
        
            
                
            
        

    
Forbidden Fruit

20 Lesbian Taboo Erotic Stories

Part of the Taboo Tales Series

By: Brandi Moore

Table of Contents:

1 - SNOOPING IN STEPSISTER’S BEDROOM

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Age Gap / Dildo / Masturbation / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus

2 - STEPDAUGHTER’S BUBBLE BATH

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Cheating / Kissing / Fingering / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Anal Play

3 - A STEPMOTHER’S PEACE OFFERING

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Enemies to Lovers / Age Gap / Cheating / Massage / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Dildo

4 - HIDDEN BOOKS, HIDDEN DESIRES

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Cheating / College / Kissing / Fingering / Vibrator / Cunnilingus

5 - FROM STEPSISTERS TO GIRLFRIENDS

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Butch Femme / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Scissoring / Strap-on / Spanking

6 - A MOTHER-IN-LAW’S LESBIAN SEDUCTION

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Fingering / Anal Play

7 - FROM BREAK UP TO BREAKTHROUGH

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Scissoring / Sixty-nine

8 - A NEW SISTER-IN-LAW, A NEW ROMANCE

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Butch Femme / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Fingering / Strap-on

9 - A STEPSISTER’S TABOO CONFESSION

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Scissoring

10 - A STEPMOTHER’S BDSM SECRET

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / BDSM / Age Gap / Sensation Play / Feather / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering

11 - FROM JEALOUSY TO DESIRE

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Dildo

12 - A MOVIE NIGHT WITH STEPMOM

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Scissoring / Cunnilingus

13 - BLACKMAILED BY HER STEPDAUGHTER

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / BDSM / Age Gap / Blackmail / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Dildo

14 - AN ART STUDENT’S TABOO AFFAIR

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Enemies to Lovers / Cheating / Outdoors / Kissing / Nipple Play / Scissoring / Sensation Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering

15 - FROM RIVALRY TO FORBIDDEN PASSION

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / College / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

16 - REUNITING WITH HER STEPSISTER

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Anal Play

17 - FINDING LOVE WITH DAD’S EX-WIFE

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

18 - FROM BOARDROOM BATTLES TO BEDROOM BLISS

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Fingering / Blindfold / Cunnilingus

19 - A NIECE’S FORBIDDEN DESIRES

FF / Taboo / Aunt / Romantic / First Time / Cheating / Age Gap / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Masturbation

20 - A TABOO TRYST IN THE WOODS

FF / Taboo / Sister-in-Law / Enemies to Lovers / Outdoors / Kissing / Fingering / Scissoring / Cunnilingus

1 - SNOOPING IN STEPSISTER’S BEDROOM

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Age Gap / Dildo / Masturbation / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus

The silence in Henrietta’s apartment was a living thing, thick and expectant. Katie, a college sophomore at twenty, traced the spines of books on the shelf with her fingers. Her parents and her stepsister had left for the restaurant, the door clicking shut with a note of finality. Katie had stayed behind to finish some homework. Left alone with her statistics textbook, she found her focus wasn’t on numbers, but on the woman whose space she now inhabited.

Henrietta, ten years Katie’s senior, was everything Katie aspired to be: confident, sophisticated, smart. Her beauty was not just in her features but in the effortless way she commanded a room. Katie had been stealing glances at her all evening, mesmerized by the subtle arch of her eyebrow, the throaty laughter that seemed to vibrate right through her.

Her feet, apparently with a mind of their own, carried her down the hall to Henrietta’s bedroom. The door swung open on silent hinges, releasing a cloud of Henrietta’s signature perfume—bergamot and sandalwood. Katie’s pulse quickened. This was a violation, she knew it, but the pull was irresistible. She ran a hand over the silk duvet, imagining the weight of a body there.

Her gaze landed on the bedside table. The drawer was slightly ajar. Just a peek, she told herself, the lie tasting acidic on her tongue. Her fingers, trembling slightly, hooked around the cold brass pull.

Inside, nestled beside a tube of lip balm and a sleep mask, was a dildo. It was larger than she’d imagined such things could be, a veined, flesh-toned silicone that seemed to pulse with illicit potential in the dim room. Her breath hitched. Before she could think, her hand darted out, her fingertips meeting the surprisingly soft, yielding material.

The front door opened and closed.

Katie’s heart catapulted into her throat. She fumbled, the toy slipping from her grasp and thudding onto the plush carpet just as Henrietta appeared in the doorway.

“Forgot my phone,” Henrietta said, her eyes immediately locking onto the evidence on the floor, then snapping up to Katie’s crimson face.

“I’m so sorry! I was just… I didn’t mean to…” Katie stammered, the words tumbling out in a panicked jumble. “I was snooping. It’s awful. I’ll just go.”

Henrietta didn’t look angry. A slow, knowing smile spread across her perfectly painted lips. She stepped into the room, her heels silent on the rug, and bent to pick up the dildo. She held it almost thoughtfully. “It’s okay, Katie. Really. Curiosity is… human.” Her eyes, dark and intense, studied Katie’s mortified expression. “I have a better question. Have you ever used one of these before?”

Heat flooded Katie’s cheeks. She shook her head, unable to form words, her gaze fixed on the floor.

“No?” Henrietta’s voice was a low purr. “Would you like to see how it’s done?”

The question hung in the perfumed air, charged and impossible. Every sensible instinct told Katie to run. But a deeper, hungrier part of her, the part that had been watching Henrietta all night, won out. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all the permission Henrietta needed. Without breaking eye contact, she reached behind her back and unzipped her dress. It pooled at her feet, revealing a lace-clad body that was all elegant curves and taut muscle. She’s a goddess, Katie thought, her mouth going dry. Henrietta hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down, stepping out of them with a dancer’s grace. She was completely naked, and she stood there for a moment, allowing Katie to look at her, her confidence an intoxicant.

Then, she lay back on the bed, propping herself up on her elbows. Her legs fell open in a gesture of breathtaking audacity. She took the dildo, squeezed a clear gel onto its tip, and without preamble, pressed it against her own slick entrance.

Katie watched, mesmerized, as the head pushed past the outer lips. Henrietta’s eyes fluttered shut, a soft sigh escaping her. She worked the toy slowly at first, a shallow in-and-out motion that made her hips twitch. Then she pushed it deeper, a full, stretching intrusion that made her back arch off the bed.

A low moan vibrated in her throat. “Oh, yes… right there.”

Katie’s own body was responding, a hot, aching throb building between her legs. She could hear the wet, slick sounds of Henrietta fucking herself, each one sending a jolt through her. She watched the muscles in Henrietta’s stomach clench, saw her free hand come down to circle her swollen clit, her movements becoming frantic, desperate.

“I’m so close,” Henrietta gasped, her rhythm becoming erratic.

Her whole body tightened, a beautiful bowstring of pleasure, and then she cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound as her orgasm crashed over her. She shuddered through it, the dildo still buried inside her, until she finally stilled, panting.

Her eyes opened, landing on Katie with renewed intensity. She slid the toy out and got off the bed, her movements fluid and purposeful. Katie stood frozen, a deer in headlights, as Henrietta approached.

“You wanna try it?” Henrietta asked, her voice husky.

Her fingers went to the buttons of Katie’s blouse. Katie didn’t stop her. She couldn’t. Piece by piece, her clothes joined Henrietta’s on the floor until she stood just as bare, her skin pebbling in the cool air. Henrietta’s gaze was hot on her skin. She guided Katie onto the bed, following her down.

Henrietta’s mouth was on her neck, her collarbone, trailing a line of fire down her sternum. She took a nipple into her mouth, sucking and laving it with her tongue until Katie was whimpering, her hips shifting restlessly. The descent continued, a slow, agonizingly deliberate journey south. She’s going to… oh god…

Then Henrietta’s breath was warm between her legs. Her tongue, flat and firm, swept through Katie’s folds, and Katie cried out, her hands fisting the sheets. It was an electric shock of pure sensation. Henrietta licked and suckled at her, focusing on her clit with a devastating precision that had Katie seeing stars. She was writhing, completely lost in the pleasure.

Just as Katie felt herself teetering on the edge, Henrietta pulled away. Katie whined at the loss, but then she felt the cool, slick tip of the dildo pressing against her. Her eyes flew open. Henrietta was watching her, a question in her gaze. Katie nodded frantically. “Please.”

Henrietta pushed inside.

It was a revelation. A stretch, a fullness she had never known. Katie gasped, her head falling back. Henrietta moved it, a slow, deep rhythm that stole the air from Katie’s lungs. Each thrust hit a spot deep within her that made her legs tremble. The dual sensations—the hard intrusion within and the memory of Henrietta’s mouth on her—coiled the tension in her belly tighter and tighter.

“Come for me, Katie,” Henrietta murmured, her voice a hypnotic command.

It was all it took. The coil snapped. Pleasure detonated through her, a blinding, white-hot wave that ripped a scream from her throat. Her body convulsed around the toy, milking it, as the waves of her orgasm seemed to go on forever.

When she finally floated back to herself, Henrietta was already dressing, her movements quick and efficient. She handed Katie her clothes, her expression unreadable. “I have to get back before Mom and Dad wonder what’s taking so long.”

Katie dressed on shaking legs, the phantom feel of the dildo and Henrietta’s tongue still imprinted on her skin. She couldn’t process what had just happened.

Henrietta smoothed her dress and glanced at her. “We’ll do it again before you go home.”

2 - STEPDAUGHTER’S BUBBLE BATH

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Cheating / Kissing / Fingering / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Anal Play

The steamy bathroom air clung to Melody’s skin, thick with the scent of jasmine and vanilla. From the other side of the door, Kandy’s voice, now unmistakably a woman’s, called out again.

“Mel? Could you? My back is a nightmare to reach.”

Melody’s hand tightened on the porcelain sink. This is innocent, she told herself. A daughter asking her mother for help. But the word ‘daughter’ felt wrong, an ill-fitting costume she’d worn for years that had suddenly become too tight. Kandy was her husband’s daughter, her stepdaughter, a girl she’d helped raise since she was thirteen. But the girl who had come home from her first year of college was gone, replaced by this breathtaking young woman with a confident glint in her eye and a body that had blossomed into something… formidable.

She took a deep breath, grabbing a fresh, soft washcloth. “Coming, honey.”

She pushed the door open, and the wave of heat and fragrance hit her anew. Kandy was submerged to her shoulders in the oversized tub, her head resting back against the rim, a curtain of dark, wet hair streaming over the edge. Her eyes were closed, her long lashes dark against her cheeks. The water, clouded with bubbles, did little to conceal the elegant slope of her collarbones or the smooth, glistening skin of her neck.

“You’re a lifesaver,” Kandy murmured without opening her eyes.

Melody knelt on the bath mat, the tiles hard beneath her knees. She soaped the cloth, her movements mechanical. Just the shoulders. Just the back. She reached into the water, the warmth startling against her skin, and placed the cloth on Kandy’s shoulder.

A soft, contented sigh escaped Kandy’s lips. God, that sound. It was a visceral thing, a vibration that traveled from the cloth, up Melody’s arm, and settled low in her own belly. She began to rub slow, deliberate circles, the soap slick between the cloth and Kandy’s impossibly smooth skin. She traced the lines of her shoulder blades, the delicate ridge of her spine. Every pass of the cloth felt like a transgression, a secret she was learning with her fingertips.

Her breath caught in her throat. This is wrong. But her body was screaming the opposite. A familiar, aching heat was pooling within her, a throbbing need she hadn’t felt in years. Her nipples tightened against the fabric of her blouse, and she was profoundly aware of her own heartbeat.

Kandy shifted, turning her head to look at Melody. Her eyes, now open, were dark and knowing. There was no trace of a child in that gaze. There was only a sharp, appraising intelligence and a spark of something else… something daring.

“You can go lower,” Kandy said, her voice a low hum that melded with the steam. It wasn’t a request. It was an invitation.

Melody’s hand stilled. I should stop. I should get up and walk out. But her hand, as if possessed, obeyed. She slid the cloth down, over the small of Kandy’s back, her knuckles brushing the very top curve of her buttocks beneath the water.

A sharp, quiet gasp. It wasn’t from Kandy.

It was from her.

Kandy’s smile was slow, deliberate. She moved with a fluid grace that was entirely new, turning her body in the water to face Melody. The bubbles parted, offering a devastating glimpse of full, perfect breasts, water sluicing down their curves, and dark, taut nipples. Melody’s mouth went dry.

“I’ve been thinking about this,” Kandy whispered, her gaze dropping to Melody’s parted lips. “All semester.”

And then Kandy was surging upward, water cascading from her body as she closed the distance between them. Her wet hand came up to cup the back of Melody’s neck, and she pulled her in.

The kiss was not hesitant. It was deep and searching, a claiming. Kandy’s tongue delved into her mouth, tasting of mint and something uniquely, intoxicatingly her. Melody’s mind went blank, every thought obliterated by the shocking, electric sensation of that kiss. Her own hands, of their own volition, came up to grip Kandy’s slippery shoulders, holding on as the world tilted.

When Kandy finally broke the kiss, both women were breathing ragged. “I knew it,” Kandy breathed, her eyes blazing with triumph. “I knew you felt it, too.”

Melody could only stare, her heart hammering against her ribs. Kandy’s hand, still underwater, found Melody’s wrist and guided it down, past the soft plane of her stomach, through the silky tangle of hair, and into the shocking, slick heat between her legs.

Oh god.

Kandy’s eyes fluttered closed as Melody’s fingertips made contact. “Please,” she begged, her voice cracking. “Just touch me.”

And Melody was lost. Her middle finger found a hard, swollen nub and circled it, once, twice. Kandy’s back arched, a guttural moan tearing from her throat. Melody watched, mesmerized, as she stroked her, her finger gliding through the overwhelming wetness, learning the rhythm that made Kandy’s hips jerk and her breath hitch.

“Not here,” Kandy panted, her hips still moving against Melody’s hand. “The bedroom. Now.”

She rose from the tub in a single, powerful movement, water sheeting off her glorious body. She didn’t bother with a towel, simply took Melody’s hand and led her, dripping, across the hall. The cool air of the bedroom was a shock against Melody’s heated skin.

Kandy turned to her, her gaze ravenous. “My turn.” Her fingers, still damp from the bath, made quick work of the buttons on Melody’s blouse. She pushed it from her shoulders, then dealt with her bra. When Melody’s breasts were bare, Kandy didn’t hesitate. She dipped her head and took a nipple into her mouth.

Melody cried out, her knees buckling. Kandy’s mouth was hot, her tongue a wicked, clever thing that laved and sucked until the pleasure was a sharp, sweet pain. She lavished equal attention on the other, her teeth grazing just enough to make Melody whimper. All the while, her hands were busy, pushing Melody’s pants and panties down her hips until she stood completely naked and trembling.

“On the bed,” Kandy commanded softly, guiding her down onto the comforter.

Melody lay back, her head spinning. Kandy knelt between her legs, her eyes dark with hunger. She didn’t speak. She simply leaned forward, gripped Melody’s hips, and lowered her mouth to her.

The first flat stroke of Kandy’s tongue was an earthquake. Melody’s back bowed off the bed, a shattered cry escaping her. It had been so long, so very long, since she’d been touched like this, and never with such… expertise. Kandy worshipped her, her tongue tracing every fold, flicking and circling her clit with a maddening precision that had Melody clutching fistfuls of the comforter.

“Yes… right there… Kandy,” she moaned, her hips moving in a helpless rhythm.

Just as the first tremors of an orgasm began to gather in her core, Kandy did something else. She slid a single, slick finger down, past her entrance, and pressed it firmly against the tight, forbidden rosebud of her ass.

Melody froze. “Wh—?”

“Shhh,” Kandy murmured against her, her breath a hot caress. “Just relax. Let me.”

The pressure was insistent, incredible. Kandy’s tongue never stopped its relentless assault on her clit, and as Melody’s body yielded, the tip of Kandy’s finger pushed inside.

The dual sensation was too much. It was an invasion and a benediction, a filthy, perfect fullness that sent her flying over the edge. A scream, raw and unfiltered, was torn from her throat as her orgasm exploded through her, wave after devastating wave of pleasure that left her shaking and boneless.

Kandy gentled her, kissing her inner thighs as she came down, her own body glistening with a light sweat. She crawled up the bed and curled into Melody’s side, laying her head on her chest. The silence was heavy, broken only by their slowing breaths.

The guilt came then, cold and sharp, pricking at the edges of her bliss. Her husband’s daughter. What have we done? She looked down at the beautiful young woman nestled against her, her own taste still on Kandy’s lips, and a traitorous thought bloomed, bright and undeniable amidst the shame.

I want more.

3 - A STEPMOTHER’S PEACE OFFERING

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Enemies to Lovers / Age Gap / Cheating / Massage / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Dildo

“Is this okay?” Jackie whispered, her breath hot against Deidre’s ear.

Deidre could only moan in response, a soft, desperate sound swallowed by the hum of the hotel’s air conditioner. Her fingers clutched at the cheap floral bedspread as Jackie’s skilled hands worked a slow, deliberate circle just above the waistband of her panties. Every nerve ending was on fire, singing with a dizzying anticipation she’d sworn she would never feel for this woman.

Just hours ago, she would have rather died than be in this hotel room with her soon-to-be stepmother.

—

The introduction at her father’s house had been awkward, stiff. Her dad, beaming with a happiness that made her chest ache, had pulled the stylish woman forward. “Deidre, this is Jackie.”

Deidre had offered a cold hand and a colder smile. Jackie was beautiful, with intelligent eyes and a warm demeanor that felt like a personal affront. Everything about her—her laugh, her ease with Deidre’s father, the way she already seemed to belong in their kitchen—felt like a betrayal.

The invitation to see her favorite band, Blackwater Junction, was a blatant peace offering. Deidre accepted only for the music, she told herself, sulking in the passenger seat of Jackie’s car for the two-hour drive, headphones on, pretending to be asleep.

But the concert… the concert changed everything. The shared excitement, the way Jackie knew every lyric to the deep cuts, the way her body moved to the music with an effortless, captivating grace. The dense crowd pressed them together, back to front, and with a thunderous bass drop, Jackie’s hands landed on Deidre’s hips to steady them both. A jolt, electric and undeniable, shot through Deidre. She could feel the heat of Jackie’s body through their clothes, the faint scent of her perfume mixing with the night air. She found herself leaning back, just slightly, into the contact. The simmering resentment began to boil into something else entirely.

In the deafening quiet of the car afterward, adrenaline still coursing through her, Deidre found the words. “I’m sorry,” she blurted out, staring at the yellow highway lines. “For being so… harsh.”

Jackie just smiled, a secret, knowing thing. “It’s a lot to process. Don’t worry about it.”

Back in the hotel room, the single queen bed suddenly felt enormous. The air was thick with everything unsaid.

“You’re all tense from the drive and the crowd,” Jackie said, her voice soft. “Let me give you a massage. I’m told I have good hands.”

The offer hung between them, charged and dangerous. Deidre, her heart hammering against her ribs, simply nodded.

She laid face down on the bed, burying her face in the pillow. She heard Jackie rummage in her bag before feeling the bed dip beside her. Cool, slick oil dripped onto her back, and then Jackie’s palms were on her, strong and sure, working the knots from her shoulders. It was heaven. It was torture. Every stroke felt intimate, possessive. As Jackie’s hands traveled lower, down the length of her spine, Deidre’s breath began to hitch.

“Just relax,” Jackie murmured, her voice a low thrum that vibrated through Deidre’s entire body.

Her thumbs hooked into the waistband of Deidre’s jeans. The question was silent, but deafening. Deidre lifted her hips, a silent yes. Jackie peeled the denim down, slowly, revealing her simple black panties. The cool air on her heated skin made her shiver.

Jackie’s hands returned, now on her bare thighs, kneading the tight muscles, inching ever higher. Deidre held her breath. This is wrong, this is so wrong. The thought was a faint echo, drowned out by the roaring need building inside her.

Then a fingertip, slick with oil, traced the seam of her panties, a feather-light caress over the fabric. Deidre couldn’t suppress a sharp gasp.

“Is this okay?”

The question was a formality. A courtesy. Deidre’s hips pressed back against that teasing finger, answering for her.

Jackie didn’t hesitate. Her hand slid beneath the elastic, her fingers delving into the wet heat waiting for her. Deidre cried out, the sound muffled by the pillow. It was an invasion and a revelation. Two fingers pressed inside her, curling, finding a spot that made her see stars. Her back arched off the bed as Jackie pumped her hand, a steady, devastating rhythm.

“Turn over,” Jackie commanded, her voice husky.

Deidre obeyed, rolling onto her back, her chest heaving. Her eyes were wide, glued to Jackie’s intense gaze. With expert fingers, Jackie unfastened her bra and then, eyes locked on Deidre’s, slowly tugged her panties down her legs and tossed them aside. Deidre was completely bare, exposed, pulsating under the dim lamp light.

Jackie leaned down, her mouth replacing her hand. The first hot, wet swipe of her tongue made Deidre buck off the bed. It was relentless, expert. Jackie devoured her, licking and sucking, her tongue circling Deidre’s clit with a precision that unraveled her completely. Just as Deidre felt the coil of her orgasm tightening, Jackie pulled away.

Deidre whimpered in protest, but Jackie was reaching into her suitcase. She pulled out a sleek, gleaming purple silicone dildo. “I think you’ll like this,” she said, coating it with oil.

She positioned herself between Deidre’s trembling thighs. The blunt, cool tip pressed against Deidre’s entrance. It was thicker than fingers, more filling. Jackie pushed forward, sliding deep inside in one smooth, breathtaking motion. Deidre screamed, her head thrashing against the pillows.

Jackie set a punishing pace, fucking her with the toy, each thrust hitting that perfect, mind-melting spot. She watched Deidre’s face, drinking in every twitch, every cry. “That’s it,” she coaxed. “Come for me.”

The command shattered her. Pleasure, white-hot and absolute, exploded through her core. Her body convulsed around the toy, waves of ecstasy pulling her under. She cried out, a raw, guttural sound she didn’t recognize as her own.

As she lay there, boneless and trembling, Jackie quickly stripped off her own clothes. She was magnificent. She knelt over Deidre’s face, one hand braced on the headboard. “You wanna taste me, baby?” she asked, lowering herself until her wet, swollen pussy was poised just above Deidre’s mouth.

Tentatively, Deidre lifted her head and licked a slow, experimental stripe through Jackie’s folds. The taste was musky, sweet, addictive. Jackie moaned above her, grinding down gently. Emboldened, Deidre dove in, mimicking what Jackie had done to her, licking and sucking, driven by a newfound hunger. She felt Jackie’s thighs tighten around her head, heard her breathy, frantic pleas. Jackie’s climax was a shuddering, silent scream, her juices spilling into Deidre’s eager mouth.

They collapsed together in the tangle of sheets, slick with sweat and spent desire. Jackie traced idle patterns on Deidre’s arm.

“Your father,” Jackie said, her voice quiet but firm in the dark room. “He can never, ever find out.”

“He won’t,” Deidre promised, the words tasting like a delicious sin. “I won’t tell a soul.” She snuggled closer, the forbidden truth settling over her like a warm blanket. She hadn’t misjudged Jackie at all. She’d just completely underestimated her.

4 - HIDDEN BOOKS, HIDDEN DESIRES

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Cheating / College / Kissing / Fingering / Vibrator / Cunnilingus

“Oh god, yes… just like that… don’t stop…”

Amanda’s breathy moans were a hot whisper against Cheryl’s thigh, a stark contrast to the cool air of the master bedroom. Cheryl’s fingers tangled in her stepmother’s blonde hair, her own hips arching off the bed, a silent, desperate plea for more. How had they gotten here? The thought was a fleeting spark, instantly drowned out by the rhythmic, slick pressure of Amanda’s tongue.

—

It had started with the books.

Cheryl, a college sophomore of twenty, had just gotten home for spring break, her duffel bag stuffed with laundry and a secret. Tucked between her psychology textbook and a worn copy of To Kill a Mockingbird were three paperbacks with rainbow spines: memoir, theory, a coming-out guide. She’d hidden them under her bed, a clumsy attempt at secrecy in her childhood room.

She’d come back from a shower, a towel wrapped around her, to find Amanda sitting on her bed. Not just sitting. Holding one of the books. Her stepmom, a stunning woman in her early forties with the poised grace Cheryl had always envied, looked up, her expression unreadable.

“I was putting away your laundry,” Amanda said, her voice soft. Her fingers traced the cover. “I… saw these.”

A hot wave of violation crashed over Cheryl. “You went through my stuff?” she snapped, her grip tightening on her towel. “Those are private.”

“I know. I am so sorry, Cheryl. I truly am. It was an invasion.” Amanda placed the book down gently, as if it were fragile. “I just… I had to ask. Are you… do you like girls?”

The question hung in the air, heavy and terrifying. Cheryl’s defiance melted into a raw, exposed nerve. She couldn’t form words, just gave a shaky, almost imperceptible nod.

Instead of shock or disapproval, a knowing, gentle smile touched Amanda’s lips. “I thought so.” She let out a soft sigh, her gaze drifting to the window. “I had my share of… experiences… in college, too. With a girl on my swim team. It was… intense.”

Cheryl’s anger evaporated, replaced by a dizzying curiosity. Her stepmom? Her stepmom?

Amanda continued, her voice dropping to a confidential murmur. “The way a woman touches you… she knows. She knows exactly where to press, how to tease, the precise rhythm that makes you lose your mind. There’s no rush. Just… pure, focused pleasure.”

As Amanda spoke, describing the softness of another woman’s skin, the taste of her, the shared gasps in a dark dorm room, Cheryl felt a familiar heat pool low in her belly. Her skin grew sensitive under the rough terrycloth. She was captivated, her own secret desires reflected back at her in this utterly unexpected confession.

Amanda’s eyes, a deep cerulean blue, darkened as she watched Cheryl’s reaction. She saw the parted lips, the rapid pulse in her neck. “It’s a lot to keep to yourself,” she murmured, rising from the bed. She took a step closer. “All that curiosity. All that… tension.”

She was so close now Cheryl could smell her perfume, something floral and expensive.

“Would you… would you like me to show you?” Amanda’s question was a mere breath of air. “How women can love each other?”

The world narrowed to the space between them. Every cell in Cheryl’s body screamed yes. Her voice was barely a whisper. “Yes.”

And so they found themselves here, in the room Amanda shared with Cheryl’s father. The door was locked. The air was thick.

Amanda’s initial kiss had been shockingly soft, a question. Cheryl’s answer was a hungry, open-mouthed surrender. That’s when hands began to move, fumbling with clothes. Amanda’s deft fingers made quick work of Cheryl’s robe, then her own. The sight of her stepmother’s naked body, tan and toned, her breasts full and tipped with dark pink nipples, made Cheryl’s head spin.

Amanda laid her back on the crisp duvet, her mouth descending to a breast. Oh. The sensation was electric, so much more acute than any boy’s clumsy groping. Amanda’s tongue swirled around her nipple, then sucked it deep into the warm, wet cavern of her mouth, her teeth grazing it with exquisite pressure. Cheryl cried out, her back bowing.

One of Amanda’s hands slid down Cheryl’s trembling stomach, through the slick thatch of curls, and found her core. Two fingers pressed inside her, and Cheryl gasped at the sudden, perfect fullness. Amanda kissed her deeply, swallowing her moans as her fingers began a slow, torturous rhythm, curling inward, finding a spot that made Cheryl see stars.

“You’re so wet for me,” Amanda whispered against her lips, her breath hitching. “So ready.”

She withdrew her fingers, and Cheryl whimpered at the loss. But then she heard the buzz, low and steady. Amanda held a sleek, purple vibrator. “This will feel even better.”

The blunt, humming tip touched Cheryl’s clit and her whole world dissolved into sensation. It was a riot of pleasure, a constant, throbbing vibration that built and built without release. Amanda watched her, her own hand stroking between her legs as she guided the toy. “That’s it, let go. Come for me, Cheryl.”

The climax shattered her. It was a raw, screaming release that tore through her, waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain, her body convulsing under Amanda’s relentless ministrations.

Before she could even come down, Amanda was moving. She swung a leg over Cheryl’s body, straddling her face, lowering herself until her wet, glistening folds were hovering just above Cheryl’s mouth. The musky, intimate scent filled Cheryl’s senses.

“Your turn,” Amanda panted, her voice thick with need. She leaned forward, bracing herself on the headboard. “Taste me.”

Tentatively, Cheryl reached up and placed her hands on Amanda’s hips. She leaned up and dragged her tongue through Amanda’s wetness. The taste was earthy, sweet, utterly primal. Emboldened, she delved deeper, mimicking what she herself had just enjoyed, licking and sucking at her stepmother’s swollen clit.

Amanda’s moans grew louder, less controlled. She began to move, rocking her hips against Cheryl’s mouth, grinding herself onto her tongue. “Yes! Right there!” she cried out, her thighs tightening around Cheryl’s head. Cheryl felt the muscles in Amanda’s stomach clench, heard her breath catch, and then a flood of warmth hit her tongue as Amanda’s body shuddered through a powerful, gushing orgasm.

She collapsed onto the bed beside Cheryl, both of them breathing heavily, slick with sweat. The afternoon sun slanted across the rumpled sheets. After a long moment, Amanda propped herself up on an elbow, her expression a mix of sated pleasure and serious concern.

She traced a finger down Cheryl’s arm. “Your father… he can never know,” she said softly, her voice firm. “This has to be our secret.”

Cheryl turned to look at her, at the woman who had just unraveled her completely. A slow, sly smile spread across her flushed face, her heart still hammering against her ribs. “I think I can keep a secret,” she whispered, her fingers already itching to touch Amanda again. “Especially if it means we can do that again.”

Amanda’s eyes lit up with a dark promise. “Oh, we will,” she murmured, giving Cheryl a kiss on the cheek.

5 - FROM STEPSISTERS TO GIRLFRIENDS

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Butch Femme / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Scissoring / Strap-on / Spanking

“Have you ever been with a woman before?”

The question hung in the air between them, sharp and unexpected. Aimee’s breath caught in her throat, her gaze locked on Kaya’s dark, intense eyes from across the rumpled bed.

“No,” Aimee whispered, the word feeling both like a confession and a surrender. “Never.”

Kaya’s lips curled into a slow, knowing smile. “But you’ve thought about it.”

It wasn’t a question. Aimee could only nod, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. The low hum of the house at night, the faint scent of Kaya’s sandalwood soap, the way her muscles moved under her tight white tank top—it all coalesced into a single, undeniable point of desire. She wanted this. She wanted her.

“I find you… really attractive, Kaya,” she breathed, the admission sending a fresh wave of heat through her veins.

Kaya’s smile widened. She didn’t say a word. Instead, she simply reached out, her calloused fingers brushing a strand of hair from Aimee’s cheek. The touch was electric. A jolt. A promise.

“Curiosity is a powerful thing,” Kaya murmured, her voice a low thrum that vibrated straight through Aimee. “We can stop whenever you want. Just say the word.”

Aimee just nodded again, her voice gone.

—

An hour earlier, they’d just been stepsisters awkwardly sharing a bag of potato chips. Their parents—Aimee’s mom and Kaya’s dad—had been married for three months, but the two of them were still navigating the strange new geography of their shared home. Kaya’s room was a testament to her: posters of punk bands Aimee didn’t know, weights in the corner, a no-nonsense simplicity that contrasted sharply with Aimee’s own frilly, organized space.

The conversation had started innocently enough, a shared complaint about a boring professor, which somehow led to dating, which led to Kaya, with a casual shrug, talking about her ex-girlfriend.

“She was all soft edges and sweet talk,” Kaya had said, a wistful edge to her tone. “But she couldn’t handle this.” She’d gestured to herself, to her strong build and defiant demeanor.

And something in Aimee had snapped into focus. A curiosity she’d carefully buried began to unfurl, its roots deep and hungry. She found herself asking questions, drinking in the details of how a woman loved another woman.

—

And now, here they were.

Kaya’s hands, which had been so gentle on her face, moved with a new purpose. They settled on the hem of Aimee’s thin sleep shirt. Aimee lifted her arms, a silent offering, and Kaya peeled the soft cotton up and over her head, tossing it to the floor. The cool air of the room kissed Aimee’s feverish skin, and she shivered. Kaya’s eyes darkened as they traveled over the swell of Aimee’s breasts, encased in simple white lace.

“So pretty,” Kaya breathed, and the raw appreciation in her voice made Aimee’s knees weak.

Kaya leaned in, her lips finding the pale, sensitive skin of Aimee’s throat. It wasn’t a timid kiss; it was possessive, a brand. Aimee’s head fell back with a soft moan as Kaya’s mouth worked its way down, her tongue tracing the line of Aimee’s collarbone. Her hands cupped Aimee’s breasts through the lace, thumbs circling her nipples until they tightened into hard, aching points.

“Take this off,” Kaya instructed, her voice husky, and Aimee fumbled with the clasp of her bra. It joined the shirt on the floor.

Then Kaya’s mouth was on her breast, and Aimee cried out, her fingers tangling in Kaya’s short, dark hair. The heat of her mouth, the rough texture of her tongue, the gentle scrape of teeth—it was a symphony of sensation that obliterated thought. Kaya worshipped one breast, then the other, until Aimee was writhing, a low, continuous sound of need humming in her chest.

Kaya’s journey downward was slow and deliberate. She kissed her way across Aimee’s quivering stomach, her thumbs hooking into the waistband of Aimee’s pajama shorts and panties. In one smooth motion, she drew them down Aimee’s legs, leaving her completely bare and exposed on the edge of the bed.

Kaya knelt on the floor between Aimee’s parted thighs. Her eyes, burning with intent, held Aimee’s. “I’m going to taste you now.”

The first stroke of her tongue was a revelation. A soft, flat press against her entire core. Aimee gasped, her hips bucking off the mattress. Kaya’s strong hands held her down, anchoring her as her tongue delved deeper, finding a rhythm that was both demanding and reverent. She explored every inch of her, learning her folds, the sensitive nub of her clit, the very entrance to her body with an artist’s focus. The sounds were obscene, wet and hungry, and they fueled Aimee’s rising pleasure until she was clutching the comforter, her breaths coming in ragged sobs.

“Kaya… I’m… I’m going to…”

The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure that arched her back and tore a choked scream from her lips. Kaya held her through it, her tongue drawing out every last shuddering spasm until Aimee collapsed, boneless and trembling.

Before Aimee could even process the aftershocks, Kaya was standing. She pulled her own tank top over her head, then shimmied out of her boxers. Aimee’s breath hitched. Kaya’s body was a masterpiece of defined muscle—strong shoulders, taut abs, powerful thighs. A dusting of dark hair adorned her sex, and she was utterly, magnificently butch.

She joined Aimee on the bed, her body covering Aimee’s, skin to skin. The shock of full-body contact—the crush of Kaya’s muscular thighs against her softer ones, the press of their breasts together—was dizzying. Kaya captured her mouth in a deep, claiming kiss, letting Aimee taste herself on her lips.

Then Kaya began to move. She rocked her hips, grinding her wetness against Aimee’s, their slick heat creating a friction that was instantly, overwhelmingly intense. They moved together, a slow, sensual slide, their mouths fused, their breaths mingling. Aimee could feel the hard muscles of Kaya’s abdomen flexing against her, a physical manifestation of her strength. The pressure built again, faster this time, coiling deep in her belly until she shattered for a second time, a broken cry swallowed by Kaya’s kiss. She felt Kaya’s own climax moments later, a series of sharp, rhythmic pulses against her thigh.

Kaya rolled off her, breathing heavily. She reached into her bedside drawer and pulled out a harness and a thick, veined silicone dildo. Aimee watched, mesmerized, as she strapped it on. The sight of it, jutting from Kaya’s hips, sent a fresh thrill of anticipation through her spent body.

“You ready for more?” Kaya asked, her voice gravelly with desire.

“Yes,” Aimee panted. “God, yes.”

Kaya sheathed the length with lubricant, the sound slick and purposeful. She positioned herself between Aimee’s legs, guiding the blunt head to Aimee’s throbbing entrance. She pushed in slowly, an inexorable, stretching invasion that made Aimee gasp. So full. It was an entirely different feeling, being filled, possessed. Kaya started a rhythm, deep and hard, each thrust hitting a spot inside Aimee that made her see stars.

“You feel incredible,” Kaya grunted, her own hips pistoning. She leaned down to capture a nipple in her mouth, sucking hard as she drove into her, the dual sensations pushing Aimee toward another dizzying peak.

“Turn over,” Kaya commanded, her voice thick.

Aimee obeyed, getting onto her hands and knees. Kaya moved behind her, one hand gripping Aimee’s hip, the other guiding herself back in. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. Kaya’s thrusts became harder, faster. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room.

Smack.

Kaya’s hand came down on Aimee’s ass, a stinging, unexpected blow that sent a jolt of pure lightning through her.

Smack!

“Oh, god!” Aimee cried out, the pain instantly morphing into a shocking, deep-seated pleasure. The spanking, combined with the relentless pounding, shattered the last of her control. Her third orgasm ripped through her, violent and consuming, her inner muscles clamping down on the strap-on as she screamed into the pillow.

Kaya drove deep one final time before stilling, her body draped over Aimee’s back, both of them slick with sweat and breathing in ragged unison.

They collapsed onto the bed in a tangled heap of limbs. Kaya disposed of the harness and pulled Aimee tightly against her, spooning her from behind. The room was silent except for their slowing heartbeats. Aimee’s mind was reeling, her body humming with a satisfaction so profound it felt like a new state of being.

She couldn’t believe what had just happened. The intensity. The passion. The sheer, unadulterated rightness of it.

She turned in Kaya’s arms to face her. In the dim light, Kaya’s features were soft, her guard down.

“Kaya?” Aimee whispered, her voice hoarse.

“Hmm?”

“Will you be my girlfriend?”

Kaya’s smile was slow and real. “Yeah. I’d like that.”

Aimee’s heart soared. “But our parents…”

“Our secret,” Kaya whispered, pulling her closer. “Just for us.”

6 - A MOTHER-IN-LAW’S LESBIAN SEDUCTION

FF / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Cheating / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Fingering / Anal Play

The front door clicked shut, the sound of Rob’s car engine fading down the street, leaving a silence that seemed to swell and thicken in the sun-drenched living room. Kaitlyn’s heart hadn’t stopped its frantic rhythm since she’d heard it, a wild drum against her ribs. She was alone. Alone with her.

Mia, her mother-in-law, stood by the large picture window, her silhouette framed by the afternoon light. She was… breathtaking. It was a thought Kaitlyn had ruthlessly suppressed since the elegant, silver-blonde woman had arrived three days ago. She was everything Kaitlyn had ever secretly fantasized about: poised, confident, with a knowing curl to her smile and eyes that seemed to see everything.

“He works so hard,” Mia murmured, her voice a low, melodic hum that vibrated right through Kaitlyn. She turned from the window, her gaze landing on Kaitlyn with an intensity that felt like a physical touch. “Does he take good care of you, Kaitlyn?”

The question was innocent on the surface. But the way Mia’s eyes dipped to Kaitlyn’s lips, the slight, predatory tilt of her head—it was anything but. Kaitlyn’s mouth went dry. All the years of denying this part of herself, of locking her sapphic desires away in a dusty box after marrying her handsome, wonderful, male husband, suddenly felt like a joke. The lock had been flimsy all along.

“Rob is… he’s wonderful,” Kaitlyn managed, her voice barely a whisper.

Mia took a step closer. The scent of her perfume, something dark and floral like night-blooming jasmine, wrapped around Kaitlyn. “I’m sure he is. But a man… a son… they can be so straightforward in their… attentions.” Another step. “They don’t always understand the nuances of a woman’s pleasure. The build-up.”

Kaitlyn’s breath hitched. This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening. Yet she was rooted to the spot, every cell in her body screaming yes.

Mia was right in front of her now, so close Kaitlyn could see the faint silver strands woven through her blonde hair, the subtle laugh lines that made her more beautiful, not less. She reached out, not touching, but tracing the air just above the collar of Kaitlyn’s blouse. “A woman like you… you deserve to be worshiped.”

The last of Kaitlyn’s resistance shattered. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped her lips.

It was all the invitation Mia needed.

Her hand came up, cupping Kaitlyn’s cheek. Her thumb stroked the line of Kaitlyn’s jaw, a touch so tender it made Kaitlyn’s knees weaken. This is wrong, this is wrong, this is so wrong, her mind chanted, a useless mantra against the tidal wave of desire crashing over her.

Then Mia leaned in.

The first brush of her lips was a question. Soft, questioning, impossibly gentle. A ghost of a kiss. Kaitlyn’s eyes fluttered shut, her entire world narrowing to that single point of contact. She felt Mia’s other hand slide around her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies aligned. The second kiss was an answer. Deeper. Hungrier. Mia’s tongue traced the seam of Kaitlyn’s lips, and she parted them willingly, a surrender.

The kiss became everything. It was not like kissing Rob. It was softer, more intuitive, a dance of give and take that felt profoundly, earth-shatteringly right. Mia’s taste was of mint and something uniquely her own, intoxicating and feminine. Kaitlyn’s hands came up, tangling in the silk of Mia’s hair, pulling her closer, needing more.

Mia broke the kiss, her breath warm against Kaitlyn’s wet lips. “Let me see you,” she whispered, her voice husky with want. Her fingers went to the buttons of Kaitlyn’s blouse, deftly undoing them one by one. The fabric fell open, and Mia’s heated gaze dropped to Kaitlyn’s lace-clad breasts. “So beautiful.”

She guided Kaitlyn backward until her legs hit the edge of the plush sofa. With a gentle push, Kaitlyn sat, looking up at the stunning older woman who was undressing her with a reverence that made her ache. Mia knelt on the rug, her hands sliding up Kaitlyn’s thighs, pushing her skirt up to her hips. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of Kaitlyn’s panties and drew them down her legs, her touch scorching every inch of skin it passed over.

Kaitlyn was laid bare, completely exposed under Mia’s heavy-lidded gaze. She should have felt shy, but all she felt was a throbbing, desperate need.

Mia didn’t make her wait. She leaned forward, her hands spreading Kaitlyn’s thighs wider, and finally put her mouth on her.

Kaitlyn’s head fell back against the couch cushion as a sharp cry was torn from her throat. Mia’s tongue was a flat, hot stroke against her entire core, licking through her wetness with a slow, deliberate purpose that made Kaitlyn’s toes curl. Oh god. It was so much more than she had ever imagined. Mia wasn’t just touching her; she was learning her. Mapping every fold, every sensitive ridge with a scholar’s focus.

Her tongue circled Kaitlyn’s clit, a relentless, perfect pressure that built a firestorm low in her belly. Just as the sensation became almost too much, Mia shifted. Kaitlyn felt a single, slick finger press against her entrance, sliding inside her with an easy glide that made her gasp. It was filled, stretched in the most delicious way. Mia pumped her finger slowly, in time with the flicking of her tongue.

Then, as Kaitlyn was beginning to buck her hips, lost in the rhythm, she felt something else. The pad of Mia’s thumb, slick with Kaitlyn’s own arousal, pressed firmly against the tight pucker of her ass.

Kaitlyn’s eyes flew open. No one had ever…

The thumb pressed, not invading, just applying a steady, claiming pressure. The dual sensation was overwhelming. Mia’s tongue lashed her clit, her finger curled deep inside her, and that persistent, wicked thumb massaged that forbidden, hyper-sensitive nerve.

It was the thumb that did it. The shocking, perfect invasion of it. The coil of pleasure in her core tightened impossibly, and then shattered. A raw, guttural moan ripped from Kaitlyn’s throat as her orgasm crashed over her, a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that shook her to her very foundation. Her vision whited out, her back arching off the couch as she pulsed around Mia’s finger, her entire body convulsing with the force of it.

Slowly, gently, Mia withdrew her hands, leaning back on her heels with a look of sheer, sinful satisfaction. She licked her lips clean, her eyes dark with lust. “Now it’s my turn.”

Still trembling from the aftershocks, Kaitlyn could only watch, mesmerized, as Mia rose to her feet. With a grace that was almost hypnotic, she pulled her own top over her head, unclipped her elegant slacks, and let them pool on the floor. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

Her body was a revelation. Slender, toned, with high, proud breasts and a neat patch of silver-blonde hair at the junction of her thighs. She was, without a doubt, the most exquisite woman Kaitlyn had ever seen.

Mia didn’t ask. She simply climbed onto the couch, one knee on either side of Kaitlyn’s shoulders, and lowered herself onto Kaitlyn’s face.

The scent of her, musky and sweet, filled Kaitlyn’s senses. Tentatively, she lifted her head, her tongue darting out for a first, tentative taste. Mia groaned above her, a deep, throaty sound of encouragement. She ground herself down, taking what she wanted, and Kaitlyn’s uncertainty vanished.

She dove in, licking and sucking with a fervor she didn’t know she possessed. She mimicked what Mia had done to her, circling her clit, thrusting her tongue inside her, lost in the taste and the feel and the sounds Mia was making above her—desperate, panting moans that spurred her on.

Mia’s hands fisted in Kaitlyn’s hair, holding her in place. “Yes, right there, darling, don’t stop,” she commanded, her hips rolling in a frantic rhythm.

Kaitlyn could feel her building, muscles fluttering against her tongue. She focused all her attention on the hard little knot of Mia’s clit, sucking it gently, then lashing it with the tip of her tongue.

Mia’s thighs tightened around her head. A choked, gasping cry filled the room, and then a flood of warmth gushed over Kaitlyn’s chin and lips. Mia shuddered violently above her, crying out her son’s wife’s name as her orgasm claimed her. She collapsed forward, breathing heavily.

The room was silent except for their ragged breaths. The reality of what they had just done, the risk, the sheer audacity of it, began to creep back in. Mia slowly climbed off, her body glistening with a faint sheen of sweat. She looked at Kaitlyn, her expression a mixture of shock and unbridled hunger.

“We should…” Mia gestured vaguely at their discarded clothes scattered on the floor. “Rob will be home soon.”

They dressed in a feverish, silent hurry, their fingers fumbling with buttons and zippers. They had just settled on opposite ends of the couch, trying to compose themselves, when the distinct sound of a car pulling into the driveway froze them both.

Kaitlyn’s heart hammered against her ribs again, but for a completely different reason now. Mia caught her eye from across the room, and a slow, secret smile played on her well-kissed lips.

7 - FROM BREAK UP TO BREAKTHROUGH

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Scissoring / Sixty-nine

The text message glowed on Jade’s phone, the words blurring through a fresh wave of tears. It’s over. Two words that felt like a physical blow to her stomach. A sob hitched in her throat, and she threw the phone onto her rumpled comforter as if it had burned her.

A soft knock at the door made her jump. “Jade? Honey?” It was Caroline. “Can I come in?”

Jade quickly wiped her cheeks, but the redness in her eyes was a dead giveaway. “Yeah,” she mumbled, her voice thick.

The door opened and her stepmom stepped inside, her expression instantly shifting from gentle inquiry to genuine concern. She was still in her silk work blouse and tailored slacks, having just gotten home.

“Oh, sweetie,” Caroline murmured, closing the door behind her and sitting on the edge of the bed. She didn’t ask what was wrong. She just placed a cool, comforting hand on Jade’s back, rubbing slow circles. “Was it Kyle?”

Another sob was Jade’s only answer, and she turned, burying her face in Caroline’s shoulder. The familiar scent of her perfume, something soft and floral, was a strange comfort. Caroline held her, not saying the empty platitudes Jade expected. She didn’t tell her there were other fish in the sea or that he wasn’t worth it. She just let her cry.

When the storm of tears subsided, Jade pulled back, sniffling. “He just… he texted me. Said he needed to ‘find himself’ or some crap.”

Caroline’s mouth tightened into a thin line of disapproval. “His loss, completely. He never deserved you, Jade. You’re so much brighter, so much more vibrant than he could ever appreciate.”

“It just hurts so much,” Jade whispered, her lower lip trembling.

“I know, baby. I know.” Caroline’s hand moved from her back to gently brush a strand of hair from Jade’s damp cheek. Her touch was electric, lingering just a moment too long to be purely maternal. Jade’s breath caught. Caroline’s eyes were dark, intense, seeing right through her. “You know you don’t need a boy to make you feel complete, right? You don’t need that kind of validation.”

“It’s hard to remember that right now,” Jade admitted.

A slow, knowing smile touched Caroline’s lips. “Maybe you’re looking for comfort in the wrong places.” She paused, her gaze dropping to Jade’s mouth before returning to her eyes. “Have you… have you ever thought about what it would be like to be with a woman?”

The question hung in the air, charged and unexpected. Jade’s heart hammered against her ribs. This was her stepmom. This was wrong. Forbidden. But the part of her that was raw and aching and desperate for any kind of connection latched onto it. She found herself nodding, a barely perceptible movement. “Sometimes,” she breathed, the confession feeling both dangerous and liberating.

“I did,” Caroline said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “In college. It was… enlightening.” Her thumb stroked Jade’s cheek again. “It’s a different kind of intimacy. Softer. More intuitive. A woman knows exactly how to touch another woman.”

Before Jade could process the words, Caroline leaned in. The world narrowed to the space between them. Jade’s mind screamed stop, but her body was frozen, mesmerized. Caroline’s lips were impossibly soft against her own. It wasn’t a demanding kiss, but a question. A gentle exploration.

And Jade answered. Her lips parted on a shaky sigh, and she kissed her back.

That was all the permission Caroline needed. Her hands came up to cradle Jade’s face, deepening the kiss. It was nothing like kissing Kyle. This was all silk and heat and a profound sense of being known. A low moan escaped Jade, and she felt Caroline smile against her mouth.

“See?” Caroline whispered, pulling back just enough to speak, their breath mingling. “You don’t need him.”

Her fingers went to the hem of Jade’s soft cotton t-shirt. “May I?”

Jade could only nod, her body humming with a nervous, anticipatory energy. Caroline lifted the shirt up and over her head, tossing it aside. Her eyes darkened with desire as she took in the sight of Jade in her simple lace bra. “So beautiful,” she murmured, her voice full of reverence.

She unhooked the bra with practiced ease, and it fell away. The cool air hit Jade’s nipples, making them peak into tight, sensitive buds. Caroline didn’t hesitate. She lowered her head and took one into her mouth.

Jesus. Jade’s head fell back as a bolt of pure pleasure shot straight to her core. Caroline’s tongue was wicked, circling, flicking, then sucking deeply while her hand gently kneaded her other breast. Every pull of her mouth felt like it was connected directly to the aching heat between Jade’s legs. She tangled her hands in Caroline’s perfectly styled hair, holding her there, mindless to anything but the sensation.

Caroline lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until Jade was writhing beneath her, a soft plea falling from her lips. “Please… oh god, Caroline…”

“Shhh, I’ve got you,” Caroline soothed, her voice a low hum against Jade’s feverish skin.

Her kisses trailed down, over the quivering plane of her stomach, her tongue dipping into her navel. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of Jade’s sleep shorts and panties, and in one smooth motion, she drew them down her legs and off.

Jade was completely bare now, exposed under Caroline’s hungry gaze. She should have felt shy, but all she felt was a desperate, pulsing need. Caroline settled between her legs, her hands sliding up the insides of Jade’s thighs, gently pushing them wider. “So perfect,” she breathed, and then her mouth was on her.

The first flat stroke of Caroline’s tongue up her center made Jade cry out, her hips bucking off the bed. It was too much. It was not enough. Caroline held her hips down firmly, her grip possessive. “Let me take care of you.”

And then she zeroed in on her clit, and all coherent thought vanished. Caroline’s tongue was an artist, painting dizzying patterns of pleasure. She licked broad strokes, then focused into tiny, relentless circles that made Jade see stars. She suckled gently, then fucked her with her tongue, deep and slow. Jade was reduced to a writhing, moaning mess, her hands fisting the sheets, her back arching. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” she gasped.

Caroline answered by sliding two fingers inside her, curling them upwards, and sucking her clit hard.

The orgasm ripped through Jade like a thunderclap. White-hot light exploded behind her eyelids as her entire body convulsed, a raw, guttural cry tearing from her throat. Wave after wave of pure, undiluted ecstasy rolled through her, leaving her trembling and boneless.

As she came down, panting, she watched through heavy-lidded eyes as Caroline stood. With a predatory grace, she began to undress. The silk blouse, the slacks, the black lace bra and matching panties—all were discarded onto Jade’s floor until she stood gloriously naked. Her body was stunning, toned and womanly, and Jade felt a new, different hunger stir within her.

Caroline climbed back onto the bed, straddling Jade’s hips. She leaned down, capturing her mouth in a deep, passionate kiss, letting Jade taste herself on her tongue. It was the most primal, erotic thing Jade had ever experienced.

Then Caroline shifted, lifting herself up slightly, aligning their bodies. Their wetness met, and Caroline began to move, a slow, sensual grind that made their clits slide together. The friction was exquisite, a building fire that started all over again. Jade’s hands found Caroline’s hips, urging her on, meeting her rhythm. Their moans mingled, the room filled with the slick, wet sound of their bodies moving together. Jade could feel another climax, brighter and sharper this time, already building at the base of her spine.

Caroline’s movements became more frantic, her own breathing coming in sharp gasps. “Come with me, Jade,” she commanded, her voice strained with her own pleasure.

The command, the intense friction, the sight of her stepmom coming apart above her—it was all too much. Jade’s second orgasm crashed over her, and she felt Caroline’s body clench and shudder in unison. They cried out together, a harmonious sound of shared release, collapsing into a sweaty, entangled heap.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then Caroline stirred, a wicked grin on her beautifully kiss-swollen lips. She moved up the bed, turning her body.

“Let’s try something,” she whispered, swinging a leg over so she was positioned above Jade’s face in a sixty-nine.

Jade’s breath caught in her throat as Caroline’s body settled above her, a perfect, intoxicating inversion. The world narrowed to the intimate, glistening view before her. Caroline’s scent, that soft floral perfume now mingled with their shared musk, filled her senses. Hesitation was a distant memory, burned away by the fire Caroline had stoked in her. She leaned up, her hands grasping Caroline’s smooth, toned thighs to steady herself, and buried her face in her stepmom’s wet heat.

The taste was explosive, a complex flavor of salt and sweetness and pure woman that was entirely Caroline. Jade’s tongue ventured out tentatively at first, a flat, exploratory lick that made Caroline moan, the sound vibrating through Jade’s entire body. Emboldened, Jade dove in deeper, her tongue seeking the same perfect, sensitive bud Caroline had so expertly worshipped on her.

Oh god, she thought, her own arousal spiking as Caroline’s hips began a slow, rhythmic grind against her mouth. She was learning her stepmom’s body by taste and touch, her tongue circling, then flicking rapidly, mimicking what had felt so good to her. Caroline’s sharp, gasping cries were the best encouragement she could have received.

Above her, Caroline was not idle. Jade felt the warm, wet pressure of Caroline’s mouth descend on her again, and a muffled cry of pleasure was lost against Caroline’s skin. It was an overwhelming feedback loop of sensation: every flick of Jade’s tongue earned her a corresponding groan and a more desperate buck of Caroline’s hips, which in turn spurred Caroline to redouble her efforts on Jade’s swollen, sensitive clit.

Jade lost herself in the act. Her fingers dug into the firm flesh of Caroline’s ass, pulling her closer, wanting more, needing to drown in her. She could feel the tension coiling tightly in Caroline’s body, the subtle tremors that signaled her approaching climax. It drove Jade wild. She sucked gently, then laved her with broad, hungry strokes, drunk on the power she had to unravel this sophisticated, confident woman.

Caroline’s moans became a continuous, desperate mantra against Jade’s core. “Yes, just like that… oh, baby, right there… don’t stop…”

The dual sensations were pushing Jade to her own edge with dizzying speed. Caroline’s mouth was a vortex of pleasure, her tongue a relentless, talented instrument demanding surrender. Jade’s own movements became more frantic, more focused. She could feel the exact moment Caroline began to shatter.

The muscles in Caroline’s thighs clenched where Jade held them. A guttural, broken cry tore from her throat, and her entire body went rigid above Jade, then shook with the force of her orgasm. The taste of her release flooded Jade’s mouth, richer and more intense than before, and the sensation of Caroline pulsing against her lips triggered Jade’s own climax. It crashed over her without warning, a silent, seismic wave that ripped a choked scream from her lungs as she convulsed, her body seizing under Caroline’s devoted mouth.

For a long, breathless moment, they rode out the aftershocks together, connected in the most intimate way possible. Slowly, carefully, Caroline shifted her weight, sliding off to collapse beside Jade on the sweat-dampened sheets. They lay on their sides, facing each other, chests heaving, skin glistening. The air was thick with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

Caroline reached out, her fingers tracing the line of Jade’s jaw with a tenderness that made Jade’s heart ache. “You are a natural,” she whispered, her voice hoarse and full of awe. “So responsive. So eager.”

Jade could only smile, a lazy, sated curl of her lips. The crushing weight of Kyle’s rejection was gone, vaporized. In its place was a glowing, humming warmth that centered entirely on the woman beside her. She didn’t care about her ex-boyfriend. The hollow ache he’d left behind had been filled, overflowed, and replaced by something so much more potent.

Now, I want Caroline.

8 - A NEW SISTER-IN-LAW, A NEW ROMANCE

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Butch Femme / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Fingering / Strap-on

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Jess’s voice was low, a blade wrapped in velvet, as she backed Kayla against the wall. “You think my mother is some kind of gold-digging con artist?”

Kayla’s breath hitched, her heart hammering against her ribs. The confrontation had been brewing for days, a storm cloud ever since she’d arrived at her father’s sprawling estate to meet Sarah, his new fiancée. She’d been so sure, so righteous in her suspicion. But now, cornered by Sarah’s daughter, her certainty was crumbling under the weight of Jess’s fierce, protective glare.

It started with a stupid comment. Their parents had just left for a final meeting with the wedding planner, the silence in the mansion settling around them like dust. Kayla, unable to let her doubts go, had muttered something about the astronomical cost of the floral arrangements. Jess had snapped.

“I just… I want to protect him,” Kayla had tried to explain, her voice weaker than she intended.

“He’s a big boy, Kayla. He doesn’t need your brand of protection, which looks a hell of a lot like judgment.” Jess hadn’t moved closer, but her presence seemed to fill the entire hallway. “My mom loves him. She’s happier than I’ve seen her in years. And you waltz in here with your trust fund and your suspicion and just… shit all over it.”

That’s when the truth finally pierced through Kayla’s defensiveness. She wasn’t just seeing a daughter defending her mother; she was seeing a strong, principled, and incredibly attractive woman whose raw honesty was a mirror Kayla didn’t want to look into. But she looked. And in that mirror, she didn’t like the person she saw.

“I was wrong,” Kayla whispered, the words a release. “I’m sorry, Jess. I was a jealous, territorial bitch. She makes him happy. I see that now. You… you make me see that.”

The anger in Jess’s shoulders softened. She studied Kayla’s face, her dark eyes searching for the lie. Finding none, she let out a slow breath. “Damn right you were.” A ghost of a smile touched her lips. “Took you long enough.”

The tension in the air didn’t dissipate; it shifted. The charge of anger became the spark of something else, something hotter and far more dangerous. Kayla’s gaze dropped to Jess’s mouth, to the confident set of her jaw, to the way her fitted shirt stretched across her shoulders.

“I like you better when you’re not being a bitch,” Jess said, her voice dropping to that low, intimate register again. She took a single step forward, closing the distance between them.

Kayla’s pulse skyrocketed. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

And then Jess was kissing her. It wasn’t a question; it was a statement. Her lips were firm and demanding, yet surprisingly soft. Kayla’s mind went blank, all her calculated suspicions and familial worries vaporizing under the sudden, shocking heat. A small, desperate sound escaped her throat as she kissed back, her hands coming up to grasp Jess’s shoulders, feeling the solid, muscular strength beneath the cotton.

Jess’s hands slid down Kayla’s back, pulling their bodies flush together. The hard line of Jess’s belt buckle pressed against Kayla’s stomach, a blunt promise. God, she’s so strong, Kayla thought, her head spinning.

Breaking the kiss, Jess looked down at her, eyes dark with intent. “Bedroom. Now.”

It wasn’t a request. Kayla simply nodded, her throat too tight for words, and let Jess take her hand, leading her down the hall to the guest room.

The door clicked shut, sealing them in a world of their own. Jess turned to her, and the control in her gaze made Kayla’s knees weak. “Let me look at you,” Jess murmured, her fingers going to the buttons of Kayla’s blouse. She worked them open with a deliberate slowness that was its own form of torture, each reveal of skin a tiny shock. The blouse fell to the floor. Then her bra. The cool air pebbled Kayla’s nipples, and Jess’s thumbs brushed over them, eliciting a sharp gasp.

“So responsive,” Jess breathed, leaning in to capture Kayla’s mouth again as her hand slid down the flat plane of her stomach, past the waistband of her jeans. The denim was rough, but Jess’s touch was sure. She popped the button, slid down the zipper, and pushed the jeans and her panties down her hips in one fluid motion. Kayla stepped out of them, standing naked and trembling before Jess, who was still mostly clothed. The contrast was dizzyingly erotic.

Jess’s calloused fingers trailed back up her inner thigh, a slow, maddening ascent. Kayla’s head fell back as those fingers finally found her core, already slick and desperate. Oh God. Jess didn’t just touch her; she possessed her. One finger, then two, slid inside with an easy confidence that spoke of knowing exactly what she was doing. Her palm pressed against Kayla’s clit as her fingers curled, finding a spot that made Kayla cry out, her legs buckling.

Jess held her up, strong arm around her waist, fingers never ceasing their relentless, perfect rhythm. “That’s it,” she whispered against Kayla’s neck, her breath hot. “Let go. I’ve got you.”

And Kayla did. An orgasm seized her, violent and shocking in its intensity, wrenching a ragged scream from her throat as she clenched around Jess’s fingers, her vision whiting out.

When she came back to herself, she was on the bed. Jess was standing beside it, finally undressing. The shirt came off, revealing a taut stomach and a black sports bra. Then the jeans. Jess stood in just her bra and boxer briefs, and Kayla’s mouth went dry. She was all lean muscle and smooth skin, powerful and gorgeous. She hooked her thumbs in the waistbands and stripped the last layers away.

She joined Kayla on the bed, her body a warm, solid weight. “My turn,” she said, and it was both a command and an invitation.

She guided Kayla’s head down, and Kayla needed no further instruction. The taste of her was musky and sweet, an intoxicating flavor that was purely Jess. Kayla used her tongue and lips, learning her rhythm, spurred on by the low, guttural moans coming from above her. She felt Jess’s thighs begin to tremble, her hips lifting off the bed.

“Right there, don’t stop, fuck, Kayla…” Jess’s voice was strained, her fingers tangling in Kayla’s hair. Her climax was a tidal wave. A gush of wet heat flooded Kayla’s mouth as Jess’s whole body arched off the mattress, a raw, uncontrolled cry tearing from her throat.

They lay together for a moment, breathless and slick with sweat. Then Jess moved again, reaching for a drawer beside the bed. She pulled out a harness and a sleek, dark silicone dildo. Kayla watched, mesmerized, as Jess strapped it on with practiced efficiency. The sight of it, jutting from Jess’s hips, sent a fresh jolt of pure want through her.

Jess knelt on the bed, guiding Kayla onto her hands and knees. She positioned herself behind her, one hand steadying Kayla’s hip, the other guiding the tip of the toy. It pressed against her, blunt and insistent.

“Ready?” Jess’s voice was rough.

“Yes. Please.”

With one smooth, powerful thrust, Jess filled her. Kayla gasped at the sensation, so different from fingers, a delicious, stretching fullness. Jess set a deep, punishing rhythm, each thrust rocking Kayla forward. The slap of skin against skin, Jess’s grunts of effort, the creak of the bedsprings—it was a symphony of friction and need. Jess’s hands gripped her hips hard, surely leaving bruises, and Kayla loved it. She pushed back against each thrust, meeting her, wanting more.

“I can feel you gripping me,” Jess groaned, her pace becoming erratic. “You gonna come for me again?”

The coil in Kayla’s belly tightened to a breaking point. “Jess…”

That was all it took. Her name, a prayer on Kayla’s lips, triggered her own release. Kayla shattered, her internal muscles clutching the silicone rod as waves of pleasure crashed over her, so intense they were almost painful. With a final, deep thrust, Jess shuddered against her back, her own climax a silent, full-body tremor.

They collapsed onto the sheets, a tangled, breathless mess of limbs. Jess disposed of the toy and pulled Kayla close, spooning her from behind. The silence was comfortable now, filled only with the sound of their slowing breaths.

Kayla nestled back against Jess’s solid warmth, the reality of what just happened finally settling over her. She had come here to break her father’s relationship apart, and instead, she had fallen, hard and fast, for the one person she’d tried to villainize.

“We can’t tell them,” Kayla whispered into the quiet room. “Not yet.”

Jess’s arm tightened around her. “I know.” She pressed a soft kiss to Kayla’s shoulder. “Our secret.”

9 - A STEPSISTER’S TABOO CONFESSION

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Scissoring

“I’ve been in love with you since the day our parents introduced us.”

The words hung in the dark, airless space of Ashley’s bedroom, a confession so potent it seemed to suck all the sound from the world. Carrie stood just inside the door, her heart hammering against her ribs like it was trying to escape. She could barely see Ashley’s face in the faint moonlight filtering through the blinds, just the outline of her sitting up in bed, the sheet pooling around her waist.

Silence. A terrifying, endless silence.

Then, a soft rustle of fabric. “Carrie?” Ashley’s voice was a sleep-thickened whisper, laced with confusion. “What are you talking about?”

The dam had broken. There was no stuffing the words back in. Carrie took a shaky step forward, her bare feet silent on the carpet. “I’m talking about the way my stomach flips every time you laugh. The way I memorize the freckles on your shoulders when we’re at the pool. I’m talking about the fact that the thought of you leaving for Stanford, of not seeing you for months… it feels like someone’s tearing my chest open.” Her voice broke on the last word, the raw truth of it finally overwhelming her. She wrapped her arms around herself, waiting for the rejection, the disgust, the end of the world.

The bedside lamp flicked on.

Carrie flinched, squeezing her eyes shut against the sudden light. When she forced them open, Ashley was just staring, her blonde hair mussed from sleep, her expression unreadable. The moment stretched, taut and fragile.

Then, Ashley’s lips parted. “Come here.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a command, soft but undeniable. Carrie’s feet moved of their own accord, carrying her to the edge of the bed. Ashley’s hand reached out, her fingers gently uncurling Carrie’s arms from her own body. Her touch was electric.

“All this time?” Ashley asked, her thumb stroking the inside of Carrie’s wrist, feeling the frantic pulse there.

“All this time,” Carrie breathed.

A slow, beautiful smile spread across Ashley’s face, a look of dawning wonder that made Carrie’s knees weak. “I thought I was the only one.”

The relief was so violent it was almost painful. Carrie’s breath hitched, a sob of pure joy catching in her throat. And then Ashley was pulling her down, their mouths meeting in a kiss that was nothing like Carrie had ever imagined. It wasn’t tentative or sweet. It was hungry.

Ashley’s lips were insistent, parting Carrie’s with an urgency that spoke of years of suppressed want. Her tongue swept in, tasting of mint toothpaste and something uniquely, intoxicatingly Ashley. Carrie melted into it, her hands coming up to tangle in Ashley’s soft hair, pulling her closer. This was it. This was the center of the universe.

Ashley broke the kiss, her breath coming in quick, shallow pants. Her eyes, dark with desire, locked onto Carrie’s. “I need to see you. All of you.”

Her fingers went to the hem of Carrie’s thin sleep shirt. She lifted it slowly, her gaze never leaving Carrie’s, and pulled it over her head. The cool night air hit Carrie’s skin, raising goosebumps, but it was nothing compared to the heat of Ashley’s stare. She looked at Carrie’s simple cotton bra as if it were the most exquisite lingerie, her fingers tracing the line where the fabric met skin.

With a deft movement, Ashley reached behind her and unsnapped the clasp. The bra fell away.

Ashley’s breath caught. “God, Carrie… you’re perfect.” She didn’t just look; she worshipped. She cupped one breast, her thumb circling the already hardened peak, making Carrie gasp and arch into the touch. Then she bent her head, and her mouth closed over Carrie’s other nipple.

A sharp, exquisite bolt of pleasure shot straight to Carrie’s core. Ashley’s tongue was hot and wet, laving and flicking the sensitive nub until Carrie was panting, her head thrown back, her fingers clutching at Ashley’s shoulders. Each suck, each gentle nip of teeth, sent another shockwave through her system, building a desperate, throbbing ache between her legs.

As if reading her mind, Ashley’s hand slid down Carrie’s stomach, over the waistband of her shorts, and pressed firmly against the damp fabric underneath. Carrie cried out, a broken, pleading sound.

“Shhh, I’ve got you,” Ashley murmured against her breast before moving lower. She kissed a trail down Carrie’s quivering stomach, hooking her fingers into the shorts and her panties beneath, and in one fluid motion, pulled them both down her legs. Carrie stepped out of them, standing completely bare and exposed under Ashley’s intense gaze.

Ashley guided her back onto the bed, settling between her legs. She didn’t rush. She just looked, her eyes drinking in the sight of Carrie laid out for her. The anticipation was its own kind of torture, a delicious, agonizing pleasure.

Then she lowered her head.

The first touch of Ashley’s tongue to her clit was so soft it was almost a ghost of a sensation. A tease. Then she did it again, firmer this time, a long, slow lick that made Carrie’s entire body jolt. A deep, guttural moan tore from Carrie’s throat. Ashley hummed in approval, the vibration against Carrie’s most sensitive spot making her see stars.

Ashley ate her pussy like it was her sole purpose in life. Her tongue was an artist, painting patterns of ecstasy—broad, flat strokes that covered her entire sex, followed by focused, pinpoint flicks on her clit that had Carrie bucking her hips off the mattress. She could feel the slickness, hear the wet, obscene sounds of Ashley’s devotion, and it only drove her higher. Ashley slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made Carrie shout. The stretch, the fullness, combined with the relentless rhythm of her tongue, was too much and not enough all at once.

“Ash… Ash, I’m gonna…” Carrie choked out, her hands fisting the sheets.

Ashley’s only response was to redouble her efforts, sucking her clit into her mouth as her fingers pumped steadily.

The orgasm crashed over Carrie without warning, a seismic wave of pleasure that ripped a scream from her lungs. Her back arched off the bed as she convulsed, waves of pure, white-hot ecstasy pulsing through her, draining every thought from her head except Ashley’s name.

When she finally floated back to earth, trembling and spent, Ashley was crawling up her body, her face glistening with Carrie’s desire. She kissed her, deeply, letting Carrie taste herself on her lips.

“My turn,” Carrie whispered, her voice hoarse.

She pushed gently, reversing their positions so she was straddling Ashley’s hips. She made quick work of Ashley’s camisole and panties, finally revealing the body she had only ever stolen glances at. She was every bit as perfect as Carrie had dreamed. Lean, toned, with breasts that fit perfectly in her palms.

Carrie lowered herself, skin to skin, and their mouths met again in a fervent kiss. She could feel the heat of Ashley’s core against her stomach. She shifted, grinding down, letting their clits slide together in a slick, maddening friction.

Ashley’s eyes rolled back in her head, a ragged moan escaping her. “Oh, fuck… Carrie…”

They found a rhythm, a desperate, rolling grind that had them both gasping and clutching at each other. Carrie could feel Ashley’s wetness coating her own, their bodies sliding together, building a shared tension that was coiling tighter and tighter. She watched Ashley’s face, watched her bite her lip, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She was close.

Carrie dipped her head, capturing one of Ashley’s nipples in her mouth, sucking hard at the same time she ground her hips down in a firm, circular motion.

It was all Ashley needed. She came with a cry, her body seizing underneath Carrie, her thighs clamping around Carrie’s hips as she shuddered through her release. The feeling of Ashley pulsing against her, the sounds of her pleasure, pushed Carrie right over the edge again, a second, shocking orgasm tearing through her, leaving her boneless and breathless.

She collapsed onto Ashley, their slick, heated skin pressed together, their hearts pounding a frantic, synchronized rhythm against each other’s chests. The room smelled of sex and sweat and them.

After a long moment, Ashley’s arms came around her, holding her tight. Carrie nuzzled into the crook of her neck, breathing her in. The reality of the coming autumn, of separate dorm rooms and different time zones, tried to push its way into her blissful haze.

“I can’t do it,” Carrie whispered into her skin. “I can’t be away from you.”

Ashley’s hand stroked her hair. “Then we won’t be. We’ll make it work. We have to.”

10 - A STEPMOTHER’S BDSM SECRET

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / BDSM / Age Gap / Sensation Play / Feather / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering

“You’ve been thinking about this for a while, haven’t you?” Yasmine’s voice was low, almost teasing, as she leaned against the doorframe of the bedroom.

Mel froze, her hand still on the doorknob, her eyes wide as they scanned the room. The bed was neatly made, but the array of items on the dresser caught her attention—leather cuffs, a feather, a blindfold, and other things she couldn’t quite name. Her cheeks burned, and she quickly looked away, but it was too late. Yasmine had seen her reaction.

“I—I didn’t mean to—” Mel stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. She felt like she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t, even though she hadn’t done anything at all. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she could feel the heat spreading from her face down to her neck.

Yasmine stepped closer, her movements smooth and unhurried. “It’s okay,” she said softly, her lips curving into a small smile. “You don’t have to be embarrassed. Curiosity is natural.”

Mel swallowed hard, her mind racing. She’d always found Yasmine attractive—her stepmother was stunning, with her dark hair, piercing eyes, and confident demeanor. But this? This was something else entirely. She’d never imagined Yasmine would be into… this. And yet, here they were.

“Have you ever thought about trying it?” Yasmine asked, her tone casual, as if they were discussing the weather instead of something so intimate. She reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from Mel’s face, her fingers lingering for just a moment.

Mel’s breath caught, and she shook her head quickly. “No, I—I mean, I’ve never…” She trailed off, unsure of how to finish the sentence. The truth was, she’d never even considered it. But now that the idea was in her head, she couldn’t seem to shake it.

Yasmine’s smile widened, and she took another step closer, closing the distance between them. “Would you like to?” she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Just once, to see what it’s like?”

Mel hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. She knew she should say no, should walk away and pretend this conversation never happened. But there was a part of her—a part she hadn’t even realized existed—that wanted to say yes. That wanted to know what it would feel like to let go, to give herself over to someone else completely.

“I… I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly.

Yasmine reached out, taking Mel’s hand in hers. Her touch was warm, reassuring. “It’s okay to be nervous,” she said gently. “But I promise, I’ll take care of you. You can trust me.”

Mel looked into Yasmine’s eyes, searching for any sign of hesitation or doubt. But all she saw was confidence, and something else—something that made her stomach flutter with anticipation. Slowly, she nodded. “Okay,” she whispered.

Yasmine’s smile softened, and she squeezed Mel’s hand. “Good girl,” she murmured, the words sending a shiver down Mel’s spine. “Let’s get started.”

She led Mel over to the bed, guiding her to sit down on the edge. Yasmine knelt in front of her, her hands resting on Mel’s knees. “Close your eyes,” she instructed, her voice calm and steady.

Mel obeyed, her heart pounding in her chest. She felt Yasmine’s hands move up her thighs, the touch light and teasing. Then she felt something soft brush against her skin—the feather. It traced a path up her legs, over her hips, and along her sides, sending tingles of pleasure through her body. She bit her lip to keep from making a sound, but it was hard. The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt before.

“Relax,” Yasmine whispered, her breath warm against Mel’s ear. “Let yourself feel it.”

Mel tried to do as she was told, letting her body go limp as the feather continued its exploration. It danced across her collarbone, down her arms, and back up again, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. She could feel herself growing wetter with each passing second, her desire building with every touch.

Then the feather was gone, and Yasmine’s lips replaced it. She kissed Mel’s neck, her tongue flicking out to taste the sensitive skin there. Mel gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the bed as Yasmine’s mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down her chest until she reached her breasts.

Yasmine took one nipple into her mouth, sucking gently as her fingers teased the other. Mel moaned, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. She’d never felt anything like this before—never been touched like this before. It was overwhelming, but in the best possible way.

Yasmine’s hands moved lower, sliding down Mel’s stomach until they reached the waistband of her pants. She looked up at Mel, her eyes dark with desire. “Can I?” she asked, her voice husky.

Mel nodded quickly, unable to form words. Yasmine smiled and slowly pulled down Mel’s pants and panties, leaving her completely exposed. Mel felt a rush of embarrassment, but it was quickly replaced by anticipation as Yasmine’s fingers brushed against her inner thighs.

“You’re so beautiful,” Yasmine murmured, her eyes roaming over Mel’s body. “So perfect.”

Mel blushed at the compliment, but before she could respond, Yasmine’s mouth was on her. She cried out as Yasmine’s tongue flicked against her clit, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure through her body. Yasmine’s hands gripped Mel’s hips, holding her in place as she licked and sucked, driving Mel closer and closer to the edge.

Mel’s hands tangled in the sheets as she writhed beneath Yasmine’s touch. She could feel herself getting closer, the pressure building inside her until it was almost unbearable. And then Yasmine added a finger, sliding it inside her with ease. Mel gasped, her walls clenching around Yasmine’s finger as she thrust in and out.

“Yes,” Mel moaned, her hips bucking against Yasmine’s hand. “Please, don’t stop.”

Yasmine didn’t. She added another finger, stretching Mel open as she continued to lick and suck at her clit. The combination of sensations was too much, and Mel felt herself teetering on the edge of orgasm.

“Come for me,” Yasmine whispered against Mel’s skin, her voice filled with need.

And Mel did. Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over her, her pussy gripping Yasmine’s fingers tightly as she came. Yasmine didn’t stop until Mel’s body went limp, spent and satisfied.

When Yasmine finally pulled away, Mel was left breathless and trembling. She opened her eyes to see Yasmine smiling down at her, looking pleased with herself.

“How was that?” Yasmine asked, her voice soft.

Mel could only nod, still too overwhelmed to speak. But she knew one thing for sure—she wanted more.

11 - FROM JEALOUSY TO DESIRE

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Dildo

The slammed door echoed through the quiet house, a final, violent punctuation to their argument. Mena stood fuming in the hallway, her heart hammering against her ribs. Anna, perfect Anna, leaned against the opposite wall, her arms crossed over her chest, looking more disappointed than angry.

“You’re jealous, Mena. It’s so transparent it’s pathetic,” Anna said, her voice chillingly calm. “You can’t stand that I have something you don’t.”

“Something? You think this is about your grades? Your stupid internship? Your… your perfect, stupid boyfriend?” Mena’s voice cracked, the words tumbling out in a raw, unfiltered rush. The truth, the real truth she’d buried for so long, clawed its way to the surface. “It’s not him I want. It’s never been him.”

Anna’s poised expression faltered. “Then what?”

The silence that followed was heavy, suffocating. Mena could feel the heat in her cheeks, the dizzying fear of admission. She took a shaky breath. “It’s you. I’m not jealous of you, Anna. I’m in love with you.”

The confession hung between them, a fragile, dangerous thing. Anna’s eyes widened, her lips parting in a soft, silent ‘oh.’ The disapproving line of her mouth softened. The defensive posture of her shoulders melted away. For a long moment, she just stared, and Mena felt the world tilting, certain she had just shattered everything.

Then, Anna pushed off the wall. She took one step, then another, closing the distance between them. Her hand came up, her fingers hesitating for a heartbeat before cupping Mena’s cheek. Her touch was electric.

“I think,” Anna whispered, her voice a low, thrilling murmur that skated over Mena’s skin, “I’ve been waiting a very long time for you to figure that out.”

And then Anna’s mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative, questioning kiss. It was deep and hungry, a claiming. Anna’s tongue slid against Mena’s, and a desperate, aching moan escaped Mena’s throat. Her hands came up, tangling in Anna’s silken hair, pulling her closer as if she might vanish. The taste of her was intoxicating—mint and something uniquely, essentially Anna.

Anna broke the kiss, her breathing as ragged as Mena’s. Her eyes, dark with a desire Mena had never seen there before, locked onto hers. Without a word, she took Mena’s hand and led her down the hall, into her bedroom. The door clicked shut, sealing them in a private, intimate world.

Anna’s hands went to the hem of Mena’s shirt, lifting it slowly over her head. She did the same with her own, letting the fabric fall to the floor. Her gaze was intense, worshipful, as it traveled over Mena’s now-bare skin. “You’re beautiful,” she breathed, her fingers tracing the line of Mena’s collarbone.

She guided Mena to sit on the edge of the bed, kneeling before her. Her hands worked open the button of Mena’s jeans, the zipper a loud whisper in the quiet room. She pulled them down, along with her panties, leaving Mena completely exposed. Anna’s eyes drank her in, a slow, smoldering appraisal that made Mena’s skin flush with heat.

Leaning forward, Anna pressed a trail of soft, open-mouthed kisses down Mena’s stomach, her tongue dipping into her navel. Mena gasped, her head falling back, her fingers gripping the duvet. The sensation was overwhelming, every nerve ending screaming to life.

Anna gently nudged Mena’s thighs apart and settled between them. Her breath ghosted over Mena’s core, a hot, tantalizing promise. And then her tongue, slick and firm, swept through Mena’s folds.

Mena cried out, a sharp, involuntary sound of pure pleasure. Anna’s mouth was relentless, a masterful instrument of ecstasy. She licked and sucked, her tongue circling Mena’s clit with a precision that felt supernatural. She explored every sensitive inch, her moans of enjoyment vibrating through Mena’s entire body. Mena’s hips bucked off the bed, but Anna held her firmly in place, her grip strong and sure.

“Anna… please… I can’t…” Mena panted, her vision blurring at the edges.

Just as Mena felt the first terrifying tremors of an impending orgasm, Anna pulled away. She reached into her nightstand drawer, pulling out a deep purple silicone dildo. She kissed the inside of Mena’s thigh. “I want to feel you,” she murmured, her voice husky.

She coated the toy with a slick gel from a bottle on the nightstand, the sound obscene and thrilling. She positioned the blunt tip at Mena’s entrance, her eyes holding Mena’s captive. “Look at me,” she commanded softly.

She pushed in.

The stretch was exquisite, a deep, filling pressure that made Mena’s eyes roll back. Anna moved it slowly at first, a gentle in-and-out rhythm that quickly built in intensity. Each thrust was a jolt of lightning straight to her core. Anna watched her own hand, watched where they were joined, a look of fierce concentration and lust on her face. She curled the toy inside her, finding a spot that made Mena see stars.

“There. Right there, Anna, oh god…”

Anna fucked her with it, hard and fast now, her free hand pinning Mena’s hip to the bed. The slap of silicone against skin, their mingled panting, the creak of the bedsprings—it was a symphony of sin. Mena fractured, her orgasm erupting through her in violent, beautiful waves, her body clamping down around the toy as she screamed Anna’s name into the silent house.

As Mena came down, trembling and boneless, Anna withdrew the toy. She stood, swiftly removing her own jeans and underwear, her body a pale, perfect sculpture in the moonlight. She was flawless. She lay back on the bed, her legs falling open in a blatant, stunning invitation. She pressed the dildo, still glistening, into Mena’s hand.

“My turn,” Anna said, her voice a raw plea. “Take me.”

A new, powerful confidence surged through Mena. She moved over Anna, settling between her thighs. She guided the toy, her hand trembling not from fear, but from a desperate need. She pushed it into Anna, watching her stepsister’s back arch off the mattress, a choked gasp tearing from her throat.

Mena moved it, mimicking Anna’s rhythm, learning the angles that made Anna whimper and beg. She watched the pleasure unravel the perfect composure, watched Anna come completely, gloriously undone beneath her. The power was intoxicating. She leaned down, capturing one of Anna’s peaked nipples in her mouth, sucking hard as she thrust the toy deeper, faster.

Anna’s climax was a silent scream, her body seizing, her inner muscles clenching around the silicone. She shuddered for what felt like minutes, waves of pleasure wracking her frame.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs. Mena buried her face in Anna’s neck, breathing in her scent, still unable to believe this was real. Anna’s fingers traced lazy circles on her back.

After a long while, Anna spoke, her voice soft but clear. “I’m breaking up with Mark tomorrow.”

Mena lifted her head. “What? Why?”

“Because I can’t keep lying to him. To myself. I want to be with you,” Anna declared. “I love you, Mena. I don’t care if it’s wrong. I love you.”

12 - A MOVIE NIGHT WITH STEPMOM

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Scissoring / Cunnilingus

The basement couch was deep and soft, swallowing them both in its plush embrace as the credits of the second film began to roll. The flickering light from the large television screen cast shifting shadows across Tammie’s face, highlighting the thoughtful, almost hungry look in her eyes.

“That was… intense,” Sarah murmured, tucking her feet under herself. The films, both subtle and overt explorations of relationships between women, had left a charged silence in the room, a shared secret humming in the air between them.

Tammie turned to her, the leather of the couch sighing with her movement. “It was, wasn’t it? It makes you think. About desire. About how it can surprise you.” Her voice was a low, melodic hum that vibrated right through Sarah’s chest. It felt different down here, away from the rest of the house, a world apart from her dad puttering around upstairs.

“I guess so,” Sarah said, her own voice feeling small. She could feel the heat of Tammie’s body, a separate entity in the cool basement air, and it was a magnet, pulling at her.

Tammie shifted closer, a deliberate, smooth motion. “What surprised you the most?” she asked, her fingers, elegant and sure, tracing an absent pattern on the couch cushion between them. The distance evaporated. Sarah could smell her perfume now, something warm and floral, mixed with the scent of their shared popcorn.

“I don’t know… maybe just the… the raw want in it.” The words felt clumsy in her mouth, inadequate.

“Mmm,” Tammie agreed, her hand shifting, her fingertips now just barely brushing against the back of Sarah’s hand. It wasn’t an accident. The touch was a spark, a jolt of pure electricity that shot straight up Sarah’s arm. Her skin tingled, every nerve ending suddenly hyper-aware.

Sarah’s breath hitched, but she didn’t pull away. She couldn’t. She watched, mesmerized, as Tammie’s gaze dropped to her lips. The world narrowed to this single point of contact, to the thrumming silence broken only by the low hum of the television.

“The want is the easiest part to understand,” Tammie whispered, her voice barely audible. Her other hand came up, her palm cool and gentle as it cupped Sarah’s cheek. Her thumb stroked the high curve of her cheekbone. The touch was so tender it made Sarah’s chest ache. “It’s the allowing yourself to have it that’s hard.”

And then she leaned in.

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement. Tammie’s lips met hers, soft and searching at first, a tentative press that tasted of wine and mint. A silent, screaming alarm went off in Sarah’s mind—stepmom, dad upstairs, wrong—but her body vetoed the thought with an overwhelming surge of yes.

Her lips parted on a soft sigh, and Tammie deepened the kiss immediately. It was slow and deep and expert, her tongue sweeping in to taste her, to explore. Sarah’s hands, which had been clenched in her lap, came up of their own volition, tangling in the silk of Tammie’s blouse, holding on as the world tilted.

They broke apart, breathing ragged, foreheads pressed together. “We shouldn’t,” Sarah gasped, but it was a weak protest, lost against Tammie’s mouth as she kissed her again, harder this time.

“Your dad won’t come down,” Tammie murmured between searing kisses, her hands sliding down to Sarah’s shoulders. “The game is on. We’ll be quiet.” Her fingers found the hem of Sarah’s t-shirt, slipping underneath to stroke the bare skin of her waist. Sarah jerked at the contact, a sharp, pleasurable shock zipping through her. Her skin was on fire, sensitive to every whisper of touch.

With a practiced ease, Tammie guided the shirt up and over Sarah’s head, tossing it aside. The cool air pebbled her skin, and then Tammie’s warm mouth was on her neck, sucking lightly, making her moan.

“Shhh, baby, shhh,” Tammie whispered against her throat, her hands working the clasp of Sarah’s bra. It came loose, and Tammie drew back, her dark eyes drinking in the sight of Sarah’s small, pert breasts, her nipples already hard and peaked.

“So beautiful,” Tammie breathed, and then she lowered her head.

Her mouth closed over one taut peak, and Sarah’s head fell back against the couch with a stifled cry. The sensation was unbelievable—hot, wet, and relentless. Tammie’s tongue swirled and flicked, her lips suckled gently, then with more pressure, until Sarah was writhing beneath her, her fingers clutching at Tammie’s hair. Every pull of her mouth sent a direct, throbbing signal straight to the aching heat between her legs.

Just as Sarah thought she might combust from the sensation alone, Tammie pulled back. With a wicked, knowing smile, she stood. She never broke eye contact as her hands went to her own clothes. The silk blouse floated to the floor. The linen trousers followed. She stood before Sarah, gloriously naked. Her body was taut and toned, her breasts full, her stomach flat, a perfect triangle of dark hair at the junction of her thighs.

She knelt on the couch, straddling Sarah’s thigh, her own heat pressing against Sarah’s skin. She leaned forward, capturing Sarah’s mouth again as she began to move, a slow, grinding rhythm. The slick, hot wetness of Tammie’s center met her own, and the friction was exquisite.

They moved together, a desperate, silent dance. Sarah could feel Tammie’s slickness coating her skin, could hear the soft, wet sounds of their bodies meeting. Tammie’s breath was hot in her ear, coming in ragged gasps. “Feel that,” she urged, grinding down harder. “Feel how good we feel together.”

Sarah was lost in it, in the building pressure, the coil tightening deep in her belly. The need to be quiet made everything more intense, every suppressed moan, every bitten-off cry. She could feel Tammie’s own climax building, the tremor in her thighs, the way her rhythm became more frantic.

Tammie suddenly slid down her body, her hands pushing Sarah’s legs apart. Before Sarah could even process the movement, Tammie’s mouth was on her.

Oh god.

It was not a thought, but a pure, primal sensation. Tammie’s tongue was a flat, firm stroke against her entire length, then a precise, circling pressure on her clit. Sarah’s hips bucked off the couch, a silent scream trapped in her throat. Tammie held her down, her grip firm, her mouth relentless. She licked and sucked, delving inside her and then returning to circle that throbbing nub until Sarah was mindless, a live wire of pure pleasure.

Tammie slipped two fingers inside her, curling them, and Sarah saw stars. The dual sensation—the thrusting fullness and the exquisite torture of her tongue—was too much. The coil snapped. Her body seized, a silent, earth-shattering climax tearing through her. Waves of pleasure radiated out from her core, shaking her to her foundations. She pulsed around Tammie’s fingers, her back arched, her mouth open in a soundless cry of release.

Tammie gentled her through it, her touch softening until Sarah collapsed back onto the couch, boneless and trembling.

A floorboard creaked loudly upstairs.

The sound was a bucket of ice water. They froze, eyes wide, staring at each other. In a frantic, silent scramble, they began grabbing for their clothes. The sensual, languid movements of moments before were replaced by a desperate, fumbling urgency. Sarah’s hands shook so badly she could barely pull her shirt on. Tammie, now dressed, finger-combed her hair, her breath slowly returning to normal.

They sat side-by-side, not touching, as the sound of the television continued to drone. The air was thick with the scent of their sex, a sweet, musky perfume that betrayed everything.

Sarah’s heart was still hammering against her ribs, a wild, frantic beat. Her body thrummed with the aftershocks of a pleasure so profound it felt like a rearranging of her very soul. She stared straight ahead at the blank television screen, seeing nothing.

I can’t believe we just did that.

But beneath the shock, a new, terrifying, thrilling certainty blossomed. She knew, with every fiber of her still-tingling body, that she wanted to do it all again.

13 - BLACKMAILED BY HER STEPDAUGHTER

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / BDSM / Age Gap / Blackmail / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Dildo

“What the fuck is this?” Katherine’s voice cut through the room like a knife, sharp and unyielding.

Bella froze, her body still pressed against Felicia’s, their skin slick with sweat. The maid scrambled off the bed, grabbing her uniform from the floor, her face pale with panic. Bella’s heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing. This can’t be happening. Rick would find out. He’d divorce her. She’d lose everything.

—

Ever since Bella had married Rick, his daughter, Katherine, had been a thorn in her side. Katherine didn’t think Bella was good enough for her father, suspecting that Bella had married him for his money. And maybe Katherine was right. But Bella wished she would mind her own business.

Then, Bella met Felicia. Soon after their wedding, Rick hired a maid. He didn’t want Bella worrying about housework. The chemistry between Bella and Felica was undeniable. Every day after Rick left for work, Bella found herself in Felicia’s arms.

And now, they’d been caught. Katherine had arrived unannounced, walking in on their steamy tryst.

—

Katherine stood in the doorway, arms crossed, her eyes narrowing as she took in the scene. “Get out,” she said to Felicia, her tone leaving no room for argument.

The maid didn’t hesitate, clutching her clothes to her chest as she hurried past Katherine and out the door. Bella sat up, pulling the sheets around her, her hands trembling. She opened her mouth to speak, but Katherine held up a hand, silencing her.

“Don’t,” Katherine said, stepping into the room and closing the door behind her. “I don’t want to hear your excuses.” She walked slowly toward the bed, her heels silent on the plush carpet.

Bella’s breath quickened, her mind spinning. What was Katherine going to do? Call Rick? Expose her?

But then Katherine did something unexpected. She smiled. It wasn’t a kind smile—it was predatory, calculating. “You’ve been a very naughty girl, Bella,” she said, her voice low and smooth. “Cheating on my father with the maid? Tsk, tsk.”

Bella swallowed hard, her throat dry. “Katherine, please,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Don’t tell him.”

Katherine tilted her head, studying Bella like a cat sizing up its prey. “Oh, I won’t,” she said. “But there’s a price.”

Bella’s stomach twisted. “What do you want?”

Katherine’s smile widened. “Your submission.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and electric. Bella’s heart skipped a beat. Submission? What did that mean? But before she could ask, Katherine began to undress. Slowly, deliberately, she unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a black lace bra that hugged her curves perfectly. Bella’s eyes widened as Katherine slid out of her skirt, leaving her in just the bra and matching panties. Her body was stunning—toned, flawless, and utterly confident.

“Lie back,” Katherine commanded, her voice firm but not unkind. Bella hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, lying back against the pillows. Katherine climbed onto the bed, straddling Bella’s hips. She leaned down, her lips brushing against Bella’s ear. “You’re going to do exactly as I say,” she whispered, her breath warm against Bella’s skin. “Understand?”

Bella nodded, her pulse racing. She didn’t know what to expect, but the way Katherine was looking at her—like she owned her—sent a shiver down her spine. Katherine reached behind her back, unhooking her bra and letting it fall away. Her breasts were perfect, full and round, with nipples that hardened under Bella’s gaze. Katherine smirked, clearly enjoying the effect she was having.

“Now,” Katherine said, shifting so that she was kneeling over Bella’s face. “Eat me.”

Bella’s eyes widened. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. But the way Katherine was looking at her, so commanding and sure of herself, made Bella’s body respond in ways she didn’t expect. She hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, her tongue tentatively flicking against Katherine’s clit.

Katherine let out a soft moan, her hips pressing forward. “That’s it,” she murmured, her fingers tangling in Bella’s hair. “Just like that.”

Bella’s tongue moved more confidently now, exploring every inch of Katherine’s pussy. The taste was intoxicating—sweet and musky, unlike anything she had ever experienced. Katherine’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against Bella’s face as she sought more pressure, more friction. Bella’s own arousal was building, her pussy throbbing with need.

But just as Bella was starting to lose herself in the sensation, Katherine pulled away. Bella looked up at her, confused and frustrated. Katherine smirked, reaching for something on the nightstand. It was a set of neckties—Rick’s neckties. Before Bella could protest, Katherine grabbed her wrists, tying them securely to the bedposts.

“Katherine—” Bella started, but Katherine silenced her with a look.

“You don’t get to speak,” Katherine said, her voice firm. “Not unless I tell you to.”

Bella’s breath hitched as Katherine reached for something else—a vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room. Katherine trailed the vibrator over Bella’s body, teasing her nipples, her stomach, the inside of her thighs. Everywhere but where Bella needed it most. Bella squirmed, her hips lifting off the bed as she tried to get some relief.

“Please,” Bella begged, her voice trembling.

Katherine shook her head. “Not yet,” she said, her tone playful but firm.

She continued to tease Bella, the vibrator buzzing just above her clit but never quite touching it. Bella’s frustration grew, her pussy aching with need. Finally, Katherine set the vibrator aside and reached for something else—a large dildo. Bella’s eyes widened as she took in its size. It was thick and long, far bigger than anything she had ever taken before.

“Do you think you can handle it?” Katherine asked, her voice dripping with challenge.

Bella hesitated, then nodded. She didn’t know if she could, but the thought of trying—of being filled so completely—was too tempting to resist.

Katherine smirked, positioning the dildo at Bella’s entrance. She pushed it in slowly, giving Bella time to adjust to the size. Bella gasped as the dildo stretched her, filling her in ways she had never imagined possible. Katherine pushed it deeper and deeper until it was buried to the hilt inside her.

“Oh god,” Bella moaned, her back arching off the bed.

Katherine began to move the dildo in and out of Bella’s pussy, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body. Bella’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking in time with Katherine’s movements. The pressure built inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Bella came hard, her pussy clenching around the dildo as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Katherine watched with satisfaction as Bella rode out her orgasm, then slowly pulled the dildo out. She untied Bella’s wrists, freeing her from the bedposts.

“You did well,” Katherine said, her voice soft but still laced with authority. “And I’ll keep your secret—for now.”

Bella lay there, spent and trembling, as Katherine got dressed. She didn’t know what had just happened—didn’t know what it meant for her future—but one thing was certain: she couldn’t wait for their next encounter.

14 - AN ART STUDENT’S TABOO AFFAIR

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Enemies to Lovers / Cheating / Outdoors / Kissing / Nipple Play / Scissoring / Sensation Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering

The canvas of Marie’s life felt smudged, the careful lines of her world blurred by the news of her father’s engagement. At twenty-two, she had always been his sole muse, their artistic retreats to the secluded cabin a sacred tradition. Now, Aniya, a sophisticated art gallery owner with a critic’s eye and a collector’s smile, was stepping into the frame. Marie had isolated herself in her dorm for weeks, but summer break left her no escape. She reluctantly agreed to join the hiking expedition, her camera a shield against the changing landscape of her family.

The air was thin and crisp as they summited the trail, the sky bleeding into a spectacular orange and purple sunset. Marie focused her lens, trying to capture the raw beauty, to find some control in the composition. Aniya was beside her, not crowding, but present.

“The light is perfect now,” Aniya said, her voice a low, melodic hum that somehow didn’t disrupt the mountain’s silence. “Try the 85mm. It’ll compress the background, make the colors pop right into the foreground.”

Marie hesitated, then took the offered vintage lens. She screwed it onto her camera body, the metal cool and precise in her hands. She raised the viewfinder to her eye and gasped. The world snapped into a sharper, more intimate focus. “It’s… incredible.”

“I knew you’d understand it,” Aniya murmured, her approval a tangible warmth on Marie’s skin. “You have a real eye, Marie. It’s not just technical. It’s felt.”

The compliment, so specific and earned, cracked something open inside Marie. She took a step back to adjust her angle, her hiking boot catching on a loose stone. The world tilted. A cry lodged in her throat as her balance vanished.

But she never hit the ground. Aniya’s arms were around her in an instant, strong and sure, pulling her back from the edge and into the solid safety of her body. Marie’s heart hammered against her ribs, not just from fear, but from the sudden, shocking proximity. Aniya held her tight, their bodies pressed together from shoulder to thigh, the heat between them a stark contrast to the cooling evening air.

“I’ve got you,” Aniya whispered, her breath hot against Marie’s ear. The words weren’t just about the fall. They felt like a promise. I see you.

Hours later, zipped into the shared tent under a blanket of impossible stars, the silence was thick with everything unsaid. Marie lay in her sleeping bag, listening to Aniya's steady breathing. She couldn’t shut her eyes without seeing Aniya’s face, couldn’t stop feeling the ghost of her arms. Her father was in his own tent, fast asleep.

“Are you awake?” Marie’s whisper was barely audible.

“Yes.” Aniya’s reply was immediate, a soft sigh in the dark.

“I… I’m having these feelings,” Marie confessed, the words tumbling out in a rushed, terrified whisper. “About you. They’re so confusing. I don’t know what to do with them.”

The rustle of nylon was loud as Aniya shifted. Her form emerged from the shadows, moving closer until she was hovering over Marie’s sleeping bag. The moonlight caught the intense gleam in her eyes. “Show me,” she breathed.

And then her lips were on Marie’s neck, a soft, open-mouthed kiss that sent a violent shiver straight down Marie’s spine. Aniya’s hands were at the zipper of the sleeping bag, tugging it down with a quiet, deliberate rasp. Cool air washed over Marie’s feverish skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of Aniya’s touch. Her fingers worked the buttons of Marie’s flannel pajamas, one by one, each release feeling like the unlocking of a secret chamber in Marie’s soul.

“So beautiful,” Aniya murmured, her mouth traveling down to the hollow of Marie’s throat as she parted the flannel.

She took one of Marie’s breasts in her hand, her thumb circling the already taut nipple through the thin cotton of her tank top before she dipped her head and took it in her mouth, wet heat blooming through the fabric. Marie arched off the thin sleeping pad with a choked gasp, her fingers tangling in Aniya’s dark, silken hair.

Aniya moved down, her hands hooking in the waistband of Marie’s pajama bottoms and underwear, pulling them down her legs in one smooth, relentless motion. Marie was laid bare, exposed to the starlight and Aniya’s hungry gaze. But then Aniya was shedding her own clothes, her skin pale and luminous in the dark, and she covered Marie’s body with her own.

The feel of skin on skin was an electric shock. Aniya’s thigh pressed insistently between Marie’s legs, and Marie met the pressure instinctively, rocking against the firm muscle. A low, guttural moan escaped her lips. Aniya captured the sound with a deep, claiming kiss, her tongue sliding against Marie’s as their hips found a synchronized rhythm.

“Wait,” Aniya whispered, breaking the kiss. She reached for her pack, her movements fluid and sure. She pulled out a small, soft brush, the kind used for watercolors. “Let me see you.”

The first stroke of the bristles against the sensitive skin of Marie’s inner thigh made her jolt. It was a whisper-soft, tickling sensation that somehow burned. Aniya painted invisible patterns on her skin, up her abdomen, around the swell of her breasts, each light drag a new kind of torture of anticipation. She followed the path of the brush with her mouth, her tongue laving and soothing the hypersensitive trails.

Marie was writhing, her breath coming in ragged pants. “Aniya… please…”

“Shhh, I know,” Aniya soothed.

Then her hand was between Marie’s legs, not hesitating, finding her soaked, swollen center. Two fingers slid inside her with an effortless ease that made Marie cry out, her back bowing. Aniya’s thumb found her clit, circling it in firm, perfect circles as her fingers curled and thrust.

Aniya’s own breathing was harsh now. She shifted, moving her body down, and replaced her hand with her mouth. Her tongue was flat and hot and relentless, licking into Marie with a focused intensity that shattered all coherent thought. Marie’s hands fisted in the sleeping bag as the pressure built, a coil tightening deep in her belly. Aniya’s fingers never stopped moving inside her, matching the rhythm of her tongue.

Aniya’s hips were moving against the sleeping pad, a frantic, grinding rhythm of her own. Her own pleasure was a silent, fierce thing, but Marie could feel the tension in the body between her legs. With a sharp, muffled cry against Marie’s flesh, Aniya’s body went rigid, then shuddered violently. The sensation of Aniya coming, the raw, uninhibited pulsing of her body, sent Marie spiraling over the edge she’d been teetering on.

The orgasm ripped through her, a blinding, white-hot wave of pleasure that left her shaking and breathless, seeing stars behind her eyelids that rivaled the ones outside.

They lay together in the aftermath, skin slick with sweat, the air thick with their scent. Aniya curled against Marie’s side, her head on Marie’s shoulder.

“I was just… jealous,” Marie admitted softly, the truth finally freed. “I was afraid he was replacing me. Replacing us.”

Aniya lifted her head, her expression serious in the dim light. “This,” she whispered, tracing a possessive line down Marie’s stomach, “is our secret. Our own private canvas. He will never know.”

And as Marie looked into her eyes, she realized Aniya hadn’t stolen her father. She had unlocked a part of Marie she never knew existed—a deep, creative sensuality that yearned for its next lesson. She was already imagining the next hidden rendezvous, the next stroke of the brush.

15 - FROM RIVALRY TO FORBIDDEN PASSION

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / College / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

“I broke up with him.”

The words hung in the air of the dorm room, stark and unbelievable. Daria could only stare, her own misery momentarily eclipsed by sheer, unadulterated shock.

Mabel stood in her doorway, a vision of calculated perfection even in casual jeans and a sweater. Her stepsister. Her rival. The victor.

“What?” The word was a dry crackle in Daria’s throat. She’d been curled on her futon for hours, nursing the bitter sting of Rob’s rejection, replaying the moment he’d chosen Mabel’s dazzling smile over her own quiet intensity.

“Rob,” Mabel said, stepping inside without an invitation, closing the door with a soft click. “I ended it. Tonight.”

A flicker of anger, hot and familiar, cut through Daria’s confusion. “Why? Wasn’t he good enough for you now that you’ve won?” She couldn’t keep the acid from her tone. He’d chosen Mabel. Mabel, who got everything.

Mabel’s practiced composure slipped, just for a second. A flash of something raw and unguarded crossed her features. “It wasn’t about winning. Not really.” She took another step into the room, the space suddenly feeling far too small. “It wasn’t worth it. Wasn’t worth… this.” She gestured vaguely at the space between them, at the years of simmering tension and academic warfare.

Daria let out a bitter laugh. “Since when do you care about ‘this’? You’ve been trying to one-up me since our parents got married.”

“I know.” Mabel’s admission was quiet, disarming. She moved closer, until she was standing over Daria on the futon. Her usual scent of expensive perfume was undercut with something else tonight, something nervous and warm. “But that’s not why I did it. I didn’t do it for us. I did it for me.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Daria’s heart was beating a strange, frantic rhythm against her ribs. This wasn’t their usual script.

Mabel took a deep breath, her gaze dropping to the floor before lifting again, locking onto Daria’s with an intensity that stole the air from the room. “Because I don’t want Rob. I never really did.” Her voice dropped to a near-whisper, a confession meant for no one else. “I wanted to get a reaction from you.”

The world tilted. All the late-night study sessions where Mabel’s leg would brush against hers a little too long, all the compliments about her hair that felt like challenges, all the furious, heated glances across lecture halls—it all snapped into a terrifying, exhilarating new focus.

Daria’s anger evaporated, replaced by a dizzying, terrifying curiosity. “What are you saying, Mabel?”

“I’m saying I’m a fucking idiot.” Mabel’s hand came up, not to strike, but to hesitantly brush a strand of hair from Daria’s damp cheek. Her touch was electric. “I’m attracted to you, Daria. I have been for… a long time.”

The words should have felt wrong. Forbidden. But they didn’t. They felt like a key turning in a lock Daria hadn’t even known was there. She saw it now—the competition, the constant need to be in each other’s orbit. It wasn’t hatred. It was tension.

Daria didn’t speak. She just surged forward, closing the minuscule distance between them, and crushed her lips against Mabel’s.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a collision, a release of years of pent-up frustration and unspoken desire. Mabel’s lips were softer than she’d imagined, and they yielded to her with a desperate gasp before kissing her back with equal ferocity. Mabel’s hands came up to cup Daria’s face, her thumbs stroking her jawline as their mouths moved together in a hungry, exploring dance.

They broke apart, breathless, foreheads resting together. Mabel’s eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. “Is this okay?” she breathed, her voice husky.

In answer, Daria kissed her again, pouring every bit of her shock, her anger, her sudden, searing need into it. Her hands fisted in Mabel’s sweater, pulling her down onto the futon with her.

They tumbled together, a tangle of limbs and soft, urgent sounds. Mabel’s weight on top of her was intoxicating. She straddled Daria’s hips, leaning down to reclaim her mouth as her hands began to move. She tugged Daria’s t-shirt up, breaking the kiss only to pull it over her head and toss it aside.

The cool dorm air hit Daria’s skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of Mabel’s gaze on her simple cotton bra. “You’re so beautiful,” Mabel whispered, and the words, so unlike their usual barbs, made Daria shiver.

Mabel’s deft fingers unhooked the bra, peeling the fabric away. She drew a sharp breath as Daria’s breasts were revealed, her nipples already pebbled tight with anticipation. “God, Daria…”

She lowered her head, and her mouth, that mouth that had always been so quick with a clever, cutting remark, closed over one taut peak.

Daria cried out, back arching off the futon. The sensation was white-hot and perfect. Mabel’s tongue was relentless, laving and sucking, drawing a deep, throbbing response from a place low in Daria’s belly. She moaned, her fingers tangling in Mabel’s silken hair, holding her there. Mabel switched sides, giving the same devoted attention to her other breast, her teeth grazing lightly, making Daria gasp and squirm.

“My turn,” Daria panted, her voice foreign to her own ears. She pushed at Mabel’s shoulders, urging her up. With a wicked smile, Mabel complied, kneeling back to peel off her own sweater and unclasp her own, far more elegant, lace bra.

Daria’s mouth went dry. Mabel was… stunning. High, perfect breasts with rosy, eager nipples, a narrow waist flaring to generous hips. The body she’d always seen as a weapon in their rivalry was now being offered to her, and the power of it was dizzying.

They came together again, skin to skin, and the feeling was exquisite. The slide of stomachs, the crush of breasts, the frantic beating of two hearts against one another. Daria’s hands roamed greedily over the smooth plane of Mabel’s back, down to the curve of her ass, squeezing through the denim of her jeans.

“Off,” Mabel commanded against her lips, and they worked together in a feverish hurry, pushing jeans and panties down long legs, kicking them onto the growing pile of clothes on the floor.

Naked. They were both completely, utterly naked. The reality of it crashed over Daria, but before any doubt could creep in, Mabel was moving, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light.

“I need to taste you,” she stated, her voice thick with want. “I need to know what you taste like when you come.”

She maneuvered them, a fluid, graceful shift of limbs until she was straddling Daria’s face, her own wet, glistening center poised just above Daria’s mouth. The scent of her, musky and sweet, filled Daria’s senses. And below her, she felt the heat of Mabel’s breath on her own aching core.

The first touch of Mabel’s tongue was a lightning strike.

Daria gasped, her eyes rolling back in her head. It was an expert tongue, practiced and demanding, licking a long, slow stripe through her soaked folds before zeroing in on her clit with devastating precision. Daria moaned, the sound muffled against Mabel’s flesh, and reciprocated, lifting her head to bury her face in Mabel.

She was salt and honey and everything forbidden. Daria explored her with her tongue, mimicking the rhythm Mabel was establishing on her, learning what made Mabel’s thighs tremble and her breath hitch. The room filled with the wet, hungry sounds of their mutual feast, their moans creating a desperate, shared symphony.

Daria could feel the coil of her orgasm tightening, a desperate spring wound by Mabel’s relentless mouth. She focused her own efforts, circling Mabel’s clit with the tip of her tongue, then sucking gently, and was rewarded with a sharp, guttural cry that vibrated through her own body.

It was the final spark. The tension shattered.

Daria came with a broken scream, her body seizing, back bowing as waves of pure, blinding pleasure crashed through her. At the same moment, she felt Mabel convulse above her, her own climax triggered by Daria’s cry and the final, flicking stroke of her tongue. Mabel’s juices spilled over her chin as her own release soaked Mabel’s mouth.

They trembled together through the aftershocks, slowly, gently coming down. Mabel collapsed beside her, both of them breathing in ragged, shared gasps. The air was thick with the smell of sex and sweat.

After a long moment, Mabel turned onto her side, propping her head up on a hand. Her expression was soft, vulnerable in a way Daria had never seen. She traced a finger down Daria’s arm.

“Be my girlfriend,” Mabel said, her voice quiet but clear. No competition. No game. Just a question.

Daria hesitated, the ghost of their past whispering of caution. But it was faint, drowned out by the thrumming satisfaction in her veins and the new, terrifyingly wonderful truth of the woman beside her. She looked into Mabel’s hopeful eyes, at her kiss-swollen lips, and knew any other answer was impossible. “Yes.”

16 - REUNITING WITH HER STEPSISTER

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Anal Play

The profile picture was unmistakable. Even after a decade, Karen would know that defiant smirk and those dark, almond-shaped eyes anywhere. Her thumb hovered over the screen, her heart doing a sudden, frantic tap dance against her ribs. Jasmine. Her former stepsister. The girl she’d spent two years locked in a cold war with, their shared bathroom a nightly battleground of passive-aggressive Post-it notes and stolen shampoo.

Ten years. Their parents’ messy divorce had severed their forced connection, and she’d assumed that was that. Yet here Jasmine was, on her dating app, looking confident and devastatingly beautiful.

Before she could talk herself out of it, Karen typed a message. Well, this is a surprise. Long time no see.

The reply was almost instantaneous. Karen? No fucking way. Coffee? Tomorrow?

The coffee shop was all soft light and the rich aroma of roasted beans. Seeing Jasmine in person was a jolt. The teenage sharpness had melted into a sleek, powerful grace. They made awkward small talk, the ghosts of slammed doors and hissed arguments hovering between them.

“Look,” Karen finally said, stirring her latte. “I was a shit. A territorial, immature brat. I’m sorry.”

Jasmine’s rigid posture softened. A genuine smile touched her lips. “Me too. I wasn’t exactly a picnic. I think I was just… jealous. You were so sure of yourself.”

The admission hung in the air, charged and new. The old animosity wasn’t just fading; it was being rewritten, transformed into something else entirely. Karen felt a pull, a magnetic heat she hadn’t anticipated. “My apartment is just around the corner,” she heard herself say. “We could… talk more?”

The moment her front door clicked shut, the ten years vanished. There was no more past, no more future, only the pressing, urgent now. Jasmine turned, her back against the door, her gaze dropping to Karen’s lips.

“All those arguments,” Jasmine whispered, her voice husky. “All that fucking tension.”

“I know,” Karen breathed, closing the distance. “I think I know what it really was.”

Their first kiss wasn’t tentative. It was a culmination. A desperate, hungry claiming that tasted of mint and coffee and a decade of unsated curiosity. Jasmine’s mouth was soft and demanding, her tongue sliding against Karen’s with a practiced confidence that made her knees weak. Karen’s hands came up, tangling in the silken fall of Jasmine’s hair, pulling her closer until not a sliver of light could pass between them.

They stumbled through the apartment, a tangle of limbs and frantic hands, leaving a trail of discarded jackets and soft, breathless laughter. They fell onto Karen’s bed, a soft cloud of duvet and pillows.

“I need to see you,” Karen murmured, her fingers finding the hem of Jasmine’s top. “All of you.”

They undressed each other with a slow, reverent urgency. Buttons gave way to smooth skin. Zippers hissed open. Karen drank in the sight of Jasmine’s body—the gentle curve of her waist, the dark peaks of her nipples already taut with desire, the elegant line of her thighs. Jasmine’s hands were just as eager, pushing Karen’s jeans over her hips, her fingertips tracing the lace edge of her panties.

They fell back onto the mattress, skin against feverish skin. Karen’s mouth found Jasmine’s again as her hand slid down the flat plane of her stomach, through the neat triangle of dark hair, and into the wet heat between her legs. Jasmine gasped into the kiss, her back arching off the bed.

“God, Karen,” she moaned, her own hand mirroring the action, sliding into Karen’s slickness.

They moved together, a rhythm rediscovered, not learned. Fingers explored, stroked, and plunged. Karen focused on the feel of Jasmine around her, the way her body clenched and fluttered, the little gasps and whimpers that were music against her neck. She could feel her own climax building under Jasmine’s skilled touch, a tight coil of pleasure low in her belly, but she pulled back. Not yet.

She shifted down the bed, her kisses trailing over Jasmine’s quivering stomach, her hips. She buried her face in Jasmine’s sweetness, inhaling her musky, intoxicating scent. Her tongue found her core, and Jasmine cried out, her hands fisting in the sheets.

Karen feasted. She licked and sucked, tracing circles around her clit before drawing the sensitive bud into her mouth. Jasmine’s hips bucked off the mattress, a broken stream of pleas and affirmations falling from her lips. “Yes, right there, don’t stop, please…”

Remembering the toy in her drawer, Karen reached over without breaking her rhythm. The quiet buzz of the vibrator filled the room. She teased Jasmine’s entrance with it, watching her shudder, before pressing the slick, humming silicone against her clit.

Jasmine’s reaction was instantaneous and violent. Her whole body went rigid. A raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat as her orgasm slammed into her, waves of pleasure coursing through her. Karen held her through it, gentling her tongue, reducing the vibration until Jasmine was a trembling, boneless mess beneath her.

Breathless and smiling, Jasmine pulled her up for a deep, tasting kiss. “My turn,” she whispered, her eyes dark with renewed hunger.

She pushed Karen onto her back and worshipped her with her mouth. Where Karen had been methodical, Jasmine was ravenous. She laved at Karen’s folds, drinking her in, her tongue plunging deep before focusing on the aching, swollen nub of her clit. The sensation was so intense Karen saw stars behind her eyelids. She was close, so close, teetering on the edge.

Then she felt Jasmine reach for the vibrator again. The cool, slick plastic trailed down her thigh, behind her, and pressed against her most forbidden entrance.

Karen’s eyes flew open. “Jasmine…”

“Shhh,” Jasmine soothed, looking up from between her thighs, her chin glistening. “Just relax. I’ve got you.”

The initial pressure was a shocking, stretching fullness. Then Jasmine flicked the vibrator on.

The world shattered.

The dual sensations were unbearable. Jasmine’s relentless tongue on her clit and the deep, internal thrumming in her ass pushed her past any climax she’d ever known. It wasn’t a wave; it was a tsunami. Her back arched violently off the bed as a scream was ripped from her lungs. Pleasure, white-hot and absolute, electrocuted every nerve ending. Her release gushed out, soaking Jasmine’s chin and the sheets beneath her in a hot, pulsing rush. The contractions seemed to go on forever, wracking her body until she collapsed, utterly spent and trembling.

Jasmine crawled up her body, holding her close as the aftershocks subsided. They lay tangled together in the quiet, the only sound their syncing breaths. Karen nuzzled into Jasmine’s hair, inhaling the scent of sex and her.

“Stay,” Karen whispered into the darkness, the words feeling more right than anything she’d ever said. “Be my girlfriend. For real this time.”

17 - FINDING LOVE WITH DAD’S EX-WIFE

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / Age Gap / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine

The bass thumped through the floor, a visceral pulse that vibrated up through the soles of Mae’s boots and settled low in her belly. She was scanning the crowd, a sea of women bathed in neon and shadow, when her breath hitched. There. At the end of the bar, looking entirely too elegant for the gritty establishment, was Raya.

Not her stepmother. Not anymore. Just Raya.

Ten years vanished in a heartbeat. The quiet, respectful crush Mae had nursed as a teenager, a secret she’d buried out of loyalty to her father, roared to the surface, hot and insistent. She watched Raya swirl the ice in her glass, a faint, lonely smile on her lips. This was her chance.

Mae moved before she could second-guess herself. She slid onto the stool next to Raya, the familiar scent of her perfume—jasmine and sandalwood—washing over her. “Fancy meeting you here.”

Raya turned, her dark eyes widening in shock. “Mae? My god. What are you…?” Her gaze darted away, a flush creeping up her neck. “Look, if you’re here to yell at me about your father, I get it. I deserve it.”

“I’m not,” Mae said softly, signaling the bartender for two more of whatever Raya was drinking. “I heard. About you coming out. About the divorce.”

Raya’s shoulders tensed. “I couldn’t live a lie anymore, Mae. It wasn’t fair to him. It was…”

“...suffocating,” Mae finished for her. She took the fresh glass from the bartender and pushed it toward Raya. “I know. I always knew.” She let the words hang, heavy and loaded, between them.

Raya’s eyes snapped back to hers, searching. “What does that mean?”

The music swelled, a thrumming beat that gave Mae courage. She leaned in, her voice a low murmur meant only for Raya. “It means that when I was sixteen, I didn’t just think you were a great cook. I thought you were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I used to watch you, and my heart would hammer against my ribs like it was trying to escape.”

Raya’s lips parted in a soft, shocked ‘o’. The guardedness in her eyes began to melt, replaced by a dawning, hesitant curiosity. “Mae…”

“I never said anything. Out of respect. For him. For you.” Mae’s hand trembled as she reached out, her fingertips brushing the back of Raya’s hand where it rested on the polished wood. The contact was electric. “But he’s not here now. We are.”

The air between them crackled. Raya didn’t pull her hand away. Instead, she turned it, her fingers lacing tentatively with Mae’s. Oh god. Mae’s stomach flipped. This was really happening.

She leaned in closer, her gaze dropping to Raya’s mouth. “Can I…?” she whispered, the question hanging in the scant space between their lips.

Raya didn’t answer with words. She closed the distance herself.

The kiss was tentative at first, a soft, questioning press of lips. But then Raya’s free hand came up to cup Mae’s jaw, her thumb stroking her cheek, and the kiss deepened. It was a decade of pent-up longing unleashed. It was sweet and hungry and tasted of gin and liberation. Mae’s head spun. I’m kissing Raya. I’m really kissing her.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathless. Raya’s cheeks were flushed a delicious shade of pink. “Can we go back to your place?” she asked, her voice husky. “Right now.”

The short cab ride was a blur of tangled limbs and hungry, searching kisses. Clothes were tugged at, moans were swallowed. They stumbled through the door of Mae’s apartment, a whirlwind of desperate hands and frantic energy.

“Bedroom,” Mae gasped between kisses, leading Raya down the hall by her hand.

The second the bedroom door clicked shut, the last vestiges of hesitation evaporated. They were a frenzy of motion, tearing at buttons and zippers, pushing fabric over hips and shoulders. A strap snapped. A soft laugh bubbled out of Raya as they fumbled, a sound of pure, unadulterated joy. Soon, they stood bare, skin glowing in the dim light from the streetlamp outside the window. Mae drank her in—the elegant curve of her neck, the swell of her breasts, the silver stretch marks on her hips she remembered from stolen glances at a shared bathroom years ago. Even more beautiful.

Mae guided Raya onto the bed, covering her body with her own. Their mouths met again, a searing, open-mouthed kiss as their hands began to explore. Mae kissed her way down Raya’s body, worshiping every inch—the hollow of her throat, the peak of a nipple that tightened instantly under her tongue, the soft plane of her stomach. Raya arched beneath her, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her fingers tangling in Mae’s hair.

Mae looked up, her eyes locking with Raya’s. “I’ve wanted to taste you for so long.”

A low, desperate moan was her answer.

Mae shifted, moving with a purpose born of a thousand fantasies. She positioned herself over Raya, lowering her own hips until her wet heat was hovering just above Raya’s mouth. Simultaneously, she spread Raya’s thighs and buried her face between them.

The world narrowed to sensation. The first touch of Mae’s tongue to Raya’s core was an explosion of flavor—musky, sweet, and uniquely her. Raya cried out, the sound muffled against Mae’s own slick flesh, and then her tongue began to move. It was a perfect, mirrored rhythm. As Mae’s tongue stroked and probed, flicking over Raya’s swollen clit, Raya did the same to her.

Mae groaned, the vibration against Raya’s most sensitive spot making the older woman buck her hips. The dual pleasure was overwhelming. Mae was lost in the taste of Raya, in the feel of Raya’s eager mouth on her, in the symphony of their combined moans and the wet, slick sounds of their lovemaking. She felt Raya’s thighs begin to tremble around her head, her breaths becoming sharp, frantic pants.

“Mae… I’m so close…” Raya gasped.

The words spurred Mae on. She slid two fingers deep inside Raya, curling them, finding that spot that made Raya scream. As her fingers worked and her tongue circled Raya’s clit, Raya’s own ministrations became more frantic. The tension coiled, tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap.

It broke with a raw, guttural cry from Raya. Her body shuddered violently, her release flooding Mae’s mouth. The intense clenching of her inner muscles around Mae’s fingers was the final trigger for Mae, who came with a broken sob against Raya’s thigh, her own pleasure washing over her in relentless, pulsing waves.

They collapsed together, a sweaty, breathless tangle of limbs. For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing slowing to a calm rhythm. Mae traced idle patterns on Raya’s damp skin, her mind reeling.

A sliver of reality crept in. My father’s wife. My father’s ex-wife. A flicker of guilt, cold and sharp. But it was immediately drowned out by the warm, satiated glow humming through her entire body. She wanted this. She wanted more.

She turned her head on the pillow to look at Raya, whose eyes were closed, a serene smile on her face. “Raya?” Mae’s voice was soft, tentative.

“Hmm?”

“Be my girlfriend.”

Raya’s eyes fluttered open. The serenity was replaced by a flicker of wariness. “Mae… it’s so complicated. The divorce is fresh. Your father…”

“I don’t care about complicated,” Mae whispered, her heart hammering again, but for a different reason now. “I care about you. I’ve always cared about you. I want you.”

Raya was silent for a long moment, her gaze searching Mae’s face. She saw the earnest desire, the years of longing, the woman she had become. The wariness in her eyes softened, melted away by a warmth that started deep within. A slow, beautiful smile spread across her lips. “Okay. Let’s do it.”

18 - FROM BOARDROOM BATTLES TO BEDROOM BLISS

FF / Taboo / Stepsister / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Fingering / Blindfold / Cunnilingus

The clink of crystal and the low hum of corporate small talk faded into a dull buzz as Margot’s eyes landed on a familiar profile across the crowded hotel ballroom. It was a face from another life, sharpened by a decade but unmistakable. Justine. Her former stepsister, her teenage rival, was here, coolly sipping champagne as part of the executive board from the firm her company was desperately trying to outmaneuver. A cold knot of old competitiveness tightened in Margot’s stomach, but it was quickly warmed by a hotter, more surprising spark of curiosity.

She moved through the crowd, her heels clicking a deliberate rhythm on the marble floor. “Justine Walker? My god, it is you.”

Justine turned, her eyes—a striking shade of hazel Margot had never forgotten—widening in genuine shock before narrowing with calculated coolness. “Margot Sinclair? I read about your promotion. Congratulations.”

The formality was a shield. Margot could feel the old electricity between them, the same charge that used to power their screaming matches over stolen sweaters and bathroom time. “Thank you,” Margot replied, a sly smile playing on her lips.

“Well, you earned it,” Justine admitted, her voice even, but a faint blush crept up her neck. “Unlike that black dress you ‘borrowed’ for prom and never returned.”

“I think our current potential merger is a slightly more pressing topic than vintage formalwear,” Margot said, leaning in slightly. “But since you brought it up, you said I could keep it.”

“You stretched out the sleeves,” Justine retorted with a slight chuckle. “I didn’t want it back after you ruined it.”

The old barb landed, and Margot’s composure cracked into a genuine grin. “You are still impossible.”

“And you’re still the only one who can keep up,” Justine replied, the double meaning hanging thick between them.

“Our meeting today was… inconclusive. Perhaps we could continue? Somewhere quieter. My suite. We can discuss terms without an audience,” Margot suggested, her eyes twinkling as she took a sip of champagne.

The offer hung in the air, charged and dangerous. Justine’s gaze flickered over Margot’s face, assessing, remembering. Finally, she gave a slow, deliberate nod. “Alright. Terms.”

An hour later, the door to Margot’s luxurious suite clicked shut, muting the world outside. The tension from the event had transmuted, shifting from professional hostility to something intensely personal. A bottle of wine sat opened but largely ignored on the coffee table.

“I was a nightmare,” Justine admitted, swirling the burgundy liquid in her glass. “The things I said to you… about your ambitions, about your friends. I was jealous. It was immature.”

“We were both nightmares,” Margot conceded, moving to sit beside her on the plush sofa. “I deliberately hid your acceptance letter from Stanford for two days just to watch you panic.”

Justine’s eyes widened. “I knew it.” But there was no anger left, only the wistful acknowledgment of a faded war. “Why are we doing this? Really?”

Margot didn’t answer with words. She leaned forward, closing the small space between them, and pressed her lips to Justine’s. It wasn’t a gentle exploration; it was a claiming, a release of a decade of pent-up, misdirected energy. And Justine didn’t hesitate. She met the kiss with equal fervor, her hands coming up to cup Margot’s face, her fingers tangling in her dark hair.

The kiss deepened, a silent language of want and finally. Margot’s tongue traced the seam of Justine’s lips, and she opened for her with a soft gasp. The taste of her was intoxicating, a mix of expensive wine and a uniquely Justine flavor that unlocked a flood of sensory memories. Margot’s hands slid from her face, down her neck, over the sleek silk of her blouse to grasp her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were aligned.

They stumbled toward the bedroom, a tangle of limbs and desperate kisses, shedding clothes in a trail of discarded professionalism. Margo pushed Justine back onto the enormous bed, following her down, covering her body with her own. The sight of her—pale skin flushed, chest rising and falling rapidly, lips swollen from kissing—was utterly devastating.

Margot’s mouth left Justine’s, tracing a hot, wet path down her jaw, her neck, lingering in the hollow of her throat. She took one peaked nipple into her mouth, sucking deeply through the lace of her bra until Justine cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Margot…”

The plea was all the encouragement she needed. Her hands and mouth worked in concert, learning the landscape of a body she’d only ever seen in envious glimpses. She peeled away the remaining lace and silk, her thumbs drawing circles on the sensitive skin of Justine’s inner thighs, moving higher, always higher, until she was tracing the very heart of her.

Justine was soaked, her arousal a slick, hot welcome against Margot’s probing fingers. “Please,” she begged again, her voice stripped of all its boardroom certainty.

With a slow, deliberate pressure, Margot slid two fingers inside her, a deep, curling thrust that made Justine’s eyes roll back in her head. She set a rhythm, a relentless, building pace, her thumb finding its counterpart on her clit, circling in tight, dizzying patterns. She watched, enthralled, as Justine came apart beneath her, her cries becoming incoherent, her body clenching around Margot’s fingers in waves of intense pleasure.

As Justine’s breaths began to even out, Margot reached for her discarded silk scarf, the one she’d worn to the event. She held it up, a question in her eyes.

“What do you think?” she whispered, her voice husky.

A slow, daring smile spread across Justine’s face. “Yes.”

Margot folded the deep blue silk and tied it gently but firmly over Justine’s eyes, plunging her into darkness. The loss of sight was immediate and profound. Every other sense roared to life. The feel of the cool air on her skin, the weight of Margot settling between her legs, the sound of her own ragged breathing.

Margot’s mouth found her again, but this time, Justine couldn’t anticipate it. The first touch of Margot’s tongue against her sensitive, oversensitized flesh was an electric shock. She jumped, a cry torn from her throat. Every flick, every suck, every deep, languid stroke was amplified, a surprise that made her gasp and twist against the sheets. Margot held her hips down, pinning her in place, devouring her with a focus that was both worship and domination. The orgasm built faster this time, a coiling, unbearable tension that shattered with a force that left her sobbing, her fingers gripping the duvet for an anchor in the sensory storm.

The blindfold came off. Justine blinked up at Margot, her vision blurry with tears of release. Margot was looking down at her with an expression of raw, undisguised awe. She lowered herself, their sweat-slicked bodies pressing together from chest to thigh, and kissed her, letting Justine taste herself on her lips.

They lay like that for long moments, entangled, the only sound their slowing heartbeats. Margot nuzzled into Justine’s neck, inhaling the scent of sex and perfume.

“This…” Margot began, her voice barely a whisper against Justine’s skin. “This can’t be just tonight. This can’t be just a… a merger of the week. I want more. I want you. The rivalry, the history… it just makes me want you more.”

Justine turned her head, her lips brushing Margot’s forehead. She’d spent a lifetime fighting her, then a decade forgetting her, and now an hour rediscovering her in the most primal way possible. The intensity wasn’t just passion; it was recognition.

“But the merger… Our jobs…” Justine murmured, her fingers tracing idle patterns on Margot’s bare back.

“I know.”

“People will talk.”

“Let them.”

Justine smiled, a real, unfiltered smile that reached her eyes. She pulled Margot closer, until their faces were inches apart. “Alright.”

19 - A NIECE’S FORBIDDEN DESIRES

FF / Taboo / Aunt / Romantic / First Time / Cheating / Age Gap / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Masturbation

Adrienne had always known her desires were forbidden. The way her heart raced when Chastity walked into the room, the way her breath caught in her throat whenever their eyes met—it was wrong. But knowing that didn’t stop the ache, the longing that had grown inside her since the first time she’d laid eyes on her uncle’s wife. Chastity was everything Adrienne wasn’t: confident, poised, and effortlessly beautiful. And yet, there was something in the way Chastity looked at her, a flicker of something that Adrienne couldn’t quite name but felt deep in her core.

It started innocently enough. When Adrienne began working at her uncle’s restaurant, Chastity took her under her wing.

“You’re family,” Chastity had said with a warm smile, her hand resting lightly on Adrienne’s shoulder.

The touch had sent a jolt of electricity through Adrienne’s body, one she’d tried to ignore. But as the weeks went on, the casual touches became more frequent, the lingering glances more intense. Adrienne found herself looking forward to their shifts together, the way Chastity’s laugh would light up the room, the way her perfume lingered in the air long after she’d left.

One night, after the restaurant had closed, Chastity offered to drive Adrienne home. “It’s late,” Chastity said, her voice soft but firm. “You shouldn’t be walking alone.”

Adrienne hesitated for a moment, her heart pounding in her chest, but she nodded. As they drove through the quiet streets, the air between them felt charged, heavy with unspoken words. When they reached Adrienne’s apartment, she found herself inviting Chastity inside before she could second-guess herself.

“Just for a drink,” Adrienne said, her voice trembling slightly.

Chastity hesitated, her eyes searching Adrienne’s face, but then she nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. Inside, Adrienne poured them each a glass of wine, her hands shaking as she handed one to Chastity. They sat on the couch, the silence between them thick with tension.

“Adrienne,” Chastity began, her voice barely above a whisper. “We need to talk.”

Adrienne felt her heart skip a beat, her stomach churning with a mix of fear and anticipation. She took a deep breath, her fingers tightening around the stem of her glass.

“I know,” Adrienne said, her voice trembling. “I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help the way I feel about you.”

Her words hung in the air, the weight of them pressing down on her chest. She looked up, her eyes meeting Chastity’s, and for a moment, neither of them spoke. Then, slowly, Chastity reached out, her fingers brushing against Adrienne’s cheek.

“It is wrong,” Chastity said, her voice soft but conflicted. “But I can’t pretend anymore either.”

Before Adrienne could respond, Chastity leaned in, her lips brushing against Adrienne’s in a kiss that was both tender and desperate. Adrienne’s breath caught in her throat, her body trembling as she kissed Chastity back, her hands reaching up to tangle in Chastity’s hair.

They pulled away, their foreheads resting together, their breaths mingling in the tight space between them.

“We shouldn’t do this,” Chastity murmured, her voice filled with a longing that mirrored Adrienne’s own. “But I can’t stop myself.”

Adrienne didn’t respond with words. Instead, she stood, taking Chastity’s hand and leading her to the bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting shadows on the walls. Adrienne turned to face Chastity, her heart pounding in her chest as she reached up to undo the buttons of her own shirt. Slowly, Chastity followed suit, her fingers trembling as she slipped out of her clothes.

When they were both naked, Adrienne took a moment to admire Chastity’s body, the way the light played over her curves, the way her skin seemed to glow. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Chastity’s stomach, her touch feather-light. Chastity shivered, her breath hitching as Adrienne’s hands moved higher, cupping her breasts.

“You’re so beautiful,” Adrienne whispered, her voice filled with awe. She leaned in, her lips brushing against Chastity’s nipple, her tongue flicking out to tease it.

Chastity moaned softly, her hands tangling in Adrienne’s hair as she arched into the touch.

Encouraged, Adrienne continued, her lips and tongue working in tandem as she brought Chastity to the edge of pleasure. When she finally pulled away, Chastity’s breaths were coming in short, sharp gasps, her eyes dark with desire.

“Lie down,” Adrienne whispered, her voice husky with need.

Chastity obeyed, stretching out on the bed, her legs parted in silent invitation. Adrienne knelt between them, her hands trembling as she traced the curve of Chastity’s thighs. She leaned in, her tongue darting out to taste Chastity’s wetness, eliciting a sharp gasp.

As Adrienne continued to lick and suck, Chastity’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against Adrienne’s mouth. Adrienne could feel the tension building in Chastity’s body, the way her muscles tightened as she neared the edge. When Chastity finally came, her cries echoing in the quiet room, Adrienne couldn’t help but smile with satisfaction. They lay together afterwards, their bodies entwined, their breaths slowly returning to normal.

Chastity’s hand trailed down Adrienne’s body, her fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. “Touch yourself,” Chastity murmured, her voice low and husky.

Adrienne hesitated for a moment, her heart racing, but then she obeyed, her fingers slipping between her legs as Chastity watched with hungry eyes. Adrienne’s breath hitched as she began to touch herself, her body trembling with need.

“Let me taste you,” Chastity whispered, her voice filled with a raw desire that made Adrienne’s stomach tighten. She moved between Adrienne’s legs, her tongue darting out to taste her wetness, eliciting a sharp gasp from Adrienne.

As Chastity continued to lick and suck, Adrienne’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against Chastity’s mouth. Adrienne could feel the tension building in her body, the way her muscles tightened as she neared the edge. When she finally came, her cries echoing in the quiet room, Chastity couldn’t help but smile with satisfaction.

“So good,” Chastity purred, her lips still wet as she crawled back up to kiss Adrienne deeply, their bodies pressed together in the afterglow.

Adrienne’s body was still humming with pleasure as Chastity held her tightly. “That was… incredible,” Adrienne whispered.

Chastity turned to Adrienne, her eyes filled with a mix of desire and guilt. “We have to be careful,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “No one can know about this.”

Adrienne nodded, her heart aching with the weight of Chastity’s words. But as Chastity leaned in, her lips brushing against Adrienne’s once more, she knew that no matter how forbidden it was, she couldn’t turn away from this.

“No one will ever know,” Adrienne whispered, her voice firm despite the fear that lingered in her chest.
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The crackle of the firewood was drowned out by Kelsey’s incessant commentary. “No, Anna, you’re doing it all wrong. You need to stack the wood like this,” Kelsey said, her tone dripping with condescension as she knelt beside Anna, rearranging the logs with a flick of her wrist.

Anna’s jaw tightened. Why does she always have to be so damn controlling? She forced a tight smile, her irritation simmering just below the surface.

The family camping trip had started out fun, but Kelsey was starting to get on Anna’s nerves. Her sister-in-law had always been a know-it-all, ever since she’d joined the family.

“I’ve started fires before, Kelsey,” Anna muttered, her voice low but sharp.

Kelsey tilted her head, her lips curling into a smirk. “Clearly not very well.”

That was it. Anna stood abruptly, brushing the dirt off her jeans. “You know what? You do it. I’m going for a walk.” She didn’t wait for a response before stomping off into the woods, the sound of Kelsey’s exasperated sigh fading behind her.

The forest was quiet, the only sounds being the crunch of leaves under her boots and the occasional chirp of a bird. Anna’s anger slowly ebbed away as she walked, the fresh air clearing her mind. But as the minutes turned into an hour, she realized she hadn’t been paying attention to the path. Where the hell am I? She spun in a slow circle, the trees all looking the same. Panic prickled at the edges of her thoughts.

“Anna!”

The sound of her name made her freeze. It was Kelsey’s voice, faint but unmistakable. Relief washed over her. “Over here!” she called back, her voice carrying through the trees.

Moments later, Kelsey appeared, her cheeks flushed from exertion. “God, Anna, you scared the hell out of me. What were you thinking, wandering off like that?”

Anna opened her mouth to snap back, but the genuine concern in Kelsey’s eyes stopped her. “I… I needed some space,” she admitted, her voice softer now.

Kelsey sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Look, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be such a… you know.”

A small smile tugged at Anna’s lips. “Bitch?”

Kelsey chuckled. “Yeah, that.”

They walked side by side in silence for a while, the tension between them easing with each step. Anna glanced at Kelsey, noticing the way the sunlight filtering through the trees caught in her hair. She’s actually kind of beautiful, she thought, the realization surprising her.

“You know,” Anna began hesitantly, “I think part of the reason I get so annoyed with you is because… I like you.”

Kelsey stopped walking, her brows furrowing. “What do you mean?”

Anna took a deep breath, her heart pounding. “I mean, I like you. More than I should.”

Kelsey stared at her for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then, to Anna’s shock, she stepped closer, her hand brushing against Anna’s. “I like you too,” she admitted softly.

The air between them seemed to crackle with electricity, the tension shifting from frustration to something far more charged. Anna’s breath caught as Kelsey leaned in, their lips brushing tentatively at first, then with increasing urgency.

They pulled apart reluctantly, both aware of the line they were crossing. “We shouldn’t,” Anna whispered, though her body was already betraying her.

Kelsey’s eyes were dark with desire. “I know.”

—

The next day, the tension between them was palpable. At the lake, Kelsey swam close to Anna, her bikini clinging to her curves. Anna couldn’t help but admire the way the water dripped down Kelsey’s skin, her desire growing with every glance.

“You’re staring,” Kelsey teased, her lips curving into a sly smile.

Anna flushed but didn’t look away. “Can you blame me?”

Kelsey’s laughter was low and throaty, sending a shiver down Anna’s spine.

—

That night, Anna lay in her tent, her mind racing. She was still processing what had happened between them when the zipper of her tent slid open. Kelsey slipped inside, her eyes gleaming in the dim light.

“What are you doing?” Anna whispered, her heart pounding.

Kelsey didn’t answer. Instead, she leaned in, capturing Anna’s lips in a searing kiss. Anna hesitated for only a moment before kissing her back, her hands tangling in Kelsey’s hair.

They undressed each other slowly, their breaths coming in shallow gasps. Kelsey’s fingers traced a path down Anna’s body, teasing her nipples before sliding lower. Anna let out a soft moan, quickly stifling it with her hand.

“We have to be quiet,” Kelsey murmured, her voice husky with need.

Kelsey’s touch was electric, her fingers exploring Anna with practiced skill. Anna arched into her, her body trembling with pleasure. Their legs tangled together, their wetness mingling as they moved against each other.

Kelsey slid down Anna’s body, her tongue flicking over Anna’s clit with a precision that made Anna’s toes curl.

“Oh god,” Anna whispered, her fingers gripping the sleeping bag as she tried to stay quiet.

The pleasure built rapidly, Kelsey’s relentless pace driving Anna to the edge. When she came, her body convulsed, her juices spilling onto Kelsey’s tongue. Kelsey kissed her way back up Anna’s body, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss.

They lay together, their limbs entwined, the only sound their ragged breathing. But the moment was fleeting. “I have to go,” Kelsey whispered, regret in her voice.

As Kelsey slipped out of the tent, Anna felt a pang of guilt. What are we doing? But as she lay there, the taste of Kelsey still on her lips, she couldn’t help but hope they’d find another moment like this before the trip ended.

—

The next morning, Anna woke to the sound of her brother’s voice outside the tent. “Kelsey, did you sleep okay?”

Anna’s stomach twisted with guilt.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Kelsey replied, her voice steady.

Anna closed her eyes, the memory of the night before flooding her mind. She didn’t know what to do, but one thing was certain: she couldn’t stop thinking about Kelsey. As the day began, the tension between them grew, each glance loaded with unspoken desire.

Later that afternoon, they found themselves alone by the lake. Kelsey’s hand brushed against Anna’s, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “Tonight?” Kelsey whispered, her voice barely audible.

Anna’s heart raced. She nodded, her breath catching in her throat.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, Anna sat by the fire, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She caught Kelsey’s eye across the flames, and the promise in her gaze made Anna’s pulse quicken.

The family eventually retired to their tents, the camp falling silent under the stars. Anna lay in her sleeping bag, her body buzzing with anticipation. The sound of the tent zipper sliding open made her heart skip a beat.

“Anna,” Kelsey whispered, her voice thick with need.

Anna’s breath hitched as Kelsey slipped into the tent, their lips meeting in a desperate kiss.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” Kelsey murmured against her lips.

Anna’s response was cut short as Kelsey’s hand slid between her legs, her fingers already slick with arousal. “Tell me you want this,” Kelsey whispered, her voice trembling with desire.

“I want you,” Anna gasped, her hips arching into Kelsey’s touch.

Kelsey’s lips curved into a satisfied smile as she slid down Anna’s body, her breath warm against Anna’s inner thigh. “Let me taste you again,” she murmured, her tongue flicking over Anna’s clit.

Anna’s fingers tangled in Kelsey’s hair, her moans muffled by her free hand. The pleasure was overwhelming, her body trembling as Kelsey brought her closer to the edge.

“Don’t stop,” Anna whispered, her voice a desperate plea.

Kelsey’s tongue worked faster, her fingers joining the rhythm. Anna’s body tensed, her orgasm building with undeniable force. When it hit, she bit down on her lip to stifle her cries, her body shaking with the intensity of her release.

Kelsey put her arms around Anna, holding her tightly. “You’re so beautiful when you come,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe.

Anna’s heart swelled with emotion, but the guilt was still there, lurking in the back of her mind. “We can’t keep doing this,” she murmured, though her body was already craving more.

Kelsey’s eyes softened as she brushed a strand of hair from Anna’s face. “I know. But I can’t stay away from you.”

Their lips met again, the fire between them burning brighter than ever. As they lost themselves in each other, the weight of their secret hung over them, a dangerous thrill neither could resist.

The sound of a rustling tent nearby made them freeze. “Kelsey?” her brother’s groggy voice called out.

Kelsey’s eyes widened in panic. “Shit,” she whispered, quickly pulling away from Anna.

“Kelsey, where are you?”

Kelsey’s breath was shallow as she whispered, “I have to go.”

Anna’s heart pounded as Kelsey slipped out of the tent, her mind racing. What if he finds out? But she already knew it wasn’t over.
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