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1 - A TABOO GAME OF TRUTH OR DARE

MMF / Taboo / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The champagne flute felt cool and slick in Melody’s hand, a stark contrast to the humid summer air of the garden reception. She watched her mother, radiant in ivory silk, laugh at something her new husband said. A whirlwind romance, they’d called it. Melody had flown in to meet the man and his sons, and now she was standing at their wedding.

And what sons they were.

Chad, the older one, was all rugged confidence, his broad shoulders straining the seams of his tailored suit as he chatted up a bridesmaid. Russell, younger and leaner, had a quieter intensity, his dark eyes tracking the room from a shadowed corner. Handsome, a traitorous voice in her head whispered. But family now. Off-limits. Totally, completely off-limits.

Hours later, the buzz of alcohol and celebration had followed them back to her new stepfather’s sprawling, luxurious home. Her mother and her new husband had retired with yawns and smiles, leaving the “kids” to their own devices.

“I’m not tired yet,” Chad announced, pulling a bottle of top-shelf bourbon from a crystal cabinet. “Truth or Dare. Who’s in?”

Russell just shrugged, a lazy smirk playing on his lips. Melody’s pulse gave a little jump. A bad idea. A very, very bad idea. But the champagne made her feel loose, daring. “I’m in,” she heard herself say.

The first few rounds were tame, silly. Chad admitted he’d once gotten lost in his own neighborhood. Russell was dared to do a handstand, which he executed with surprising grace. Then Chad’s eyes, glinting with mischief and bourbon, landed on her.

“Melody. Truth or Dare?”

The air in the room suddenly felt thicker, harder to breathe. “Dare,” she said, her voice a fraction huskier than she intended.

A slow, wolfish smile spread across Chad’s face. “I dare you to kiss Russell. A real one. For ten seconds.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. They’re your stepbrothers. This is wrong. But the thrill was a live wire under her skin. She looked at Russell. His dark eyes held hers, a challenge and an invitation. He didn’t look away.

Melody stood, her legs a little unsteady. She walked over to where he sat and positioned herself between his knees. Just a dare. Just a game. She bent down, her hair curtaining their faces.

The first touch was electric. His lips were softer than they looked, and they moved against hers with a practiced ease that made her gasp. What was supposed to be a ten-second peck instantly deepened. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of bourbon and mint, and a low moan escaped her throat. Her hands came up, tangling in his hair as he pulled her closer, one hand splayed on the small of her back. The ten-second rule was forgotten, obliterated by the heat building between them.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathless. The look in Russell’s eyes was pure, unadulterated hunger.

“My turn,” Russell said, his voice a rough whisper, his gaze fixed on her. “Chad. Truth or Dare?”

Chad’s eyes were dark, watching them with an intensity that made Melody’s skin flush. “Dare. Obviously.”

Russell didn’t hesitate. “I dare you to suck her nipples. Until she begs you to stop.”

A fresh wave of heat crashed over Melody. She should protest, put a stop to this madness. But the words died in her throat. Chad was already moving, crossing the room with a predatory grace. He didn’t speak, just held her gaze as his hands went to the zipper of her dress. The sound of it sliding down was deafening in the quiet room. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in just a lace bra and panties.

His calloused fingers traced the line of her collarbone, then hooked into the front clasp of her bra. It came undone. He pushed the delicate fabric aside, and the cool air hit her hardened nipples, making her gasp. Then his mouth was on her.

He didn’t just suck; he worshipped. His tongue, hot and wet, laved one taut peak while his fingers gently rolled the other. Oh god. Her head fell back as a shudder wracked her body. The sensation was unbearable, a direct line of pure pleasure straight to her core, which was already aching and wet. He switched sides, his mouth drawing deep, pulling moan after helpless moan from her lips. Her fingers clutched at his shoulders, her hips rocking against nothing.

“That’s it,” Russell murmured, his voice right behind her. His hands slid around her waist, pulling her back against his chest. He nuzzled her neck, his teeth grazing her earlobe as he watched his brother lavish attention on her breasts.

“You taste so good, Melody,” Chad groaned against her skin, his breath hot.

Russell’s hands drifted lower, sliding over the lace of her panties. He cupped her, his palm applying a firm, delicious pressure that made her cry out. “I think she wants more,” Russell said, and in one fluid motion, he hooked his fingers into her panties and drew them down her legs.

She was exposed, utterly, to both of them. Chad stayed on his knees, his mouth returning to her breast with renewed fervor. Russell guided her down onto the plush rug, laying her back. He spread her legs, kneeling between them. The first touch of his tongue on her clit was a lightning strike.

She arched off the floor, a broken cry torn from her throat. Russell’s tongue was merciless, licking long, slow stripes through her dripping folds before zeroing in on that hypersensitive nub, circling it with a precision that felt ordained. Chad loomed over her, capturing her mouth in a deep, claiming kiss, letting her taste herself on his tongue. She was being devoured, and she was drowning in the sensation.

She could feel Chad fumbling with his pants, then the hot, heavy weight of his erection rested against her thigh. He broke the kiss, his eyes black with desire. “I need to be in your mouth,” he rasped.

He positioned himself above her, his cock, thick and veined, hovering just before her lips. She opened for him without hesitation, taking him deep. The salty, musky taste of him filled her senses as she began to move her head, sucking and licking as Russell continued his relentless assault on her clit. The dual sensations were overwhelming, pushing her higher and higher. Her moans vibrated around Chad’s length, which only made him thrust deeper.

“Fuck, yeah, just like that,” Chad growled, his fingers threading through her hair.

Russell slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars. “She’s close, Chad. So fucking wet for us.”

She was teetering on the edge, her body coiled impossibly tight, when Russell withdrew his mouth and fingers. Before she could protest, he was moving, positioning himself over her. He notched the head of his cock at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a silent question. All she could do was nod, frantic, desperate.

He drove into her in one smooth, powerful thrust, filling her completely. A guttural groan ripped from his chest. He set a punishing rhythm immediately, each deep stroke hitting that perfect spot deep inside her. Chad, watching with rapt attention, urged her to keep sucking him, the obscene, wet sounds mixing with their ragged breaths and the slap of skin on skin.

The pressure built, a supernova in her belly. Russell’s pace became erratic, his own climax nearing. “I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, slamming into her one last time.

She felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release inside her, and that was all it took. Her own orgasm detonated, a seizing, blinding wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking every last drop from him as she screamed her release into the space around Chad’s cock.

Russell collapsed beside her, spent. But Chad wasn’t finished. He pulled her up, turning her onto her hands and knees. The new position drove Russell’s cum deeper, a lewd reminder. Chad positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He pushed into her from behind, and she cried out. He felt even bigger like this, every inch stretching her exquisitely. He fucked her with a raw, primal need, his thrusts deep and claiming. She could only brace herself, meeting each drive backwards, the pleasure building again already, a shocking, secondary inferno.

“Cum for me again,” he demanded, his voice ragged. And she did, another, sharper climax shredding through her, her inner muscles fluttering around him in frantic pulses. With a roar, he followed her over, his own release flooding her, his seed mixing with his brother’s inside her.

Silence, broken only by their heaving breaths. Slowly, they untangled themselves. As they began to gather their scattered clothes, the reality of what had just happened crashed down on her. Her stepbrothers. Both of them. At once.

She pulled her dress back on, her hands trembling. “This… this can never happen again,” she whispered, though the throbbing between her legs betrayed her words. “And you can’t tell anyone. Ever.”

Chad buttoned his pants, a slow, satisfied smile on his face. Russell just nodded, his dark eyes unreadable. “It’s our secret,” Chad said, his voice a low promise.

2 - LATE NIGHT PASSION AT THE HOTEL POOL
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The hotel air conditioner hummed a monotonous tune, a perfect soundtrack to Carly’s misery. At eighteen, freshly graduated and with the entire summer stretching before her, she should have been at a bonfire with her friends, not trapped in a generic resort room with her parents. This “family bonding” vacation felt like a prison sentence, each passing hour a countdown to the fun she was missing.

After a tense, silent dinner, she couldn’t stand it anymore. Slipping into a black bikini, she grabbed a towel and stormed out, the hotel room door clicking shut with a sound of finality. The night air was warm and heavy with the scent of chlorine and tropical flowers. The pool area was nearly empty, the water a placid, glowing turquoise under strategically placed lamps.

And then she saw them.

In the circular hot tub, partly shrouded in steam, were two figures. Men. As she drew closer, their features resolved into startling symmetry. They had the same strong jawlines, the same dark, messy hair, the same easy grins. Twins.

One of them, the one with a faint dusting of stubble, raised his bottle of water in a mock toast. “Hey there. Don’t tell me you’re bored of this paradise, too.”

Carly hesitated, her sulk momentarily forgotten. “Something like that.”

The other twin, his eyes a shade lighter, smiled. “The water’s perfect. And we don’t bite. Unless asked nicely.” His voice was a low, inviting hum.

A thrill, sharp and unexpected, shot through her. This was infinitely more interesting than cable TV. She let her towel drop onto a nearby chair and descended the steps into the bubbling water. The heat was an instant, welcome shock against her skin.

“I’m Alex,” said the first one, his gaze intensely direct.

“And I’m Adrien,” said the other, his smile just a little softer.

“Carly,” she managed, the steam making her head feel light.

“Well, Carly,” Alex said, his voice dropping. “You are beautiful.” The way he said it wasn’t a cheap line; it felt like a simple, stunning fact.

Adrien nodded in agreement, his eyes tracing the line of her shoulder. “Truly. A goddess sulking in the shallow end.”

The compliments washed over her, warming her more deeply than the water. They bantered, the conversation laced with a palpable, crackling energy. The twins’ attention was a laser focus, making her feel like the only person in the world. Alex drifted closer, his thigh brushing against hers beneath the churning surface. The contact was electric.

His hand came up to cradle her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. His eyes searched hers for a moment, a silent question. Her slight, almost imperceptible nod was all the answer he needed. He closed the distance, and his lips met hers.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was deep and searching from the start, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confidence that made her knees go weak. Her hands came up to his shoulders, gripping the hard muscle there. As they kissed, his other hand slid down, over the curve of her hip, and dipped beneath the fabric of her bikini bottom. His fingers found her center, slick and hot and already aching for him.

Oh god. Her breath hitched against his mouth. His touch was expert, a finger circling her clit with just the right amount of pressure before sliding lower, one finger, then two, entering her with a smooth, delicious stretch. The water swirled around his wrist, the contrast of the hot water and the hotter intrusion of his fingers making her dizzy. She broke the kiss, her head falling back with a soft moan.

That’s when she felt Adrien move behind her. His hands settled on her waist, his chest pressing against her back. His lips found the sensitive spot where her neck met her shoulder, nipping and sucking gently. “Let’s get this off, gorgeous,” he murmured, his fingers nimbly untying the strings of her bikini top. He drew it away, and the night air kissed her bare skin a second before his mouth did.

He took one taut nipple into his mouth, his tongue laving and circling it while his brother’s fingers continued their relentless, perfect rhythm inside her. Alex’s thumb pressed down on her clit, and she cried out, the sound swallowed by the bubbling jet. Her own hands were desperate, searching. She reached back, her fingers fumbling with the drawstring of Adrien’s swim trunks. She found the hard, thick length of him and wrapped her hand around it, stroking him beneath the water.

She was the axis they spun around, a whirlwind of sensation. Alex’s fingers driving her higher, Adrien’s mouth on her breast, the proof of his desire solid and throbbing in her hand. She was panting, teetering on a glorious edge.

“Not here,” Alex growled, his voice thick with arousal. He withdrew his fingers, and she whimpered at the sudden emptiness. Together, they led her, dripping, from the hot tub to a secluded row of lounge chairs shrouded by lush palm trees.

The twins stood before her, and in unison, they pushed their swim trunks down. They were both fully erect, magnificently so. The sight of them, so similar yet uniquely perfect, made her mouth water.

She didn’t need an invitation. She sank to her knees on the cool, damp concrete.

She took Adrien into her mouth first, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tasting the clean, chlorinated water mixed with his own unique salt. She took him deep, her other hand reaching for Alex, stroking him in time with the rhythm of her mouth. She lost herself in the act, in the feel of him hardening further against her tongue, the muffled groans from above. She switched, turning her attention to Alex, taking his length with the same fervor, her free hand now working Adrien.

Adrien gently pulled her to her feet and laid back on a lounge chair. His hands guided her to straddle him. She positioned herself above him, one hand guiding his cock to her entrance. She sank down onto him in one slow, breathtaking motion.

He was so deep. She gasped, her head falling back as she took all of him, feeling herself stretch to accommodate his girth. She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that built into a frantic, needy rhythm. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he met her thrust for thrust. Alex watched, his hand stroking himself, his eyes dark with hunger.

She felt the coil inside her tighten, a white-hot spark threatening to ignite. Adrien’s thrusts became more urgent, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “Carly… I’m gonna…” He arched beneath her, a guttural groan ripped from his throat as he came, pulsating deep inside her.

The feeling of his release was the final trigger. Her own orgasm crashed over her, a wave of pure, blinding pleasure that made her cry out, her inner muscles clenching around him, milking every last drop.

Before she could even catch her breath, Alex was there. He helped her off his brother, his hands urgent. “On your hands and knees,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She complied, positioning herself on the padded lounge chair, still trembling from her climax. He knelt behind her, his hands spreading her apart. He entered her in one powerful, claiming thrust.

God, he was bigger. Or maybe it was the angle, but he felt like he was reaching something deeper, something untouched. He fucked her with a raw, primal intensity, each thrust jolting through her, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the quiet night. She could feel his brother’s seed inside her, a slick, warm reminder, and the thought of it, of both of them taking her, pushed her toward another shocking peak.

“You feel so good,” Alex grunted, his pace becoming erratic. “So fucking tight around me.”

She was incoherent, reduced to mindless, pleasure-soaked sounds as another, stronger orgasm seized her, her body clamping down on him like a vice. Her climax pulled his from him. With a final, shuddering thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, groaning her name as he pulsed inside her, his release joining his brother’s.

They stayed like that for a long moment, a tangled, breathless heap of limbs. The three of them quickly, silently, got dressed. As Carly tied her bikini top, her hands were shaking, but she was smiling.

Adrien brushed a damp strand of hair from her face. “Tomorrow night?” he asked, his voice hopeful.

“The pool closes at eleven,” Alex added, a wicked glint in his eye. “We could meet at ten.”

Carly nodded, a genuine, thrilled laugh bubbling up from her chest. “Ten o’clock.” She turned to walk back to her room, the prospect of the rest of her vacation now looking exceedingly, wonderfully positive.

3 - A STEPSISTER’S TABOO SUGGESTION

MFF / Taboo / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The wine was a deep red, just like the flush creeping up Anna’s neck. She swirled the glass, her eyes fixed on Mary’s across the coffee table.

Anna and Mary had been inseparable ever since their parents had gotten married. They were more than stepsisters. They were best friends. When Anna had called Mary, saying she had something to ask her, Mary had rushed over, wondering what was so important that it couldn’t be said over the phone. Now, Mary’s mind raced. What did Anna need to talk to her about?

“I have to ask you something,” Anna finally said, her voice a low, hesitant hum. “It’s about Arnold.”

Mary took a sip, the liquid doing little to calm her sudden, inexplicable nerves. “Okay… is everything alright?”

“Everything’s perfect,” Anna said quickly, a small smile playing on her lips. “Almost too perfect. He… he told me he wants a threesome.”

Mary nearly choked on her wine. She coughed, setting the glass down with a shaky hand. “A threesome? Anna, my God.”

“I know, I know,” Anna said, leaning forward, her expression earnest. “But hear me out. I agreed. The idea… it actually really turns me on. But I have one condition.” She reached across the table, her fingers brushing Mary’s. “It has to be with the right woman. Someone I trust completely. Someone I know would never try to come between us. Someone… like you.”

The air left Mary’s lungs. Her? With Anna and Arnold? Her mind raced, a chaotic mix of shock, curiosity, and a low, thrumming heat she couldn’t ignore. “Anna… I don’t know. I’ve never… we’re…”

“I know,” Anna whispered, her grip tightening. “That’s why it’s perfect. It’s just sex, Mary. An experience. With people who care about you. Please? For me?”

The plea in her stepsister’s eyes was undeniable. And beneath the panic, Mary felt it—a thrilling, terrifying spark of desire. She took a deep breath. “Okay,” she heard herself say, the word feeling both alien and inevitable. “Okay.”

The click of the front door unlock was like a starter’s pistol. Arnold walked in, shrugging off his suit jacket. He froze when he saw them both on the sofa, their glasses of wine, the charged silence.

“Mary, hey,” he said, his voice warm but cautious. “This is a nice surprise.”

Anna stood up, crossing the room to him. She placed a hand on his chest, going up on her toes to whisper in his ear. Mary watched his expression shift from confusion to stunned disbelief, then to a slow, dawning heat that made her stomach clench. His gaze snapped to Mary, a silent question in his eyes.

She gave him a small, nervous nod.

A slow smile spread across his face. “Well,” he said, his voice now a low, rough thing that sent a shiver down Mary’s spine. “Shall we move to the bedroom?”

The walk down the hall felt endless. The air was thick, charged with a potential that made Mary’s skin prickle. Anna led her by the hand, Arnold following close behind.

In the soft light of their bedroom, Anna turned to Mary. “You’re sure?” she asked, one last time.

“I’m sure,” Mary breathed, the words tasting like truth.

Anna’s smile was brilliant. Her hands came up to the hem of Mary’s blouse. “Let me,” she murmured, her fingers deftly undoing the buttons. Each brush of her skin against Mary’s was electric. The blouse fell open, then slipped to the floor. Mary’s hands were less steady as she returned the favor, fumbling with the clasp of Anna’s jeans, peeling them down her hips to reveal a simple pair of black lace panties.

They came together in a slow, exploratory kiss. It wasn’t passionate, not yet. It was curious. A soft meeting of lips, a tentative slide of tongues. Mary melted into it, the familiar scent of her stepsister’s perfume now an intoxicating aphrodisiac.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Arnold sit in a plush chair in the corner, watching them with rapt attention. He’d shed his own clothes, and his cock, thick and already fully erect, stood proudly from a dark thatch of hair. He stroked it slowly, his eyes dark with hunger.

Anna broke the kiss, her lips trailing down Mary’s neck to her collarbone. She guided Mary to her knees on the plush rug, and she followed, both women now facing Arnold.

“Ladies,” he growled, the command clear.

Anna went first, her mouth enveloping him with a practiced ease that made Mary’s own mouth water. She watched, mesmerized, as her stepsister’s head bobbed, heard the soft, wet sounds. After a moment, Anna pulled back, her lips glistening. “Your turn,” she whispered, her voice husky.

Mary hesitated for only a second before leaning forward. The first touch of him against her lips was a shock—smooth skin over solid, unyielding heat. She took him into her mouth, her tongue exploring the velvety head, tasting the faint, musky pre-cum that had already gathered there. A low, guttural groan rumbled from Arnold’s chest, and the sound vibrated through her, sparking a fresh wave of wetness between her own legs.

They took turns, a synchronized dance of lips and tongue, until Arnold’s breathing was ragged. He gently pushed them both back. “On the bed, Anna. Now.”

He laid her down, spreading her legs, and drove into her with a single, powerful thrust. Anna cried out, her back arching off the mattress, her fingers digging into his shoulders. Mary watched, frozen, as her stepsister was fucked. The slap of skin on skin, the raw, primal sounds they both made—it was the most erotic thing she had ever witnessed. Her own need became a throbbing, aching thing.

Arnold must have seen it on her face. “Mary,” he panted, not stopping his rhythm. “Get on top of her. Straddle her face.”

The command was so direct, so filthy, it should have shocked her. Instead, she scrambled to obey, climbing onto the bed, swinging a leg over Anna’s torso. She lowered herself, her knees on either side of Anna’s head, her wet, exposed pussy hovering just above her stepsister’s mouth.

Anna’s hands gripped her thighs, pulling her down. And then her tongue was there.

A sharp, gasping cry was torn from Mary’s throat. Anna’s mouth was relentless. A flat, broad lick from her entrance to her clit, then a focused, swirling pressure right on the aching bud. Mary’s hips jerked, grinding down against the source of the incredible pleasure. She looked down, saw Anna’s eyes, dark and glazed with lust, staring up at her from between her thighs. The sight, the sensation, the sheer taboo of it all sent her careening toward the edge.

She rode Anna’s face, her movements becoming frantic, desperate. She was so close. Her fingers tangled in her own hair, her head falling back as a coil of pure heat tightened deep in her belly. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice a broken whisper. “Please, Anna, don’t stop.”

The orgasm crashed over her without warning. A white-hot wave of sensation that ripped a scream from her lungs. Her body convulsed, her thighs clamping around Anna’s head as a flood of her release gushed onto her stepsister’s waiting tongue.

She collapsed to the side, boneless and trembling.

Before she could even catch her breath, Arnold was there. His hands were on her hips, turning her over onto her hands and knees. She felt the broad, wet head of his cock nudge against her entrance, still sensitive and throbbing from her climax.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. She pushed back against him, a wordless plea.

He entered her in one long, smooth stroke that filled her completely. She cried out, the feeling of being so utterly full stealing her breath. He set a brutal, punishing pace, each thrust jolting through her, hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars. One of his hands gripped her hip, the other snaked around her front, his fingers finding her swollen clit and rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. It was everything. Another orgasm, sharper and more intense than the first, tore through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him in rhythmic pulses, milking his length. With a roar, Arnold buried himself to the hilt, his own release flooding into her in hot, pulsing jets.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He slipped out of her, and she collapsed onto the mattress, spent.

As they finally began to dress, their movements slow and languid, Anna looked at Mary, a new, intimate spark in her eyes. “So,” she said, her voice soft. “We should do this again sometime.”

Arnold nodded, his hand finding the small of Mary’s back. “Absolutely.”

Mary just looked between them, her mind struggling to catch up with her body. She could still feel the ghost of Arnold inside her, the taste of him on her lips, the memory of Anna’s tongue on her clit. A slow, disbelieving smile spread across her face. “I… I think I’d like that.”

4 - A FORBIDDEN THREESOME ON THE CRUISE SHIP
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“Marcia, stay.”

The words, low and commanding, cut through the fog of tequila and shame. Her hand froze on the cool metal of the cabin door handle. She didn’t dare turn around.

“Jack isn’t here,” Martin’s voice continued, a rough rasp that was utterly foreign to the man she knew. “But we are. Don’t run.”

She had to run. Every sane, married cell in her body screamed at her to flee. But her feet were rooted to the garishly patterned carpet. The image was scorched onto the backs of her eyelids: the tangle of limbs on the rumpled bed, Nadine’s head thrown back in ecstasy, Martin’s powerful body moving against hers. Her mother-in-law. Her father-in-law. Jack’s parents.

The thrum of the ship’s engines vibrated up through the floor, a constant, primal hum that seemed to sync with the frantic beating of her heart. She’d lost Jack hours ago in the throbbing, neon-lit chaos of the ship’s main nightclub. The music had been too loud, the fluorescent cocktails too strong. After her third “Caribbean Sunset,” the world had taken on soft, blurry edges. She’d stumbled back to their cabin, expecting to find him passed out, but it was empty. A stupid, drunken thought had flickered: Maybe he’s with his parents. It was the alcohol, nothing more, that made her knock once on their door before turning the handle.

And now this.

She finally turned, her cheeks burning. Nadine was sitting up on the edge of the bed now, a silk sheet draped over her lap, her expression unreadable. Martin stood near the foot of the bed, completely unconcerned with his nudity, his gaze locked on Marcia.

“I’m so… I’m so sorry,” Marcia stammered, her voice a thin, reedy thing. “I was looking for Jack. I’ll just…”

“We know it’s a shock,” Nadine said, her voice surprisingly soft. She swung her legs off the bed and stood, letting the sheet fall away. She walked toward Marcia with a predatory grace that was mesmerizing. “But the door opened for a reason, don’t you think?”

Before Marcia could process the question, Nadine was right in front of her. The older woman’s scent, a mix of expensive perfume and sex, filled her senses. Nadine’s hands, cool and surprisingly steady, came up to frame Marcia’s face.

“You’re flushed,” Nadine murmured, her thumbs stroking Marcia’s hot cheeks. Her eyes dropped to Marcia’s mouth. “And so beautiful.”

Then Nadine kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was deep and knowing, a confident claiming that sent a jolt straight to Marcia’s core. Her mind went blank, all protestations drowned out by a sudden, roaring hunger. Her lips parted on a gasp, and Nadine’s tongue slid inside, tasting of champagne and sin. Marcia’s hands, which had been clenched at her sides, came up to grip Nadine’s bare arms, her fingers sinking into firm flesh. This is wrong, this is so wrong, a voice chanted in the back of her mind, but it was distant, muffled by the pounding in her ears and the slick, hot heat of the kiss.

Nadine’s hands moved from her face, trailing down her neck, over the thin fabric of her sundress. Deft fingers found the zipper at the back and tugged it down in one smooth motion. The dress pooled at Marcia’s feet, leaving her standing in only her lace bra and panties. The ship’s air conditioning whispered over her newly exposed skin, raising goosebumps.

“Look at you,” Martin breathed from behind Nadine, his voice thick with desire. The sound of it, so full of raw want, made Marcia’s knees weak.

Nadine’s mouth left hers, traveling down her jawline to her neck, sucking lightly at the sensitive skin there. Her hands cupped Marcia’s breasts through the lace, her thumbs circling the already hardened nipples until Marcia was arching into the touch with a soft whimper. The bra clasp gave way, and Nadine bent her head, taking one taut peak into her mouth.

The sensation was electric. Nadine’s tongue was hot and clever, laving and sucking until Marcia was clutching her mother-in-law’s shoulders for support, her head spinning. She felt another pair of hands, larger and rougher, on her hips. Martin. He turned her gently, his chest pressing against her back as he kissed her shoulder, his stubble a delicious abrasion. His hands slid down over her stomach, hooking into the sides of her panties and dragging them down her thighs.

She was naked now, exposed to both of them. Nadine sank to her knees in front of her, her eyes dark with hunger. She didn’t hesitate. She pressed her face into the thatch of curls between Marcia’s thighs, her tongue finding Marcia’s center in one long, flat lick.

Marcia cried out, the sound ripped from her throat. Her hands tangled in Nadine’s perfectly styled hair as the woman feasted on her. Nadine’s tongue was an artist, tracing intricate patterns, circling her clit, plunging inside her only to retreat and focus on that one sensitive nub again. Martin’s hands were on her breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples, his mouth still on her neck. Pleasure, sharp and unbearable, coiled deep in her belly. The world narrowed to the twin points of sensation: Nadine’s mouth and Martin’s hands.

“Oh god, oh god…” she chanted, her hips beginning to move of their own accord, grinding against Nadine’s mouth.

“That’s it, darling,” Nadine whispered against her, her breath hot on Marcia’s wetness. “Let go.”

But then Nadine pulled away, leaving Marcia trembling on the edge. She took Marcia’s hand and led her to the bed, lying back against the pillows and spreading her legs in a silent, breathtaking invitation. Her own arousal was glistening on her inner thighs.

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

Marcia didn’t need to be asked twice. She knelt between Nadine’s legs, the scent of her mother-in-law’s desire filling her head. It was musky and sweet, utterly intoxicating. She leaned forward, her tongue tentative at first, tracing the same paths Nadine had on her. Nadine moaned, a deep, guttural sound, and her hands buried themselves in Marcia’s hair, guiding her, urging her on. Marcia found her rhythm, licking and sucking, discovering what made Nadine’s back arch and her breath catch.

She was so lost in the taste and the feel of the woman beneath her that she barely registered Martin moving behind her. She felt his fingers first, sliding through her wetness, pressing inside her, stretching her. She moaned against Nadine’s clit, the vibration earning a sharp cry from the older woman.

Then his fingers were gone, replaced by the blunt, thick head of his cock. He pressed against her entrance, and for a moment, there was only the immense, stretching pressure. Then he pushed forward, filling her completely in one long, smooth stroke.

A cry was torn from her, muffled against Nadine’s flesh. He was so big, so deep inside her. He held himself there for a moment, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness. Then he began to move, setting a slow, devastating rhythm. Each thrust pushed her face harder against Nadine, each retreat pulled a desperate whimper from her lips.

She was the center of a perfect, sinful sandwich. Nadine’s hips ground against her mouth, Martin’s powerful body pistoned into her from behind. The slap of skin on skin, the ragged breathing, the low groans—it was a symphony of decadence. She felt Nadine’s body begin to tighten around her, her inner muscles fluttering against Marcia’s tongue.

“I’m… I’m there…” Nadine gasped, her voice cracking.

Her climax hit, a rushing wave that soaked Marcia’s chin. The taste was intense, primal. Feeling Nadine come apart under her tongue while Martin hammered into her from behind was the final push Marcia needed. Her own orgasm erupted, a silent, seizing explosion that clamped down around Martin’s cock with visceral force. Her vision whited out, her body convulsing between them.

Feeling her tight, rhythmic clenching, Martin lost his control. With a guttural groan that was pure animal release, he drove into her one last, deep time, his body stiffening as he poured himself into her, his heat flooding her core in pulsing waves.

For a long moment, the only sound in the cabin was their ragged breathing, mingling with the ever-present hum of the ship. The spell broke. Reality, cold and sharp, poured back in.

They quickly, awkwardly, disentangled themselves. Dressing was a silent, fumbling affair, none of them meeting each other’s eyes. The guilt was a physical weight on Marcia’s chest, making it hard to breathe.

“Jack can never know,” Martin said, his voice back to its usual tone, but unable to mask the turmoil beneath. It was not a suggestion. It was a command.

“Never,” Nadine agreed, slipping her dress back on, her movements efficient, her face a careful mask.

Marcia just nodded, pulling her sundress over her head, the fabric feeling alien against her sensitized skin. She felt filthy. Depraved.

But as she slipped out of the cabin and into the empty hallway, the ghost of Nadine’s taste still on her lips and the deep, satisfying ache between her legs, a treacherous thought whispered through the shame: I’ve never felt more alive. She leaned against the cool wall, her mind reeling. What had she done? And worse, a part of her, a part she barely recognized, was already wondering if it would happen again. She chastised herself, the guilt immediate and sharp.

But the memory of Martin’s hands on her hips, of Nadine’s mouth on her breast, of the raw, shared pleasure, was a flame she couldn’t snuff out. She started walking, her steps unsteady, her body thrumming with the aftershocks of what they’d done. The promise they’d made hung in the air, a precarious secret.

5 - A FAMILY INITIATION
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The grand marble staircase seemed to descend forever, a river of polished stone flowing down into shadow. Ariel’s delicate heels clicked a nervous rhythm beside Roger’s confident strides, while June’s silent presence behind her felt both guiding and inescapable. The vibrant music from the ballroom above faded, replaced by the heavy, expectant silence of the manor’s private depths.

“We so appreciate you indulging us, my dear,” Roger said, his voice a smooth, low murmur that echoed in the hushed corridor. “Some traditions are simply… important to the family.”

Ariel nodded, her throat tight. Desperate to be accepted, to prove she was worthy of their world, of Mack. She clutched her mask, its feathers now feeling silly, a costume for a party that was clearly just a prelude.

June produced a heavy, old-fashioned key and unlocked a seemingly ancient oak door. It swung open without a sound, revealing a room that made Ariel’s breath catch. It wasn’t a wine cellar or a study.

Soft, ambient light glowed from sconces on stone walls, illuminating a space of stark contrasts: lavish red velvet drapes against cold, iron chains; a plush rug on a hard, stone floor. In the center stood a sturdy, leather-padded bench. A rack of various implements, some sleek and polished, others ominously dense, hung neatly on one wall. A dungeon.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “What is this?”

“Your initiation, Ariel,” Roger stated calmly, closing the door with a definitive thud. The lock clicked. “To be one of us, you must prove yourself worthy.”

Initiation. The word echoed in her mind, cold and hot at once. She looked at June, seeking reassurance, a sign this was some bizarre joke.

June stepped forward, a gentle smile playing on her lips. She took Ariel’s hand. Her touch was warm, steadying. “I was so nervous my first time,” she confessed, her voice intimate. “But it was the most liberating experience of my life. It is a gift, Ariel. A welcome. It means we want you. All of you.”

The words, coupled with June’s earnest gaze, soothed the sharpest edge of her panic. This was a test. A strange, terrifying test, but one she had to pass. For Mack. For her future.

“Okay,” Ariel whispered, the word tasting of both fear and thrilling submission.

“Excellent.” Roger’s approval was a tangible warmth in the cool air. “Now, the gown. It’s beautiful, but it’s a barrier. Remove it.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the delicate clasp at the back of her neck. The silk whispered as it slid down her body, pooling at her feet in a shimmering heap. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps on her arms and making her nipples peak tightly against the lace of her bra. She stood before them in only her heels and delicate ivory lingerie, feeling utterly exposed yet vibrantly alive.

“Everything,” Roger commanded, his voice dropping an octave, thick with an authority that sent a shiver straight to her core.

She obeyed, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushing them down, then reaching behind to unclasp her bra. They joined the dress on the floor. She was naked, save for the stiletto heels. Her skin hummed with a mixture of vulnerability and raw anticipation.

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

Ariel moved on unsteady legs, the cold leather a shock against her belly and thighs. She grasped the opposite side of the bench, her knuckles white. She heard the soft rustle of movement behind her, then the unmistakable sound of a strap being selected.

The first strike of the flogger was a line of pure, startling fire across her shoulders. She gasped, the pain sharp and clean. The second landed lower, on the swell of her ass, and a moan escaped her lips this time, the sting blossoming into a deep, throbbing heat that spread through her entire lower body. Pain and pleasure, inextricably linked. June took a turn with a different implement, something softer, perhaps suede, that landed with a heavy thud that resonated deep in her muscles, making her cry out and push her hips back against the sensation, craving more.

They worked in a silent, practiced rhythm, alternating strokes until her skin was flushed and singing, her mind floating in a hazy space where there was only sensation. Her soft yelps had transformed into continuous, breathy moans.

The whipping ceased. Strong, gentle hands guided her to lie flat on her back on the bench. Roger buckled a soft leather cuff around her right wrist, then her left, securing them to rings above her head. She was stretched out, completely open to them.

June’s face appeared above hers, her eyes dark with intent. “You’re doing so well, darling.” Her fingers, cool and skilled, found Ariel’s nipples, pinching and rolling them until they were aching pebbles. Then came a sharp click, and a sudden, piercing pressure as a silver clamp fastened onto each one. The initial bite of pain quickly morphed into a persistent, sweet ache that pulsed in time with her heartbeat.

Then June’s hand slid down her stomach, through her damp curls, and parted her folds. Oh god. Two of June’s fingers slipped inside her, and Ariel arched off the bench with a choked cry. She was so wet, her body responding shamelessly to the mix of pain and dominance. June’s fingers curled, finding a rhythm, pressing against that exquisite spot inside her while her thumb made slow, firm circles on her clit.

Ariel’s world narrowed to that building pressure, the expert touch pushing her higher and higher. Then she felt Roger at her head. His fingers tangled in her hair, not roughly, but with absolute ownership, tilting her head back. The broad, velvety head of his cock pressed against her lips.

“Open,” he murmured.

She did, and he filled her mouth, a salty, musky taste exploding on her tongue. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that made her gag slightly before she relaxed her throat, taking him in. The dual sensations were overwhelming: June’s fingers pumping inside her, Roger’s cock thrusting into her mouth, the clamps sending jolts of sensation with every movement. Her moans vibrated around him.

Roger withdrew from her mouth, his breathing ragged. He moved between her splayed legs, his hands gripping her hips. The thick head of his cock pressed against her thoroughly soaked entrance, and then he was pushing inside, filling her completely in one long, stretching, glorious thrust.

The weight on her face was unexpected, the scent of feminine arousal now overwhelming as June straddled her, lowering her wet, heated core onto Ariel’s mouth. Instinct took over. Ariel’s tongue lashed out, tracing June’s folds, seeking her clit, drinking the essence of her. June’s answering cry was guttural, her hips grinding down against Ariel’s face as Roger watched, his own thrusts becoming harder, faster.

June came with a sharp, shuddering cry, her release flooding Ariel’s senses. The taste, the smell, the feel of it pushed Ariel herself to the very brink.

Ariel screamed into June’s thigh, the sensation of being so utterly full tipping her over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, a tidal wave of pleasure that clenched around Roger’s cock, milking him as he drove into her, each thrust pushing her higher. She felt him swell inside her, his rhythm becoming erratic, and then with a deep, guttural groan, he poured himself into her, his heat spreading through her core as his own release pulsed in time with her fading contractions.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Slowly, June dismounted. Gently, so gently, Roger unbuckled the restraints from her wrists, his fingers rubbing feeling back into them. The clamps were carefully removed, the rush of blood a new, sharp pleasure.

“You did perfectly, Ariel,” Roger said, his voice warm with genuine approval. He helped her sit up, her body trembling with aftershocks. “Welcome to the family.”

They dressed in a comfortable silence that felt more intimate than anything Ariel had ever known. She slipped her gown back on, the silk now feeling like a second skin, a badge of honor. When she turned, both Roger and June were smiling at her, a look of shared, profound knowledge in their eyes.

She climbed the stairs, her legs shaky but sure. The music and laughter of the ballroom washed over her, a world away. She spotted Mack across the room, laughing with a guest. He turned, his eyes finding hers instantly. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face, a smile that held secrets and promises. He excused himself and walked toward her.

“There you are,” he said, his voice a low caress. He took her hand, his thumb stroking her palm. His eyes searched hers, full of dark amusement and something like pride. “So… did you enjoy your little tour? Did my parents make you feel welcome?”

6 - A DAUGHTER-IN-LAW’S UNEXPECTED VISIT
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The casserole dish, a simple blue stoneware thing, was the last item on her list. Danielle had baked a lasagna in it for Rick and Nicole last week, and now, driving home from work on a whim, she decided to retrieve it. They wouldn’t mind; her in-laws were always telling her to stop by anytime.

She pulled into the familiar driveway, noting the quiet serenity of the house. No cars in the drive besides Nicole’s sedan. She knocked on the front door, the sound echoing hollowly in the late afternoon stillness. No answer. She knocked again, louder. Strange. She tried the knob. It turned easily in her hand. Unlocked.

“Hello? Nicole? Rick?” she called out, her voice feeling too loud for the quiet entrance hall. “Just picking up my dish!”

Silence. Then, a sound. A distant, muffled noise from upstairs. Not a cry for help, exactly, but a… a moan. Followed by a sharp, staccato yelp that was unmistakably a sound of pain. Her heart leapt into her throat. Was someone hurt? Alarm, cold and immediate, propelled her feet forward. She took the stairs two at a time, her pulse drumming in her ears.

The master bedroom door was slightly ajar. Another, clearer moan seeped out, this one layered with a breathy, feminine keen. Without another thought, driven by a surge of protective panic, Danielle pushed the door open.

The scene froze, a lurid tableau. On the large four-poster bed, Nicole was on her back, her hands tied with crimson silk to the bedposts. Her skin was flushed, and a few faint, pink lines crossed her stomach and breasts. Next to her, standing tall and completely nude, was Rick. He held a small, leather flogger in his hand. His expression wasn’t one of anger, but of intense, focused concentration.

Danielle’s brain short-circuited. Her mouth fell open. “I— oh my God— I’m so sorry— the door was—” she stammered, her face burning with a humiliation so profound it felt like a physical force. She turned to flee.

“Danielle.” Rick’s voice was calm, steady, not a trace of embarrassment. It stopped her in her tracks. “Wait.”

She turned back, unable to meet his eyes, her gaze instead falling on Nicole, who was looking at her not with shame, but with a dark, glittering curiosity.

“We were… hoping you might join us,” Rick said, his tone as casual as if he were offering her a cup of tea.

Her first instinct was a vehement, horrified no. But it died in her throat. Because underneath the shock and the embarrassment, another feeling was uncoiling, hot and insistent. Intrigue. A thrilling, terrifying curiosity. She saw the way Nicole’s body was thrumming with energy, not fear. She saw the possessive, adoring way Rick looked at his wife. Her own heart was pounding, but not just from panic. What would it feel like?

Her voice was a whisper. “Okay.”

A slow smile spread across Rick’s face. “Good. Clothes off. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling, went to the buttons of her blouse. Each undone button felt like a step across a threshold. The soft fabric of her shirt whispered to the floor, followed by her slacks and underwear. She stood naked in the middle of the room, the air cool on her skin, a stark contrast to the heat blooming within her.

Rick stepped closer, the flogger discarded. He was fully erect, his cock thick and demanding. He didn’t touch her, just stood there, letting her look. “On your knees.”

Danielle sank to the plush carpet, the world narrowing to the space between his legs. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of him against her mouth was like a spark. She took him in, the salt-and-skin taste of him flooding her senses. She used her tongue, flattening it against the underside of his shaft as she moved her head, her hand cupping his sac, feeling the tight, heavy weight. A low groan rumbled in his chest.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Nicole watching, her breathing quick and shallow, a small, approving smile on her lips. This is for her, too, Danielle realized, and the thought made her take him deeper, until her throat relaxed and she could feel him hitting the back of it.

“Enough,” Rick grunted, his voice thick. He gently pulled her head back. “Now, taste her.”

He guided her to the bed where Nicole was still bound. “Make her come.”

Danielle climbed onto the bed, her face inches from Nicole’s glistening core. The scent was musky and sweet. She hesitated for only a second before her tongue darted out, finding the hard, swollen nub of Nicole’s clit.

Nicole jerked against her restraints, a sharp, guttural cry escaping her. “Yes.”

Danielle licked and sucked, mimicking what she herself loved, her movements growing more confident as Nicole’s moans escalated into a continuous, pleading chant. She could feel the tension building in Nicole’s thighs, the way her whole body tightened. Then, with a shattered cry, Nicole came, her hips bucking, her release gushing against Danielle’s chin and mouth. Danielle didn’t pull away; she drank her in, the act feeling shockingly natural, necessary.

Rick untied Nicole’s wrists with practiced ease, rubbing the circulation back into them. He turned to Danielle, the crimson silk ropes in his hands. “Your turn.”

A fresh wave of nervous excitement washed over her. She lay back on the warm sheets where Nicole had been, offering her wrists. The silk was smooth but unyielding as Rick tied her to the bedposts, the sensation of being utterly helpless sending a thrill of pure adrenaline through her.

Nicole, now free, crawled up the bed beside her. “Such a good girl,” she purred, before lowering her head and taking one of Danielle’s nipples into her mouth. Her tongue was expert, circling, flicking, sucking until the sensation was almost painful in its intensity. At the same time, Rick parted Danielle’s legs. She felt the cool, hard plastic of a vibrator nuzzle against her clit before it buzzed to life.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The wet, pulling heat on her breast and the insistent, electric vibration on her most sensitive spot made her back arch off the bed. “Oh God… please… more…” she begged, the words torn from her. They were a team, Rick and Nicole, playing her body like a finely tuned instrument, ratcheting the pleasure up until she was teetering on the edge of orgasm.

Then, Rick removed the vibrator. She felt the blunt, heavy pressure of him at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed inside, filling her in one long, slow, devastating stroke. It was a fullness she’d never known. He began to move, a deep, rhythmic pounding that shook the bed.

At the same time, Nicole straddled her face, lowering her wet, still-quivering pussy onto Danielle’s mouth. The command was clear. Danielle’s tongue went to work again, lapping at Nicole’s folds as Nicole ground against her. The room was filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, of ragged breathing, and of her own muffled moans as she was fucked from both ends.

The pleasure became a crashing wave, rising from where Rick was plunged deep inside her, merging with the taste of Nicole on her tongue. Her body seized, her cries stifled by Nicole’s body as her orgasm exploded through her, violent and all-consuming. As she convulsed around him, she felt Rick’s own release, a hot, pulsing flood that seemed to go on forever.

Slowly, the world drifted back. Rick pulled out, untied her wrists. The silence was heavy, broken only by their collective panting. Danielle got dressed with shaky hands, the fabric feeling alien on her sensitized skin. She couldn’t look at them.

As she reached the bedroom door, Nicole’s voice, soft but firm, stopped her. “Danielle.”

She turned. Rick stood behind Nicole, his arm around her waist. Both of them looked utterly satiated, and completely serious.

“We’d like you to join us again,” Rick said.

Danielle hesitated at the door, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and a dark, hungry anticipation she could no longer deny. She knew she should say no, should walk away and pretend this never happened. But the phantom sensations on her skin, the memory of that utter loss of control, screamed a different answer.

She finally met their gaze. “Yes.”

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

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

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

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

Then she saw them.

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

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

“Dave! What the hell is this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

8 - USED BY TWO BROTHERS

MMF / BDSM / Taboo / Blowjob / Buttplug / Flogging / PIV Sex

The bass from the bar’s speakers thrummed through the soles of Mena’s boots, a steady pulse that matched the quick, curious beat of her heart. She’d come out tonight for a drink, for a distraction, and maybe, just maybe, for a story to tell. She found more than she’d bargained for when she caught the gaze of two men across the room. They were clearly brothers, sharing the same intense dark eyes and broad shoulders. The taller one, Kent, had a quiet intensity, while the other, Jake, grinned with an easy charm that promised mischief.

An hour later, she was nestled in a booth with them, the chemistry between the three of them a living thing, sparking with each shared laugh and lingering glance. Jake’s foot brushed hers under the table and stayed there. Kent’s hand, resting on the back of the booth, found its way to her shoulder, his thumb tracing idle, electric circles on her skin.

“Our place is just around the corner,” Kent said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “We’ve got a better beer selection. And… more privacy.”

The implication was clear, thrilling. Mena simply nodded, a slow, deliberate smile spreading across her lips. This is it, she thought. This is the story.

In their sleek, modern apartment, a cold bottle in her hand, Kent closed the distance between them in the living room. He didn’t ask. He just looked at her, a question in his eyes that she answered with a slight, almost imperceptible tilt of her chin. Then his mouth was on hers, the kiss not tentative but claiming, hot and deep with the taste of hops and desire. When he pulled back, both brothers were watching her, their expressions hungry and identical.

“We should be upfront, Mena,” Jake said, his tone conversational, though his eyes burned. “We like to share. It’s more fun that way.”

A jolt, pure and undiluted, went straight to her core. The idea should have startled her, but it didn’t. It unlocked something. Share. The word echoed, conjuring a flood of images that made her breath catch. “I see,” she managed, her voice huskier than usual. “I’m… intrigued.”

Kent took her hand. “Let’s go to the playroom.”

The word ‘playroom’ did not prepare her. The door swung open to reveal a space that was part bedroom, part dungeon. Her eyes widened, taking in the leather-padded bench, the intricate networks of ropes and chains on the walls, the array of floggers and paddles displayed like art. The air itself felt charged, heavy with promise and a hint of leather.

“Get naked for us, Mena,” Jake commanded softly. It wasn’t a question.

Her fingers, which should have fumbled, were steady. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans, pushing them down her hips along with her panties. She pulled her top over her head, letting it fall to the floor, then reached back to unclasp her bra. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps, but she felt no shame, only a powerful, exposing thrill under their unwavering gaze. She stood before them, completely bare.

“Beautiful,” Kent breathed.

In unison, they unbuckled their belts, the clink of the metal loud in the quiet room. They unzipped their flies and freed themselves. Both were thick, hard, and magnificent. A soft, wanting sound escaped Mena’s lips. She didn’t need a second invitation.

She sank to her knees on the plush rug, the world narrowing to the two cocks before her. She reached out, wrapping one hand around Kent’s base, feeling the hot, velvety-steel strength of him. She leaned forward and took Jake into her mouth.

He was a revelation. The weight of him on her tongue, the faint salty-sweet taste of his pre-cum, the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust as her lips stretched around him. She moaned, the vibration making him curse. Her hand worked on Kent, pumping him in a steady rhythm, her thumb swirling over his slick tip. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the dual sensations of hard flesh in her hand and in her mouth.

After a few minutes, Jake gently pulled her off. “Switch,” he murmured, his voice strained.

She turned her attention to Kent, taking him deep as her hand found Jake. Kent’s hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, holding her as she worshipped him. The brothers exchanged a look over her head, a silent communication of pure, lustful approval.

When they pulled her up, her knees were weak. Jake guided her to the leather bench, its surface cool against her overheated skin. “Bend over, sweetheart. Arch your back for us.”

She obeyed, presenting herself, feeling more exposed and desired than ever before. She heard the click of a cap, then felt the cold, slick gel at her rear entrance. She gasped, tensing for a second.

“Easy,” Kent soothed, a hand on the small of her back. “Just a little plug. To get you ready.”

Jake’s finger teased her, then pressed the bulbous tip of the plug against her. He pushed, steadily, inexorably, until it popped past the ring of muscle and settled inside her with a delicious, stretching fullness. She cried out, the sensation so intense it bordered on pain for a split second before melting into a deep, throbbing pleasure.

Then she heard another sound. The soft swish of leather through air.

The first strike landed across her shoulders. It was a kiss of fire, a sharp sting that bloomed into a warm, radiating heat. She jolted, a gasp tearing from her throat. Before she could even process it, another landed slightly lower, from the other brother.They took turns, the floggers landing on her back, her ass, her thighs. The pain was bright and sharp, but each strike was followed by a wave of endorphins that washed through her, leaving her limp and pliant and mindless with need. Her moans were continuous now, a ragged soundtrack to the rhythmic thwack of leather on skin.

Suddenly, it stopped. The room was silent except for her heavy panting. Jake moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked, eager entrance. With one powerful, grateful thrust, he filled her completely.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his voice guttural.

He set a punishing pace from the start, each drive of his hips slamming her into the bench, making the plug inside her shift and stimulate that incredible, secret spot. She was an instrument and he was playing her, his rhythm wringing ragged cries and pleas from her lips. She could feel his control fraying, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more desperate.

“Gonna cum,” he grunted, plunging deep one final time. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release flood her, a claiming so intimate it brought her to the very edge of her own climax.

He pulled out, and Kent was there immediately, not missing a beat. He entered her, his cock slick with his brother’s cum. The feeling was decadent, filthy, and unbelievably erotic. He fucked her with a different rhythm, slower, deeper, each stroke a deliberate possession. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

That was all it took. The coiling tension in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seizing wave that clenched around Kent’s cock, milking him, pulling a deep, shuddering groan from his chest. He thrust into her hard, once, twice, and then stilled, his own release joining his brother’s inside her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. They helped her up, her legs trembling violently. Jake gently removed the plug, making her whimper at the sudden emptiness.

He smiled, brushing a damp strand of hair from her forehead. “You did incredible, Mena. Absolutely fucking perfect.”

Mena leaned against the bench, spent and buzzing, a slow, sated smile spreading on her face. “Wow.”

“We’d love to have you back,” Kent said, his hand warm on her back. “If you’re interested.”

“I’m interested,” she said, the words coming out without a single thought. They exchanged numbers, the act bizarrely mundane amidst the surrounding gear.

Walking out into the cool night air an hour later, the soreness between her legs a persistent, pleasant reminder, she replayed the night in her head. The floggers, the fullness, the feeling of being completely and utterly used for their pleasure—and hers. She couldn’t believe what had just happened.

And she absolutely, definitely, could not wait to do it again. Soon, she thought, looking at her phone.

9 - MOTHER-IN-LAW TAKES OVER

FFM / Femdom / Taboo / Group Sex / Flogging / Small Penis Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Roger sighed as he heard Veronica’s voice from the living room. She had barely been in the apartment for ten minutes, and already she was picking apart the decor.

“Mila, darling, this couch is atrocious. You deserve better than this cheap fabric,” Veronica said, her tone dripping with disdain.

Roger clenched his jaw, leaning against the kitchen counter. He wasn’t in the mood for her usual criticisms.

But then, he heard something that made him freeze. Veronica’s voice lowered, though not enough to keep him from eavesdropping. “Mila, I’ve been thinking. You’ve been far too easy on him. It’s time we made some changes. I can help you put him in his place.” Roger’s heart skipped a beat. What the hell did that mean? His curiosity was tinged with a strange, unexpected thrill.

That evening, Mila called him into the bedroom. Roger hesitated at the door, unsure of what to expect.

When he stepped inside, he saw Veronica sitting on the edge of the bed, a large bag resting beside her. Her lips curled into a smirk as she looked him up and down. “Well, hello, Roger,” she purred. “Take off your clothes.”

Roger blinked. “Excuse me?”

Veronica’s eyes narrowed. “You heard me. Strip. Now.”

He glanced at Mila, who was standing by the dresser, arms crossed. She gave him a small nod, her expression unreadable. With a slow, uneasy breath, Roger began to undress. He felt exposed, vulnerable, as he stood naked before them. Veronica’s gaze dropped to his cock, and she let out a mocking laugh.

“Oh, Mila, this is what you’ve been working with? No wonder you’re unsatisfied.” Veronica shook her head, her laughter cutting through the air like a knife.

Roger’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but there was something else too—a flicker of arousal that he couldn’t quite ignore.

Veronica reached into the bag and pulled out a flogger, its leather tails dangling menacingly. She handed it to Mila with a sly grin. “Show him what happens when he disappoints us.”

Mila hesitated for a moment before taking the flogger. She stepped closer to Roger, her eyes locking with his. “This is for your own good,” she murmured, raising the flogger high.

The first strike landed across his back, leaving a stinging sensation that made him yelp. The pain ignited something deep within him, a mix of shame and desire that sent his pulse racing.

Veronica watched intently, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as Mila continued to flog him. Each strike left Roger trembling, his breath coming in short gasps. When Mila finally stopped, Veronica stood and began to undress. Her movements were deliberate, her confidence radiating as she slipped out of her dress and stood before him, completely naked.

“Lie down,” Veronica commanded, pointing to the bed.

Roger obeyed, his body tingling with anticipation.

Veronica straddled his face, spreading her legs wide. “Time for your first lesson, Roger. You’re going to learn how to eat pussy properly, since that little thing between your legs isn’t going to satisfy anyone.”

Her words were cruel, but they only heightened Roger’s arousal. Hesitantly, he leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. Veronica let out a soft moan, encouraging him to continue. He grew bolder, exploring her folds with his tongue, eager to please her. The taste of her was intoxicating, and he found himself craving more.

When Veronica finally climbed off him, Mila took her place. Roger eagerly dove in, his tongue lapping at her slick folds. Mila gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as she ground against his face. He could feel her trembling above him, her moans filling the room as she reached her peak.

Once Mila had caught her breath, she and Veronica began to tease Roger’s cock. Their fingertips danced along his shaft, driving him wild with need. He throbbed beneath their touch, his body begging for release.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice shaking. “Let me cum.”

Veronica smirked, her fingers tightening around his base. “Oh no, Roger. You don’t get to cum just yet.” She reached into the bag once more, pulling out a chastity device. Mila helped her slide it over his cock, locking it in place with a click that sounded final.

Roger stared at them in disbelief, his cock imprisoned and throbbing painfully.

Veronica leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “This is just the beginning. You’re going to learn your place, Roger.”

Mila stroked his cheek, her touch almost tender. “Things are going to be different from now on,” she said, her voice firm. “You’re going to be a better husband.”

Roger lay there, his body trembling with a mix of humiliation and arousal. Surprisingly, he had never been more turned on in his life. He couldn’t wait to see what they had in store for him next.

10 - THE BILLIONAIRE’S PRIVATE ISLAND

MMMFFF / BDSM / Taboo / Group Sex / Orgy / Wealthy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Dildo / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The crisp, heavy paper of the invitation felt like a winning lottery ticket in Candy’s hands. A dream, all-expenses-paid vacation to a private island. Too good to be true, she’d thought, but her curiosity had overruled her caution. Now, standing on the tarmac beside two other stunned-looking women, Jessa and Becky, as a gleaming private jet idled, it felt terrifyingly real.

The flight was a blur of champagne and nervous laughter. The island was a postcard of white sand and turquoise water. And the mansion… the mansion was a fortress of opulence, all marble and glass, overlooking the sea. Their host, the enigmatic Carlos, a man with silver-streaked hair and a commanding presence, greeted them with his sons, Bruce and Nigel—both devastatingly handsome, one dark and brooding, the other blond and smiling with predatory charm.

A lavish dinner was served, each course more exquisite than the last. The wine flowed, loosening inhibitions, smoothing the edges of their bewilderment. When the final plates were cleared, Carlos stood, his voice a low rumble that silenced the room.

“Ladies,” he began, a sly smile playing on his lips. “The real entertainment is about to begin.”

He led them through a labyrinth of hallways to a set of massive double doors. He pushed them open to reveal a chamber that made Candy’s breath catch. The walls were lined with shelves holding an array of sleek, intimidating equipment—cuffs, floggers, things she couldn’t even name. And in the center, under the glow of soft, ambient lighting, was a vast, circular bed.

“You were not brought here as tourists,” Carlos stated, his gaze sweeping over their suddenly pale faces. “You were selected for your beauty, your vibrancy. You are here to serve. My sons and myself.”

A jolt, half-terror, half-thrill, shot through Candy. Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was insane. She should run. But her feet were rooted to the polished floor, her body humming with a dangerous, newfound electricity.

“The clothes,” Bruce said, his voice a deep command. “Take them off. Now.”

Becky was the first to move, her fingers trembling as she unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet. Jessa followed, her movements slower, more deliberate, her eyes locked on Carlos with a mixture of fear and fascination. Candy’s hands went to the hem of her own silk blouse. The air felt cool against her skin as she revealed it inch by inch, her nipples tightening into hard peaks under the men’s intense scrutiny. She slipped out of her skirt, then her lace underwear, until she stood as naked as the others, the vulnerable exposure making her skin prickle.

Carlos, Bruce, and Nigel shed their own clothes with practiced ease, their powerful, aroused bodies a testament to the night’s intent. Carlos nodded toward the bed. “A show. For us. Impress us.”

For a suspended moment, nobody moved. Then Jessa turned to Candy. Her eyes were dark pools of desire. She stepped close, so close Candy could feel the heat radiating from her skin, and captured her mouth in a deep, searching kiss. It wasn’t gentle; it was hungry, a claiming. Candy gasped into it, her own lips parting, her hands coming up to tangle in Jessa’s dark hair. The taste of wine and woman was intoxicating.

Then Becky was there, her mouth hot and wet on Candy’s breast. She took a stiff nipple between her lips, her tongue circling, flicking, sucking until Candy cried out, the sound muffled against Jessa’s mouth. Candy’s head fell back as pleasure, sharp and exquisite, arced through her. She heard the low groans of the men as they stroked themselves, watching, and the visceral sound only fueled the fire spreading through her belly.

Becky retrieved a smooth, obsidian dildo from a nearby shelf. She coated it with slick gel from a bottle, her eyes never leaving Candy’s. “Ready?” she whispered, her voice husky.

Candy could only nod, her body trembling with anticipation. Jessa guided her down onto the edge of the bed, spreading her legs. Becky knelt between them. The first touch of the cool, hard silicone against her inner thigh made her jump. Then it was pressing at her entrance, and with a slow, relentless push, it filled her. Candy’s back arched off the bed, a strangled moan ripped from her throat. It was a deep, stretching fullness, and Becky moved it with expert precision, hitting a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

Jessa climbed over her, straddling her face, lowering her wet, swollen center onto Candy’s mouth. The musky, sweet scent was overwhelming. Candy’s tongue delved into her, licking and sucking, mimicking the rhythm Becky was setting with the toy deep inside her. The room dissolved into a symphony of slick sounds, ragged breaths, and the grunts of the men as they pleasured themselves.

The show was over. It was time to participate.

Bruce moved behind Becky, replacing the dildo with the thick, hot length of his own cock, driving into her with a single, powerful thrust that made her scream. Nigel pulled Jessa off of Candy’s face and onto all fours, mounting her from behind, his hips slapping against her skin.

Carlos approached Candy. His gaze was possessive, dominant. He took her hand and pulled her up, guiding her to kneel over him as he lay back on a pile of cushions. “Ride me,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for debate.

She positioned herself, her hand guiding his erection to her slick, eager opening. She sank down onto him, a low, guttural groan escaping them both. He was immense, stretching her in a way the toy could not, filling her completely. She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that soon became a frantic, desperate rhythm. Her hands braced on his broad chest, her head thrown back, her breasts swaying. The coil of pleasure in her core wound tighter and tighter with every plunge.

She could see Bruce pounding into Becky, could hear Jessa’s cries as Nigel held her hips, could feel Carlos’s strong hands gripping her waist, guiding her, controlling her pace. The sight, the sounds, the sensation—it was all too much. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her with violent intensity. Her inner muscles clenched around Carlos’s shaft, milking him, and she cried out, a raw, uninhibited sound of pure ecstasy. The convulsions seemed to go on forever, wracking her entire body. Below her, Carlos grunted, his own control shattering. With a final, deep thrust, he held her hips still and spilled into her, his hot release triggering a second, smaller wave of pleasure that left her shuddering and weak.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, both of them breathing raggedly. The room was filled with the sounds of slowing breath and soft, satisfied moans. Candy’s mind was blissfully, beautifully empty, every nerve ending singing. She had never felt so completely used, so thoroughly pleasured. As she lay there, spent and buzzing, one thought cut through the haze. Carlos’s low voice rumbled beneath her ear, his hand stroking her damp back.

“That was only the beginning, my dear.”

11 - SHARED WITH HIS BROTHER

MMF / BDSM / Taboo / Blowjob / Flogging / PIV Sex

The black lace felt cool and slippery against Karen’s skin as she adjusted the straps of her teddy. Jeffrey had said ‘something sexy,’ and this was the sexiest thing she owned. She didn’t question why she needed to look this way to meet his brother; Jeffrey’s word was her command, and the faint, thrilling buzz of submission was already humming in her veins.

The drive to Sam’s house was quiet, filled with the low thrum of the engine and the weight of unspoken instructions. Jeffrey’s hand rested on her thigh, his thumb stroking absently, a constant reminder of his ownership. When they arrived, the door was opened by a man who was undeniably Jeffrey’s brother. Same strong jaw, same intense dark eyes, but where Jeffrey’s gaze was controlling, Sam’s was assessing, sweeping over her with an analytic heat that made her cheeks flush. He’s so handsome, she thought, immediately chiding herself for the treacherous observation.

Inside, the conversation was casual, normal, until it wasn’t. Jeffrey’s arm was around her, pulling her close to his side on the couch. “Karen, you know how close Sam and I are,” he began, his voice a low murmur in her ear. She nodded, leaning into him. “We share everything. Everything.”

The pause that followed was heavy, charged. Sam watched them, a slow smile spreading across his face. Karen’s mind raced, trying to catch up, to understand the implication hanging in the air. Jeffrey’s next words landed not like a question, but a statement of fact. “That includes our women.”

Her breath hitched. The world tilted on its axis. This was not what she had prepared for, yet a shockwave of pure, undiluted arousal rocked through her core, so sudden and intense it left her dizzy. She looked from Jeffrey’s commanding expression to Sam’s hungry one. This was her test. Her ultimate act of submission. A soft, shaky “Okay” was all she could manage, but it was enough. The approval in Jeffrey’s eyes was her reward.

They led her to the bedroom, a dimly lit space that smelled of clean linen and masculine cologne. Jeffrey didn’t guide her; he issued a command. “Undress.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the delicate straps of her teddy. She shrugged it off, letting the black lace pool at her feet on the dark hardwood floor. She stood before them, utterly exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool air. Sam’s eyes darkened as he appraised her, and he didn’t hesitate. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, and freed his cock. It was thick and already hard, and the sight of it sent a fresh jolt of desire through her.

“Kneel,” Jeffrey ordered, his voice leaving no room for doubt. “Suck his dick.”

She dropped to her knees without a second thought, the hard floor a dull pressure compared to the pounding of her heart. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first taste of him was clean, salty. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank down, taking as much of his length as she could. Her world narrowed to this single point of focus: the feeling of him filling her mouth, the sound of Sam’s sharp intake of breath, the weight of Jeffrey’s gaze upon her.

She was lost in the rhythm, in the act of pleasing, when Sam gently pulled back. “You’re as good as he said,” Sam murmured, his voice rough. He reached to the nightstand and picked up a flogger, its falls soft and supple leather. “Now, bend over the side of the bed. Let’s see how you take a sting.”

A shiver of anticipation, mixed with a thread of fear, raced down her spine. She obeyed, positioning herself so her hands were flat on the comforter, her back arched, presenting herself to him. The first strike was a whisper of air followed by a sharp, bright smack across her shoulders. She yelped, the sound startled out of her. The pain was immediate, then it melted, transmuted into a deep, throbbing heat that spread through her muscles.

Another strike, lower this time, across the crest of her ass. She gasped, her fingers clutching the bedspread. Yes. Each impact was a punctuation mark of his control, a sensation that somehow amplified every nerve ending in her body. She was floating on it, her earlier nervousness burned away by the building inferno between her legs. Sam handed the flogger to Jeffrey. “Your turn.”

Jeffrey’s strikes were different. Harder, more precise, landing with an authority that she knew intimately. Each one drove her deeper into her submission, each bloom of pain a testament to her devotion to him. She was panting now, her skin on fire, her core clenched around a desperate, empty ache. She had never been more turned on in her entire life.

“On the bed. On your hands and knees,” Jeffrey commanded, his voice husky with desire. She scrambled onto the mattress, presenting herself to both of them, utterly wanton, completely theirs.

She felt Sam’s hands on her hips, his grip firm. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one powerful, smooth thrust, he was inside her. A ragged cry tore from her throat as he filled her utterly, stretching her, the fullness a perfect counterpoint to the stinging heat on her skin. He set a brutal, deep rhythm, each plunge hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Before she could even adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being taken by Sam, Jeffrey was in front of her. He gripped her hair, not roughly, but with absolute ownership, and guided his cock to her lips. She opened her mouth willingly, taking him in, the dual penetration sending her spinning into sensory overload. She was the center of their world, the object of their shared desire, completely and utterly used for their pleasure—and her own.

The sound of skin slapping against skin, their grunts, her own muffled moans around Jeffrey’s length—it was a symphony of debauchery. Sam’s thrusts became more erratic, his grip on her hips tightening to the point of bruising. She could feel her own climax coiling, tight and inevitable, deep in her belly.

“I’m gonna cum,” Sam groaned, the words a strained warning.

It was all she needed. The permission to let go. Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, seismic wave that clenched around Sam’s pumping cock and made her body convulse. Jeffrey pulled out of her mouth with a guttural moan, and she felt the warm, sudden splash of his release across her cheeks and lips. A heartbeat later, Sam withdrew from her, and another hot stripe painted her lower back, mingling with the sweat-slicked, well-marked skin.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Karen stayed on her hands and knees, trembling and spent.

Jeffrey was the first to move. He tossed her clothes onto the bed beside her. “You did great, Karen.”

Sam, tucking himself back into his jeans, clapped Jeffrey on the shoulder. “Thanks for bringing her over, bro. She’s a natural whore. Let’s do it again soon.”

12 - HER FIRST NIGHT IN HOLLYWOOD

MMF / Celebrity / Group Sex / Threesome / Taboo / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Brianna adjusted the strap of her little black dress, the shimmering fabric clinging to her curves as she stepped into the upscale nightclub. The bass of the music thrummed through her chest, and the air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume and ambition. This was Los Angeles, after all. Everyone here was chasing something—or someone. She was no different. Fresh off the plane, her acting dreams tucked neatly into her suitcase, Brianna was ready to make her mark. Or at the very least, enjoy her first night in the city.

She ordered a drink at the bar, a sleek glass of something fruity and sparkling, and scanned the room. The crowd was a mix of Hollywood hopefuls and established elites, their laughter and chatter blending seamlessly with the music. It wasn’t long before she felt the weight of someone’s gaze on her. She turned her head, and there he was.

Ken. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a suit that looked like it cost more than her rent back home. His dark hair was perfectly styled, and his smile was all confidence. He approached her smoothly, his hand outstretched as though they were old friends.

“Hi, I’m Ken,” he said, his voice deep and warm. “And you are…?”

“Brianna,” she replied, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, and his eyes never left hers.

“Brianna,” he repeated, as though tasting the name. “Beautiful name for a beautiful woman. Can I buy you a drink?”

She raised her nearly full glass, a playful smirk on her lips. “I’m already ahead of you.”

Ken chuckled, leaning in slightly. “A woman who knows what she wants. I like that.”

Before she could respond, another man appeared beside Ken. His resemblance to Ken was uncanny—same dark hair, same sharp jawline—but his energy was different. Where Ken was smooth, this man was… dangerous. His eyes swept over Brianna with an intensity that made her pulse quicken.

“Karl,” he introduced himself, nodding in her direction. “Little brother.”

“Older and wiser,” Ken corrected, clapping Karl on the shoulder.

Brianna smiled, feeling a thrill of excitement. Two brothers? This was already more interesting than she’d anticipated.

“Mind if we join you?” Ken asked, motioning toward a secluded booth in the corner.

She hesitated for a moment, weighing her options. But the way they looked at her—like she was the only woman in the room—was impossible to resist. “Sure,” she said, following them.

The booth was plush and private, the kind of spot that screamed exclusivity. Ken slid in first, followed by Brianna, and then Karl. The brothers ordered a bottle of champagne, something French and ridiculously expensive, and the moment the cork popped, Brianna felt herself relaxing into the evening.

Ken was charming, leaning close to whisper compliments that made her blush. Karl was more reserved, but when he spoke, his words were laced with a quiet confidence that sent shivers down her spine. They both touched her under the table—Ken’s hand resting on her thigh, Karl’s fingers brushing against her arm—and she didn’t stop them.

It was Ken who eventually broke the unspoken tension. “You should come home with us,” he said, his voice low and intimate.

Brianna raised an eyebrow, feigning innocence. “With both of you?”

“With both of us,” Karl confirmed, his gaze steady.

She felt a flutter of excitement in her stomach. This wasn’t just a flirting game anymore. They were serious. And Brianna? She was intrigued.

“Okay,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

They left the club together, Ken’s arm wrapped possessively around her waist as they walked to his car. It was a sleek black sedan, the kind of vehicle that roared to life with a purr. Brianna slid into the backseat, Karl beside her, and Ken behind the wheel.

The drive was a blur of city lights and quiet conversation. They arrived at a luxury hotel, the kind with a doorman who greeted them by name. The elevator ride was tense, the air between them electric. When the doors opened to their suite, Brianna couldn’t help but gasp.

The room was stunning. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of the city, and the decor was modern and opulent. Karl went straight to the minibar, pouring her a drink and handing it to her with a smile.

Ken didn’t waste any time. The moment she took the glass, he stepped into her space, his hands cradling her face as he kissed her. It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, demanding, and Brianna melted into it.

Her drink forgotten, she wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him back with a fiery passion.

Ken broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his hands trailing down her body.

Brianna relaxed, letting him guide her toward the bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the bed massive and inviting.

Karl entered the room then, leaning against the doorframe as he watched them. Brianna felt a rush of heat at the sight of him, his quiet intensity making her heart race.

Ken stepped back, his hands going to his belt. “Let’s not waste any more time,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Brianna watched as they undressed, her breath catching at the sight of them. They were both gorgeous, their bodies sculpted and perfect.

Ken took her hand, pulling her toward the bed. She went willingly, her mind buzzing with anticipation. When he kissed her again, it was with a desperation that matched her own. She reached for him, her hands exploring his chest, his arms, his back. And then Karl was there, his hands on her shoulders, his lips on her neck.

It was overwhelming, the way they touched her, the way they wanted her. Ken guided her to her knees, his cock hard and ready. She didn’t hesitate, taking him into her mouth with a moan. He was thick, and she worked to take as much of him as she could, her tongue swirling around him as she sucked.

Karl watched, his hand stroking his own cock as he stood nearby. Brianna could feel his eyes on her, and it only fueled her desire. She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length as she continued to pleasure Ken.

When Ken finally pulled away, she was breathless and wet with need. He positioned her on the bed, her hands and knees sinking into the plush mattress. He entered her from behind, his cock stretching her in the most delicious way. Brianna cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he started to move.

And then Karl was in front of her, his cock pressing against her lips. She opened her mouth, taking him in as Ken thrust into her. The sensation was intense, the feel of both brothers on either end of her driving her wild. She moaned around Karl’s cock, her body trembling with pleasure as Ken rocked into her.

Ken came first, his release filling her mouth. She swallowed, unable to tear herself away from the intoxicating mix of sensations. Moments later, Karl followed, his cum spilling into her pussy as he groaned her name.

The three of them collapsed onto the bed, spent and satisfied. Brianna lay between them, her heart still pounding. She couldn’t believe what had just happened—what they had just done.

“We should do this again,” Ken said, his voice lazy and content.

Karl nodded in agreement, his hand brushing against her arm. “Are you in?”

Brianna smiled, her body still humming with pleasure. “I’m in.”

They showered together, the hot water washing away the sweat and evidence of their night. When they dropped her off at her apartment, it was with the promise of seeing each other again.

As Brianna lay in bed that night, she couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened. She had come to Los Angeles to chase her dreams, but tonight felt like the start of something even bigger. Something wild and unpredictable.

And she couldn’t wait to see where it would take her.

13 - BANGING TWO BROTHERS
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 3: Lust for Danger by Brandi Moore:

“Five thousand bucks? For both of us?” Laura’s voice was sharp, skeptical, but her blue eyes gleamed with the kind of greed only fast cash could ignite.

I stood beside her, arms crossed, trying to keep my face neutral, but I could feel the heat rising in my chest. Five grand was five grand, and it wasn’t like we hadn’t done this before—two guys at once. Still, these weren’t just two guys. They were brothers—wealthy ones, and apparently the kind that like to get their rocks off at the same time.

Manny, the one who had called us, was leaning against his marble countertop, a smirk playing on his lips. He looked like money—crisp white shirt, tailored slacks, and a watch that probably cost more than my car. His brother, Tyler, stood a few feet away, quieter but no less confident. He had the same dark hair, the same sharp jawline, but his energy was… edgier. Like he was holding back something dangerous.

“That’s right,” Manny said, his voice smooth, almost too smooth. “Five thousand. Cash. And if you’re as good as they say…” He let the sentence hang, his gaze sliding over me, then Laura, slow and deliberate. “You might even get a bonus.”

Laura glanced at me, a smile spreading across her face. I knew what she was thinking. This encounter was worth our time. I gave her the smallest nod, and she turned back to Manny, her lips curling into a smile.

“Alright, big spender,” she said, stepping closer to him. “Let’s see the cash.”

Manny chuckled, low and deep, and pulled out a thick envelope from his pocket. Counting it out on the counter, he made sure we saw every bill. Five stacks. Crisp and clean. I felt my heart skip a beat. This was real. This was happening.

—

The drive over had been uneventful, the kind of quiet that comes when two people know each other too well to need words. Laura and I had been friends since high school, back when we were just two girls dreaming of getting out of our small town. We ended up in the city instead, chasing something bigger, something brighter. But dreams have a way of turning sour, and life has a way of bending you until you break. Or bend back.

Breaking away from our former pimp, Sam, had been messy—literally and figuratively. He didn’t take kindly to losing control of his escorts, and there were nights we spent looking over our shoulders, wondering if he’d come crashing through the door. But we made it work. We built something for ourselves, something that felt like ours. Our escort service was classy and served only the most distinguished clientele… for the most part.

Tonight was supposed to be another job, another paycheck. But walking into Manny’s house—a sprawling estate on the outskirts of the city—felt like stepping into another world. Everything was polished, from the gleaming hardwood floors to the abstract art hanging on the walls. It screamed wealth, power, control. And here we were, two women intent on succeeding in a game where the stakes were high.

—

Now, in the bedroom, the tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. Laura and I exchanged a look, the kind that spoke volumes without a word. Two brothers? her eyes seemed to say. What kind of family is this?

But the money was already in the bag, and there was no backing out now. So, we did what we did best. We took control. Slowly, deliberately, we began to undress. My fingers traced the zipper of my dress, pulling it down inch by inch, letting the fabric slip off my shoulders and pool at my feet. Laura followed suit, her movements fluid, practiced. She stepped out of her heels, letting them clatter softly against the floor, and unhooked her bra, letting her breasts spill free.

The room was silent except for the sound of our breathing, quick and shallow. Manny and Tyler watched us, their eyes dark, hungry. I could feel their gazes on me, hot and heavy, like they were already touching me. When I finally stepped out of my underwear, I saw Manny’s throat bob as he swallowed hard.

“Damn,” he muttered, his voice rough. “You two are something else.”

Laura laughed, soft and sultry, and moved toward Tyler. I stayed where I was, letting Manny come to me. When he did, his hands were rough, impatient. He grabbed my face, pulling me into a kiss so fierce it knocked the breath out of me. His tongue pushed past my lips, claiming me, marking me. I kissed him back, matching his intensity, letting my hands roam over his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt.

He broke the kiss long enough to pull his shirt over his head, tossing it aside, and then his mouth was on my neck, sucking, biting, leaving marks I’d have to cover later. His hands found my breasts, squeezing them roughly, his thumbs flicking over my nipples until they hardened under his touch. I arched into him, my body responding despite the little voice in the back of my head warning me this was too much, too fast.

Behind me, I heard Laura giggle, then moan. I glanced over to see Tyler pushing her onto the bed, her legs spread wide, his head between her thighs. His tongue worked her pussy with a skill that made my stomach tighten. Her hands fisted in his hair, her hips bucking against his face. She caught my eye and grinned, winking at me as if to say, This is gonna be fun.

And then Manny was spinning me around, his hands on my hips, guiding me toward the bed. He pressed me down onto all fours, his cock pressing against my entrance. I gasped as he slid into me, filling me completely. He groaned, low and guttural, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

Tyler positioned Laura next to me, her back to him, and I heard her gasp as he entered her. The bed creaked under our combined weight, the rhythm of their thrusts making the whole thing shake. Manny leaned over me, his breath hot against my ear.

“You like that, baby?” he growled, his hips snapping against mine. “You like being fucked by a real man?”

I couldn’t answer, not with the way he was hitting that spot inside me, sending sparks shooting up my spine. All I could do was moan, loud and desperate, my nails digging into the sheets. Next to me, Laura was whimpering, her cries growing louder as Tyler pounded into her.

And then, out of nowhere, Manny reached over and slapped Tyler’s hand. They high-fived, laughing as they fucked us hard. I felt a flare of anger, but it was drowned out by the pleasure building inside me. Holy shit, they were arrogant. But God, they were good.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Manny grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. “I’m gonna—”

He didn’t finish the sentence. Instead, he came with a roar, spilling himself inside me. I felt his cock pulse, felt the warmth spreading through me, and I clenched around him, milking every last drop. Next to me, Tyler groaned, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself into Laura.

For a moment, there was silence, broken only by the sound of our ragged breaths. Then Laura sat up, giving me a mischievous grin.

Laura crawled over to me, positioning herself between my legs. Manny’s cum dripped between my thighs. Laura started licking and sucking Manny’s cum out of my pussy. Damn, she was a freak. It felt so good. I wanted to make her feel good too.

I nudged Laura, positioning her on top of me, in the sixty-nine position. Her pussy was full of Tyler’s cum, but I didn’t care. We ate each other with abandon, our sighs of delight filling the room. Manny and Tyler just watched, unable to take their eyes off of us.

Laura slipped a few fingers inside me, pushing me over the edge. I felt her body tense as she climaxed. We fell to the bed exhausted. Laura pulled me into a passionate kiss, sharing their cum.

After Laura and I got dressed, Manny handed us an extra thousand dollars. “Consider it a tip,” he assured us.

Laura and I got in my sleek black SUV, heading towards my penthouse apartment. I gripped my designer purse full of cash tightly.

“You had fun, didn’t you?” asked Laura.

“Yeah, I did,” I replied. I’d enjoyed it more than I cared to admit.

We laughed and joked on the way home, but I had a feeling that things were about to get serious. The past few months had been smooth sailing, but trouble had a way of popping up when we least expected it.
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The phone chimed with a specific, high-pitched tone she’d come to know all too well. Gia glanced at the screen, her professional interest piqued. A new client. The number was unknown, but the accompanying text made her sit up straighter. Name: Roy. Offer: Triple your usual rate.

A slow smile spread across her lips. Triple. That wasn’t just generous; it was a statement. She typed a quick reply, her fingers flying across the screen. Address and time?

The reply was instantaneous. An address in the most exclusive hillside neighborhood, and a time just two hours from now. She had just enough time to prepare.

Two hours later, her Uber navigated the winding, private roads, passing behind imposing iron gates. The car finally stopped before a modern monstrosity of glass and steel, all sharp angles and breathtaking views of the city lights below. It wasn’t a house; it was a statement. Gia smoothed her little black dress, took a steadying breath, and walked to the massive front door.

She knocked. The door was opened not by a butler, but by the man himself. He was older, maybe in his late fifties, with distinguished silver streaks at his temples and sharp, intelligent eyes that took her in with one efficient, appreciative glance. He was handsome, in a powerful, CEO kind of way.

“Gia, I presume,” he said, his voice a low, confident rumble. “I’m Roy. Please, come in.”

He led her into a vast living room with a ceiling that reached two stories high. “Impressive,” she said, the word feeling inadequate.

“It serves its purpose,” Roy said smoothly, handing her a crystal tumbler of amber liquid. She took it, letting her fingers brush his. A test. He didn’t flinch. “I have a… unique proposition for tonight.”

“I’m listening.” She took a small sip. Expensive scotch.

“It’s my son’s birthday. Mark. He’s turning twenty-five today.” He watched her carefully. “He’s a bit shy. Lacks confidence. I wanted to give him an experience. A memorable one.”

Gia simply nodded, her professional mask firmly in place. A birthday present. She’d been many things, but never a wrapped gift.

As if on cue, a doorway across the room darkened. A younger man stepped into the light. He had his father’s strong jaw and dark eyes, but where Roy’s gaze was calculating, Mark’s was wide, uncertain. He was handsome, with a nervous energy that made him shift his weight from foot to foot.

“Mark,” Roy said, his voice softening almost imperceptibly. “This is Gia.”

Gia offered a warm, disarming smile. “Happy birthday.”

Mark managed a tight nod, his eyes darting from her face to the floor. The confusion must have shown on her face because Roy stepped closer, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur.

“The offer was for the both of us. I would like you to see to us both. The payment will, of course, reflect the… increased involvement.”

The number he quoted then made the earlier ‘triple’ seem paltry. It was a life-changing sum for one night’s work. Her hesitation was purely theatrical, a brief moment for appearances. The money was too good.

“Alright,” she said, her voice a little huskier than before. “I’m yours.”

Roy’s smile was triumphant. He led the way, not to some secluded guest room, but to what was clearly the master suite—a sprawling space dominated by a vast platform bed. The air was cool, smelling of sandalwood and clean linen.

Roy turned to her. “Let’s get you more comfortable.”

His movements were not rushed. He was a man accustomed to unwrapping expensive things. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress and drew it down with a slow, deliberate hiss. The dress pooled at her feet. He unhooked her bra, letting it fall away, and then knelt to peel her panties down her thighs. She stepped out of them, standing naked before the two men, the city lights painting her skin in shades of gold.

Roy stood, his gaze heating her skin. He cupped her face and brought his mouth to hers. His kiss wasn’t demanding; it was possessive. It was a kiss that stated a fact: she was his, for now. Her lips parted, and her tongue met his, a silent agreement.

He broke the kiss and stepped back, shedding his own clothes with an efficiency that spoke of a lifetime of getting what he wanted. And then he was naked. And he was… impressive. Thick and already fully erect, his length curving upwards against his stomach. Her mouth watered on instinct.

She didn’t need instruction. She sank to her knees on the plush rug, the pile soft beneath her. She took him in her hand, feeling the solid, velvety heat of him. She looked up, meeting his dark gaze as she leaned forward and swirled her tongue around the broad head, tasting the faint, clean salt of him.

A sharp intake of breath came from the side of the room. Mark was still dressed, his hand frantically working over a sizable bulge in his trousers, his eyes glued to the scene. The sight of him, so rapt and desperate, sent a new thrill through her.

She took Roy deeper, hollowing her cheeks, her head beginning a slow, steady rhythm. Her world narrowed to the feel of him sliding over her tongue, the sound of his ragged breathing, the faint tremor in his powerful thighs. God, he tastes good.

“That’s it,” Roy groaned, his hand tangling in her hair, not forcing, just guiding. “Such a pretty mouth.”

A rustle of clothing. She glanced over. Mark had finally freed himself, his own cock long and hard in his fist. He was stroking himself in time with her bobs, a mirror of his father’s pleasure. The voyeurism, the shared intimacy of it, made her core clench with a fresh wave of need.

Roy gently pulled her to her feet. “The bed now.”

She lay back on the cool duvet, her body humming. Roy leaned over her, his mouth finding her breast. He wasn’t gentle; he suckled deeply, drawing the nipple into a hard, aching peak, his tongue flicking and teasing until she was arching her back, a moan ripped from her throat.

Then, a new sensation. A tentative touch on her inner thigh. She looked down. Mark was there, on his knees between her legs, his eyes wide with a mixture of awe and hunger. He looked to his father, who gave a single, approving nod.

Mark lowered his head. His first lick was hesitant, a soft stripe up her center. Then another, gaining confidence. He found her clit and circled it with the tip of his tongue, and Gia cried out, her hands flying to his hair. He was eager, learning her rhythms quickly, his mouth hot and wet and perfect. Roy continued his assault on her breasts, biting and sucking, while his son devoured her below.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her hips starting to move against Mark’s face. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

The dual sensations were overwhelming. She was an instrument and they were playing her in perfect, rising harmony. Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, Roy moved.

He positioned himself between her legs, nudging Mark gently aside. He notched the broad head of his cock at her entrance, slick with his son’s saliva. He looked down at her, a question in his eyes. She answered by lifting her hips, a silent, desperate plea.

He pushed inside.

A gasp was punched from her lungs. He was so full. He stretched her exquisitely, a thick, relentless invasion that hit every nerve ending. He didn’t wait, didn’t tease. He set a hard, deep pace from the start, each thrust a jolt of pure pleasure that radiated out from her core.

“Yes,” she hissed, her nails digging into his shoulders. “Harder.”

He obeyed, his hips pounding into her, the slapping of skin on skin echoing in the large room. She could see Mark over Roy’s shoulder, still stroking himself, his mouth agape as he watched his father claim her. The visual pushed her higher. Roy’s rhythm became erratic, his grunts more guttural. With a deep, shuddering groan, he buried himself to the hilt and held there, his body tensing as he pulsed inside her, filling her with his release.

He collapsed beside her, breathing heavily.

Before she could even process the emptiness, Mark was there, his hands turning her over onto her hands and knees. His touch was less sure than his father’s, more frantic. He positioned himself behind her, and she gasped as he entered her in one smooth stroke. He was different—longer, leaner, his rhythm youthful and desperate.

He fucked her with a raw need that was entirely his own, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto him. The feeling of Roy’s cum still inside her, being pushed deeper with each of Mark’s thrusts, was decadent, filthy, and unbelievably arousing.

“You feel so good,” Mark moaned, his voice cracking. “So fucking good.”

It was the permission she needed. The coil that had been tightening in her belly throughout the entire evening snapped. Her climax crashed over her, a wave of pure, convulsing ecstasy that made her scream into the duvet, her inner walls clenching around him.

Feeling her come undone was all it took for Mark. With a cry, he plunged deep and stilled, his own release hot and endless inside her, joining his father’s. He slumped over her back, both of them spent and breathing raggedly.

Silence, beyond their heavy breaths. Gia slowly lowered herself to the bed, feeling the evidence of both men trickle down her thigh. Roy was already sitting up, watching them with a look of deep satisfaction.

She rose, her legs feeling like jelly, and began to gather her clothes. She dressed slowly, under their silent, appreciative gaze.

Roy walked her to the door, while Mark lingered in the background, a new confidence in his posture. Roy took her hand, pressing a thick envelope into it. “Thank you, Gia. We’d love to see you again.”

She stepped out into the cool night air, the envelope heavy in her clutch. An odd family, for sure. But as she walked away from the mansion, the lingering, throbbing ache between her legs was a potent reminder of the experience. She enjoyed it. And she couldn’t wait to do it again.
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The bass thumped through Jazzy’s chest, a rhythmic pulse that matched the frantic beat of her heart. Beside her, Mya laughed, tossing her dark curls over her shoulder as she sipped her cocktail. Another Friday night, another blur of noise and potential. That’s when he leaned against the bar next to them.

“Ladies,” he said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the music. “I’ve been trying to decide which of you has the more dangerous smile.”

Jazzy felt a flush creep up her neck. His eyes, a startling shade of hazel, flickered between them, lingering just a moment too long on her, then on Mya. He was all sharp jawline and confident ease, a man who knew exactly the effect he had. His name was Stan.

Drinks appeared, courtesy of him. The conversation flowed, a tri-colored stream of flirtation where it was impossible to tell who the true target was. A light touch on Jazzy’s arm as he laughed at her joke. A whispered comment in Mya’s ear that made her giggle and blush. The tequila burned down Jazzy’s throat, but a hotter, sharper fire was igniting in her gut. Jealousy. It was a bitter, surprising taste every time he focused on her sister.

She watched his hand, large and capable, gesturing as he spoke, and she imagined it on her skin. Then she’d see it brush against Mya’s, and a possessive spike would lance through her. This was unsustainable.

Leaning close to Stan, the words tumbling out before she could stop them, she said, “Look. We both like you. A lot. And this… this choosing, this not-knowing… it’s creating a rivalry I don’t want.”

Stan’s smile was slow, deliberate. He looked from Jazzy’s determined face to Mya’s curious, slightly intoxicated one. “Who says I have to choose?” he asked, his tone conversational, as if he’d suggested a different brand of whiskey.

Jazzy’s breath hitched. Why can’t I have both? The implication hung in the air, thick and heavy and utterly intoxicating. Her mind raced. Never. I’ve never… She looked at Mya, a silent question in her eyes.

Mya’s lips curved into a wide, wicked grin. She gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod. “We should try it,” she murmured, her voice husky.

The Uber ride was a blur of nervous energy and stolen glances. Stan’s apartment was minimalist, clean, dominated by a huge bed that seemed to swallow the room. The point of no return, Jazzy thought, her pulse hammering in her wrists, between her legs.

Stan didn’t waste time. He stood before them, his gaze dark with intent. With a deliberate slowness, he unbuttoned his jeans, pushed them down, and freed himself.

A sharp, shared gasp cut the air. He was big, thick and long and already fully erect. The sight was a command. Almost in unison, Jazzy and Mya sank to their knees on the plush rug.

Jazzy went first, her fingers trembling as she wrapped them around the base, feeling the hot, velvety steel of him. She leaned forward, her tongue tracing the broad head, tasting a single, salty drop. A low groan rumbled in Stan’s chest.

Mya watched, her own breath coming in short pants, before she gently nudged Jazzy aside. “My turn,” she whispered, and took him deep into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing.

They found a rhythm, a silent, sinful collaboration. Jazzy would lick and suck his length while Mya focused on the head, then they’d switch, their hands exploring his muscular thighs, his tight abdomen. The only sounds were Stan’s ragged breathing and the wet, slick sounds of their mouths worshiping him.

“Now you,” he commanded, his voice rough. “Get naked. I want to see you both.”

Clothes were shed in a frantic, eager tangle of limbs and fabric. They stood before him, two very different forms: Jazzy, petite and pale, her pink nipples already pebbled hard; Mya, taller, curvier, her skin a smooth cocoa.

Stan guided Jazzy onto the bed, looming over her. He lowered his mouth to her breast, and oh god, his tongue was fire. He didn’t just suckle; he devoured, laving one nipple while his thumb rolled the other, sending jolts of pure, electric pleasure straight to her core. She arched her back, a moan ripped from her throat. Through hazy, half-closed eyes, she saw Mya watching, one hand trailing down her own stomach, captivated.

Then his head traveled lower, down the quivering plane of her abdomen. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, and his breath was hot on her most intimate skin. The first flat stroke of his tongue made her cry out. He ate her pussy with a relentless, expert hunger, licking and sucking her clit until she was writhing, her fingers tangled in his hair, begging for a release that was coiling tight and desperate inside her.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped. He turned to Mya. “Your turn. On your hands and knees.”

Mya moved with an eager grace, presenting herself to him. Stan knelt behind her, his hands grasping her hips. He buried his face between her ass cheeks, feasting on her from behind. Jazzy watched, mesmerized, as her sister’s body bucked and shuddered under the assault, her moans filling the room. So this is what she looks like… The thought was dizzying.

Then Stan positioned himself. With one powerful, relentless thrust, he buried his entire length inside Mya. She screamed, a raw, guttural sound of pure ecstasy. He fucked her hard, each driving push making her entire body jolt forward. The slap of skin on skin was a brutal, erotic metronome. Jazzy could only watch, her own body aching with need, as Mya’s climax tore through her, her inner muscles clenching around him as he plunged deep.

He withdrew, glistening and immense. His hazel eyes, now black with lust, found Jazzy. “Now you.”

He was on her in an instant, his weight a delicious anchor. He kissed her, and she could taste herself and her sister on his lips, a forbidden cocktail that sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head pressing against her wetness. He pushed in, and the stretch was exquisite, a perfect, breathtaking fullness.

He started to move, a deep, steady rhythm that quickly turned frantic. Each thrust was a claim, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her nails dug into his back. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, deeper. The pleasure built, a screaming tension that shattered without warning. Her orgasm rolled through her in violent, endless waves, her inner walls fluttering wildly around his driving cock.

Feeling her climax, Stan’s control broke. With a final, guttural groan, he plunged into her one last time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her. He collapsed on top of her, both of them slick with sweat and breathless.

After a long moment, they untangled themselves. In a silent, understanding daze, Jazzy and Mya gathered their clothes and got dressed. They exchanged numbers with a sated, smiling Stan, a silent promise hanging in the air.

As the apartment door clicked shut behind them, the cool night air hit Jazzy’s face. She looked at her sister. Mya’s eyes met hers, and they both burst into soft, incredulous laughter, a new, unbreakable thread of shared secrets binding them together.
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The dust motes danced in the slants of afternoon sunlight as Evelyn ran the cloth along the mahogany banister. Northfield Manor was vast, silent, and opulent, a world away from her small apartment in the city. She could feel the weight of the mansion’s history, the gaze of portraits lining the walls. And then she felt another gaze, tangible and heated.

She turned.

In the shadowed doorway of his study stood Mr. Richard Northfield. He wasn't just looking; he was studying her, his eyes tracing the line of her spine as she bent, the way her blonde ponytail brushed her neck. He was older, his hair silvered at the temples, but his posture was commanding, his gaze unnervingly direct. He didn't smile. He simply watched, a predator assessing new territory. A flush crept up her neck, a confusing mix of embarrassment and a thrill she couldn’t name.

Hours later, the summons came. His voice, a low rumble from the intercom by the kitchen, called her to the study.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She smoothed her simple black dress and entered.

The room smelled of leather and expensive whiskey. Richard stood by the fireplace, a crystal tumbler in hand. “Close the door, Evelyn.”

She did, the soft click of the latch sounding final.

“You’re efficient. I like that,” he began, his voice a low purr. “But efficiency isn’t all I require from the staff in my inner circle.”

“Sir?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

He set his glass down. “My son, Lex. He’s… talented. Brilliant, even. But he lacks a certain… conviction. A dominance that a man of his station must command.” He took a step closer, and Evelyn’s breath hitched. “I believe you can help him acquire it.”

“I’m… I’m just a housekeeper,” she stammered.

“No,” he said, a slow smile finally gracing his lips. “You are a beautiful young woman with a submissive streak she’s too polite to acknowledge. I see it in the way you avert your eyes, in the slight tremble in your hands right now. You want to be told what to do.” He moved behind his desk, his eyes never leaving hers. “And we want to tell you.”

Her mind raced, but her body was already betraying her, a pulse of pure, undiluted heat throbbing between her legs. She was intrigued, terrified, and utterly, completely aroused.

“Lex,” Richard called out, his voice sharp. “Join us.”

The door opened, and the young man from earlier entered. Lex was his father’s opposite—sun-kissed hair, bright blue eyes, a leaner build. But the same intensity lived in his gaze, now mixed with a curiosity that made Evelyn’s skin prickle.

“Watch,” Richard commanded his son. He unbuckled his trousers, freeing his cock. It was thick, rigid, and already glistening at the tip. He looked directly at Evelyn. “On your knees.”

It wasn’t a request. It was an order she had secretly been waiting for her whole life. Her knees met the soft Persian rug without a second thought. The scent of him, musky and clean, filled her senses as she leaned forward.

She opened her mouth, her tongue flattening to receive him. The first touch was electric. Salty. Smooth. Overwhelming. She took him in, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank deeper, her eyes fluttering closed. A low groan rumbled from Richard’s chest, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding.

“Now you,” Richard said to his son.

Evelyn’s eyes opened as Lex, his movements slightly hesitant, freed his own erection. He was longer, leaner, just as hard. Richard guided her head, turning her toward his son.

She moved willingly, her mouth leaving Richard’s warmth to envelop Lex. His taste was different, younger, and his sharp, startled gasp of pleasure vibrated through her. She worked him, one hand wrapping around his base, her mouth sucking firmly. She was the conduit between them, a living, breathing lesson.

“Good,” Richard murmured, his voice thick. “Switch.”

She moved back to him, taking his fullness again, then back to Lex, her rhythm becoming a filthy, wet pendulum between father and son. The room filled with the sounds of their harsh breathing and the slick, obscene sounds of her mouth.

“The couch,” Richard growled, pulling her up by her arm. Her legs were weak. “Strip. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling with a wild combination of nervousness and fervent need, fumbled with the buttons of her dress. It pooled at her feet. Then her bra, her panties. She stood before them, completely exposed, her skin flushed, her nipples tight peaks, the wetness between her legs impossible to hide.

Richard sat on the couch, pulling her down onto his face. His hands gripped her thighs, yanking her core against his mouth. The first swipe of his tongue was a bolt of lightning. Oh god. He was relentless, his tongue circling her clit, licking into her, devouring her with a starved intensity that made her cry out.

At the same time, Lex knelt before her, his hands cupping her breasts. He lowered his mouth, sucking a nipple deep, his tongue flicking and teasing while his father feasted below. The dual assault was maddening. Pleasure crashed over her in waves, each one higher than the last. She was their plaything, their beautiful, writhing center of the universe.

“Enough,” Richard finally said, his voice ragged. He turned her, bending her over the back of the plush couch, her perfect, round ass presented to Lex. “Take her. Don’t be gentle.”

Lex positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He pushed, and the feeling of him stretching her, filling her, was so intense she saw stars. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew frantic. Each thrust drove a gasp from her lips, each withdrawal leaving her aching for more.

Richard moved to her front, his cock nudging her lips. She took him gratefully, greedily, as he began to fuck her mouth in time with his son’s pounding rhythm. She was pinned between them, filled at both ends, completely and utterly possessed. The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the guttural moans of the men, the overwhelming sensations coiling tighter and tighter inside her.

Lex’s thrusts became erratic, harder, deeper. “I’m… I’m going to…” he groaned, his voice breaking.

That was all it took. His climax triggered her own. A silent scream tore through her as her orgasm exploded, a tidal wave of pure ecstasy that clenched around Lex’s pumping cock. He cried out, burying himself to the hilt as he pulsed inside her.

Richard pulled from her mouth with a wet pop. He stroked himself once, twice, and then hot streaks of his release painted her face—her cheeks, her lips, her eyelids. She kept her eyes closed, tasting him, smelling them both on her skin, her body still quivering from the aftershocks.

The room was silent except for their ragged breathing. Slowly, Richard stood straight, tucking himself away. He looked down at her, a masterpiece of debauchery bent over his furniture.

“I am a very wealthy man, Evelyn,” he stated, his composure already returning. “This can be your life. Luxury. Purpose. This. All you have to do is submit.”

Evelyn hesitated, but she knew Richard was right. She wanted this. She wanted him. “Okay,” she agreed. “I’m yours.”

17 - A TABOO THREESOME
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

The call came in late afternoon, just as the sun was dipping low enough to cast long shadows across my penthouse. I didn’t recognize the number, but that wasn’t unusual these days. Ever since Sam had started breathing down my neck, every ring of my phone felt like a potential trap. Is this it? Is this the moment they haul me away? I thought, staring at the screen. But Laura and I needed the money—badly. So, I picked up.

“Hello?” My voice was calm, practiced. Years of this work had taught me how to sound like I wasn’t perpetually on edge.

The man on the other end introduced himself as Jasper. His voice was smooth, rich, and older—the kind of voice that made me think of fine whiskey and expensive suits. He wanted an evening appointment and offered a sum that made my breath hitch. It was more than I usually charged, way more. I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing. What if it’s Sam setting me up? What if this is the end? But I couldn’t afford to say no. Not now.

“I’ll be there,” I said, forcing a smile even though he couldn’t see it.

—

Jasper lived in one of those sprawling estates on the outskirts of the city, the kind of place where the gates were always closed and security cameras watched your every move. The house itself was all sharp angles and glass, modern yet imposing. I parked my car, smoothed my dress, and walked up the cobblestone path. My heels clicked against the stones, each step echoing louder than the last.

He answered the door almost immediately, as if he’d been waiting. And oh, he was handsome. Silver hair, perfectly styled, with a jawline that could cut glass. His eyes were a piercing blue, the kind that made you feel like he could see right through you. He smiled, warm but with a hint of something else beneath the surface. Something dangerous.

“Brandi,” he said, extending a hand. “You’re even more stunning in person.”

Flattery. I forced myself to smile back, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, confident. The kind of touch that made you feel small, but not necessarily in a bad way.

He led me inside, and I tried not to gawk at the opulence around me. Everything was sleek and polished, from the marble floors to the abstract art lining the walls. We made small talk as we walked—his work, the weather, nothing too personal. By the time we reached the bedroom, I was already feeling the tension in the air. The kind of tension that made my skin prickle and my stomach twist in anticipation.

He handed me an envelope thick with cash. I slipped it into my purse without counting it—trust went both ways, and I could tell this man wasn’t going to shortchange me.

Then, without another word, he began to undress. His movements were deliberate, almost theatrical, as if he knew I was watching. And I was. God, he was fit. For a man his age, he was in incredible shape. When he finally stood before me, completely naked, I felt a rush of heat between my legs.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

I obliged, peeling off my dress slowly, letting it pool at my feet. His eyes raked over my body, lingering on the curve of my hips, the swell of my breasts. He stepped closer, reaching out to trace a finger along my collarbone. His touch sent shivers down my spine.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against my skin.

He kissed me then, his lips soft but insistent. His hands explored my body, cupping my breasts, sliding down to grip my waist. I moaned softly, arching into him. This wasn’t just a transaction anymore. There was something electric between us, something primal.

He pushed me back onto the bed, his mouth trailing lower, kissing and nibbling as he went. By the time he reached between my legs, I was already trembling. His tongue flicked over my clit, and I let out a gasp, my fingers tangling in his hair. He ate me like a man starved, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me still.

“Fuck yourself for me,” he said suddenly, pulling away just long enough to reach into the bedside drawer. He handed me a dildo, its silicone surface cool against my skin.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I spread my legs wider, positioning the toy at my entrance and sliding it in slowly, relishing the stretch. Jasper groaned, his cock twitching as he stroked himself, watching me with hungry eyes.

That’s when we heard it—the creak of the door opening.

My heart stopped. This is it, I thought wildly. The cops. It’s all over.

But it wasn’t the cops.

It was Max.

He stood frozen in the doorway, his wide eyes taking in the scene before him. Jasper cursed under his breath, scrambling to cover himself with a pillow.

“Max,” he said, his voice strained. “I didn’t know you were coming home this weekend.”

For a moment, no one spoke. Then Max grinned, and it was the kind of smile that sent a fresh wave of heat straight to my core.

“Please don’t tell your mom,” Jasper begged, his face flushed with embarrassment.

Max laughed, stepping further into the room. “I won’t tell,” he said, his eyes locking on mine, “if you don’t.”

And just like that, everything changed.

Max was younger, maybe mid-twenties, but he had his father’s looks—sharp jaw, piercing blue eyes, and a body that looked like it spent hours in the gym. He stripped off his clothes with practiced ease, revealing a cock so big I almost gasped aloud.

Jasper’s wasn’t small by any means, but Max… Jesus.

Before I could process what was happening, Max was on the bed beside me, his hands roaming my body as Jasper positioned himself behind me. I took Max’s cock into my mouth, savoring the weight of it on my tongue, while Jasper slid into me from behind.

They worked in tandem, their movements perfectly synchronized. Max thrust into my mouth, his fingers tangled in my hair, while Jasper pounded into me, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises. I was lost in the sensation, the pleasure building until it consumed me entirely.

When Max came, spilling hot and thick down my throat, I barely had time to swallow before Jasper followed, filling me with his own release.

But Max wasn’t done.

He grabbed a bottle of lube from the nightstand, coating his massive cock with slick strokes. Then he rolled me onto my side, pressing into my ass with slow, deliberate motions. The stretch was almost unbearable, but so, so good.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my nails digging into the sheets.

Max fucked me harder, his rhythm unrelenting. I came again, screaming his name, and he followed soon after, his cum mixing with his father’s as it leaked out of my ass.

When it was over, I lay there, spent and trembling, while the two men exchanged a look I couldn’t quite decipher.

“That was…” Jasper began, trailing off.

“Something,” Max finished, grinning.

I dressed quickly, avoiding their eyes. As I left, Jasper pressed another wad of cash into my hand, but I barely registered it. My mind was already spinning, replaying every second of what had just happened.

Driving home, I kept glancing in the rearview mirror, half-expecting to see Sam lurking in the shadows or flashing police lights pulling me over. But the road was empty, the night quiet.

I couldn’t keep living in fear. My knuckles were white as I clutched the steering wheel. Sam had to go. I had to get him out of my life for good.

But for now, I had enough money to keep Laura and me afloat. And maybe, just maybe, Jasper would call again.

18 - A THREESOME WITH TWINS
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The dim lights of the bar cast a warm, inviting glow over the room, the hum of conversation and clinking glasses blending with the low thrum of music. Erica leaned against the bar, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass absently. She wasn’t here for anything specific—just a night out, a break from the monotony of her routine. But when her eyes landed on him, everything else seemed to fade into the background.

He was tall, with dark hair that fell just slightly over his forehead, and a smile that could’ve been plucked straight out of a movie. Their eyes met, and he didn’t hesitate. He walked over, confident but not cocky, and introduced himself as Johnny. The conversation flowed effortlessly, their laughter mingling with the music. He was charming, witty, and his eyes lingered on her in a way that made her skin tingle.

Later, as she sipped her drink, she thought she spotted him again across the room. But something felt...off. His posture was slightly different, his clothes more casual. Curiosity got the better of her, and she approached him. He turned, and for a moment, she felt a flicker of confusion. It was Johnny—but it wasn’t. His eyes didn’t hold the same spark of recognition.

“Hi,” she said hesitantly. “Johnny, right?”

He smiled, but it wasn’t his smile. “Actually, I’m Kyle. Johnny’s my twin.”

Before she could process that, Johnny appeared, slinging an arm around Kyle’s shoulders. “Erica, meet my brother, Kyle. Kyle, this is Erica—the most beautiful woman in this bar.”

Erica laughed, the tension melting away. The three of them spent the rest of the night together, the chemistry between them undeniable. Flirty comments, lingering touches, and the way their eyes kept meeting—it was electric. By the time the bar was closing, Johnny and Kyle invited her back to their apartment. Erica felt a thrill of anticipation as she agreed.

The walk to their place was short, but every step felt charged with possibility. When Johnny put his arm around Erica, she leaned against him for warmth.

When they arrived, Johnny grabbed her another beer, his fingers brushing against hers as he handed it to her. He leaned in close, his voice low. “You’re stunning, Erica. I couldn’t stop thinking about you all night.”

Before she could respond, Kyle was there, his lips pressing against hers in a kiss that caught her off guard but quickly had her melting into him. His hands cupped her face, and she could feel the heat radiating off him. When they broke apart, Johnny was watching her with a smoldering intensity that made her breath hitch.

They moved to the bedroom, the air thick with desire. Johnny wasted no time, his hands slipping under her shirt and lifting it over her head. Kyle’s mouth was on her neck, his teeth grazing her skin as his hands worked to unhook her bra. When it fell away, Kyle’s lips found her nipples, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peaks until she was gasping.

Both men stepped back to unzip their pants, their cocks springing free. Erica’s eyes widened slightly—they were both big, thick, and already hard. She dropped to her knees, her hands moving to Kyle first. She wrapped her fingers around his length, feeling the heat and the weight of him before taking him into her mouth. His groan sent a shiver down her spine, and she loved the way he bucked slightly into her. But then she shifted to Johnny, her tongue flicking over the head of his cock before she took him deep. His hands tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm as she alternated between the two of them.

When they moved to the bed, Erica lay back, her legs spreading instinctively. Johnny’s mouth was on her in an instant, his tongue lapping at her folds before circling her clit. She moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as he worked her closer and closer to the edge. When she came, it was with a cry, her body trembling beneath him.

Johnny didn’t give her time to recover. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He pushed in slowly, letting her adjust to his size before he began to move. His thrusts were deep and steady, each one making her clench around him. She could feel every inch of him, the way he filled her completely. When she came again, it was with his name on her lips.

Johnny pulled out, his cum spilling onto her stomach. And then, Kyle positioned Erica on her hands and knees. She could feel the slickness between her thighs as Kyle lined himself up. He slid into her in one smooth motion, and she gasped at the stretch. His hands gripped her hips, his thrusts harder, faster than Johnny’s had been. She could feel him hitting all the right spots, his cock driving her closer to another climax. When she came, it was with a scream, her body shuddering around him. Kyle followed soon after, his cum filling her as his hips stuttered against hers.

As they lay there, spent and tangled together, Kyle’s voice broke the silence. “So, will we see you again?”

Erica turned to look at him, a smile playing on her lips. “Yes.” The word was soft but certain. She knew this night was just the beginning.

One moment, she’d been at the bar, but now, she was in bed with twin brothers. Erica’s heart raced with excitement as she snuggled closer to Kyle and Johnny.

19 - THE BABY SITTER’S REUNION
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“You have no idea how many times we thought about this,” Ken murmured against her neck, his voice a low, hungry tremor that went straight to her core.

Nia’s head fell back with a soft thud against the apartment door, her eyes fluttering shut. Shawn’s kiss was insistent, his tongue exploring her mouth with a confident heat that left her breathless. Ken’s hands were on her hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh above her waistband.

It was a whirlwind, a dizzying spiral from a lonely bar stool to this—pinned between two men she’d once tucked into bed. The sheer, impossible wrongness of it was drowned out by a louder, more primal need, a throbbing ache she’d ignored for far too long.

—

It had started with a glance across a crowded, dimly lit bar. Whiskey Sour, her drink of choice since the divorce papers were finalized, condensation beading on the glass. She was savoring the sour-sweet tang, willing herself to feel something other than the hollow echo in her empty house, when she saw them.

They were at a high-top table, two broad-shouldered men laughing over pints. One of them looked over, his gaze lingering. A slow, familiar smile spread across his face. He nudged the other, and they both turned. Recognition, swift and startling, hit her like a wave.

Kenneth and Shawn Miller.

Her heart did a funny little stutter. The Miller boys. She’d spent countless Friday nights in their suburban home, microwaving pizza pockets and refereeing arguments over video games. Ken, the older, more serious one, always doing his homework at the kitchen table. Shawn, the mischievous younger brother, always trying to stay up past his bedtime.

And now they were walking toward her, all grown up. Ken, with the same intense brown eyes but now framed by the faint creases of a man in his late twenties. Shawn, his grin still boyish but now dangerously charming on a man’s face.

“Nia? No way,” Ken said, his voice deeper than she remembered, a rich baritone that vibrated in the space between them.

“Look at you,” Shawn chimed in, his eyes doing a quick, appreciative sweep that made a blush creep up her neck. “Our favorite babysitter.”

The next hour was a blur of catch-up and cheap beer. They reminisced about old times—the burned popcorn incident, the hamster that escaped and was found in the freezer. The conversation was easy, laced with a flirtatious undertone that grew stronger with each round of drinks.

It was Ken who said it, his gaze steady on hers over the rim of his glass. “You know, we had the biggest crush on you. Both of us. We used to compete to see who could impress you more.”

Nia laughed, a light, airy sound she hadn’t heard from herself in months. “Get out. You did not.”

“Swear to God,” Shawn said, leaning in close. His arm brushed hers, sending a jolt through her. “I practiced my free throws for a week because you said you liked basketball players. And Ken tried to read Moby Dick because you left your copy on our coffee table.”

The admission hung in the air, thick and heavy with possibility. The alcohol hummed in her veins, warming her, loosening the tight knots of propriety. She was just a woman. They were just men. The decade-plus between them seemed to evaporate.

Then Shawn asked the question, his voice dropping to an intimate whisper. “Why don’t you come back to our place? For one more drink.”

She’d hesitated. I used to check for monsters under your beds. The thought was a fleeting warning, instantly incinerated by the heat in their eyes. It had been so long since a man, let alone two, had looked at her with such raw, undisguised want.

“Okay,” she heard herself say, the word sounding far away. “One more drink.”

—

Now, pressed against their door, there were no more drinks. Only hands and mouths and the frantic beating of her own heart.

Shawn broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Is this okay?” he asked, his breath warm on her cheek.

“Yes,” she gasped, the word a plea. “God, yes.”

His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, pushing the silk from her shoulders. The cool air hit her skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of Ken’s mouth on her neck, his lips traveling down to the lace edge of her bra. He hooked a finger under the cup and pulled it down, exposing her breast to the dim light. His mouth closed over her nipple, his tongue circling the taut peak with a skill that made her knees buckle.

A low moan escaped her lips. Shawn was watching, his own arousal evident in the tight press of his jeans. He leaned in and captured her mouth again, swallowing her sounds of pleasure as his brother worshipped her breast.

Ken switched to her other breast, his attention just as fervent, his teeth grazing her sensitive flesh in a way that made her cry out into Shawn’s mouth. Her hands were everywhere—tangling in Ken’s dark hair, gripping Shawn’s strong shoulders, desperate for anchor points in the sensual storm.

Shawn stepped back, his own hands going to his belt. Ken followed suit, and for a moment, she just watched, her chest heaving, as the two brothers she’d once known as boys shed their clothes with a predatory grace. They were magnificent—all toned muscle and eager, hardened flesh. Ken was thick and straight, and Shawn was longer, his erection jutting out proudly.

The sight was intoxicating. Without a word, driven by a hunger she no longer cared to suppress, Nia sank to her knees on the plush rug.

She looked up at them, a wicked smile playing on her kiss-swollen lips. She reached for Ken first, wrapping her fingers around his hard length. He hissed as she leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the saltiness of the drop of moisture beading at his tip. Then she took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her.

She sucked him deep, her head bobbing, her hand working his base. His groans were a symphony. After a moment, she pulled off with a wet pop and turned to Shawn. She gave him the same treatment, taking his length into her throat, her other hand cupping his heavy sac. She lost herself in the rhythm, switching back and forth between them, each brother’s gasp fueling her own rising passion.

“Bedroom. Now,” Shawn finally managed to grit out, his voice strained. He helped her to her feet, and they stumbled through a doorway into a darker room dominated by a large, unruly bed.

Shawn guided her onto the mattress, and she eagerly got on her hands and knees, presenting herself to them, arching her back. She heard a sharp intake of breath from one of them. A hand, she thought it was Ken’s, smoothed over the curve of her ass, and then hooked into her panties, tugging them down her legs and tossing them aside.

Then Shawn was there, behind her. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. He didn’t thrust in, not yet. He just rubbed himself through her wetness, coating himself in her arousal, teasing them both.

“Please,” Nia begged, pushing her hips back against him. “Shawn… I need it.”

With a low growl, he obliged. He drove into her in one smooth, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He was so big, stretching her, filling her completely. A shocked, pleasure-filled cry was torn from her lips. He held himself deep for a moment, letting her adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being so full.

Then he began to move, setting a deep, relentless pace. Each thrust was a masterstroke, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She met him thrust for thrust, a moan tearing from her throat with every powerful drive of his hips.

Suddenly, Ken was in front of her. He brushed the hair from her flushed face, his own cock level with her mouth. “Open up, beautiful,” he commanded softly.

She did, and he slid his length between her lips. Now she was filled at both ends, utterly claimed by them. The world narrowed to the primal rhythm of their bodies. Shawn’s powerful thrusts from behind rocked her forward, forcing Ken deeper into her mouth.

The feeling of being used, of being the sole focus of their intense desire, pushed her higher and higher. Her moans were continuous now, muffled around Ken’s shaft. She could feel her climax building, a tight, coiling pressure deep within her.

Shawn’s pace became frantic, his breathing harsh grunts. “Gonna cum, Nia… gonna fill you up,” he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips.

That was all it took. The coil snapped. Her orgasm crashed over her with a violence that made her scream around Ken’s cock, her inner walls clenching and fluttering around Shawn’s length in wave after wave of delirious pleasure. Feeling her convulse around him sent Shawn over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he stilled, burying himself to the hilt as he emptied himself into her with a guttural cry, his warm release pulsing inside her.

He slid out of her, and she collapsed onto the bed, spent and trembling. But they weren’t done. Ken, whose cock was still slick from her mouth, gently turned her onto her back. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, her body humming with aftershocks.

He positioned himself between her legs, which she willingly opened for him. He pushed inside, and she gasped at the sensation. She was so sensitive, so thoroughly fucked, that every movement was amplified into an exquisite hypersensitivity. He moved slowly at first, letting her adjust to the different angle, to the new feel of him.

But soon, his own need took over. His thrusts became harder, faster, chasing his own release. He was watching her face, captivated by every flutter of her eyelashes, every soft gasp. “You feel… incredible,” he panted. “All ours.”

He leaned down, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard as he drove into her. The dual sensation was too much. Another, smaller orgasm began to crest, sparked by his relentless pounding and the expert pull of his mouth. She cried out, her body bowing off the bed as she came again, her inner muscles milking him.

With a final, shuddering thrust, Ken came inside her, his hot seed joining his brother’s. He collapsed on top of her for a moment, both of them breathing raggedly, before he rolled to the side.

They lay there in a tangled, sweaty heap for long moments, the only sound their gradually slowing breaths. The air was thick with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

Ken propped himself up on an elbow, looking down at her with a soft, sated smile. Shawn mirrored the pose on her other side, tracing a lazy pattern on her stomach.

“That was….” Shawn began, shaking his head as if lost for words.

“Everything we ever dreamed of,” Ken finished for him, his voice filled with a kind of reverent awe. He leaned over and placed a soft, surprisingly tender kiss on her swollen lips. “You have no idea how long we’ve wanted that.”

Nia smiled, a deep, contented warmth spreading through her. “I think I have a pretty good idea now.”

Shawn’s grin was wicked. “So… same time next week?”

20 - BROTHERS IN DOMINATION
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Vivienne sat alone at the bar, her fingers tracing the rim of her half-empty gin and tonic. The noise of the crowded room buzzed around her, a cacophony of laughter and overlapping conversations that made her feel even more isolated. She’d come here hoping to meet someone—anyone—who might make her feel like she belonged, even for a night. But the longer she sat there, the more she regretted her decision.

A man slid onto the stool beside her, his presence sudden but not unwelcome. He was older than the usual crowd, his dark hair streaked with silver at the temples, and his sharp blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

“You look like you’re waiting for something,” he said, his voice smooth and low, almost a purr. “Or someone.”

Vivienne hesitated, unsure how to respond. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention. “Just… trying to get out of my head,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

The man smiled, leaning in closer. “I’m Mark. And I think I can help with that.”

Her cheeks flushed at the way his gaze lingered on her lips. She wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the loneliness, but something about him made her feel suddenly alive. “Vivienne,” she said, offering her name like a peace offering.

Mark reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. “Vivienne,” he repeated, as if testing the sound of it.

Then, without warning, he kissed her. His lips were warm and insistent, and she found herself leaning into it, her hands gripping the edge of the bar for balance.

When he pulled away, she was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. Before she could say anything, another man appeared at Mark’s side. He was younger, with the same sharp features and cocky grin, but there was something rougher about him, something wilder.

“This is my brother, Joey,” Mark said, his arm slung casually over Joey’s shoulder. “We’re a package deal.”

Joey smirked, his eyes raking over Vivienne with an appraising look that made her shiver. “Nice to meet you, Vivienne,” he said, his voice deeper than Mark’s, with a hint of playful menace.

She wasn’t sure what to say. This wasn’t what she’d expected when she’d walked into the bar, but there was something undeniably thrilling about the way they both looked at her, like she was the center of their world.

“Why don’t you come back to our place?” Mark suggested, his hand resting lightly on her thigh. “We can get to know each other better.”

Vivienne hesitated, her mind racing. She knew she should say no, should walk away and go back to her apartment, but the thought of spending the night alone was unbearable. “Okay,” she said, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

Mark’s smile widened, and Joey let out a low, approving laugh. “Let’s go,” Joey said, taking her hand and pulling her off the stool.

The walk to their apartment was a blur, the cool night air doing little to clear her head. Mark kept his arm around her waist, his touch possessive but not unpleasant, while Joey walked slightly ahead, his hands shoved in his pockets.

When they reached the apartment, Vivienne was struck by how modern it was—all sleek lines and minimal decor. But it was the bedroom that caught her attention. The walls were painted a deep, sultry red, and in the corner of the room was a collection of BDSM equipment: restraints, a flogger, a vibrator.

Her breath hitched at the sight. “I… I don’t know about this,” she said, taking a step back.

Joey was behind her in an instant, his hands resting on her shoulders. “Relax,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “We’ll take care of you. You’ll enjoy it, I promise.”

Mark stepped in front of her, his hands cupping her face. “You’re safe with us,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “But if you want to leave, now’s the time.”

She looked into his eyes, searching for any hint of deception, but all she saw was raw desire. And she realized, with a jolt of mingled fear and excitement, that she wanted this. She wanted them.

“I’ll stay,” she whispered.

Mark’s smile was triumphant as he leaned in to kiss her, his tongue slipping into her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. Joey’s hands moved down to her waist, pulling her closer to him, and she could feel the hard line of his erection pressing against her back.

Joey’s fingers worked quickly, undoing the buttons of her blouse and sliding it off her shoulders. Her bra followed, and then her skirt, until she stood before them completely naked, her skin tingling under their gaze.

Mark stepped back, his eyes raking over her body with an intensity that made her flush. “On your knees,” he said, his voice commanding.

She hesitated for only a moment before sinking to the floor, her hands resting on her thighs. Both men undid their pants, their cocks springing free, and her mouth watered at the sight.

Joey stepped forward first, his cock inches from her face. “Open,” he said, his voice husky.

She obeyed, her lips parting as he slid his cock into her mouth. She moaned around him, the taste and weight of him filling her senses.

Mark watched with a satisfied smirk, his hand moving to stroke himself as she sucked Joey off. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

When Joey pulled out, Mark took his place, his cock sliding into her mouth with practiced ease. She moaned around him, her tongue swirling around the head as he thrust deeper.

They took turns, each one pulling out just as she started to get used to the rhythm, and she found herself craving more. Her pussy was wet, throbbing with need, and she could barely think straight.

“On the bed,” Mark ordered, his voice sharp.

She obeyed, climbing onto the bed and lying down. Mark grabbed a pair of restraints, binding her wrists to the bedposts with a firmness that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

He grabbed the vibrator, turning it on and holding it just above her pussy. She whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed as he teased her, the vibrations just barely brushing against her clit.

Joey leaned over her, his hands cupping her breasts as he teased her nipples with his tongue. She cried out, her body writhing as pleasure coursed through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “I need to cum.”

“Not yet,” Mark said, his tone firm. He moved the vibrator closer, the vibrations becoming more intense, but still not enough to push her over the edge.

She whimpered, her body taut with tension, and then Mark was on top of her, his cock sliding into her pussy with a single, deep thrust. She cried out, her body arching as he started to fuck her, his hips slamming into hers with a force that took her breath away.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock. Mark groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

Before she could catch her breath, Joey was on top of her, his cock even bigger than Mark’s. She gasped as he pushed into her, the stretch sending a fresh wave of pleasure through her.

He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, and she came again, her body trembling with the intensity of it. Joey groaned, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum, mixing with Mark’s already leaking out of her.

When he pulled out, Mark released the restraints, his fingers brushing against her reddened wrists. “Did you enjoy it?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

Joey smirked, leaning down to kiss her. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.”
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