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

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

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

Mitch.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And what do you think I want?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She wanted more.

2 - AN ACCIDENTAL EXPOSURE

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The last guest had just left, the door clicking shut on the hum of their departing car. Lana leaned against the wall, the scent of roasted turkey and pine needles clinging to the air. The only sounds were the soft snores coming from the couch, where her husband, Mark, lay passed out, a half-empty glass of scotch still clutched in his loose grip.

“Let me help you with that.”

The voice, low and familiar, made her jump. She’d thought she was alone. Harold stood in the doorway to the living room, his sleeves rolled up, holding a stack of dirty dessert plates. Right. He’d stayed behind.

“Oh, you don’t have to, Harold. Really. I’ve got it,” she said, her voice a little too high, a little too tight. She’d been holding that breath all evening, a nervous coil in her stomach every time her father-in-law’s eyes had landed on her. But he’d been perfectly normal. Charming, even. He hadn’t mentioned it. He’d never mentioned it.

He ignored her protest, moving past her into the kitchen and setting the plates gently into the sink. The room felt suddenly smaller. He turned, leaning back against the counter, and looked at her. Not like a father-in-law. Not like family. The look was a man appraising a woman, and it sent a hot flush across her chest.

“You’ve been avoiding my eyes all night, Lana,” he stated, his tone neutral, but his gaze was anything but.

She busied herself with wiping down a clean counter. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“The photos.”

The air left her lungs. The photos. The ones she’d taken in a moment of daring fun for her husband, the curve of her back, the arch of her foot, the explicit, proud display of her own body. And the horrific mis-click that had sent them to Harold’s phone instead.

“Harold, I am so sorry about that,” she rushed out, the same apology she’d texted him weeks ago. “It was a stupid accident, I was so embarrassed—”

“I know you were,” he interrupted, his voice softening. He took a slow step toward her. “Your message made that very clear. But Lana… you have nothing to be ashamed of.”

She froze, the damp cloth forgotten in her hand.

“I have to admit,” he continued, closing the distance between them until she could smell the faint, clean scent of his soap mixed with the whiskey he’d been drinking. “I enjoyed them. Very much. You are a… very beautiful woman.”

The world tilted. This wasn’t an apology acceptance. This was something else entirely. Was he… coming onto her? The thought was so absurd, so terrifyingly illicit, that a jolt, half-panic, half-thrill, shot straight down her spine.

He saw the conflict on her face. “I’ve thought about little else since. I’d like to see it in person.”

“Harold…” His name was a whisper, a protest that lacked any real force. Her eyes darted toward the living room. “Mark is right there.”

“And he won’t wake up,” Harold said, his certainty absolute. He reached out, his fingers not quite touching her arm, a ghost of a caress. “The question is… what do you want?”

Her heart was a wild drum against her ribs. She should push him away. She should be horrified. But she wasn’t. The dark, secret part of her that had pulsed with a strange heat ever since the mistaken text was wide awake now, curious and hungry. Intrigued.

“I…” she started, but the denial wouldn’t form.

It was all the invitation he needed. He cupped her cheek, his palm warm and rough, and tilted her face up to his. Oh god, he’s going to kiss me. The thought screamed through her mind a second before his lips met hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was deep and possessive from the start, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting of sin and expensive scotch. And she didn’t stop him. A small, shocked sound escaped her throat, but her lips parted, and her own tongue met his in a desperate, sliding dance. Her hands, which should have been pushing him away, came up to clutch at the front of his shirt, holding on as the floor seemed to sway beneath her.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “The bedroom. Now.”

She led him on unsteady legs, past her snoring husband on the couch, down the hall. The click of the bedroom door closing behind them was the loudest sound she’d ever heard.

In the dim light, he didn’t waste time. He unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a hushed whisper, and pushed his trousers and boxers down. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully erect, curving up toward his stomach. Lana’s mouth went dry. It was bigger than she’d imagined, veined and heavy-looking.

Without a word, her own nervousness morphing into a desperate need to please, she sank to her knees on the plush carpet. She took him in her hand first, feeling the rock-hard weight of him, the silky-soft skin over iron tension. She leaned forward and licked a slow, deliberate stripe from base to tip, savoring the clean, masculine taste of him.

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound, and his hand tangled in her hair. “Yes, Lana. Just like that.”

Encouraged, she took the broad head into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the sensitive ridge. She relaxed her jaw, taking him deeper, inch by inch, until she felt him nudge the back of her throat. She breathed through her nose, her eyes watering slightly, and began to move, establishing a slow, sucking rhythm. Her world narrowed to the weight on her tongue, the salt of his pre-cum, the ragged sound of his breathing above her.

“Enough,” he finally gritted out, pulling her gently to her feet. “My turn.”

He turned her around and slowly unzipped her dress, his knuckles grazing her spine, making her shiver. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in only her black lace panties. His hands were on her immediately, kneading her breasts, his thumbs rubbing over her already taut nipples until they were hard pebbles. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, biting down gently as his hands wandered down her stomach, slipping inside her panties.

“So wet for me already,” he murmured against her skin, his fingers finding her slick, swollen heat. He circled her clit slowly, making her gasp and push back against his hand. “I knew you would be.”

He laid her back on the bed, stripping her panties off and spreading her legs. He kissed his way down her body, his stubble a delicious abrasion on her soft skin. When his mouth finally found her core, she cried out, her back arching off the mattress. He wasn’t tentative. He ate her with a single-minded intensity, his tongue lashing her clit while his fingers plunged deep inside her, curving to find that perfect, devastating spot.

The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a white-hot wave of pleasure that ripped a scream from her throat, a scream she muffled by biting down on her own arm. He didn’t let up, drawing out every last shuddering spasm until she was boneless and gasping.

Before she could recover, he was looming over her, guiding his cock to her drenched entrance. “I need to be inside you.”

He pushed in, and her eyes rolled back in her head. He was so big, stretching her exquisitely, filling her completely. He started to move, a slow, deep, devastating rhythm that had her clutching at the sheets. Each thrust was a claim, each groan from his lips a promise of more. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust.

“Ride me,” he commanded, rolling onto his back and lifting her atop him.

She rose above him, straddling his hips, and sank down onto his length, taking control. She moved, grinding down on him, watching his face contort in pleasure. The power was intoxicating. She leaned forward, her breasts swaying near his face, and he took one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard as she rode him faster, harder.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees with a strength that left her breathless. The new position drove him even deeper. He gripped her hips, his thrusts becoming powerful, animalistic, pounding into her with a force that shook the bed frame. The slap of skin on skin was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She could feel another climax building, coiling tighter and tighter at her core, fed by the sheer, raw sensation of him filling her so completely.

“I’m going to come,” he grunted, his rhythm starting to falter.

“Inside me,” she begged, the words torn from her, wanting to feel all of him. “Please.”

With a final, deep thrust that pressed her forehead into the mattress, he stilled, erupting inside her with a guttural roar. The feeling of his hot release triggered her own, a second, shattering climax that left her trembling and weak, collapsing onto the bed beneath him.

They lay there for a moment, a tangle of limbs and shared, ragged breaths. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep back in. They dressed quickly, silently, not meeting each other’s eyes. As she straightened her dress, her hands still shaking, she found her voice.

“This can’t… this can’t happen again, Harold.”

He just looked at her, his expression unreadable. “If that’s what you want.”

But as he slipped out of the bedroom, leaving her alone with the scent of their sin, Lana knew the treacherous, hungry truth in her gut. She already wanted more.

3 - FATHER-IN-LAW’S LOVE LETTERS

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“Enjoying the letters?”

Cassie’s heart slammed against her ribs. She fumbled the fragile papers, the delicate script of a decades-old love letter fluttering from her grasp. She spun around, her face a burning mask of shame. Jeffrey stood in the doorway of his bedroom, his tall frame filling the space. He wasn’t angry. A faint, knowing smile played on his lips. His eyes, the same intense blue as his son’s, held hers, seeing everything.

“I… I was just tidying up,” she stammered, her voice thin and reedy. She gestured weakly at the dust cloth in her other hand. “I’m so sorry, Jeffrey. I didn’t mean to…”

He took a slow step into the room, the door clicking shut behind him with a soft, final sound. “That’s not what I asked.” His voice was low, a gentle rasp that vibrated through the quiet room. He moved closer, his gaze dropping to the scattered pages on the bed. “I asked if you were enjoying them.”

Cassie’s mouth went dry. The air grew thick, charged with a tension she hadn’t felt in years. Denial was a pointless, flimsy shield. He had seen the flush on her skin, the way her breathing had hitched. She looked at the floor, at the worn pattern of the rug, anywhere but at him. Her voice was a whisper, a confession torn from the deepest, most hidden part of her. “Yes.”

One simple, devastating word.

—

It had started an hour earlier. Her husband, Mark, was at work. The house was quiet, a tomb of polite conversation and unspoken grief. Jeffrey had been with them for three months, a silent, brooding presence since his wife’s funeral. Cassie had offered to tidy his room, a gesture of normalcy, of wifely duty. She’d dusted the oak dresser, smoothed the navy duvet, and then her curiosity got the better of her. The small, lacquered box on the nightstand seemed to hum with secret energy.

Inside, bundled with a faded silk ribbon, were the letters. Dozens of them. The paper was thin and yellowed, the ink a deep, passionate blue. She told herself she’d just read one. Just a glimpse into the man her stern father-in-law used to be.

She hadn’t meant to read the explicit parts. But once she started, she couldn’t stop. They weren’t just love letters; they were maps of desire, detailed accounts of hungry nights and lazy mornings. Jeffrey’s words to his wife were not those of a quiet, grieving widower. They were fierce, possessive, and deeply sensual. He wrote of the way he would worship her body, the specific sounds he would pull from her throat, the way he would lose himself inside her. Cassie’s skin grew warm. A dull, aching throb began low in her belly. She read on, one hand absently tracing the neckline of her blouse, her imagination painting vivid, intoxicating pictures. She saw him, not as Mark’s father, but as a man. A virile, experienced man who knew exactly how to please a woman. A man who spoke of sex not as a routine, but as a consuming fire. A wish, sharp and clear, formed in her mind: I wish Mark was more like him.

And then he was there. She was caught.

Now, he stood before her, his question hanging in the air between them. He reached out, his fingers, surprisingly calloused, gently tilting her chin up until she was forced to meet his gaze. “What did you like about them, Cassie?” he murmured.

The use of her name, so intimate in that moment, broke the last of her resolve. The truth spilled out. “The… the passion. The wanting. It’s… it’s all there on the page. You wanted her so completely. You weren’t afraid to take what you wanted. To give what she needed.” Her eyes welled with tears of frustration and a desperate, clawing need. “I want that. I’ve always wanted that.”

Jeffrey’s expression softened, a look of deep understanding replacing the knowing smile. “Oh, my dear girl,” he breathed. And then he kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claiming. His mouth was firm and demanding on hers, his arm snaking around her waist to pull her hard against him. She gasped into his mouth, and his tongue swept in, tasting her, exploring her with a confidence that left her dizzy. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the solid muscle of his shoulders. The dust cloth fell to the floor, forgotten.

He broke the kiss, his breathing slightly ragged. He didn’t speak. He simply looked at her, his eyes dark with desire, and began to unbutton her blouse. His fingers were deft, deliberate. Each brush against her overheated skin sent a fresh jolt of electricity through her. The blouse joined the dust cloth. His hands settled on the bare skin of her waist, warm and possessive, before he unsnapped her jeans. He knelt before her, pulling them down her legs along with her panties, leaving her standing in nothing but her bra. The cool air of the room hit her damp skin, raising goosebumps.

He didn’t stand. He stayed on his knees, his hands sliding up the back of her thighs, pulling her towards him. He pressed his face against the softness of her stomach, inhaling her scent. Then he hooked his thumbs under her thighs and lifted, guiding her down onto the edge of the bed. He spread her legs, his blue eyes holding hers captive as he lowered his mouth to her.

The first touch of his tongue was a shock of pure, undiluted pleasure. Oh god. It was expert, intentional. He didn’t just lick; he explored. He traced her folds with the very tip of his tongue, slowly, maddeningly, before zeroing in on the swollen, aching center of her need. Cassie’s head fell back, a broken moan escaping her lips. Her hands fisted in the duvet as he settled into a rhythm, his tongue flicking and circling her clit with a precision that felt supernatural.

One of his hands slipped down, a finger, then two, sliding into her with ease. He crooked them, finding a spot deep inside that made her back arch off the bed. Yes. Right there. Don’t stop. The pressure built, coiling tight and hot in her belly. He sucked gently, and the coil snapped. A wave of pleasure, so intense it was almost painful, crashed over her. She cried out, her body trembling violently as she came against his mouth.

She was barely coherent when he stood. She watched, her vision blurry, as he pulled his shirt over his head. His torso was not that of an old man. It was lean and roped with defined muscle, a dusting of gray hair across his chest that trailed down his taut stomach. He kicked off his trousers and boxers, and her breath caught. He was fully erect, his cock thick and hard, standing proudly from his body. He was magnificent.

He came over her, covering her body with his, the heat of his skin searing hers. He kissed her again, letting her taste herself on his lips. “Tell me you want this,” he growled against her mouth.

“I want it,” she gasped. “I want you.”

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wetness. And then he pushed inside. A low, guttural groan tore from his throat. Cassie’s eyes rolled back in her head. He filled her completely, stretching her in a way she hadn’t felt in years. He began to move, a slow, deep, relentless rhythm that stole the air from her lungs. Each thrust was a promise fulfilled, a paragraph from his letters brought to devastating life. The bedframe knocked gently against the wall in a steady, primal tempo.

He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh, and drove into her harder, faster. The pleasure was a rising tide, threatening to pull her under again. “Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough. She forced her eyes open, meeting his intense gaze. He was watching her, studying every flicker of ecstasy on her face as he possessed her body. The intimacy of it was almost more than the physical act itself.

“I want to be on top,” she breathed.

In one fluid motion, he rolled onto his back, bringing her with him, never slipping out of her. She straddled his hips, sitting up, taking control. She moved slowly at first, rocking her hips, learning the angle. Then she rose up and sank down onto him, taking his full length, a cry of pure pleasure bursting from her lips. She set a frantic pace, riding him, her hands braced on his chest, her head thrown back. She was chasing it, chasing that peak again, and he let her, his hands on her waist, guiding her, helping her. She could feel his own control fraying, his hips bucking up to meet her downward strokes.

“Cassie,” he rasped, a warning and a plea.

It was all she needed. Her second orgasm detonated, a silent, shattering scream locking in her throat as her inner muscles clenched around him violently. The sensation tipped him over the edge. With a raw, broken shout, he emptied himself into her, his body shuddering beneath hers. She collapsed forward onto his chest, spent, their hearts hammering against each other.

They lay there for a long time, tangled together in the quiet room, the scent of their passion thick in the air. The sharp, metallic tang of guilt began to prickle at the edges of her bliss. I just cheated on my husband. With his father. She closed her eyes, waiting for the regret to wash over her, to drown her in its icy tide.

It didn’t come.

Instead, all she could focus on was the steady, strong beat of Jeffrey’s heart under her ear, the feel of his hand idly stroking her back, and the single, overpowering thought that drowned out everything else.




4 - A WEALTHY FATHER-IN-LAW’S OFFER (PART 1)
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The sleek black SUV pulled to the curb with a whisper-quiet hum, its tinted window sliding down just as Jessica reached the crosswalk. The man behind the wheel wore a suit that cost more than her monthly rent. His smile was cool, calculated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jessica shattered.

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

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

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

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

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

It was for ten thousand dollars.

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

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

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

“I… don’t know. I don’t think I can…”

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“This is for your greed.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he drove into her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

6 - A MILITARY MAN’S FORBIDDEN PLEASURE
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“Tell me I’m a bad girl.”

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh god.

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

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

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

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

She did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Red’s journal.

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

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

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

And just like that, she was alone with Red.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I need… I need more.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

8 - FORBIDDEN DESIRES ON THE LAKE

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The heavy bronze urn felt impossibly cold in Caroline’s hands, a stark contrast to the humid summer air clinging to the lake. Beside her, Richard guided the boat with a quiet competence Alex had never quite mastered, his gaze fixed on the deep water ahead. The engine’s purr was the only sound between them, a low hum that vibrated through the deck and up into her bones.

Three months. It had been three months since the phone call that shattered her world. Three months of a silence in their home so profound she could hear her own heart breaking, over and over. Richard had been her port in that storm. First with practicalities—the funeral, the paperwork, the endless, awful condolences. Then, with something more. Shared memories. A familiar laugh that echoed his son’s. A strong shoulder that she found herself leaning against for a second too long, breathing in a scent that was uniquely his: bergamot, old books, and a faint hint of the lake.

He cut the engine, and the sudden silence was a physical shock. They drifted, the boat rocking gently in the vast, placid center of the lake. This had been Alex’s favorite spot.

“He loved it out here,” Richard said, his voice rough with an emotion he usually kept buried. “Said you could see every star.”

Caroline nodded, words stuck in her throat. She unscrewed the urn, her fingers trembling. Together, they leaned over the gunwale, and she tipped the contents out. The grey ash bloomed on the water’s surface, a ghostly cloud against the deep blue, before slowly fading away.

A sob wrenched itself from her chest, raw and sudden. The finality of it. Richard’s arm was around her instantly, pulling her into the solid warmth of his body. She turned her face into his chest, her tears soaking into his soft cotton shirt. He held her tighter, his hand a firm, comforting pressure on her back.

She didn’t know who moved first. Perhaps it was her, seeking anything to staunch the bleeding wound of her grief. Perhaps it was him, offering a comfort that had nowhere left to go. Her head tilted up. His came down. And her lips were on his.

It was a mistake. A terrible, beautiful, wrong mistake. She jerked back, her hand flying to her mouth. “Richard… God, I’m so sorry. I don’t know what I was—”

He didn’t let her finish. His large hand cupped her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek, and he closed the distance between them again. This kiss wasn’t one of comfort. It was hungry. Possessive. Full of a decades-old longing finally unleashed. His lips moved against hers with a certainty that stole her breath, his tongue tracing the seam of her mouth until she opened for him with a desperate gasp.

When he finally pulled away, they were both breathing raggedly. “He would want us to be happy, Caroline,” Richard murmured, his forehead resting against hers. “He would want this. He loved us both too much to want us to be alone.”

The words were a forbidden permission. A key turning in a lock she’d tried to keep sealed shut. She didn’t speak, just nodded, her eyes locked on his, and let him lead her by the hand down the few steps into the small, warmly lit cabin below deck.

The world shrunk to the size of this room. To the scent of teak wood and him. He stood before her, his eyes dark with a need that mirrored her own. His fingers went to the buttons of her simple black dress. One by one, he slipped them free, his knuckles brushing against the heated skin of her sternum, her stomach. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only her plain cotton underwear.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, his gaze a physical caress as it travelled over her body. He unhooked her bra, letting it fall away, and his thumbs brushed over her nipples, making her gasp as they tightened into hard, aching peaks. He knelt then, hooking his fingers into the waistband of her panties and drawing them down her legs with a slowness that was pure torture. She stepped out of them, completely bare before him.

He guided her backwards until her knees hit the edge of the narrow bed and she sank down onto the crisp white sheets. He looked at her, laid out for him, and the raw hunger in his expression made a fresh wave of heat pulse between her legs. He urged her thighs apart, and she obeyed, exposing herself to him completely, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“Let me taste you, Caroline.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He lowered his mouth to her, and his tongue found her core in one long, slow, devastating lick. She cried out, her back arching off the bed. God, his mouth. It was expert and relentless. He licked and suckled, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her inner thighs. He found her clit and circled it with the very tip of his tongue, a precise, maddening pressure that had her clutching fistfuls of the sheets. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, stretching her, finding a spot deep within that made her see stars behind her clenched eyelids. The pleasure built, a coiling, unbearable tension low in her belly, a direct counterpoint to the guilt and grief that had been her constant companions. This was feeling. This was life.

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

He groaned against her, the vibration pushing her right over the edge. Her climax crashed over her, a silent, screaming wave of pure sensation that left her trembling and boneless.

Before she could even come down, he was undressing, his movements quick and efficient. And then he was there, kneeling between her splayed thighs, and she saw him. Really saw him. He was thick and hard and impossibly large, and a fresh thrill of want, laced with a flicker of nervous fear, shot through her.

He saw the look and paused. “We don’t have to.”

“I want to,” she gasped, reaching for him. “Please. I need to feel you.”

He needed no further encouragement. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wet heat. He pushed inside with one slow, inexorable thrust, filling her so completely she could only gasp, her eyes wide. He was so much more than Alex. It was a different kind of fullness, a stretching that bordered on pain before melting into the most incredible pleasure. He began to move, setting a hard, deep rhythm from the very start. Each thrust was a punctuation mark against the silent grief of the last three months. Each one drove a broken sob from her throat that quickly turned into a moan.

He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, his hips pistoning, his hands gripping her hips to meet every drive. The bed rocked with their rhythm, knocking softly against the cabin wall in time with their ragged breaths and the wet sound of their joining.

“Turn over,” he grunted, his voice thick with need.

She rolled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him, and he entered her from behind with a guttural moan. This angle was deeper, more primal. He reached around to play with her clit as he plunged into her, and she felt another orgasm building, even faster this time, a tidal wave gathering force.

“I want to see you,” she panted. “Let me ride you.”

He laid back on the bed and she straddled him, sinking down onto his rigid length with a cry of relief. Now she controlled the pace. She rose and fell, grinding herself against him, watching the awe and pleasure on his face. She leaned forward, her hands on his chest, her hair falling around them like a curtain, and she kissed him, tasting herself on his lips.

The sight of her, the feel of her taking her pleasure from him, was too much for him. “Caroline… I can’t hold back…”

“Don’t,” she begged, grinding down hard. “Come with me.”

His hands gripped her hips, holding her down as he thrust up into her one last, shattering time. His release triggered her own, a violent, blinding climax that ripped through her as she felt him pulsing deep inside her. Her cry mingled with his roar, their voices filling the small cabin, a shared release that left them both shuddering and spent.

She collapsed onto his chest, their slick skin sliding together, their hearts hammering against each other. The guilt crept in at the edges of her bliss, a cold finger tracing her spine. But his arm came around her, holding her close, and his presence was a warmer, more immediate truth.

She tilted her head up to look at him, at the man who was so much like the husband she’d lost and yet entirely his own. “I want to be with you, Richard. However complicated it is.”

He was silent for a long moment, his hand stroking her hair. “It will be a fucking mess,” he said, his voice quiet but firm. “But so am I. And so are you. And… I want it too.”

9 - HOUSE-SITTING FOR HER IN-LAWS

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

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

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

Her breath caught. Good lord.

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

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

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

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

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

Her eyes flew open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She could only nod, her mouth dry.

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

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

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

“Use your words, sweetheart.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes.”

His smile widened. “Hands above your head.”

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

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

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

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

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

“More.”

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

“So tight,” he growled.

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

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

He pulled the vibrator away. “Not yet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10 - A FATHER AND SON’S BDSM BOND

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

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

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

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

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

Then she saw them.

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

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

“Dave! What the hell is this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

11 - A TRAIN RIDE TO FORBIDDEN PASSION

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / Public / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“What are we doing?” Carrie breathed, her voice a ragged whisper against his lips.

Victor’s hand, still warm from its work on her shoulder, slid to the nape of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair. His other arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her flush against him. “Something we’ve both been thinking about since Vienna.”

The train compartment was a world unto itself, a tiny, velvet-lined universe hurtling through the twilight. The rhythmic clack-clack of the wheels on the tracks was a frantic heartbeat, matching her own. She could feel the hard ridge of him pressed against her stomach, a promise and a threat. Her own husband had just stormed off at the last stop, leaving a cloud of bitter words hanging in the Alpine air. And now this. This.

—

It had started hours ago, a different kind of tension entirely. The argument with Raoul had been brewing since Paris. He’d wanted this trip to be a reset, a romantic European tour to glue their cracking marriage back together. He’d insisted on bringing his father, Victor, a man whose quiet intensity and wealth seemed to magnify Raoul’s every insecurity.

“He just wants to help, Carrie,” Raoul had pleaded at a café in a storybook Swiss village, as Victor admired a centuries-old church across the square. “He’s connected. He can open doors for us.”

“I don’t want his doors,” Carrie had shot back, the delicate pastry turning to ash in her mouth. “I want our door. This trip was supposed to be about us, Raoul. A chance to stop focusing on the next promotion, the next deal, the next... acquisition. I wanted passion. I wanted my husband back.”

Raoul had scoffed. “And we are having a lovely time! We're in Switzerland, for God's sake. And look, you keep missing the bigger picture here, Carrie. You're so focused on... I don't know, feelings, that you can't see the opportunity.”

But later, on the platform before the train departed, it was Victor who had found her, staring blankly at the majestic, snow-capped peaks.

“He’ll cool off,” Victor had said, his voice a low, calming baritone. He didn’t apologize for his son. He simply stood beside her, a solid, immovable presence. “The mountains have seen countless dramas. They aren’t impressed by ours.”

During the journey, as Raoul sulked in the dining car, Victor had spoken not of business, but of the orphanages he funded in Eastern Europe, the genuine light in his eyes as he described the smile of a child receiving a new book. Carrie had found herself leaning in, captivated by a depth she’d never seen in her husband. The attraction was a slow, insistent heat uncoiling in her belly, terrifying and thrilling.

—

Now, alone with him, the memory of that heat was a wildfire.

His mouth captured hers again, not with question but with raw, undeniable need. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a conquest. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of expensive whiskey and a confidence that made her knees weak. Her rational mind screamed a dozen warnings, but her body was screaming louder. A low moan escaped her throat, swallowed by his kiss.

Her hands acted on their own volition, sliding down his broad chest, fumbling for the buckle of his belt. The leather slid free with a soft hiss. His sharp intake of breath was her reward. She popped the button of his trousers, her fingers trembling only slightly as she drew down the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the small space.

She reached into the opening of his briefs, her fingers wrapping around the hard, hot length of him. Victor groaned, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated against her lips. He was thick and velvety steel in her hand. She began to stroke him, a slow, firm rhythm that had his hips pushing faintly into her touch.

“Carrie,” he growled, his voice thick with desire. “God, yes.”

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes burning into hers as she worked him, her fist pumping his cock. His gaze was full of naked hunger, and it fueled her own. She watched his face, the way his jaw clenched, the flutter of his eyelids. She was reducing this powerful, controlled man to a state of pure, primal want. The power was intoxicating.

Pulling her hand away, she dropped to her knees between his legs on the plush carpet. The scent of him, clean musk and arousal, filled her senses. She took him into her mouth without hesitation.

He cried out, his hands gripping the velvet upholstery. “Fuck…”

She swirled her tongue around the broad head, tasting the salty pre-cum that beaded there. She took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate him, relishing the faint choke as he hit the back of her throat. Her head bobbed slowly, then faster, her hand working the base in tandem with her mouth. His groans were a continuous, desperate soundtrack, his fingers now tangling in her hair, not guiding, but simply holding on.

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

His words were a command she was desperate to obey. She stood, her skirt already rucked up around her waist. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her lace panties and peeled them down her thighs, letting them fall to the floor. The cool air of the compartment kissed her wetness, and she shuddered.

Victor guided her onto his lap, her knees sinking into the seat on either side of his hips. He was still mostly dressed, the picture of composed authority, while she was exposed, wanton. The contrast sent another jolt of desperate heat through her.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her slick folds. Her eyes locked with his. This is it. The point of no return.

She sank down onto him.

A sharp, breathy cry was torn from her lungs. He filled her completely, a perfect, stretching ache. She stayed there for a moment, impaled, letting her body adjust to the stunning invasion. Then, she began to move.

She rode him with a frantic, rising rhythm, her hands braced on his shoulders. His own hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he helped her, meeting her every thrust. The only sounds were their ragged breathing, the wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies joining, and the relentless clack-clack-clack of the train.

“Look at me,” he commanded, and she did. His gaze was dark, intense, seeing every secret, shameful part of her that craved this. “You’re so beautiful like this. So hungry.”

His words pushed her higher. The coil of pleasure in her core tightened unbearably. She felt his own control shatter, his thrusts becoming erratic, deeper. He clutched her to him, his face buried in her neck as a raw, shuddering groan was ripped from his chest. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release inside her.

The sensation tipped her over the edge. Her climax crashed over her, a silent, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking every last drop from him until she collapsed against his chest, spent and trembling.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, listening to the echo of their own harsh breathing. The reality of what they’d done began to seep into the post-coital haze, cold and sharp.

They moved apart wordlessly, a frantic, fumbling dance to restore order. She pulled up her panties, smoothed her skirt. He zipped his trousers, his fingers surprisingly steady. The guilt was a physical weight, crushing her chest. Raoul. My husband. She had wanted to fix things. Now she had shattered them beyond repair.

But as she risked a glance at Victor, who was staring out at the darkening landscape, his profile stern and satisfied, another traitorous thought whispered through the shame. A thought of secret meetings and stolen moments. A thought of more.
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“Wait,” Ariana breathed, her voice a shaky whisper against the smothering silence of the cabin.

Jasper’s charcoal-stained fingers still hovered near her cheek, his thumb a breath away from tracing the line of her jaw. The single candle on the table beside them guttered, casting long, dancing shadows across the portrait he’d just drawn. Her portrait. Nude.

“We… we can’t,” she insisted, but her body was already betraying her.

—

Three days ago, Ariana would have spat the words, venomous and sure. Now, they were a weak protest, a token resistance she didn’t even believe in herself. Three days ago, she’d been stewing in the passenger seat of her husband’s SUV, her arms crossed tightly as they wound up the mountain road. Jasper, in the back, had been a silent, brooding presence she’d resented for every mile. Unstable. Manipulative. A selfish artist who left a trail of broken relationships like discarded sketches. That’s who she’d believed him to be.

Her husband, Josh, ever the optimist, had called it a “creative retreat.” A chance to bond. To understand the man behind the enigmatic paintings that fetched obscene prices in downtown galleries.

The first day was awkward, filled with stilted conversation over coffee. The second day, Jasper silently handed her a brush and a pristine canvas. Hesitantly, she’d taken it. They painted side-by-side for hours, not speaking, the only sounds the scratch of bristles and the sigh of the mountain wind. She saw the intense focus in his eyes, the raw, unvarnished passion he poured onto the canvas. It wasn’t madness. It was depth. A profound, aching depth she’d mistaken for instability.

Then, the accident. A loose rock on a hiking trail, a misplaced step, and Josh was on the ground, his ankle twisted at a sickening angle. The frantic drive down the mountain to the nearest clinic. His insistence that they stay, that he wouldn’t ruin this for them. “The cabin’s paid for the week. Just… work things out. Please, Ariana.”

So they’d stayed. And now, they were alone.

The quiet had been oppressive after the door closed behind the retreating taillights. Jasper had built a fire, opened a bottle of wine. He’d pulled out his large, leather-bound sketchbook, the motion effortless. “It helps me unwind,” he’d said, his voice a low rumble. The scent of cedar smoke and dry paper filled the room. He’d been sketching for nearly an hour, the silence becoming comfortable, intimate. Then he’d looked up, his gaze direct and unflinching.

“I want to draw you.”

Ariana’s heart had leapt into her throat. “Like this?”

“No. Not like this.”

The implication hung between them, heavy and electrifying. She should have said no. She should have walked straight to the bedroom and locked the door. But a secret, burning part of her, a part she’d refused to acknowledge since she’d first seen the fierce intelligence in his eyes, screamed yes.

And so she’d stood, her fingers trembling as she pulled her sweater over her head. The firelight had warmed her skin as she’d undressed, piece by piece, letting the clothes pool on the floor until she stood utterly bare before him. She’d expected to feel exposed, vulnerable. Instead, she felt a shocking, liberating power under his intense, appreciative gaze. He didn’t leer; he studied. He saw the lines of her body as something worthy of art.

He’d directed her to the worn velvet couch, arranging her limbs with a sculptor’s touch. “Just there. Tilt your chin up. Let your hand rest on your thigh. Perfect.”

For an hour, the only sound was the whisper of charcoal on paper and the crackle of the fire. Her initial self-consciousness melted away, replaced by a hypnotic calm. She watched him work, saw the fierce concentration on his face, the way he became one with the act of creation. She wasn’t his daughter-in-law. She was form. Light. Shadow. A subject.

When he held up the finished sketch, her breath caught. It was her, but more. He’d captured a strength in her eyes she never knew she possessed, a subtle curve of a smile she hadn’t felt herself make. It was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.

He set the book down and came to her. He didn’t speak. He simply knelt before the couch, his hands coming up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, and his eyes asked a silent, devastating question.

Her own eyes fluttered shut. This is wrong. This is so wrong. The thought was a faint echo, drowned out by the roaring of her own blood.

His lips were softer than she imagined, yet insistent. The kiss started slowly, a gentle exploration that quickly deepened into something hungry and desperate. A low moan escaped her throat as his tongue met hers. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to fist in the rough fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer. The scratch of his beard against her chin was a delicious, rough friction.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged, and trailed his mouth down her neck, along her collarbone. His hands slid from her face, down her body, cupping her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard, aching peaks. He lowered his head and took one into his mouth.

A jolt of pure, white-hot pleasure shot through her, straight to her core. She cried out, her back arching off the couch, offering herself to him completely. Oh god. His mouth was hot and wet and knowing, his tongue laving and flicking until she was writhing beneath him, her fingers tangled in his silver-streaked hair. He gave the same devoted attention to her other breast, sucking deeply, drawing a long, keening whimper from her lips.

He didn’t stop there. His kisses blazed a trail down her stomach, his hands sliding down to grip her hips, holding her in place. He settled onto the floor between her thighs, spreading her wide open for him. The cool air of the cabin hit her wetness, and she shuddered. She felt utterly exposed, utterly wanton.

His eyes met hers for a searing moment, full of dark promise, before he lowered his mouth to her.

The first touch of his tongue was a revelation. An electric shock of sensation so intense her vision blurred. He didn’t just kiss her there; he worshipped her. His tongue traced her most sensitive folds with agonizing slowness before finding her clit. He circled it, teased it, then sucked it gently into his mouth.

Ariana’s head thrashed against the arm of the couch. A litany of choked, desperate sounds fell from her lips—half-words, half-moans. She was completely at the mercy of the sensations he was pulling from her body. The scrape of his stubble on her inner thighs, the slick, hot pressure of his tongue, the way he growled against her, savoring her taste—it was overwhelming. She felt the coil of pleasure tightening deep within her, a spring wound to its breaking point.

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her scream. His mouth never left her, his tongue working in tandem with his hand, pushing her higher, throwing her toward the edge.

“Jasper… I’m… I’m going to…”

The orgasm tore through her without warning, a violent, breathtaking wave that shattered her into a million pieces. Her back bowed off the couch as she came, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his fingers, her cry echoing through the silent cabin.

Before she could even come down, before the last tremor had even left her body, he was moving. He rose over her, his own need etched into every line of his face. He fumbled with his pants, unzipping them, freeing his erection. He was thick and hard and she felt a fresh spike of dizzying desire.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. The way she looked at him, her eyes glazed with pleasure, her body still pulsing from her climax, was all the consent he needed. He positioned himself at her entrance, and with one powerful, driving thrust, he was inside her.

She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. For a moment, he held still, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the feel of him. Then he began to move.

His pace was relentless, each deep, pounding stroke hitting that same incredible spot his fingers had found. The couch groaned beneath them. The fire crackled. Their ragged breaths and the wet, rhythmic sound of their bodies meeting were the only music. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a hunger that matched his own. She could feel another orgasm building, this one even stronger, born from the sheer, mind-numbing friction of him moving within her.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice gravelly with strain.

Her eyes fluttered open. The raw need in his gaze, the absolute focus, was her undoing. Her climax erupted, a silent, screaming wave that clenched around him, milking his length. The intense, rhythmic squeezing was too much for him. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling her.

He collapsed onto her, his weight a comforting anchor. They lay tangled together on the narrow couch, slick with sweat, their hearts hammering against each other’s chests in a frantic, slowing rhythm. The guilt began to seep in almost immediately, a cold trickle at the edges of her post-coital warmth. My husband. His son.

Jasper shifted, pulling her tighter against him, pressing a soft kiss into her hair. “This stays here,” he murmured, his voice low and certain. “Our secret.”

Ariana closed her eyes, nuzzling into the crook of his neck, breathing in his scent of turpentine and sex. The guilt was there, yes. But beneath it, thrumming through her veins, was a thrilling, terrifying certainty. She wanted more.
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“Tell me you want this, Cole. Tell me you want me as much as I’ve always wanted you.”

His breath hitched, a sharp, startled sound in the quiet opulence of his study. Always. The word hung between them, an atom bomb disguised as a confession.

—

An hour earlier, Jasmine had stood on his doorstep, the evening air cool on her deliberately exposed skin. Each click of her stilettos on the marble step was a tiny rebellion. She’d chosen the outfit with meticulous care: a crimson dress that clung to every curve and ended high on her thighs, a slash of bold color against the muted tones of Cole’s upscale neighborhood.

The door opened, and there he was. Cole. Blake’s father. The man whose easy charm and confident, grey-eyed gaze had haunted her fantasies for years. He looked exactly as he always did—impeccably dressed in a dark cashmere sweater and slacks, a hint of silver at his temples only making him look more distinguished, more potent.

“Jasmine.” His voice was a smooth baritone that did things to her insides. “This is a surprise. Is everything alright? Where’s Blake?”

She forced a brittle smile. “Blake is… otherwise engaged.” She stepped past him into the foyer, the scent of his cologne—sandalwood and something uniquely male—wrapping around her. “Can I come in?”

“Of course.” He closed the door, his eyes briefly sweeping over her, a flicker of male appreciation in his gaze before it was replaced with paternal concern. “You look… upset. What’s happened?”

He led her to the study, pouring two fingers of amber whiskey. She took the glass, her fingers trembling slightly.

“He cheated, Cole.” The words were ash in her mouth. She stared into her glass, not at him. “I found the texts. The hotel receipts. He didn’t even try to hide it well. He was almost… proud of it. Humiliated me in front of our entire friend group.”

Cole’s expression darkened. “Jasmine, I’m so sorry. He’s a fool. A complete and utter fool.” He moved closer, and his hand, warm and solid, settled on her shoulder. It was meant to be a comforting, fatherly gesture. But it wasn’t. Not to her. The heat of his palm seared through the thin fabric of her dress.

She looked up at him then, letting him see the hurt, the anger, and the raw, desperate need for validation swirling in her eyes. “I’m leaving him. It’s over.”

His face crumpled in genuine sympathy. “I don’t blame you. I truly don’t.” He pulled her into a hug. It was meant to be chaste. Supportive.

But Jasmine melted into it, turning her face into the column of his neck, inhaling his intoxicating scent. Her hands slid up his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath the soft wool. She felt his body stiffen, the comforting pat on her back faltering.

“Jasmine…” he said, his voice a low warning.

She leaned back just enough to look at him, her body still pressed flush against his. “All those family dinners, all those holidays… I could never keep my eyes off you, Cole. You’re the man he pretends to be.”

“We can’t,” he breathed, but his hands didn’t push her away. They settled on her hips, holding her there. “He’s my son.”

“I’m the wronged party here,” she whispered, her lips inches from his. “And I want my revenge. But more than that… I just want you. I always have.” Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was the point of no return.

He hesitated, a war raging behind his eyes. Duty, family, loyalty. Then, his gaze dropped to her mouth, and she saw the moment he surrendered. Saw the primal need eclipse everything else.

His control shattered.

One hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back. The other arm locked around her waist, crushing her to him. His mouth came down on hers, not with gentle comfort, but with a ferocious, decades-pent hunger that stole the air from her lungs. It was nothing like Blake’s kisses. This was all-consuming, a claiming. She kissed him back just as fiercely, her tongue tangling with his, tasting the whiskey and the pure, unfiltered man.

He broke the kiss, his chest heaving. “Bedroom. Now.”

He didn’t lead her; he practically carried her down the hall, his mouth finding hers again in a desperate clash of lips and teeth. They stumbled into his room, a space of dark wood and rich fabrics that smelled overwhelmingly of him.

Her hands went to his belt, fumbling with the buckle. He watched her, his eyes dark with lust, as she undid his slacks and freed his erection. He was already fully hard, thick and velvety steel in her hand. A low groan rumbled in his chest as she stroked him.

Without breaking eye contact, she sank to her knees on the plush rug.

“Jasmine…” Her name was a prayer on his lips.

She took him into her mouth, and his knees almost buckled. Her tongue swirled around the head, tasting his unique, musky saltiness before she took him deeper, her head bobbing slowly, then faster. Her hands cupped and massaged his sac, and his groaned curses were the most beautiful music she’d ever heard. His fingers clenched in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she worshipped him, every lick and suck a punishment for his son, a tribute to the father.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice ragged. “Let me taste you. Now.”

In one swift, violent motion, he tore the flimsy crimson dress from her body. The sound of rending fabric was obscenely erotic. Her lace bra and panties followed, torn away and discarded. He lifted her effortlessly and tossed her onto the vast bed, her naked body stark against the dark duvet.

He didn’t give her a moment. He buried his face between her thighs, his tongue lashing her core with a skill that made her back arch off the bed. He devoured her, his tongue plunging deep before circling her clit with relentless, dizzying pressure. She cried out, her fingers clawing at the sheets, her world narrowing to the exquisite torture of his mouth. She came with a shattered scream, her body convulsing around his tongue.

He rose above her, his body a powerful silhouette against the low light. He grasped her thighs, pushing them apart and bending her almost in half. “Look at me,” he commanded.

She opened her eyes, drowning in the intensity of his gaze.

He sheathed himself inside her in one deep, relentless thrust. She cried out again, this time at the stunning fullness, the perfect stretch. With her legs draped over his shoulders, he drove into her deeply. She screamed his name as he pounded her. As he hit just the right angle, she climaxed again, her walls gripping his cock. Her pleasure pushed him over the edge. With a low growl, he emptied himself inside her. Finally, he pulled away, breathless.

“That was incredible,” he murmured, his voice dripping with satisfaction. He flopped down beside her, his head resting on her chest.

Jasmine pulled him closer, her mind racing with thoughts of revenge. She couldn’t wait to tell Blake what she’d done, to humiliate him the way he’d humiliated her.

But then, Cole looked into her eyes, his expression serious. “Please,” he begged, his voice barely a whisper. “Don’t tell Blake. He’ll hate me. I’ll lose my son forever.”

You should have considered the consequences before we did this, Jasmine thought, still hungry for vengeance. But part of her couldn’t bear to hurt Cole. She knew she had a choice. She could have her revenge, or she could have Cole. Not both.

At that moment, she realized what she truly wanted. She no longer cared about Blake. She wanted Cole. “Okay,” she finally replied. “I won’t tell him.”
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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?”
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Jacqueline’s laughter echoed against the still night air, a sharp, bright sound that was swallowed by the steam rising from the massive hot tub. Rob, slumped against the tiled edge with a slack smile, murmured something incoherent before his head lolled back, his snoring beginning to blend with the hum of the jets.

Great. Just great.

She loved her husband, truly, but his inability to hold his whiskey had once again left her stranded. And not just anywhere. Stranded in the opulent, intimidating backyard of her father-in-law’s mansion, the underwater lights casting an eerie blue glow on everything.

“And then there were two,” Pete’s voice rumbled from across the bubbling water, thick with the same expensive scotch that had felled his son.

Jacqueline forced a polite smile. “Looks like it. I should probably get him to bed.”

“Oh, leave him,” Pete waved a dismissing hand, his fingers skimming the surface. “He’s a grown man. He can find his way inside. The water’s just getting perfect.”

He was right. The jet directly opposite her was pounding a relentless, hot pulse against the small of her back, easing a tension she’d been carrying since they’d arrived.

She’d spent the entire first day silently fuming as Pete showed off his new Italian sports car, his smug grin making her skin crawl. He was wealthy, superficial, and boastful—the type of man she despised. She hadn’t even wanted to visit him, but Rob had insisted.

Then tonight, after a few glasses of wine and his surprisingly sharp, self-deprecating wit over dinner, her defenses had started to crumble. The arrogance was still there, but it was layered with a charm she hadn’t expected.

A sudden, unexpected pressure closed around her bare foot beneath the water. She flinched, startled. Pete’s hand was wrapped around her ankle, his thumb stroking the sensitive arch.

She laughed, a nervous, startled sound, and splashed water in his general direction. “Hey! Watch the hands, sailor.”

He didn’t let go. His grip tightened just slightly, not enough to hurt, but enough to feel unquestionably intentional. The blue light carved the sharp planes of his face, highlighting the intent in his eyes that the alcohol hadn’t dulled, only intensified.

“I’ve been watching more than my hands all weekend, Jacqueline,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, intimate register that the bubbling water almost drowned out. Almost. “I’ve been watching you. The way you move. That fire in your eyes when you think no one is looking. You are… stunning.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of panic and something else, something dark and thrilling she refused to name. “Pete, don’t. This is… Rob is right there.”

“Rob is asleep,” he stated, as if it were the most simple, obvious fact in the world. He was pulling on her ankle, gently, drawing her through the warm water toward him. She could have planted her feet. She could have pushed him away. She did neither.

He moved with a shocking speed and certainty. One hand slid from her ankle to her waist, pulling her the final few inches, while the other came up to cradle the back of her head. His eyes searched hers for a single, breathless second, a silent question.

Then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claiming. A firm, desperate press of lips that tasted of cigar smoke and daring. Her mind screamed a dozen protests, a chorus of wrong, wrong, wrong, but her body sang a different tune. A low thrum of desire, neglected and sudden, ignited in her core. Her lips parted on a gasp he swallowed greedily, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confidence that left her dizzy.

She kissed him back. Oh god, I’m kissing him back, she thought, the alarm bells sounding in her mind. Her hands, which had been pinned between their bodies, came up, her fingers threading into the surprisingly thick hair at the nape of his neck. A deep, guttural groan vibrated from his chest into hers.

“The bedroom. Now,” he breathed against her mouth, the words more a command than a request.

He stood, water sluicing off his powerful frame, and offered her a hand. She took it, her own trembling slightly, and let him lead her out of the tub and across the cool deck, past his snoring son, and into the sterile luxury of the mansion.

The guest room door clicked shut, and he backed her against it, his mouth finding hers again with a renewed hunger. His hands were everywhere, sliding over her slick, wet skin, peeling the soaked towel away. His mouth left her lips to trail down her throat, his teeth nipping lightly at the tender skin there before moving lower. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her black one-piece and peeled it down her body in one smooth, practiced motion, letting it fall with a wet slap on the marble floor.

The cool air hit her naked skin, pebbling her nipples into tight, aching points. Pete didn’t hesitate. He dipped his head, capturing one taut peak in his hot mouth, his tongue lashing it mercilessly while his fingers plucked and rolled the other. Pleasure, sharp and electric, jolted straight to her core, and she cried out, her head falling back against the door with a thud.

He sank to his knees before her, his hands gripping her hips, his breath hot on her stomach. He looked up at her, his eyes dark with pure, unadulterated lust. “I’ve wanted to taste you since the moment you walked in.”

His swim trunks were gone, kicked aside. And there it was. Thick, and hard, and curving proudly upward from a thatch of dark hair. He was bigger than Rob. Substantial. The sight sent a fresh wave of liquid heat pooling between her legs.

She dropped to her knees to meet him, her own desire overriding all lingering guilt. She wrapped her hand around his length, feeling the velvety skin stretched taut over the rigid shaft beneath. She leaned forward, her tongue tracing the prominent vein on the underside before taking the broad head into her mouth.

He gasped, his hands tangling in her hair. “Fuck, Jacqueline…”

She swirled her tongue, tasting the faint, clean scent of chlorine and the pure, essential taste of him. She took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth, her head beginning to bob in a slow, steady rhythm. His hips twitched, a shallow thrust she controlled with a firm hand on his stomach. His groans were the only sound in the room, a desperate, ragged soundtrack to her own rising need.

He pulled her up, kissing her fiercely as he lifted her and carried her to the massive bed. He laid her down and pushed her thighs apart, settling between them. He didn’t kiss her there. He devoured her. His tongue was a wicked, knowing instrument, licking a broad stripe through her slick folds before zeroing in on her clit, circling it, sucking it, driving her to the brink with terrifying efficiency. She bucked against his mouth, her fingers clutching at the duvet, a broken string of curses and pleas falling from her lips as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, leaving her trembling and breathless.

Before the last shudders had even subsided, he was moving, positioning himself at her entrance. He pushed inside her with one long, inexorable thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She was so wet, so ready, but he was so big, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was almost too much.

“You feel… god damn…” he grunted, the words strained.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly escalated. Each thrust was a deliberate, powerful piston, driving the breath from her lungs. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged moans, the creak of the bed—it was a symphony of their betrayal. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a frantic urgency of her own.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees without ever slipping out of her, the new angle making her cry out as he hit a devastating depth. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he pounded into her, each drive knocking her forward.

“Ride me,” he growled, rolling onto his back and pulling her on top of him.

She rose above him, sinking down onto his rigid length, taking control. She rode him with a ferocity that surprised her, her hands braced on his hard chest, her head thrown back. She watched his face, watched the utter rapture there as she moved, and a powerful, possessive thrill shot through her. She was destroying her husband’s father, and he was loving every second of it.

The tension coiled tighter and tighter within her, a spring about to snap. Pete’s hands gripped her hips, his thrusts becoming ragged and erratic. “I’m gonna… Jacqueline… come with me.”

His command was all it took. Her second climax erupted, a blinding, silent scream of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own release from him. He shouted her name, a raw, unfiltered sound as he emptied himself inside her with deep, pulsing jets.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy, panting breaths in the opulent, silent room. The reality of what they’d done began to seep through the pleasurable haze. Slowly, she climbed off him, her body feeling used and glorious. She grabbed a towel from a nearby chair, wrapping it around herself, and snatched her damp swimsuit from the floor.

She didn’t look back at him as she cracked the door open and slipped out into the silent, dark hallway, the ghost of his touch still burning on her skin.
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The sleek black car pulled up to the curb, and Clara’s heart skipped a beat as the door opened. Don Fairweather stepped out, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders, his silver hair catching the sunlight. He was tall, commanding, and radiated a presence that made the airport terminal suddenly feel smaller. Clara swallowed hard, clutching her husband Fred’s hand tighter, though her eyes were already straying toward his father.

“Dad,” Fred said, his voice cheerful but tinged with a nervous edge. He tugged Clara forward. “This is Clara, my wife.”

Don’s gaze swept over her, and Clara felt a flush crawl up her neck. His eyes were sharp, calculating, and yet there was something—a flicker of something darker, more intimate—that made her stomach tighten. God, he’s handsome.

“Clara,” Don said, his voice low and smooth, like velvet over steel. He extended a hand, and when she took it, his grip was firm, warm. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

“The pleasure’s mine, Mr. Fairweather,” she stammered, her voice betraying the flutter of nerves in her chest.

“Call me Don,” he said, his lips curving into a knowing smile. “You’re family now.”

—

The drive to Fairweather Manor was filled with casual conversation, but Clara couldn’t shake the way Don’s eyes lingered on her in the rearview mirror. She caught his gaze more than once, and each time, her breath hitched. Fred was busy talking about work, oblivious to the undercurrents in the car, but Clara felt it—a tension so thick it was almost suffocating.

When they arrived at the manor, Clara’s jaw dropped. The estate was sprawling, luxurious, and dripping with old-world charm. A grand fountain stood in the center of the circular driveway, and the house itself was a masterpiece of architecture, with tall columns and intricate stonework.

“Welcome home,” Don said, opening the car door for her. His hand brushed against her lower back as she stepped out, and the touch sent a shiver down her spine.

The first evening passed in a blur. Dinner was extravagant, the conversation light, but Clara couldn’t stop stealing glances at Don. He was magnetic, his every word and gesture drawing her in. She felt guilty, of course—she was married to his son, for God’s sake—but the attraction was undeniable.

—

The next night, Fred announced he was going out with some old friends. “You don’t mind, do you, love?” he asked, kissing her cheek.

“Of course not,” Clara said, though her stomach twisted with a mix of anticipation and guilt. She watched him leave, her heart pounding.

Don found her in the study, sitting by the fireplace with a glass of wine. “Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice soft but commanding.

“Not at all,” she said, her voice trembling slightly.

He sat down beside her, close enough that their knees brushed. The firelight cast shadows across his face, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw. For a moment, they sat in silence, the crackling of the fire the only sound.

“You’re stunning,” Don said finally, his voice low. “I couldn’t help but notice.”

Clara’s breath caught. “Don—”

But before she could protest, he leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was both tender and demanding. Her mind screamed that this was wrong, but her body betrayed her, melting into the kiss. His hand cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek as he deepened the kiss.

When they pulled apart, Clara’s heart was racing, her lips tingling. “This is… we shouldn’t—”

“But you want to,” Don murmured, his voice like a caress. His hand slid to her thigh, squeezing gently. “I can see it in your eyes.”

Clara hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her resolve crumbling. Don stood, pulling her to her feet, and led her up the grand staircase to his bedroom. The room was opulent, with a massive bed draped in silk sheets, but Clara barely registered the details. Her focus was entirely on Don.

He stood in front of her, his hands trailing up her arms, making her shiver. Slowly, he unbuttoned her blouse, his eyes never leaving hers. When the fabric fell away, he let out a soft breath, his fingertips brushing against her bare skin.

“You’re exquisite,” he whispered, his lips finding hers again.

His hands moved to the clasp of her bra, and when it fell away, he took a moment to admire her. His fingers traced the curve of her breast, sending electric sparks through her body. She gasped as his lips found her nipple, teasing and sucking until she was trembling with need.

He knelt before her, his hands gliding down her hips to the waistband of her skirt. He unzipped it slowly, letting it fall to the floor. His fingers hooked into the edge of her panties, pulling them down, and Clara stepped out of them, feeling exposed and yet entirely consumed by desire.

Don stood, his eyes dark with hunger. “Lie down,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She obeyed, sinking into the softness of the bed. Don unzipped his pants, his erection springing free, and Clara’s eyes widened at the size of him. He was thick, veined, and impossibly hard. He stepped closer, his hand wrapping around himself as he guided the tip to her lips.

“Open your mouth,” he murmured, and Clara did, her heart pounding.

She took him in slowly, savoring the weight of him on her tongue. He groaned as she swallowed him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth. Her hand tightened on his hip as she moved up and down, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head. He tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her pace, his breath coming in ragged gasps. When he pulled away, her lips were swollen, her body trembling with need.

He climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, his breath hot against her core. “You’re so wet,” he murmured, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Clara’s back arched as he devoured her, his tongue exploring every inch of her. He teased her folds, driving her to the edge until she was begging for release. When it finally came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room.

He didn’t give her time to recover. He positioned himself above her, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Tell me you want this,” he growled.

“I want it,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist.

He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Clara cried out, the pleasure overwhelming. He set a relentless pace, his hips driving into her with a force that made her see stars. Her nails raked down his back as she clung to him, her body meeting his thrust for thrust.

He flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up so he could plunge deeper. Clara moaned into the sheets, the sensation of him inside her almost too much to bear. He gripped her waist, his fingers digging into her skin as he fucked her harder, faster.

When she came again, it was with a scream that she barely managed to stifle. Don followed soon after, his release filling her as he groaned her name. They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, their breaths ragged.

Don pulled her into his arms, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her skin. “You’re mine now,” he whispered, his voice possessive.

Clara’s heart raced, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She knew it was wrong, but the way he made her feel—it was intoxicating. She nestled closer to him, her body still humming with pleasure.

The sound of the front door opening downstairs snapped them both out of their haze. “Fred’s home,” Clara whispered, panic lacing her voice.

They scrambled to get dressed, their movements frantic. Clara smoothed her hair, her hands trembling as she buttoned her blouse. Don grabbed her arm just as they reached the bedroom door. “This stays between us,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Clara nodded, her heart pounding. “Of course.”

She slipped out of the room, her legs still unsteady, and made her way downstairs. Fred was in the foyer, looking up at her with a smile. “Hey, love,” he said. “You okay? You look… flushed.”

“I’m fine,” Clara said, forcing a smile. “Just tired.”

Fred wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. “Let’s get you to bed.”

As she followed him upstairs, Clara’s mind was racing. She knew what she’d done was wrong, but the memory of Don’s touch—his kiss, his hands, his cock—lingered, leaving her craving more. She glanced back toward Don’s bedroom, her heart pounding. This isn’t over, she thought, a dangerous thrill coursing through her. Not by a long shot.
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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.”
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The tropical sun burned high overhead, casting golden rays over the pristine white sand and turquoise waters of the resort. Shauna adjusted the straps of her new bikini, the delicate fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. She could feel the heat of the sun on her skin, the way it made her body hum with a quiet, restless energy. She glanced over at Jeff, who was strapping on his scuba gear, his face a mix of concentration and excitement. He’d been looking forward to this lesson all week.

“Be careful, okay?” she called out, though her words were half-hearted. Jeff waved her off with a grin, already distracted by the instructor’s instructions.

“I’ll be fine, Shauna. You just relax,” he said before turning his attention back to the gear.

She nodded, though her mind was already elsewhere. She couldn’t shake the feeling that had been growing in her since they’d arrived at the resort—a tingling awareness of Jeremy, her father-in-law, who had been watching her more and more intently as the days went by. It wasn’t anything obvious, just lingering glances, a casual brush of his hand against hers when he passed her a drink, the way his laughter seemed to deepen whenever she was near.

Jeremy was an older man, but he carried himself with a confidence that was impossible to ignore. His silver hair caught the sunlight, and his broad shoulders filled out his linen shirt in a way that made her stomach tighten. She told herself it was nothing, that she was just enjoying the attention, but deep down, she knew it was more than that.

As Jeff disappeared into the waves with the instructor, Shauna turned back toward the resort, her feet sinking into the warm sand. She had barely made it to the shaded pathway when she felt a presence behind her.

“Enjoying the view?” Jeremy’s voice was low, smooth, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

She turned to face him, forcing a smile. “It’s beautiful here. I can’t believe we’re really staying.”

“It’s even better when you share it with the right company,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her breath catch.

She laughed nervously, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “What about Jeff? Isn’t he good company?”

Jeremy stepped closer, his gaze never wavering. “Jeff’s a good kid. But he’s not who I’m talking about.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing with conflicting thoughts. This is wrong. He’s Jeff’s father. But oh God, the way he’s looking at me…

She opened her mouth to say something, to deflect, but before she could, Jeremy closed the distance between them, his lips crashing onto hers. The kiss was firm, demanding, and she melted into it, her body betraying her better judgment. His hands came up to cradle her face, his fingers tangling in her hair as he deepened the kiss.

When he pulled back, she was breathless, her lips tingling. “Jeremy…” she started, but he silenced her with another kiss, this one slower, more deliberate.

“You’ve been driving me crazy since we got here,” he murmured against her lips. “Every time you walk by, I can’t stop thinking about what’s under that bikini.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she felt a rush of heat between her legs, a longing she couldn’t ignore. “We shouldn’t… Jeff…,” she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction.

Jeremy stepped back, his eyes dark with desire. “Jeff’s busy. And he’ll never know. Come on, Shauna. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about this.”

She hesitated for a moment, her mind warring with her body, but then she nodded, her heart pounding in her ears. Jeremy took her hand, leading her back to her hotel room. The air was thick with tension, every step heightening the anticipation.

As soon as they were inside, Jeremy pushed her against the door, his body pressing into hers as he kissed her hungrily. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve, every inch of her. She gasped as he reached behind her, untying her bikini top and letting it fall to the floor.

His lips trailed down her neck, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they were hard and aching. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

She moaned, her hands clutching at his shirt, pulling it off him with desperate urgency. His chest was firm, his skin warm against hers as he kissed her again, his tongue exploring her mouth. She could feel his hardness pressing against her, and it only made her want him more.

Jeremy’s hands moved to her bikini bottoms, sliding them down her legs and leaving her completely exposed. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her naked form, and she trembled under his gaze. Then, slowly, he began to undress, revealing his muscular frame and, finally, his cock—thick and erect, standing proudly between his legs.

Her breath hitched as she dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she reached for him. She looked up at him, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth, savoring the taste of him. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she began to move, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper.

“God, Shauna,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his hands tightening in her hair as he started to move, guiding her head up and down his length. She gagged as he hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t pull away, her desire driving her to take more, to please him.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “Take it all.”

Her eyes watered as she struggled to breathe, but she didn’t stop, her lips wrapped tightly around him as she sucked him with a desperation she couldn’t control. She could feel her own arousal building, her pussy throbbing with need.

Finally, Jeremy pulled her up, his hands gripping her hips as he guided her to the bed. He positioned her on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, and she felt his hands spread her cheeks, his breath hot against her skin.

“So fucking beautiful,” he murmured before grabbing his cock and aligning it with her entrance.

She gasped as he pushed into her, his thick length stretching her in ways she hadn’t felt before. He paused, letting her adjust to him, before beginning to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, then harder, faster.

Shauna moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he filled her completely, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. “Jeremy…,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies slapping together.

He reached around, his fingers finding her clit and teasing it in time with his thrusts. She cried out, her body tightening as pleasure consumed her.

“Come for me, Shauna,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, her body convulsing as she screamed his name. Jeremy kept fucking her, driving her higher and higher, until he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep groan, he buried himself inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, their breathing ragged. Then Jeremy pulled out, collapsing beside her on the bed. Shauna turned to face him, her heart still racing, but already, the guilt was creeping in.

“What if Jeff finds out?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Jeremy pulled her closer, his hand stroking her hair. “He won’t, baby. This is our little secret.”

She nodded, though the weight of what they’d done was already settling on her chest. They hurried to get dressed, the tension between them still crackling in the air. As they fumbled with their clothes, Shauna’s mind raced with thoughts of what they had done, but she couldn’t deny the thrill that still coursed through her veins.

“We should get back before Jeff returns,” Jeremy said, his voice calm, though his eyes burned with the same desire that still pulsed in her body.

Shauna nodded, her heart pounding as they slipped out of the room, the heat of the tropical sun hitting her skin again. She glanced over at Jeremy, his expression unreadable, but the tension between them was undeniable.

“What happens now?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jeremy’s lips curled into a smirk, his eyes dark with promise. “We’ll see…”
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The moment Elsie stepped into Jim’s house, the air felt different. Thicker. It was as if the world had slowed down, every breath deliberate, every movement charged with something she couldn’t quite name. The familiar scent of aged wood and polished ivory greeted her. Jim’s grand piano stood in the center of the room like a monument to his talent—and to everything she secretly craved.

Jim was an accomplished pianist, and Elsie was a student of music at a local university. Her father-in-law had been giving her piano lessons ever since she’d married his son. But now, their meetings were starting to feel like more than just sheet music and notes.

“Right on time,” Jim said, his voice smooth and warm as he gestured to the bench. “Let’s see how much progress you’ve made.”

Elsie’s heart raced as she sat down. She wasn’t sure if it was the anticipation of the lesson or the way his gaze lingered on her a second too long. She placed her fingers on the keys, but before she could begin, his hands were on hers, adjusting her posture.

“Your wrists are too tense,” he murmured, his breath brushing her ear. “Relax. Let the music flow through you.”

Her skin prickled where he touched her. God, his hands were so much larger than hers, so firm yet gentle. She could feel the heat radiating off him, and it was all she could do not to shiver. She tried to focus on the keys, but his presence was overwhelming. His cologne—musky and woodsy—filled her senses, making her head swim.

“Jim…” she started, her voice trembling. “I… I can’t seem to focus.”

He chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent a jolt straight to her core. “Maybe you’re thinking too hard. Music isn’t about perfection. It’s about feeling.”

She swallowed hard, her cheeks burning. Feeling. That’s exactly what she was doing—feeling things she shouldn’t. Things that made her pulse quicken and her stomach twist with guilt. But she couldn’t help it. Not when he was this close, not when his fingers brushed her skin like he was playing her instead of the piano.

“You’re a beautiful musician, Elsie,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. “And not just because of your talent.”

Her breath hitched. “Jim, I’m married. To your son.”

“I know,” he said, his tone unapologetic. “But that doesn’t change what I feel for you.”

She turned to face him, her eyes wide. His gaze was intense, unwavering. There was no mistaking the desire in his eyes, and it mirrored the ache building inside her. Her lips parted, but no words came out. Instead, she leaned in, closing the distance between them.

The kiss was electric. His lips were firm and insistent, claiming hers with a hunger that left her dizzy. She moaned softly, her hands clutching at his shirt as his tongue slid against hers. It was wrong—so wrong—but it felt so damn right. She could feel the heat pooling between her legs, her body betraying her with every second that passed.

“Elsie,” he growled, pulling away just enough to look at her. “Are you sure about this?”

She nodded, her chest heaving. “Yes. Please.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her down the hallway to his bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them, and suddenly the world outside ceased to exist. It was just the two of them, and the unspoken tension that had been building for weeks.

He reached for the hem of her shirt, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed, and then his hands were on her breasts, his thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened under his touch. She gasped, her head falling back as he leaned in to take one into his mouth.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in his hair.

His tongue flicked over her sensitive flesh, sending waves of pleasure through her. She could feel her panties growing damp, her body throbbing with need.

He unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her hips along with her panties. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but her skin. His eyes raked over her, dark and hungry, and she felt a thrill of power knowing she had this effect on him.

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

He stripped off his own clothes, revealing a body that was every bit as impressive as she’d imagined. His chest was broad, his muscles defined, and between his legs… Oh, God. He was huge. Thick and hard, jutting out proudly.

He stepped closer, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her again. She could feel his erection pressing against her stomach, and it only made her want him more. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, his hands gripping her shoulders as she worked him with her lips and tongue. She could taste him, salty and musky, and it only spurred her on. She sucked him deep, her cheeks hollowing as she took as much of him as she could. His hips rolled forward, fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts.

“Elsie,” he rasped, pulling her to her feet. “Not like this. I want to feel you.”

He guided her to the bed, laying her down and spreading her legs. His eyes locked on hers as he knelt between her thighs. His breath was hot against her skin as he leaned in, his tongue flicking her clit.

She cried out, her back arching off the bed. He licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh, his fingers teasing her entrance before slipping inside. She was soaked, her walls clenching around his fingers as he worked her toward the edge.

“Jim, I’m so close,” she panted, her hips bucking against his mouth.

He didn’t slow, his tongue and fingers relentless as he drove her higher and higher. She came with a strangled cry, her body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

But he wasn’t done. He kissed his way up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Are you ready for me?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

“Yes,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his hips.

He slid inside her slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. She gasped at the stretch, her walls adjusting to his size as he began to move.

His thrusts were deep and steady, each one hitting a spot that made her toes curl. She clung to him, her nails digging into his back as he fucked her harder, faster. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound drowned out by their moans and the slap of skin on skin.

“Elsie,” he groaned, his forehead pressed to hers. “You feel so good.”

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking as another orgasm built inside her.

He didn’t. His hips pistoned against hers, his cock driving her wild. She came with a scream, her body convulsing around him as he followed her over the edge, spilling himself deep inside her.

They lay there, panting and tangled in each other, as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in. But Elsie didn’t care. She’d never felt anything like this before, and she knew she’d do it again in a heartbeat.

“We can’t tell anyone,” she whispered, her heart pounding.

“I know,” Jim replied, his voice equally hushed. “This stays between us.”

But as she looked into his eyes, she knew this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.
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The sun was high, the air thick with humidity, and Raina could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she gripped the tennis racket tightly. Her curvy figure was on full display, the white tank top clinging to her skin, her shorts hugging her thick thighs. Focus, she told herself, but her eyes kept drifting to Steve, her father-in-law, who stood across the court, his toned body moving with the grace of a man who’d once been a pro.

When Raina had wanted to get more active, Steve had suggested tennis. He’d even offered to give her lessons on his backyard tennis court. Eager to get in shape, Raina had accepted with her husband, Keith’s encouragement.

“You’ve got a great swing, Raina,” Steve said, his voice smooth, and his eyes lingered on her for a moment too long. “You’re a natural.”

She flushed, brushing a strand of dark hair from her face. “Thanks,” she mumbled, trying to ignore the way her heart sped up when he smiled at her. It wasn’t just his compliments—it was the way he looked at her, like he could see right through her. Like he wanted her.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine. No, she scolded herself. You’re married to Keith. This is his father. You can’t—

“Ready for another round?” Steve asked, his tone playful, and Raina nodded, trying to push away the thoughts that were making her body heat in ways that had nothing to do with the sun.

—

After the lesson, Steve wiped the sweat from his brow and gestured toward his sprawling house. “Come on in. I’ll get us something cold to drink. You’ve earned it.”

Raina hesitated, but the thought of cool air and icy water was too tempting. She followed him inside, her eyes widening at the luxury of the place. The marble floors, the high ceilings, the art on the walls—it was nothing like the modest house she shared with Keith.

Steve handed her a glass of sparkling water, and their fingers brushed as she took it. “You know,” he said, his voice low, “you’re stunning, Raina. I’ve always thought so.”

Her breath caught. “Steve, we can’t—”

“Why not?” he interrupted, stepping closer. “You’ve been looking at me the same way I’ve been looking at you.”

Her cheeks burned, and she shook her head. “It’s wrong. I’m married to your son.”

“And yet,” he murmured, his hand cupping her cheek, “you’re here with me.”

Raina’s heart pounded in her chest. She knew she should pull away, should leave, but the heat in his eyes was undeniable. She wanted him. She needed him.

Their lips crashed together, the kiss frantic and hungry. Steve’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips as he pulled her closer. Raina moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Bedroom,” Steve gasped, breaking the kiss only long enough to grab her hand and lead her down the hall.

—

They didn’t make it far before they started shedding clothes. Steve’s shirt hit the floor, revealing his toned chest, and Raina’s tank top followed, her full breasts spilling out of her sports bra. Steve’s hands were everywhere, his fingers grazing her skin, sending sparks of pleasure through her.

By the time they reached the bed, they were both naked, their bodies pressed together, skin slick with sweat. Steve laid her down, his mouth claiming hers again as his hand slid between her legs. Raina gasped, her back arching as his fingers found her clit, rubbing tight circles that had her moaning his name.

“You’re so wet,” Steve growled, his voice thick with desire. “I want to taste you.”

He moved down her body, his tongue replacing his fingers, and Raina cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he devoured her. His tongue was relentless, flicking and sucking until she was trembling on the edge.

“Steve, please,” she begged, and he chuckled, the sound sending a thrill through her.

“Let’s sixty-nine,” he said, pulling her up so she was straddling his face.

Raina hesitated for only a moment before lowering herself onto him, her pussy hovering over his mouth as she took his hard cock into her own. She moaned as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. Steve’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her down onto his face as he lapped at her folds.

The sensation was overwhelming, her body shaking as Steve’s tongue worked its magic. She couldn’t focus on anything but the pleasure, the way her body was tightening, the way his cock felt in her mouth. She sucked him harder, her hands gripping his thighs as she rode his face.

“Fuck, Raina,” Steve groaned, his voice muffled by her pussy. “You’re incredible.”

She could feel her orgasm building, her moans growing louder as she got closer. “Steve,” she whimpered, and he responded by thrusting his tongue deeper, pushing her over the edge.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Steve didn’t stop, his tongue still working her until she was spent, collapsing onto the bed beside him.

But he wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. Raina gasped as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” Steve growled, his thrusts deep and deliberate. “You feel so good, Raina.”

She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he pounded into her, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. He pinched her nipples, and the added sensation had her crying out, her body responding to every touch.

Then Steve’s hand came down on her ass, the sharp slap making her gasp. He did it again, and again, the sound of skin on skin filling the room as her ass jiggled with each impact.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice dark with desire.

“Yes,” Raina whimpered, her voice shaking.

Steve grabbed the lube from the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her asshole. She tensed at first, but he was gentle, working her open until she was ready.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she did, her body going limp as he pushed his cock into her ass.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt, a mix of pain and pleasure that had her moaning loudly. Steve’s thrusts were slow at first, giving her time to adjust, but then he picked up speed, his cock sliding in and out of her ass as his hands gripped her hips.

Raina was lost in the sensation, her body moving with his as they both chased their release. She could feel her orgasm building again, her pussy clenching around nothing as Steve fucked her ass.

“Cum for me, Raina,” Steve growled, and she did, her body shaking as she came hard, her cries filling the room.

Steve wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her ass.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing heavily, their bodies still connected. Steve pulled her close, his lips pressing against her neck as they caught their breath.

“That was—” Raina started, but Steve cut her off with a kiss.

“Perfect,” he murmured, and she knew he was right. But as she lay there with him, guilt crept in, and she knew this was only the beginning.
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