
        
            
                
            
        

    


Filthy Promises: Taboo Love Stories That Shouldn’t Exist




10 quick and dirty taboo love stories filled with obsession, guilt, and forbidden lust.




Introduction












You know you shouldn’t… but you will.












We all have them.




Those thoughts.




The ones that come late at night, sharp as a whisper against your skin.




The kind of craving that curls deep in your belly, makes you wet just thinking it—and ashamed right after.










You weren’t supposed to want your stepbrother.




You shouldn’t have looked at your best friend’s dad like that.




Your teacher? Married. Dangerous. Off-limits.




And still… you kept looking.




Still… you let it happen.










This isn’t a collection of soft kisses and gentle romance.




These are stories about

 

touches that should never land, and lips that cross lines just to taste what they shouldn't.





They’re fast. Dirty. Full of tension.




But they’re also emotional, possessive, obsessive.










Because when love is

 

wrong


 
, the sex tastes even better.




And when you can’t have something, that’s when you’ll beg for it the hardest.










So if you're ready to cross lines, confess sins, and feel every filthy promise that was never meant to be made—turn the page.











It’s time to fall for the one person you were supposed to resist.












What’s Inside: 10 Forbidden Temptations












1. Step by Step


 
— Stepbrother/stepsister obsession, secret bedrooms, raw first time





2. Daddy’s Best Friend


 
— Best friend’s dad, age gap, backyard temptation, breeding kink





3. Grading Curve


 
— College professor/student, desk sex, authority kink, “A for effort” discipline





4. The Vow She Broke


 
— Married lovers, cheating kink, desperation sex, hotel heat





5. Father Forgive Me


 
— Priest kink, confessional seduction, spiritual shame, public edging





6. Babysitter Rules


 
— Single dad and his daughter’s best friend, strict rules, sweet manipulation





7. Detention Heat


 
— High school bully and the girl he tormented, enemies-to-lovers, rough submission





8. His Wife’s Sister


 
— Forbidden in-law romance, guilt-laced passion, silent moaning in the guest room





9. Under the Desk


 
— Office affair, boss’s wife, lunch break control, risky workplace sex





10. The One Who Stayed


 
— Best friends reuniting, drunken mistakes, exes with unfinished business









Story 1: Step by Step











Stepbrother / stepsister · slow burn to filthy heat · secret bedrooms · unspoken tension











It started with a stare.










One too long. One too low.










One that caught her watching him from the hallway the night he moved in—shirtless, cocky, fresh from football practice, glistening under kitchen light like he didn’t know he’d just become her

 

stepbrother


 
.










“You keep staring like that,” he said, tilting his head, “and I’ll start thinking you want something.”










She rolled her eyes.










Walked away.










But she thought about it that night. And the next. And every time she heard his door click shut across the hall.










They weren’t blood. Just a legal merge between their parents after two lonely years. She was twenty. He was twenty-three. Not too close. Not too far. Just enough to be dangerous.










He teased her.










All the time.










Always a little too close in the kitchen. Always standing in the doorway when she walked past in a towel. Always watching her when their parents left them home alone.










“You’re quiet around me,” he said once, brushing past her to reach for a glass. His hand grazed her hip. “Wanna tell me why?”










She didn’t answer.










Because the truth was filthy.










The truth was… she’d touched herself to the sound of his voice. More than once. Had memorized the way his sweatpants sat too low on his hips. Had imagined what his hand would feel like around her throat. In her hair. Between her thighs.










She thought she was good at hiding it.










She wasn’t.










Not the night she left her bedroom door cracked by mistake. Not when he passed by and saw her—legs spread, fingers buried deep, his name already on her tongue.










He didn’t say a word.










Just walked in. Shut the door.










And locked it.










Her hand froze. Breath caught. The air buzzed with shame and heat and everything unspoken.










“Were you thinking about me?” he asked.










She didn’t answer.










He crossed the room in two slow steps and dragged the blanket off her body. Saw everything. Her panties soaked and tugged to the side. Her nipples hard beneath her thin tank. Her thighs trembling.










“Tell me the truth, baby sister.”










She whimpered.










“Yes.”










His growl was low. Dangerous.

 

Satisfied.











“Then let’s do this right.”










He dropped to his knees at the edge of her bed and yanked her hips down toward him. Her gasp was instant. She tried to protest—half-hearted, breathless.










“This is wrong—”










“So?” His tongue flicked over her inner thigh. “That why your pussy’s so wet for me?”










She moaned.










He didn’t ask again.










He ate her like she was his last fucking meal—slow at first, tongue teasing her clit, lips sucking her folds, fingers pressing into her like he’d memorized her body already. She shook. Sobbed. Tried to hide her cries behind her hand, but he gripped her throat and made her look at him.










“Don’t hide from me,” he said. “You

 

want


 
me.”










She nodded.










“Say it.”










“I want you—fuck—I want you so bad—”










He slid two fingers inside her and crooked them just right.










She came with a scream.










Soaking the sheets. Shaking under his mouth. And when her body stilled, he stood and dropped his sweats.










No boxers.










Hard.










Thick.










“Turn over,” he said.










Her heart pounded. Her brain screamed no. But her body? Obeyed.










She knelt on all fours, spread wide, breath caught in her throat as he lined up behind her.










“I’m gonna ruin you,” he whispered, dragging the head of his cock through her soaked folds. “And you’re gonna thank me for it.”










She whimpered.










“Please…”










He pushed in with one brutal thrust.










She gasped—deep, filled, stretched.










“You feel that?” he growled, grinding into her. “That’s how wrong

 

should


 
feel.”










He fucked her like she belonged to him.










Like he’d waited for this.










Like he was claiming what should’ve never been his—but

 

already was


 
.










Her hands gripped the sheets. Her knees slipped on the sweat-damp mattress. He slammed into her over and over, cock hitting the spot that made her see stars. His hand curled in her hair. Pulled her back.










“Who owns you now?”










“You—you do—fuck—”










He groaned and spilled inside her with a low, brutal sound. Her body trembled. Filled. Used.










When it was over, she lay there, breathless and wrecked.








He kissed her shoulder. “I told you,” he murmured, “you shouldn’t stare.”







Story 2: Daddy’s Best Friend











Best friend’s dad · age gap · forbidden temptation · unprotected heat











He’d known her since she was thirteen.










Which made this

 

so fucking wrong


 
.










But now she was twenty-two. Home from college for the summer. And standing in his kitchen wearing a tank top too damn small and tiny white shorts with no bra in sight.










He looked away.










But not fast enough.










“You okay, Mr. Cross?” she asked sweetly, licking cherry juice off her finger. “You’ve been staring.”










“Call me Nate,” he said gruffly. “You’re not a kid anymore.”










She smiled like she already knew.










And that was the problem.










Nate had been best friends with her dad since their army days. Divorced. No kids. Just his cabin, his dog, and the peace of not fucking up anyone else’s life.










Then she showed up for the weekend—

 

last-minute


 
, she said—because her dad was called away for work.










Just her.










Just him.










Just temptation.










She sat on the edge of his deck later that night, legs bare, beer in hand, asking him questions she shouldn’t.










“Did you ever want kids?”




“Do you like younger women?”




“Do you think about me when I’m not around?”










He nearly choked.










“You’re playing with fire, sweetheart.”










“Maybe I want to get burned.”










She stood, walked toward him. Slowly. Confident.










“I’m legal,” she whispered, stepping between his knees. “And soaking.”










“Jesus.”










She placed his hand on her thigh. Dragged it up. No panties.










Her slick heat met his fingers and every moral instinct he had shattered.










“You’re gonna regret this,” he said, voice low, trembling.










“Not as much as I’ll regret you not doing it.”










He growled and pulled her into his lap.










They kissed like it had been building for years—because maybe it had. Her hands were in his hair. His mouth was on her throat. Her tits pressed to his chest, nipples hard beneath her tank, thighs straddling him like they were meant to.










He carried her inside.










Threw her down on the couch.










Tore her shorts off like they offended him.










“You want my cock?” he asked, rubbing the thick head through her folds.










She nodded frantically.










“No protection. I’m not stopping. You sure?”










“Yes—fuck yes—”










He didn’t wait.










He drove into her in one brutal thrust, thick and deep and raw.










Her scream tore the silence open.










“Oh my God—oh fuck—Nate—”










He grunted, buried to the hilt.










“Daddy’s little girl letting his best friend breed her,” he groaned. “Fucking filthy.”










She moaned, legs wrapped around him.










He slammed into her again and again, faster now, hands gripping her hips, his cock dragging against every perfect nerve.










“You’re gonna let me fill this pretty pussy up, yeah?”










“Please—please—don’t pull out—”










He growled.










Her nails clawed his back. Her body arched. She came so hard she shook.










He followed right behind, spilling deep, groaning as he pumped her full.










She collapsed, wrecked and panting.










He leaned down, kissed her forehead.










And whispered:










“You tell your dad… and I’ll fuck you while he’s on speaker.”









Story 3: Grading Curve











Professor / student · power imbalance · spanking · unprotected desk sex











She didn’t deserve to fail.










Not with a paper that good. Not after spending two sleepless nights editing every line. And definitely not when she’d seen the way he looked at her during lectures—like she was the only girl in the room who didn’t bore him.










So when she got the email—

 

Grade: D+


 
—she didn’t just cry.










She showed up at his office.










Alone. After hours. Wearing a skirt too short and a blouse just tight enough to make him wonder what she wasn’t wearing underneath.










“Come in,” Professor Hale said without looking up.










She did.










Shut the door.










Locked it.










That got his attention.










His eyes flicked to hers—dark, curious. Dangerous.










“Office hours ended at six,” he said.










“Good thing I’m not here for help,” she replied.










He raised an eyebrow. “Then what do you want, Miss Bell?”










“You failed me.”










“You earned it.”










“Bullshit.”










He stood. Slowly. Calm as ever.










“You’re not the first student to flirt for a grade,” he said.










“I’m not here to flirt.”










She stepped closer. Placed her hands on his desk. Leaned in.










“I’m here to

 

beg


 
.”










He didn’t blink.










“Prove it.”










She dropped to her knees.










His breath hitched.










She reached for his belt, pulled it free in one slow drag. Then unzipped his pants and freed his cock—already half-hard, thick and heavy in her hand.










“You’ve wanted this,” she whispered. “All semester.”










He didn’t deny it.










Didn’t stop her when she took him into her mouth, lips wrapped tight, tongue tracing the head like she already knew what he liked. He groaned. Fisted her hair. Used her mouth like it belonged to him.










When he came, he didn’t pull out.










Just grunted, held her down, and came hard down her throat.










She swallowed.










Wiped her lips.










“Still a D+?” she asked, eyes gleaming.










He pulled her up by the hair, bent her over the desk.










“Now it’s extra credit time.”










Her skirt flipped up. Her panties torn down. His hand smacked her ass—hard.










“One,” she gasped.










“Keep counting,” he growled.










He spanked her again and again, until she was shaking, dripping, her pussy clenching in the open air.










Then he slammed into her.










Raw. Deep.










“No protection,” he said.










“Don’t care,” she moaned.










He fucked her like he was punishing her for every unspoken fantasy. His cock drove into her over and over, rough and merciless, her body barely holding still as she came with a scream that echoed through the office.










He didn’t stop.










Not until she came a second time.










Not until he filled her with every drop.










Later, as she lay across his desk—sweaty, panting, wrecked—he slid a new grade across the wood beside her face.











A+.










Story 4: The Vow She Broke











Married lovers · cheating kink · hotel sex · emotional obsession · guilt + need











She still wore her ring.










That was the first thing he noticed when she walked into the hotel room.










The second was that she was already trembling.










“You’re late,” he said, voice low, measured.










“I wasn’t sure I’d come.”










“But you did.”










She nodded.










And that was all it took.










He crossed the room, gripped her face in both hands, and kissed her like he hadn’t seen her in months—because he hadn’t. Not since the wedding. Not since she’d looked him in the eye from across the aisle and said “I do” to another man.










He hadn’t spoken to her since.










But she was the one who called.










The one who said:

 

“I need to see you.”











He didn’t ask why.










He already knew.










Her coat hit the floor. He pushed her against the wall, lips on her neck, hands on her thighs, her dress hiked up before they even made it to the bed.










“You wore this for him?” he growled.










She shook her head. “No. Just for you.”










That made something inside him snap.










He spun her around, bent her over the dresser, and yanked her panties down to her knees. Her ass was already flushed, thighs trembling, soaked between her legs.










“So fucking wet for someone who made vows to another man.”










“Shut up,” she gasped.










“You like that I’m not him?”










“Yes.”










“You like that I’ll ruin you?”










“Yes—yes—”










He slid two fingers into her without warning.










She cried out, gripping the edge of the dresser. His other hand wrapped around her throat, holding her in place as he fucked her with his fingers, slow and deep.










“You’re dripping for me,” he said, lips against her ear. “Tell me why.”










“Because I never stopped wanting you.”










He didn’t hesitate.










He pulled her back, turned her to face him, and kissed her like he hated her. Like he’d been starving. Like he was still angry she married someone else when her body still belonged to him.










He carried her to the bed.










Ripped her panties in half.










And stared into her eyes as he pushed inside.










No condom.










No mercy.










Just cock. Deep. Throbbing. Claiming.










She moaned his name, legs wrapping around him as her head fell back.










“Harder,” she begged.










He gave it to her.










Fucked her like she’d been stolen from him. Like she’d always been his. Like no ring on her finger could change what they had.










Her body responded instantly.










Tight. Hot. Soaking. She came with a cry, nails digging into his back, gasping his name like a prayer and a curse all at once.










But he didn’t slow down.










“Think of him,” he whispered. “While I fill you.”










“No—only you—only ever you—”










Her legs shook.










Her cunt clenched.










And he came inside her with a growl.










Deep. Full. Possessive.










He collapsed beside her, both of them breathless, covered in sweat and guilt and something far more dangerous.










Silence stretched.










She stared at the ceiling. He stared at her.










Finally, she whispered:










“I don’t love him like I loved you.”










“Then why marry him?”










“Because you never asked.”










He swallowed hard.










And said the only thing he could.










“I’m asking now.”









Story 5: Father Forgive Me











Priest kink · forbidden confessional heat · denial and control · spiritual shame











She wasn’t Catholic.










But that didn’t stop her from walking into the church.










The scent of old wood and incense clung to the walls. Everything inside was quiet, reverent, suffocating. She found the confessional in the corner—empty, dimly lit. Slid inside without looking back.










He was already there.










Or maybe he’d been waiting.










“Forgive me, Father,” she whispered, voice trembling.










His voice came through the screen—deep, patient, familiar.










“What sins are you here to confess?”










She closed her eyes. Let herself fall into the script. Into the shame.










“I touch myself,” she breathed.










A pause.










“How often?”










“Every night.”










Another pause. The air in the booth grew thick.










“What do you think about when you do it?”










“You.”










She heard him exhale.










Her thighs pressed together.










“You come in here and mock the sacred?” he asked.










“No,” she whispered. “I come in here because I want to be punished.”










Silence.










Then, quietly: “Lift your skirt.”










She obeyed.










His voice dropped lower.










“Touch yourself. Slowly.”










Her hand slipped between her thighs. She was already wet. Aching.










“You’re not allowed to come,” he said. “You’ll feel it. You’ll edge. And then you’ll leave.”










Her breath caught.










“No release?”










“This is penance, not pleasure.”










She whimpered.










Her fingers moved anyway. Slow circles. The pressure so intense it made her bite her lip.










He listened. Said nothing. Let her moan into the shadows as she got herself closer… closer…










“Stop,” he said.










She sobbed.










“Please.”










“I said stop.”










She froze. Legs shaking. Heart racing.










She pulled her hand back, slick and glistening.










“You’re disgusting,” he said. “And you’ll come again tomorrow. Just like this. Until I say you’re clean.”










She didn’t wait for dismissal.










She opened the door, stumbled out.










But instead of leaving, she walked around the side of the church.










Through a hidden wooden door.










Down the hallway. Into his private quarters.










And found him there.










Waiting.










Collar loose. Eyes dark. Pants unzipped.










“I can’t do this anymore,” he rasped.










“Then don’t,” she said.










He took her hard against the chapel wall.










Hands under her thighs. Mouth on her neck. Her skirt bunched up around her hips. His cock pushing into her soaked, desperate cunt with one rough thrust.










“No protection,” she gasped.










“I want you marked,” he growled.










He fucked her fast. Filthy. With the rage of a man torn between heaven and hell and choosing her anyway.










She moaned. Sobbed. Climbed fast toward the edge again.










“Please—let me—”










“No.”










He held her there, teetering, on the edge of a climax she wasn’t allowed to have.










Until her whole body was shaking.










And then—










“Now,” he said.










She came so hard she nearly collapsed.










He followed with a groan, spilling inside her.










Later, as they lay on the floor beneath the stained glass light, she whispered:










“Am I forgiven?”










His hand brushed her thigh.










And his voice, low and broken, said:










“No. But I’ll keep trying to save you.”









Story 6: Babysitter Rules











Best friend’s daughter · single dad · slow seduction · daddy kink











She wasn’t supposed to be home.










Just the babysitter.










Just the quiet, sweet college girl his daughter adored and he trusted without question.




Trusted too much.










Jason had barely finished drying off from his run when he saw her in the kitchen.




Shorts too tight. Tank top clinging to her breasts. Barefoot. Bare-faced.










She turned like she hadn’t just raided his fridge.










“Oh,” she said, all fake surprise. “I thought you’d be gone another hour.”










He stared.










“You’re early.”










“You’re dressed like that,” he said.










She looked down, smiled softly.










“It’s just a tank top, Mr. Callahan.”










“Don’t call me that.”










Her eyes sparkled. “What should I call you, then?”










He walked past her. Didn’t answer. Grabbed a water from the fridge and took a long drink.










She didn’t move.










“I like staying late,” she said after a minute. “After your daughter’s asleep. When the house gets quiet.”










He raised an eyebrow.










“I like when you come home tired and sweaty and… moody,” she added, watching him over her shoulder.










“Do you now.”










“I like your rules too,” she whispered. “They make me feel safe.”










He didn’t answer.










Not until she crossed the kitchen, stepped into his space, and dragged her fingers lightly down his bare chest.










“Will you give me one more?”










“Yeah,” he said roughly. “Go wait in my room.”










She gasped softly.










But obeyed.










When he walked in, she was sitting at the edge of his bed, knees together, hands folded on her lap. Nervous. Wet.










“I’m going to tell you what to do,” he said.










She nodded.










“And you’re going to say ‘Yes, Daddy’ every time.”










“Yes, Daddy.”










“Take off your top.”










She obeyed.










“No bra?”










“Didn’t wear one, Daddy.”










“Good girl.”










Her nipples were hard, her chest rising and falling fast.










“Now the shorts.”










She stood, tugged them down, revealing bare skin beneath. Smooth. Shaved. Dripping.










He sat down in the chair by the window and stroked himself slowly.










“Touch your pussy for me,” he said.










She hesitated only a second.










Then slipped two fingers between her folds and moaned.










“Eyes on me,” he said.










She watched him as she touched herself, face flushed, lips parted, thighs shaking.










He stood, walked over, and pushed her down onto the bed.










“No protection,” he growled.










“I’m clean,” she whispered.










“Still not pulling out.”










Her body arched into him.










“I want that.”










He slid inside her.










Her moan broke into a cry—deep, desperate, full of guilt and arousal.










“Been watching you,” he said, hips snapping into her. “Wishing you’d test me.”










“I was hoping you’d fail,” she breathed.










He fucked her harder.










Rough. Relentless. Her legs spread wide, her cunt soaked and clenching around his cock.










She came first.










Trembled in his arms, crying out Daddy as her whole body shattered.










He followed right behind, spilling deep, groaning into her neck.










After, she lay there in the sheets—sore, wrecked, satisfied.










He ran a hand through her hair.










“One more rule,” he said.










“Yes, Daddy?”










“No more other boys.”










Her lips curved into a soft, dangerous smile.










“I never wanted them anyway.”









Story 7: Detention Heat











Bully × good girl · enemies to lovers · revenge fuck · rough submission











He was the reason she hated high school.










Drew Carter—six foot two, arrogant, golden-haired asshole who used to pull her bra straps in the hallway and call her “Mouse.”




Because she was quiet. Smart. Shy.




And he made her feel small. All four years.










Ten years later, she walked into the local school to sub a senior lit class.










And he was there.










Not a student. Not a teacher.











The new athletic director.











Her breath caught when she saw him leaning in the doorway, clipboard in hand, hair a little darker, stubble thicker, body built like a sin she hadn’t earned.










“You’re Mouse,” he said. No question. No hesitation.










“And you’re still a dick,” she shot back.










He grinned.










“Nice to see you too.”










She thought that would be it.










But then he showed up after school.










Found her in the empty classroom.










Leaning against the desk like it was still his turf. Like he still had the power.










“You hated me, huh?” he said.










“Hate’s a soft word.”










“You ever think about me?”










“No.”










He stepped closer.










“You ever touch yourself and imagine what it’d be like if I pinned you to this desk and made you beg?”










She swallowed hard.










“I should slap you.”










“You should,” he said, “but you won’t.”










And she didn’t.










Because he was right.










He crossed the distance, wrapped a hand around her throat, and kissed her like he owned her.










Her knees buckled.










He bent her over the desk, hiked up her skirt, and yanked her panties down with one rough pull.










“You used to blush when I looked at you,” he whispered, lining his cock against her soaked slit. “Now you’re dripping for me.”










“Fuck you,” she hissed.










“You’re about to.”










He pushed in.










No warning. No protection. Just thick, angry cock buried to the hilt in a pussy that should’ve said no—but didn’t.










She gasped.










Held onto the desk like it might save her.










He fucked her like he had something to prove.










Every thrust a reminder of who he used to be—and what she secretly wanted him to do back then.




The nerd. The teacher’s pet.




Bent. Open. Owned.










Her moans echoed off the chalkboard.










He slapped her ass. Made her count.










When she came, she screamed.










When he followed, it was with a growl against her neck.










Later, as she fixed her skirt and glared at him, he smirked.










“Still hate me?”










She stared him down.










Then walked past and whispered:










“I’ll see you in detention tomorrow.”









Story 8: His Wife’s Sister











Forbidden in-law · guest room heat · guilt-soaked obsession · secret sex











It started with a kiss that wasn’t supposed to happen.










He shouldn’t have been drinking. She shouldn’t have been alone with him. But the house was quiet, the kids asleep, his wife away on a business trip. And she—

 

her younger sister


 
—was curled up in his wife’s robe, barefoot, hair damp from a shower she’d taken in their master bath.










“This feels weird,” she said, sipping wine.










“Because you’re in her robe?”










“Because you keep staring.”










He looked away.










Too late.










“You’ve always stared,” she said softly.










“I’ve never touched you.”










“Maybe you should have.”










His breath caught.










The silence burned.










Then she crossed the room.










Sat in his lap.










And kissed him like she’d been waiting since the wedding.










Her mouth was sweet with wine. Her hands tangled in his hair. Her thighs parted over his, soft and ready. He kissed her back before his brain caught up. Before guilt could speak.










“Guest room,” he whispered. “Now.”










She obeyed.










Inside, it was dim. Familiar. Dangerous.










He locked the door. Turned her around. Slid his hands beneath the robe and found her naked underneath.










“No panties?” he growled.










“No shame.”










He pushed her onto the bed.










Tore the robe off.










Took her nipple in his mouth while his hand slid between her thighs. She was soaked—already. Aching. Desperate.










“Tell me to stop,” he said.










“I can’t.”










“Tell me this is wrong.”










“It is.”










“Do you care?”










“No.”










That was all it took.










He lined up, pressed into her with one long, thick thrust that knocked the air from her lungs.










She gasped. Clung to him. Wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper.










He fucked her like it was the only time he’d ever get to. Like he’d regret it forever—and do it again anyway. Her hands clawed his back. Her moans turned to sobs when he found the spot that made her shake.










“You like being your sister’s little secret?”










“Yes—fuck, yes—”










He drove into her harder.










Raw. Deep. Unforgiving.










She came with his name on her lips—not her sister’s husband, not the man she should avoid, but

 

him


 
. The one she thought about every night, and hated herself for loving.










He followed with a growl, emptying inside her, no condom, no hesitation.










She kissed him after.










Slow. Sweet.










“I’ll go back to pretending tomorrow,” she said.










He touched her cheek.  “I won’t.”









Story 9: Under the Desk











Office affair · boss’s wife · lunch break fuck · risk and power











He was the last one in the office every Friday.










That’s what made it easy.










Empty halls. Echoing silence. Everyone gone by noon except for her—and him.










Technically, she wasn’t on payroll.










She was

 

the boss’s wife


 
.










Everyone knew her. Smiling. Polished. Perfect little wife in designer heels, delivering lunch, whispering sweet nothings behind glass walls.










But what they didn’t know?










She always stayed a little longer after her husband left.










And went straight to his office.










Today, she didn’t knock.










She just walked in, locked the door, and dropped to her knees.










“Under the desk,” he said without looking up.










She crawled beneath it like she’d done it a hundred times before.










“Panties off?” he asked.










She pulled them down and handed them to him.










He tucked them in his drawer.










Then unzipped his pants.










She didn’t tease. Didn’t speak. Just took him into her mouth, warm and wet and ready. Her tongue flicked over the head. Her lips wrapped tight. Her moans low and hungry.










He stroked her hair, guiding her down deeper.










Someone walked by in the hallway.










She paused.










He didn’t.










“Keep going,” he whispered.










She obeyed.










She sucked him like her life depended on it. Like she

 

wanted


 
to get caught. Like her marriage was just a mask and his cock was the only truth.










He groaned when he came—flooded her throat. She swallowed every drop.










“Now bend over the desk.”










She stood, turned, hiked up her skirt, and braced her hands flat on the polished wood.










He didn’t ask.










He shoved two fingers into her soaked cunt, then pulled out and replaced them with his cock. No condom. No hesitation.










She moaned. Loud. Didn’t care.










He fucked her hard, hips slamming into her ass, hands gripping her waist as she dripped down her thighs.










“You want him to know?” he growled.










“No.”










“You want him to walk in and see his wife bent over my desk, getting used like a fucktoy?”










“Maybe.”










He fucked her harder.










Faster.










Her moans echoed.










She came once. Then again.










He followed, filling her to the brim, groaning into her shoulder.










After, she redid her lipstick in the mirror.










Fluffed her hair.










Slid her panties back on—

 

inside out.











Then smiled over her shoulder.










“Same time next week?”










He leaned back in his chair.










“Only if you bring coffee.”









Story 10: The One Who Stayed











Best friends · unspoken feelings · emotional sex · tension and release











He was her best friend’s older brother.










The one who used to drive them to school in his beat-up truck, chewing sunflower seeds and never smiling at her unless she caught him off guard.










He was also the one who never left town.










She did.










Went to college. Got a job. Got a boyfriend. Moved far enough away to forget him—

 

or try to.











And now she was back.










One weekend. One wedding. One too many drinks.










He found her outside the barn, barefoot in the grass, dress wrinkled, hair wild.










“You always hide when things get loud,” he said, leaning against the fence post.










“Still watching me, huh?”










He shrugged.










“Always.”










The silence hung.










Then he handed her the bottle of whiskey in his hand.










She drank. Passed it back.










“You look good,” he said finally.










“Do I?”










He didn’t answer with words.










Just stepped in close. Touched her hair. Brushed a thumb over her cheek like it hurt to see her.










“I should’ve kissed you back then,” he murmured.










“You had your chance.”










“I’m taking it now.”










He kissed her hard.










She melted.










All the years, the tension, the late-night thoughts—

 

God, what if


 
—they exploded in that moment.










He carried her inside the barn. Laid her down on the old quilt spread out under the loft. The same place they used to play cards and talk about places they’d never go.










Now it was where he stripped her bare.










Worshipped her skin with hands that had never stopped wanting her.










“Tell me this isn’t a mistake,” he whispered.










“It is.”










“Tell me to stop.”










“I can’t.”










He spread her thighs and kissed between them—slow, filthy, possessive. She sobbed when he slid two fingers inside, hitting every aching place she’d forgotten existed.










“You feel this?” he said. “That’s what missing me feels like.”










She came hard, shaking.










He undid his jeans, lined up, and looked into her eyes.










“No condom.”










“Don’t care.”










He pushed inside.










She gasped.










He fucked her like he’d waited years—and he had. Deep. Steady. No rush. Just hands holding hers. Mouths barely touching. Bodies burning.










“I loved you,” he said as he came inside her.










“I still do,” she whispered as she shattered again.










After, they lay there in silence.










Old feelings. Fresh heat.










He kissed her shoulder.










“So what happens now?”










She didn’t have an answer.










But she was still holding his hand.
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