The sound was obscene, thrilling. He fucked her with a powerful, driving pace now, each snap of his hips jolting her body, making her breasts sway. The friction was incredible, the angle perfect. The coil inside her wound tight again, faster this time, fueled by emotion and raw physical need.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the brink, he gripped her waist and pulled her off the desk. He turned her, bending her over the polished oak surface. Her palms flattened against the cool wood, her ass presented to him. He kicked her legs wider apart.

He entered her from behind in one smooth, deep thrust. The new angle made her gasp. He was deeper, hitting places that made stars burst behind her eyelids. His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging in, holding her steady as he began to piston into her.

This was different. This was pure, unadulterated passion, a physical manifestation of everything he’d said. Each powerful drive was a punctuation mark. Mine. Loved. Wanted. The slap of skin on skin echoed in the room. She pushed back against him, meeting his force with her own, the desk shuddering with their combined momentum.

“Come for me, Kendall,” he growled, his voice strained. “Come on my cock and show me you’re mine.”

It was the command she needed. The tension shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and consuming, wracking her body with uncontrollable tremors. A raw, guttural cry tore from her throat as her inner muscles clenched around him in frantic, fluttering pulses.

Feeling her convulse around him broke his control. His rhythm faltered, his thrusts becoming shallow, frantic. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself to the hilt and held. A hot, pulsing rush flooded her, his release joining hers in a warm, claiming flood. He groaned, a long, low sound of utter completion, his body slumping over hers for a moment, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades.

They stayed like that, bent over the desk, breathing in ragged unison. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. He helped her stand, her legs wobbly. He pulled his jeans up, then gathered her clothes, handing them to her silently.

They dressed in the quiet room, the air thick with the scent of sex and spent emotion. As she pulled her t-shirt over her head, Brett spoke, his back to her as he looked out the window.

“I’m not in love with your mom,” he said, his voice quiet but clear. “I haven’t been for years. We’re roommates. Two people sharing a mortgage and a schedule—living a life that’s been hollowed out for years.”

Kendall froze, her shirt half-on.

He turned to face her. His expression was open, vulnerable in a way she’d never seen. “I want to leave her. I want to start a real life. With you.”

The words landed like a physical blow. The thrill she’d felt moments ago curdled into something cold and heavy. Destroy her mother’s life. The reality of it, the weight of that betrayal, crashed down.

“Brett… I…”

“You don’t have to answer now,” he said quickly, seeing the panic on her face. He crossed the room and took her hands. “Just think about it. Think about us. Having a home. No more hiding. A future.”

She looked up at him, at the desperate hope in his blue eyes, and felt the world split in two. She loved the thrill, the secret heat. But this… this was a chasm.

“I need time,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

A SECRET GETAWAY

The drive to the hotel was a silent, humming cocoon. Brett had spun a story for Tara about a last-minute college visit, a chance for Kendall to see a campus a few hours away.

Tara had smiled, a little wistful. “That’s a great idea.” She leaned in towards Kendall to share a conspiratorial look. “Think about it, sweetie. If you like the campus, maybe you can transfer there next year. Move out. Become more independent.” The words had twisted in Kendall’s gut, but the anticipation was a stronger drug.

Now, the city skyline glittered in the distance. Brett reached over and took her hand, lacing his fingers through hers. The simple, public gesture felt more intimate than anything they’d done in secret. It was a promise.

The hotel was all sleek marble and hushed tones. Their room wasn’t just a room; it was a suite, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city lights. A bottle of champagne chilled in a silver bucket. A king-sized bed, draped in crisp white linens, dominated the space.

Brett dropped their bags and turned to her. In the soft, ambient light, he looked younger, the lines of tension around his eyes softened. “No one knows us here,” he said, his voice low. “No one is listening.”

The freedom of it was intoxicating. She didn’t have to check her volume, or freeze at every creak. She was just a woman in a hotel room with a man she wanted.

He came to her, his hands framing her face. “I want to take you to dinner. I want to sit across from you and talk to you like you’re mine. Because you are.”

Dinner was a blur of rich food, expensive wine, and Brett’s undivided attention. He asked about her classes, her friends, her dreams—not as a stepfather, but as a man fascinated by her. His foot didn’t seek hers under the table. His eyes did all the work, dark and possessive, stripping her bare in the middle of the crowded, elegant restaurant. He called her “my love” when the waiter poured more wine. The fantasy was so potent, so real, it made her head spin. This could be her life. Every night.

Back in the suite, the city sprawled beneath them like a bed of jewels. Brett locked the door, the final, definitive click sealing them in their private world. He stood behind her, his arms wrapping around her waist as they looked out the window. His lips found the sensitive spot behind her ear.

“I bought you some things,” he murmured, his breath warm against her skin. “Toys. For us. No more hairbrushes.” He chuckled.

A shiver of pure, unadulterated lust went through her. She turned in his arms, her mouth finding his. This kiss was different from all the others—slow, deep, savoring. There was no rush. No fear. Just hunger.

He undressed her with a reverence that made her heart ache. Each button of her blouse was a tiny revelation. He peeled the fabric from her shoulders, letting it fall. He unhooked her bra, his thumbs brushing her nipples as he bared her. He knelt to slide her skirt down her legs, his lips pressing a hot kiss to her stomach, her hip bone. He removed her heels, then her panties, his fingers tracing the damp seam between her legs before he pulled the lace away.

He stood and undressed himself, his eyes never leaving her body. The moonlight painted his muscles in silver and shadow. He was magnificent. Hers.

From his suitcase, he produced a small black bag. He unzipped it on the bed, revealing an array of silicone and plastic. A sleek, silver vibrator. A thick, veined dildo that made her breath catch. A string of glossy anal beads. A bottle of clear lubricant.

“Lie down,” he said, his voice a gentle command.

She obeyed, sinking back into the mountain of pillows. The sheets were cool against her heated skin. Brett picked up the vibrator, a quiet hum filling the room as he turned it on. He knelt between her spread legs.

He started at her ankles, trailing the buzzing tip up her calf, behind her knee, along the tender skin of her inner thigh. The sensation was teasing, maddening. By the time the vibrator reached her core, she was already arching off the bed, seeking its touch.

He denied her. He circled her clit with the humming device, coming close but never making contact. He traced her outer lips, dipped it briefly to coat the tip in her wetness, then drew it up to circle her navel. She whimpered, her hips lifting in silent plea.

“So eager,” he murmured, a smile in his voice. Finally, he pressed the vibrator against her clit.

The direct contact was a shock. A sharp, electric pleasure jolted through her. He held it there, the relentless vibrations traveling deep into her core. Her back bowed, a moan tearing from her throat. He moved it in slow, tight circles, the stimulation so intense it bordered on pain. Her thighs trembled. Her fingers twisted in the sheets.

Just as the first tremors of an orgasm began to gather, he pulled the vibrator away. The sudden absence was a physical ache. She cried out in protest.

“Not yet,” he said, his eyes gleaming. He picked up the dildo, slicking it with lube from a bottle. The size of it was daunting, thrilling. He positioned himself between her legs again, the broad, silicone head nudging at her entrance.

“Watch,” he told her.

She lifted her head, looking down the length of her body. She watched as he pushed the toy into her. It was a slow, stretching invasion, wider and more unyielding than his own cock. The sensation of being filled so completely, so deliberately, stole her breath. He worked it in, inch by relentless inch, until the base was flush against her. A deep, full pressure radiated through her pelvis.

He began to move it. In and out. A slow, steady rhythm. The drag of the veined silicone against her inner walls was exquisite, a rough friction that sparked heat with every stroke. He watched her face, adjusting his pace, his angle. He found a spot inside her that made her eyes roll back, and he focused on it, the head of the dildo rubbing over it with each thrust.

“You take it so well,” he praised, his own arousal evident in the strained tone of his voice. “Look at you. Stretched around this fake cock. But you know what’s better, don’t you?”

She could only nod, her world narrowing to the relentless piston of the toy and the desperate need coiling tighter.

He pulled the dildo out, setting it aside. “On your hands and knees.”

She moved quickly, turning over, presenting herself to him. The position felt vulnerable, exposed. Perfect. She heard the click of the lube bottle again, then felt his slick fingers tracing the tight furl of her ass.

“Relax,” he soothed, a single finger pressing against the entrance. He worked slowly, circling, pressing, until the tip of his finger slipped inside. The stretch was sharp, strange, then faded into a deep, full feeling as he pushed deeper. He added more lube, then a second finger, scissoring them gently, preparing her.

When his fingers withdrew, she felt empty. Then she felt the smooth, cool sphere of the first anal bead press against her. He pushed, and it popped past the tight ring of muscle. The sensation was shocking—a sudden, intense fullness. She gasped.

“Breathe,” he whispered, his hand rubbing her lower back.

He fed her another bead. Then another. Each one slipped in with a soft, wet sound, each one stretching her a little more, filling her a little deeper. By the fifth bead, she was panting, her forehead pressed to the mattress, a wild mix of discomfort and overwhelming pleasure coursing through her. Her ass felt impossibly full, her body humming with a tension she’d never known.

Then she felt him, the hot, blunt head of his cock, nudging at her soaked pussy from behind. He gripped her hips.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick.

“Yes. Please.”

He pushed into her pussy in one smooth, deep stroke. The feeling was overwhelming. The stretch of her ass around the beads, the familiar, perfect stretch of her pussy around his cock—it was sensory overload. He filled her completely, a dual possession that left no part of her untouched.

He began to fuck her. Deep, powerful strokes that drove the beads deeper inside her ass with every forward motion. The dual stimulation was maddening. Every thrust massaged her internally, the beads shifting, putting pressure on sensitive nerves she didn’t know she had. The sounds were obscene—the wet slap of his skin against hers, the soft, slick sounds of her body accepting him.

“You feel incredible,” he grunted, his pace increasing. “So fucking tight. Everywhere.”

He leaned over her, his chest against her back, one hand snaking around to find her clit. His fingers were slick with her juices and lube. He rubbed her in fast, tight circles, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. The triple stimulation—his cock, the beads, his fingers—pushed her to the edge almost instantly. Her orgasm built, a tsunami gathering force, threatening to shatter her.

“Now,” he growled, his voice guttural. He grabbed the loop of the anal beads.

As he thrust deep into her pussy, he yanked the beads from her ass in one swift, continuous motion.

The sensation was cataclysmic.

The sudden, rapid-fire release of each bead, one after the other, combined with the friction of his cock and the frantic circles on her clit, triggered an explosion. Her orgasm didn’t crest; it detonated. A raw, screaming cry ripped from her throat as convulsions wracked her body, violent and uncontrollable. Her vision whited out. Her pussy clenched around him in frantic, fluttering pulses. The intensity was beyond anything she’d ever felt—a full-body seizure of pleasure so profound it bordered on pain.

Through the haze, she felt him start moving again, his cock plunging into her spasming channel. Her contractions pulled him deeper, drew his own release from him. With a final, driving thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and came. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum flooding her, a claiming that felt more potent than ever before. He shouted her name, his body rigid against hers before collapsing, spent, half on top of her.

They lay tangled on the bed, slick with sweat, breathing in ragged, broken gasps. The city lights twinkled, indifferent. Slowly, he gathered her into his arms, turning her so her back was against his chest. He held her close, his lips in her hair.

No words were needed. The silence was full. The fear, the guilt, the constant looking over their shoulders—it was all outside this room, beyond this moment. Here, there was only this: his arms, the scent of sex and him, the deep, satiated ache in her body, and the crystal-clear certainty blooming in her heart.

She nestled closer, her hand finding his over her stomach. The last threads of doubt, the final whispers of conscience, snapped.

This was real. He was real. This future, this life where she was cherished and desired openly, was worth any cost. Tara’s face flickered in her mind, a ghost of a life that was never truly hers. It was a pale, sad thing compared to the vibrant, all-consuming truth of Brett’s love.

She turned in his arms, facing him. In the dim light, his eyes were soft, sated.

“I wanna be with you,” she whispered, committing herself to the wreckage they were about to cause. “No matter what happens.” 

FULL EXPOSURE

The house was quiet, a hollow silence that seemed to amplify every rustle of paper, every tap of Kendall’s pencil. Tara was at the office, wrapped up in her world of deadlines and conference calls. Brett, for once, had the day off. Kendall tried to focus on her biology textbook, but the words swam before her eyes. Her skin felt too tight, her thoughts a restless hum centered on the man just down the hall.

The soft click of her door opening made her jump.

Brett stood in the doorway, backlit by the hall light. He’d changed out of his usual button-down into a soft, worn t-shirt and jeans. He looked more like the man from the hotel than the doctor or the stepfather. His blue eyes fixed on her, and the air in the room changed. It grew thick, charged.

“Studying hard?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

“Trying to,” she said, her own voice sounding thin.

He stepped inside and closed the door behind him. The soft snick of the latch was louder than a shout. He didn’t speak. He just crossed the room in three long strides, his hand coming up to cup the back of her neck. He pulled her from her chair, her textbook tumbling to the floor, and his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement. His kiss was deep and consuming, all heat and possession. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of coffee and him. A low sound escaped her, a surrender before the battle even began. Her hands flew to his shoulders, gripping the solid muscle beneath the soft cotton.

He walked her backwards until her calves hit the edge of her bed. He broke the kiss, his breathing already ragged. His hands went to the hem of her loose t-shirt. He pulled it up and over her head in one swift motion, tossing it aside. Her plain cotton bra was next, the clasp yielding under his practiced fingers. Cool air brushed her nipples, making them peak into tight, sensitive points.

His gaze was a physical caress. “So beautiful,” he murmured, almost to himself. Then he bent his head.

His mouth closed over one nipple, hot and wet. He sucked, not gently, the pull deep and demanding. A jolt of pure sensation arrowed straight to her core, making her gasp. His tongue swirled, flicked, teeth grazing with just enough edge to make her back arch. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same lavish, rough attention. His hands slid down her sides, over the curve of her hips, and hooked into the waistband of her shorts and panties. He pushed them down in one motion, and she stepped out, kicking the fabric away.

Now she was naked before him, standing beside her rumpled bed. He straightened, his eyes dark with hunger. He undid his jeans, the rasp of the zipper loud in the quiet room. He pushed them down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, fully erect, thick and flushed. A bead of moisture already glistened at the tip.

He wrapped a hand around the base, his thumb smearing the pre-cum. “On your knees, Kendall.”

The command, delivered in that husky tone, sent a thrill through her. She sank down onto the soft rug, the fibers prickling her skin. He stepped closer, the heat of him radiating against her face. The musky, clean scent of him filled her senses.

She didn’t need further guidance. She leaned forward, her lips parting. She took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the slick slit, tasting him. A sharp hiss came from above. Emboldened, she took him deeper, her mouth stretching to accommodate his girth. She worked him slowly at first, learning the texture of his skin, the prominent vein that throbbed under her tongue. She used her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take, her movements growing more confident.

His fingers threaded into her hair, not forcing, just holding. “Just like that,” he breathed. “God, your mouth.”

She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, drawing him deeper into her throat. She relaxed her jaw, taking him all the way until her nose brushed the crisp hair at his base. His grip tightened in her hair, a silent praise. She pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening shaft, then dove down again. The rhythm took over—slick, wet sounds filling the room, his low groans a counterpoint. She could feel the tension coiling in his thighs, the way his stomach muscles clenched.

Just when she thought he might finish, he pulled himself from her mouth with a soft pop. His eyes were wild. “Up. On the bed.”

She rose, her legs unsteady. He sat on the edge of her mattress, his jeans still around his thighs. He grabbed her hips and pulled her to him, turning her so her back was to his chest. “Straddle me,” he instructed, his voice rough against her ear.

She lifted one leg over his lap, then the other, sinking down onto him. He guided himself into her, the blunt head parting her slick folds. She took him in slowly, a low moan escaping her as he filled her, stretching her deliciously. When she was fully seated, his length buried to the hilt inside her, she paused, feeling the incredible fullness, the intimate connection.

His arms banded around her waist, his hands splaying across her stomach. “Move,” he whispered.

She began to rock. At first, it was a gentle, undulating motion, grinding herself against him, feeling him rub every perfect place inside her. His hands slid up to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples, pinching and rolling. The dual stimulation made her head fall against his shoulder.

“Faster,” he urged.

She obeyed, lifting herself up until only the tip remained inside, then sinking back down in a smooth, forceful stroke. The friction was incredible. Each descent was a shock of pure pleasure, a deep, satisfying invasion. She set a rhythm, bouncing in his lap, her own moans mingling with his harsh breaths in her ear. The bedsprings creaked a steady, frantic song beneath them.

His hands left her breasts and gripped her hips, helping her, driving her down onto him with more force. “That’s it,” he growled. “Ride me. Take every inch.”

She was lost in it. The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the wet, hot clasp of her body around his, the coiling, unbearable tension building in her core. Her muscles burned with the effort, but the pleasure was a wildfire, consuming everything. She could feel him swelling inside her, his own control fraying.

“I’m close,” she panted, her movements becoming erratic, desperate.

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice guttural. “Let me feel you come on my cock.”

It was the permission she needed. The coil snapped. Her orgasm tore through her, violent and blinding. A sharp cry ripped from her throat as her inner muscles clenched around him in frantic, fluttering pulses. The sensations radiated outwards, making her toes curl, her vision whiten at the edges.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, deep thrust up into her, he held her hips tight against him and let go. A hot, pulsing rush flooded her depths, his release joining the aftershocks of her own. He groaned, a long, low sound of utter completion, his forehead dropping to her shoulder as they shuddered together.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, breathing in ragged unison, bathed in sweat and the fading echoes of pleasure.

Then the door burst open.

It wasn’t a gentle push. It was an explosion of wood against wall.

Tara stood in the doorway, her work bag dangling from her hand. Her sharp features were frozen in a mask of disbelief that shattered instantly into white-hot fury. Her eyes, wide and horrified, took in the scene: her daughter, naked and astride her husband, their bodies still connected, the scent of sex hanging thick in the air.

Kendall froze, a deer in headlights. Brett’s arms tightened around her, a protective reflex, before he quickly helped her off him, pulling the duvet up to cover her.

“Tara—” he began, his voice hoarse.

“Get out.” Tara’s voice was a whip-crack, cold and trembling with rage. She didn’t look at Kendall. Her gaze was locked on Brett, and it was pure venom. “Get out of that bed. Get out of this house. You sick pervert.”

“Mom, please—” Kendall’s voice was a broken whisper.

“No, Kendall. Don’t.” Tara finally glanced at her, and the pain in her mother’s eyes was a physical blow. “This is not your fault. He did this. He corrupted you. He took advantage of you in your own home.” She turned her fury back on Brett, who was now standing, hastily pulling up his jeans. “You were supposed to be her father!”

“It’s not like that, Tara,” Brett said, his tone attempting calm but edged with panic.

“It’s exactly like that!” she screamed, the sound raw in the quiet house. “I saw it! I saw you! Pack a bag. Get out. Now. If you’re not gone in ten minutes, I’m calling the police.”

The finality in her voice left no room for argument. Brett stared at her, his jaw tight, then gave a short, sharp nod. He grabbed his t-shirt and pulled it on, then walked to the door, not looking at either of them. Tara moved aside as if his proximity was toxic.

As he passed into the hall, he stopped. He looked back, his blue eyes finding Kendall’s across the room. The intensity in them was staggering—love, desperation, a silent plea.

“Come with me,” he said, the words clear and direct.

Kendall’s heart stopped. She clutched the duvet to her chest, her body still humming from his touch, her mind reeling.

Tara made a sound of disgust. “Don’t you dare.”

Brett ignored her, his gaze holding Kendall’s. “You know what we have. You know what this is. It’s real. Come with me, and we start our life. Right now.”

Tara stepped between them, blocking their line of sight. “Kendall, look at me. He’s a predator. He’s twisted you. None of this is your fault, baby. I’m so sorry… I’m so sorry I brought him into our lives.” Her voice broke, tears now streaming down her cheeks. “Please. Stay with me.”

Kendall looked from her mother’s shattered, tear-streaked face to Brett’s tense, waiting form in the hallway. Her world, which had just been a haze of pleasure, split into two impossible paths. One was safety, guilt, her mother’s broken trust. The other was Brett, danger, a forbidden future, and the deepest, most thrilling connection she’d ever known.

The choice tore at her, a physical ache in her chest. Whatever she chose, she knew there would be consequences.

AN IMPOSSIBLE CHOICE

The silence in the room was a living thing, thick and suffocating. Kendall’s life as she knew it was over. The duvet was a flimsy shield against the cold reality crashing down.

Tara’s plea hung in the air. Stay with me.

Brett’s offer was a siren’s call. Come with me.

Kendall’s throat tightened. She looked at her mother, at the raw betrayal etched into every line of her face, and a wave of guilt so potent it made her nauseous washed over her. But beneath it, a stronger current pulled. The memory of Brett’s hands on her skin, his voice in her ear, the future he painted in that hotel suite—it was a blazing sun compared to the gray, guilty shadow of her old life.

“It’s not his fault,” Kendall said, her voice small but clear.

Tara’s eyes widened. “What?”

Kendall pushed the duvet down, not caring about her nakedness. The truth was a weapon, and she needed to wield it. “It’s not his fault, Mom. I… I wanted it. The first time… it was me. I asked him to do it.”

Tara took a step back as if struck. “No. You’re confused. He’s manipulated you—”

“I’m not confused!” Kendall’s voice rose, sharp with a desperation of her own. “I love him.”

The words, spoken aloud in this wreckage, were both terrifying and liberating. They hung in the air, undeniable.

Tara’s face crumpled. The anger bled away, leaving a devastation so complete it was worse than the rage. Her shoulders slumped. She looked from Kendall to Brett, her expression one of utter loss. “You love him,” she repeated, the words hollow.

“I do,” Kendall whispered.

Tara nodded slowly, a terrible finality settling over her. She wiped her cheeks with the back of her hand, a gesture of weary defeat. “Then you’ve made your choice.” Her voice was flat, drained of all emotion. “If you walk out that door with him, Kendall, you don’t come back. This is it. You choose him, you lose me. You are no longer my daughter.”

The ultimatum was a guillotine blade dropping. Kendall felt the severance in her soul, a clean, sharp cut. She looked at her mother, memorizing the face she’d known her whole life, now a mask of grief. There were no more words.

She turned to Brett. His eyes held a fierce, triumphant light, but also a shadow of understanding for the cost. He gave a single, slight nod.

“Pack a bag,” he said softly. “Just what you need. We’ll get the rest later.”

Kendall stood on trembling legs. She moved like a robot as put her clothes back on. Tara didn’t look at her. She just stood in the doorway, a silent statue of pain. Kendall grabbed a small duffel from her closet and threw in jeans, a few tops, underwear, her phone charger. The mundane actions felt surreal. In five minutes, she was done. She zipped the bag and slung it over her shoulder.

She paused at her bedroom door, one last look at the childhood space that no longer felt like hers. Tara’s back was to her now, her body shaking with silent sobs.

Kendall walked out. She didn’t say goodbye.

Brett took her bag in one hand, her hand in the other. His grip was firm, anchoring. They walked down the stairs, through the silent living room, and out the front door into the cool evening air. It was over.

The drive was a blur of streetlights and silence. Brett didn’t take her to a motel. He drove to the other side of the city, to a boutique hotel with a sleek, modern facade. He checked them in under his name, his demeanor calm and professional. The clerk didn’t blink.

Their room was on a high floor, all muted grays and clean lines. A wall of glass looked out over the city’s glittering grid. Brett locked the door, dropped their bags, and finally turned to her.

Kendall stood in the center of the room, hugging herself. The adrenaline was gone, leaving a hollow, shaking emptiness. The full weight of what she’d done pressed down on her. She’d chosen. She’d burned a bridge she could never rebuild.

“Hey,” Brett murmured, crossing the space to her. He cupped her face, his thumbs wiping away tears she hadn’t even felt falling. “Look at me.”

She forced her eyes to his. The blue was steady, sure.

“It’s going to be okay,” he said, his voice low and certain. “We’re going to find an apartment. We’ll start fresh. Just you and me. This is our beginning, Kendall. Our real beginning.”

He leaned in and kissed her. It wasn’t hungry or desperate. It was slow, deep, and pouring with a tenderness that cracked the shell of her guilt. His lips moved over hers, soothing, claiming, loving. A soft sound escaped her, and she kissed him back, pouring all her confusion and need into the connection.

“I love you,” he whispered against her mouth, the words vibrating through her. “I have loved you for so long. And now you’re mine. Completely.”

He kissed her again, his hands sliding down to the hem of her t-shirt. He broke the kiss only to pull it up and over her head. He pulled down her shorts and panties, leaving her bare once more. His gaze traveled over her body, not with clinical assessment or hidden lust, but with open, awed reverence.

“My beautiful girl,” he breathed.

He knelt before her, his hands on her hips. He pressed his lips to her stomach, a soft, warm kiss that made her muscles quiver. He trailed his mouth lower, nuzzling the soft brown curls at the apex of her thighs. His breath was hot against her most sensitive skin. He didn’t rush. He kissed the inside of each thigh, his stubble a delicious scratch, his lips soft and worshipful.

Then he leaned in, and his tongue found her.

The first touch was a bolt of pure, liquid heat. A sharp gasp tore from her lips. His mouth was on her, his tongue flat and firm as it licked a slow, deliberate stripe from her entrance to her clit. He circled the swollen bud, his movements lazy, exploratory, as if he had all the time in the world to learn her taste.

Her hands flew to his hair, her fingers tangling in the blonde strands. She held on as his mouth worked magic. He settled into a rhythm, his tongue flicking over her clit in quick, teasing flicks before flattening to apply broad, delicious pressure. He’d dip down to taste her deeper, gathering her wetness, then return to her clit with focused intensity.

The guilt, the fear, the churning uncertainty—it all melted under the relentless, wet heat of his mouth. Pleasure built in a steady, rising tide, wiping her mind clean of everything but sensation. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rocking against his face, seeking more.

He groaned, the vibration against her clit making her cry out. One of his hands came up to splay across her lower belly, holding her still, while the other slipped between her legs. A finger, slick with her own arousal, pressed against her entrance and slid inside.

The dual assault was overwhelming. His mouth sucked her clit, his tongue dancing over it, while his finger curled inside her, finding that perfect, deep spot. He added a second finger, stretching her, filling her in time with the rhythm of his tongue.

“Brett… oh god…” Her words were a broken chant. Her legs trembled violently. The coil inside her wound tighter, tighter, a spring of pure tension ready to snap.

He felt it. He redoubled his efforts, his mouth relentless, his fingers pumping, curling. The world narrowed to the point where his mouth met her body. The pressure became unbearable, a sweet, agonizing ache.

Then it broke.

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a seismic wave of pleasure that ripped a raw, sobbing cry from her throat. Her back arched, her body bowing as convulsions racked her. He held her through it, his mouth gentle now, lapping at her softly as she shuddered and pulsed around his fingers, milking them through the long, drawn-out waves.

When the last tremor subsided, she was boneless. He rose, his lips glistening, his eyes dark with satisfaction and love. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his tongue.

He led her to the bed. She lay back on the cool sheets, her body humming, her mind blissfully quiet. He undressed quickly, his cock standing thick and ready. He joined her, covering her body with his, the weight of him a comfort.

He kissed her, deep and slow. “Look at me,” he whispered.

She opened her eyes, her brown gaze meeting his blue one. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick, sensitive folds.

“I love you,” he said again, and pushed inside.

He filled her with a single, smooth, deep stroke. The feeling was different now—not just physical, but emotional. A claiming, a union, a sealing of the choice they’d both made. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, wanting no space between them.

He began to move. Long, slow, deep thrusts that stroked every inch of her inner walls. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony, each return a homecoming. He kept his eyes locked on hers, the connection unbreakable. She could see his love, his passion, his own surrender in his gaze.

The pace remained steady, profound. This wasn’t a frantic fuck; it was lovemaking. A joining. Her hands slid up his back, feeling the muscles cord and flex with each movement. She met each thrust, rising to meet him, their bodies moving in a perfect, synchronized rhythm.

The pleasure built again, a deeper, slower burn this time. It wasn’t the sharp peak of before, but a swelling, all-encompassing warmth that started in her core and spread to her fingertips, her toes. Every nerve was alive, singing with the feel of him inside her, the sight of his face above her, the sound of their ragged breaths mingling.

“You feel like heaven,” he gritted out, his control starting to fray. His thrusts became more urgent, deeper, hitting a spot that made her see stars.

“I’m close,” she breathed, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Me too. Come with me.”

He drove into her, again and again, his rhythm fracturing into powerful, desperate lunges. The tension coiled, tighter, hotter. She held his gaze, drowning in the blue, and felt the exact moment the spring snapped for both of them.

Her climax tore through her with a silent, breathless intensity. Her mouth opened in a soundless cry as her inner muscles clenched around him in a series of deep, pulsing contractions. At the same moment, he buried himself to the hilt, his body going rigid. A hot, pulsing rush flooded her depths as he came, his own release triggered by the feel of her milking him. His eyes squeezed shut, then flew open, locking with hers as they rode the shared wave together, perfectly in sync.

He collapsed onto her, his weight a welcome anchor. They lay tangled, sweaty, hearts hammering against each other’s chests. Slowly, he rolled to his side, pulling her with him, keeping them connected. He brushed the damp hair from her forehead.

They stayed like that for a long time, in the quiet dark, the city’s lights painting slow patterns on the ceiling. The future was a vast, terrifying unknown. The guilt was a sleeping beast in her chest. But here, in his arms, with the scent of their love-making thick in the air and the feel of him still inside her, she had a fragile, desperate peace.

“What do we do tomorrow?” she whispered, her voice small in the grand room.

He kissed her temple, his arms tightening. “We start over.”

NO LONGER HIDING

The silence in their new apartment was a different kind of quiet. It wasn’t the tense, waiting hush of her old home, where every sound might betray them. This silence was full, peaceful. Their own space. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed a cityscape of twinkling lights, and the sleek, modern furniture was all chosen together. Months had blurred past in a whirl of moving, unpacking, and learning the contours of a life built on a single, seismic choice.

Kendall stood at the glass, a soft blanket wrapped around her shoulders, watching the night. She felt Brett’s presence behind her before his hands settled on her hips. His warmth seeped through the fabric.

“Enjoying the view?” he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“It’s perfect,” she said, leaning back into him. It was. The view, the apartment, him. Yet a thread of melancholy, thin but strong, wove through her contentment. Her mother’s face, from that last awful day, sometimes flashed behind her eyes. She pushed the thought away, focusing on the solid feel of Brett against her back.

“Come with me,” he said, his voice carrying a new, tentative note. He took her hand and led her away from the window, down the short hall to their bedroom.

This room was their sanctuary. No whispers, no fear of footsteps in the hall. A large, low bed dominated the space, dressed in dark grey linen. The air smelled of them—clean cotton, his cologne, the subtle scent of their shared life.

He stopped her at the foot of the bed. His eyes, that piercing blue she’d dreamed about for so long, held hers with an intensity that made her pulse skip.

“Kendall,” he began, then paused. A soft, almost nervous smile touched his lips. He dropped to one knee.

Her breath caught. Oh.

His hands were steady as he reached into his pocket. The small black velvet box was unmistakable. He opened it. The diamond inside caught the low light, scattering tiny rainbows across the duvet. It was stunning, elegant, expensive.

“These last months… they’ve been the best of my life,” he said, his voice low and thick with emotion. “You gave up everything for me. For us. I want to give you everything in return. A real life. A future. My name.” He swallowed. “Marry me. Be my wife.”

Tears, hot and sudden, welled in her eyes. The guilt, the loneliness, the fear—it all dissolved in the face of his certainty. This was her choice, solidified. This was her path.

“Yes,” she whispered. The word felt too small for the joy bursting in her chest. “Yes, Brett. A thousand times yes.”

His smile broke wide, radiant. He took the ring from the box. His fingers, so skilled and sure, trembled just slightly as he slid the cool band onto her finger. It fit as if made for her. She stared at it, the weight foreign and wonderful.

He rose, pulling her into his arms. His kiss was not gentle. It was a claiming, a celebration, a torrent of passion held in check for too long. His mouth slanted over hers, his tongue sweeping in, tasting her, owning her. She met him with equal fervor, her hands fisting in his shirt, the new metal on her finger cool against his neck.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard. “I can’t wait,” he growled, his eyes dark with need. “Not another second.”

His hands went to the hem of her soft sweater. He pulled it up and off in one swift motion. Her leggings and panties followed, a tangled heap on the floor. She stood naked before him, the city lights painting her skin in silver. His gaze was a physical touch, heating her from the inside out.

“So perfect,” he rasped. “My fiancée.”

He made quick work of his own clothes, his movements urgent. His shirt buttons flew. His pants and boxers were shoved down. And then he was naked, fully erect, his cock standing thick and proud against his stomach. Her mouth watered at the sight, a familiar, hungry pull low in her belly.

She didn’t wait for a command. She sank to her knees on the plush carpet, her eyes locked on his. She took him in her hand first, feeling the familiar weight, the smooth skin stretched taut over rigid flesh. She leaned forward and swirled her tongue around the broad head, collecting the bead of moisture that had gathered there. Salty, musky, purely him.

A sharp hiss escaped his lips. His hand came to rest on her head, not guiding, just present.

She took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide into the heat of her mouth. She used her hand to stroke the base, her mouth working the length she could take, her tongue pressing along the sensitive vein underneath. The sounds were obscene and beautiful—wet, sucking pulls, his ragged breaths above her. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the power of giving him this pleasure, in the proof of her devotion.

“Kendall… god, that’s good,” he groaned. His fingers tightened in her hair. “My turn now. I’m going to give you exactly what you’ve been begging for.”

He pulled himself from her mouth with a soft, wet pop. In one fluid motion, he bent and lifted her, her legs automatically wrapping around his waist. He carried her the two steps to the bed and laid her down in the center of the cool linen.

He loomed over her, his eyes blazing. “I want to watch you come.”

He reached over to the nightstand, the drawer sliding open smoothly. He pulled out a sleek, silver vibrator. It hummed to life with a soft, steady buzz.

He kissed his way down her body—her collarbone, the swell of each breast, her stomach. He settled between her thighs, nudging them wider with his shoulders. He didn’t use his mouth. Instead, he brought the humming head of the vibrator to her clit.

The contact was electric. A jolt shot through her, making her back arch off the bed. It was a focused, relentless vibration, directly on her most sensitive point. He held it there, his eyes watching her face as pleasure twisted her features.

“Brett… oh…”

He began to move the toy in slow, tiny circles. The sensation built fast, a sharp, coiling tension. Her hips lifted off the bed, seeking more pressure. He gave it to her, pressing the vibrator more firmly against her, the buzz seeming to penetrate deep into her core.

Just as the first flutters of an orgasm began to gather, he pulled the vibrator away.

She cried out in frustration, her body throbbing with unmet need.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice a dark promise. “Turn over. On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed, her limbs shaky. The linen was cool beneath her palms and knees. She felt exposed, presented. He moved behind her, his hands smoothing over the curves of her ass.

She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock nudge against her entrance, already slick from the attention of the vibrator and her own arousal. He didn’t tease. He pushed forward, filling her in one deep, solid stroke.

A choked moan tore from her throat. The feeling of being stretched, of being so completely filled from this angle, was overwhelming. He was deeper than ever before, each thrust reaching a place that made her see sparks behind her closed eyelids.

He set a punishing rhythm from the start, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto him with each forward drive. The slap of skin filled the room, a frantic, wet percussion to their ragged breathing. Every thrust jolted through her, stoking the fire the vibrator had started.

“You feel incredible,” he gritted out, his voice strained. “So tight around me. My future wife.”

The word, in that context, sent a fresh wave of heat through her. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, taking him even deeper.

One of his hands left her hip. She felt his thumb, slick with her own wetness, trace the tight furl of her asshole. The touch was unexpected, illicit. Her muscles clenched around his cock inside her.

“Remember the first time?” he breathed, his thumb pressing just a little. “Remember how good it felt?”

She did. The fullness, the taboo thrill. “Yes,” she panted.

“I want all of you.”

His thumb pressed harder, circling. Then it was replaced by a finger, sliding in alongside the thick intrusion of his cock in her pussy. The stretch was intense, a burn that quickly melted into a shocking, full pleasure. He worked the finger in and out, slowly, preparing her.

When he removed it, she felt empty for a second. Then she felt the head of his cock, now wet from her other channel, press against that same tight ring.

“Breathe,” he instructed, his voice gentle but firm.

She exhaled, forcing her muscles to relax. He pushed. There was a sharp, bright sting of penetration, a breathtaking fullness that was entirely different. He slid in slowly, inch by excruciating, wonderful inch, until his hips were flush against her ass. He was buried to the hilt in her ass, and the feeling was profound, possessive, and wildly erotic.

He stayed still for a moment, letting her adjust, his hands stroking her back. “Okay?” he murmured.

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

He began to move. Slow, deep pulls that rubbed every nerve inside her. The friction was exquisite, a deep, internal massage that sent currents of pleasure radiating out to her fingertips. He found a rhythm, each thrust a little faster, a little harder. The initial sting was gone, replaced by a building, coiling pleasure that intertwined with the sensations still echoing from her pussy.

He reached around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again. He rubbed in firm, quick circles, perfectly in time with his thrusts. The dual stimulation was too much. It short-circuited her thoughts. There was only this: the deep, claiming invasion, the clever fingers on her clit, the smell of sex and sweat, the sound of his groans.

The orgasm built like a tsunami, vast and inevitable. It didn’t crest; it engulfed her. A raw, screaming cry ripped from her throat as it crashed through her, convulsing her around his invading length. “Brett!”

Her cry triggered his own release. With a final, deep plunge, he held himself inside her, his body rigid. A hot, pulsing rush flooded her depths as he came, his shout joining hers. They stayed locked together, shuddering through the aftershocks, until their trembling legs gave out and they collapsed onto the bed in a sweaty, sated heap.

He pulled her close, her back to his chest, his arms wrapped tightly around her. His lips pressed against her shoulder. Her engagement ring felt heavy and wonderful on her finger where her hand rested over his.

In the quiet aftermath, the melancholy thread returned, but it was softer now, woven into a tapestry of contentment. She missed her mom. The ache was a dull, permanent bruise on her heart. She hoped, one day, there might be forgiveness.

But as Brett’s breathing evened out into sleep behind her, his body a warm shield against the world, she knew she’d choose him again. Every time. She was his fiancée. This was her life. And for the first time, looking at the diamond glittering in the dim light, she let herself believe it could all be real.

BACK COVER

He’s off-limits. He’s her stepfather. And he’s the only one she wants.

Eighteen-year-old Kendall has a secret. It’s not the typical teenage rebellion; it’s a burning, restless hunger for the one man she can never have: her stepfather, Brett. He’s a respected gynecologist—composed, professional, and completely forbidden.

But when a moment of private exploration goes seriously wrong, Kendall has no choice but to turn to the only person who can help. When Brett steps into her bedroom to perform an intimate procedure, the professional mask slips. The air between them ignites, and a hidden spark becomes an all-consuming fire.

Now, they are playing a dangerous game behind closed doors. Every touch is a betrayal; every stolen hour in her mother’s bed is a risk that could destroy their family. Kendall knows it’s wrong, but in Brett’s arms, she’s never felt more alive.

But secrets this dark can't stay buried forever. And when the truth finally explodes, Kendall must decide: Is his love worth the wreckage of her life?

cover.jpeg
WVIVIENINE BLUE

:

A p— | —
= o
|
» a."""’" G






