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“We shouldn’t be doing this,” Hannah whispered, her voice a strained thread of sound in the dark, quiet room.

“I know,” Gabriel murmured against her lips, his breath warm and tasting of wine and desire.

His mouth found hers again, not with the gentle exploration of their first kiss in the foyer, but with a raw, claiming hunger that made her knees weak. Every rational thought screamed that this was Louis’s brother, her future brother-in-law, in his parents’ house, while her fiancé was still out at the bar. But the scream was distant, drowned out by the roaring pulse of blood in her ears and the exquisite pressure of his hands on her lower back, pulling her hard against him.

—

This is how it began.

Only a few hours earlier, the nervous flutter in Hannah’s stomach had been about meeting Louis’s family, not his brother’s intoxicating gaze. The flight to Paris was a blur of excitement. The car ride to the stately home in a leafy arrondissement was a montage of elegant stone buildings and whispered anxieties.

Louis, charming and effortlessly confident, had squeezed her hand. “They will adore you, ma chérie. How could they not?”

But it was Gabriel who opened the heavy oak door. Where Louis was all warm, sun-kissed charm, Gabriel was his stark, dramatic contrast. Taller, with darker hair that fell artlessly across his forehead, and intense blue eyes that seemed to see right through her polite smile to the nervous woman beneath. He wore his confidence like a well-tailored jacket—quiet, innate, and incredibly attractive.

Her fiancé’s brother. She’d chided herself immediately, burying the illicit thought as Louis clapped Gabriel on the shoulder and made introductions.

The night at the dimly lit Parisian bar was a whirlwind of French phrases she didn’t understand, laughter that grew too loud, and glasses of pastis that appeared far too quickly. Louis was in his element, holding court, telling animated stories to old friends who stopped by their table. Hannah tried to keep up, but the strong liquor and the jet lag were a potent combination. The room began to tilt, the voices melting into a distant hum.

“I think… I need to go,” she finally slurred, leaning heavily into Louis’s side.

He kissed her temple, his own speech slightly thickened by drink. “So soon? Stay, darling. One more round!”

It was Gabriel who stood, his movement fluid and steady despite the alcohol. “I will take her. You stay. Enjoy your friends.” His tone brooked no argument, and Louis, already turning back to his glass, just waved a hand in acquiescence.

The cab ride was a silent, spinning universe. Hannah stared out at the blurring lights of Paris, hyper-aware of Gabriel’s thigh pressed against hers on the vinyl seat. He didn’t speak, just watched her, his gaze a physical weight.

The house was dark and silent, empty. “Mes parents sont sortis,” Gabriel said, his voice low as he closed the front door, plunging them into an intimate quiet. “They are out.”

The air crackled. Hannah’s head was still fuzzy, but a new, sharp awareness was cutting through the drunken haze. She made a show of looking for her purse, just to have something to do.

“Hannah.” He said her name like it was a secret. She turned. He was closer than she expected.

His finger, under her chin, tilted her face up to his. His eyes searched hers. “You are so beautiful. Louis is a very lucky man.”

The words were wrong. They were a key turning in a lock she’d sworn to keep shut. “Gabriel… we can’t.” The protest was weak, automatic. Her body was already leaning into his space, betraying her.

“Why not?” he whispered, his mouth inches from hers. “Tell me you do not feel this.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He closed the distance, and the world dissolved into that first, devastating kiss in the foyer. It was all the permission she needed. The last of her resistance crumbled, burned away by the heat of his mouth and the iron-hard feel of his arms around her.

Which led them here. To his bedroom door. To her whispered, feeble protest.

“I know,” he’d said. And then his hands were everywhere. His fingers, clever and urgent, found the zipper of her dress. The sound of it sliding down was obscenely loud. The delicate fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in only her lace underwear and heels. The cool night air from the open window kissed her skin, raising goosebumps, but it was nothing compared to the heat of his gaze.

“Mon Dieu,” he breathed, his eyes devouring her.

He buried his face in the curve of her neck, his mouth hot and hungry against her skin as his hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples through the lace of her bra. A sharp, aching need coiled low in her belly.

With a low growl, he unhooked the bra, tossing it aside, and his mouth was on her. He sucked one taut peak into the wet, devastating heat of his mouth, his tongue flicking and circling while his hand kneaded her other breast. Hannah cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him to her. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure that made her legs tremble.

She pushed at his shirt, desperate to feel his skin. He obliged, tearing the garment over his head. His chest was sculpted and lean, dusted with dark hair. Her hands roamed over the hard planes of his stomach, up to his shoulders. He was all taut muscle and radiating warmth.

Driven by a daring she didn’t recognize in herself, Hannah dropped to her knees. Her fingers fumbled with his belt, then the button of his jeans, the zipper. She pushed everything down, and he sprang free, thick and hard and utterly imposing. The reality of what she was about to do sent a fresh wave of guilty heat through her. It was wrong. So exquisitely wrong.

She looked up at him, her eyes wide. He stared down, his expression one of raw, primal anticipation. Holding his gaze, she opened her mouth and took him in.

The taste of him, musky and male, filled her senses. She heard his sharp, guttural groan above her as she slid her lips down his length, her tongue swirling around the head before taking him deeper. Her hands gripped his hips, holding him steady as she began to move, finding a rhythm dictated by his ragged breathing and the guiding pressure of his hand in her hair. The power was intoxicating. This is Louis’s brother, the thought echoed, but it only made the act feel more forbidden, more thrilling.

With a muttered curse in French, he pulled her up, his mouth crashing onto hers again, letting her taste herself on him. He walked her backward until her knees hit the edge of his bed, and they tumbled onto the crisp white duvet in a tangle of limbs.

He kissed his way down her body—her collar bone, the swell of her breasts, her quivering stomach—until he reached the scrap of lace that was her last defense. He hooked his fingers in the sides and slowly, so slowly, drew them down her legs, his eyes never leaving her most intimate place.

He spread her legs, and his hot breath ghosted over her core. Hannah gasped, arching off the bed. Then his tongue was on her, a flat, demanding stroke that made her see stars. He licked and sucked and probed, his hands holding her hips down as she writhed against his mouth. He was relentless, a master of this particular art, building the pressure inside her to a fever pitch. She came with a broken cry, her body convulsing under the relentless, worshipful assault of his tongue.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving up her body, positioning himself between her thighs. The blunt, insistent head of his cock pressed against her entrance, slick with her own arousal. He paused, his eyes locking with hers, a final, silent question in the dark.

She answered by lifting her hips, taking him in.

He slid inside her in one long, smooth, breathtaking thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her in a way Louis never had. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew more frantic. Each thrust was a punctuation mark in their silent, desperate conversation. The decadent slap of skin on skin, his guttural groans in her ear, the way her nails scored his back—it was a symphony of betrayal, and she was its willing conductor.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice ragged.

She obeyed without hesitation, getting onto her hands and knees. The new position was deeper, more animalistic. He entered her from behind, one hand gripping her hip, the other tangling in her hair. Each thrust went deeper, hitting a spot that made her cry out with every plunge. She could feel the sweat-slicked heat of his chest against her back. She could hear the ragged hitch of his breath.

“Oui, comme ça,” he grunted, driving into her harder, faster.

The pleasure built again, a terrifying wave about to crash. She was saying his name, a mantra of sin, “Gabriel, Gabriel, Gabriel…” The orgasm ripped through her, violent and consuming, milking him, pulling his own release from him. With a final, deep thrust and a raw shout, he emptied himself inside her, his body shuddering against hers.

They collapsed onto the damp sheets, a mess of tangled limbs and spent desire. He pulled her against his chest, his heart hammering against her back. The silence of the house returned, now heavy with what they had done.

Hannah’s mind, clearing from the fog of wine and lust, began to race. What have I done? The guilt was a cold stone in her stomach, but it couldn’t compete with the warm, languid pleasure still humming through her veins.

“We can never speak of this,” she whispered into the darkness.

“Never,” he agreed, his arms tightening around her.

A key rattled in the front door lock downstairs. Then Louis’s voice, cheerful and drunk, calling out, “Hannah? Gabriel? I’m home!”

Hannah and Gabriel rushed to put on their clothes.

“We’ll be down in a minute,” Hannah hollered, her mind spinning with guilty thoughts. She knew it was wrong, yet part of her hoped they could do it again before the trip was over.

2 - BETRAYAL AT SEA
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The hum of the ship’s engine was a low, constant vibration beneath Diane’s feet, a feeling that mirrored the restless energy coursing through her. She swirled the amber liquid in her glass, the ice cubes clinking a soft, lonely rhythm. Across the small table, Jack laughed at something the bartender said, his smile so easy, so genuine, that it made her chest ache with a confusing mixture of resentment and desire.

How could he be so charming? she thought, her knuckles white around her glass. It’s all an act. A very convincing, very handsome act.

Her mother’s fiancé. The words tasted like ash. He was only a decade older than her own twenty-five years, a fact her mother seemed blissfully, foolishly ignorant of. All Diane saw was a gold-digger, a man preying on a wealthy, lonely widow. At least, that’s all she tried to see.

“Another?” Jack asked, his voice pulling her from her thoughts. He gestured to her nearly empty glass, his eyes catching the dim, moody lighting of the bar. They were a startling shade of blue, the kind you only see in deep, tropical water.

“Why not?” she said, her voice tighter than she intended. “Mom’s getting a massage. What else is there to do?”

He flagged down the bartender and ordered two more whiskeys, neat this time. “We could talk,” he suggested, turning his full attention to her. It was unnerving, how focused he could be. As if she were the only person in the room. As if her mother didn’t exist.

“What could we possibly have to talk about?” The bitterness slipped out, a defense mechanism she’d honed to a fine point.

Jack didn’t flinch. He just studied her, a faint, knowing smile playing on his lips. “I don’t know, Diane. The weather? The stock market? The fact that you’ve been looking at me like you want to either kill me or kiss me since the moment we met?”

The air left her lungs. He’d noticed. Of course he’d noticed. The heat that flooded her cheeks was immediate and infuriating. She looked down, suddenly fascinated by the polished wood of the bar.

“I don’t… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she stammered, the lie pathetic even to her own ears.

“Don’t you?” he murmured, leaning in closer. His cologne, something clean and spicy, washed over her. “Because I’ve been trying to figure it out myself. Trying to be the good guy. The man who is lucky to be marrying your incredible mother.”

The new drinks arrived. Diane snatched hers and took a large swallow, the liquor burning a welcome path down her throat, giving her a shot of false courage.

“And what have you figured out?” she challenged, meeting his gaze again, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“That I’m not a very good guy,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, intimate timbre that vibrated right through her. “Because all I can think about when I look at you is how breathtaking you are. And how very, very wrong that is.”

The confession hung between them, thick and heavy and dangerous. It was everything she’d secretly hoped for and everything she knew she should run from. The fight drained out of her, replaced by a pulsing, needy warmth low in her belly.

“I think about it, too,” she whispered, the admission feeling like a betrayal and a liberation all at once. “God, I hate that I do, but I do.”

Jack’s jaw tightened. A war was raging behind his eyes. “Diane… we can’t. I’m marrying her. This is… it’s the worst thing we could possibly do.”

The rejection, though expected, was a physical blow. Humiliation washed over her, hot and swift. “Right. Of course. I’m… I’m so stupid.” She moved to stand, to flee, but his hand shot out and caught her wrist. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers.

“I said it was wrong,” he breathed, his eyes dark with a hunger that stole the air from her lungs. “I didn’t say I could stop.”

And then he was leaning across the small table, his free hand cupping her jaw, and his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claim. A hot, desperate press of lips that tasted of whiskey and pure, unadulterated want. A small, shocked sound escaped her throat before she melted into it, her lips parting, her own hand coming up to clutch the front of his shirt. The world—the ship, her mother, every shred of propriety—simply dissolved into the slick, heated sensation of his tongue sliding against hers.

When he finally pulled back, they were both breathing heavily. “My room,” she gasped, not recognizing her own voice. It was husky, wanton. “Now.”

The walk to her cabin was a blur of hushed urgency and stolen, heated glances. The second the cabin door clicked shut behind them, he had her pinned against it, his body a hard, thrilling line against hers. His mouth found hers again, more insistent this time, his hands roaming down her sides, skimming the curve of her hips.

“I need to see you,” he growled against her lips, his fingers finding the zipper of her sundress. He tugged it down slowly, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a lace bra and panties. His gaze raked over her, hot and appreciative. “Jesus, Diane. You’re perfect.”

He buried his face in the crook of her neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin there as his hands worked the clasp of her bra. It fell away, and his hot mouth was on her breast a second later, his tongue laving over her taut nipple before drawing it deep into the heat of his mouth. She cried out, her head falling back against the door as a bolt of pure pleasure shot straight to her core. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he worshiped her other breast with the same desperate attention.

Her own hands were frantic, fumbling with the buckle of his belt, then the button of his trousers. The zipper gave way, and she pushed the fabric down over his hips, her eyes widening at the hard, thick length of him straining against his boxers. She dropped to her knees, her heart pounding in her ears, and hooked her fingers into the waistband, pulling them down.

He was magnificent. Full and rigid, the tip already glistening. Without hesitation, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. His hand settled on the back of her head, not pushing, just holding. “Fuck… yes… just like that.”

She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the faint, salty prelude of him, before taking him deeper, working him with a rhythm that was all instinct and hunger. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust and she relaxed her throat, taking more of him, lost in the power of his ragged breaths and the musky, masculine scent of his skin.

“Stop,” he finally gasped, pulling her gently to her feet. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He guided her to the bed, turning her so she was on her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, one hand stroking the length of her spine before settling on her hip. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one smooth, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself fully inside her.

She screamed, a raw, primal sound as he filled her completely. He held himself there for a moment, both of them trembling with the shock of the connection. Then he began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm that had her seeing stars with every drive. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her steady as he plunged into her, over and over, each stroke hitting a spot inside her that coiled the tension in her belly tighter and tighter.

Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, she felt the slick press of his thumb against her other entrance, circling, applying a gentle, insistent pressure. Her eyes flew open in surprise, a moan caught in her throat.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice strained with his own effort. He pushed, just a little, and the sensation was so shockingly intimate, so forbidden, it sent a fresh wave of heat through her. He worked his thumb inside her, a tiny, stretching intrusion that made her gasp his name.

He withdrew his thumb, and she felt the now-slick head of his cock press there instead. The pressure was immense, unbelievable. “Jack… I…”

“Shhh,” he soothed, his voice a low rumble. “Just breathe for me.” He pushed, slowly, inexorably, and the stretch became a burn, then a breathtaking, full feeling as he slid deep inside this new, impossibly tight channel.

She was completely pinned, utterly possessed. He was in every part of her. The dual sensations of being so completely filled and the raw, taboo thrill of it all shattered the last of her control. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a silent, seismic event that clenched around him, milking his length as she shook and trembled, her vision whiting out.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, guttural cry, he drove into her one last time, his body going rigid as his own release tore through him. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, the intimate flood a final, claiming shock.

He collapsed over her, his chest heaving against her back, both of them slick with sweat and spent. After a few moments, he gently pulled out and rolled them onto their sides, pulling her tight against his chest in the quiet darkness. The guilt arrived instantly, a cold, sharp knife twisting in her gut alongside the fading echoes of mind-numbing pleasure.

“We can’t ever do that again,” she whispered, the words tasting like a lie even as she said them.

His arms tightened around her. “I know.”

They lay in silence for a long time, listening to the distant hum of the ship and the even more distant sound of laughter from the deck above. The specter of her mother hung in the room with them.

“This stays here,” Jack said, his voice quiet but firm. “It never happened.”

“It never happened,” Diane echoed, her heart heavy and her mind racing. But deep down, she knew it was a lie. She wanted more.
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The steering wheel felt slick under Jessie’s palms, her knuckles white with a tension that had nothing to do with the Friday evening traffic. Two car lengths ahead, Charlie’s familiar sedan moved with an infuriating casualness. He might be cheating on my sister, she told herself, a flimsy mantra that did nothing to calm the frantic beat of her heart. This is for Amanda. I have to find out the truth.

She followed him into a part of the city she didn't know, a neighborhood of exposed brick and neon signs, until he parked and disappeared into a bar called The Velvet Rope. Jessie found a spot half a block down, her breath fogging the window as she watched the door swing shut behind him. This was it. The moment of truth. Just go in, get the evidence, get out.

The inside was dim, all low lighting and deep booths. She spotted him instantly, sitting alone at the bar, a glass of amber liquid already in front of him. Sliding into a shadowy booth, she ordered a club soda, her eyes glued to his broad back. Just a man having a drink. Nothing to see. She pulled out her phone, pretending to scroll, a pathetic attempt at blending in.

“Fancy meeting you here.”

The voice, smooth and laced with amusement, shot through her like a bolt of lightning. She looked up, and there he was, Charlie, standing right next to her table, a faint, curious smile on his face. Her stomach dropped through the floor.

“Charlie! Hi! Wow, what a… coincidence,” she stammered, the lie tasting like ash in her mouth.

“Is it?” he asked, his head tilting. He gestured to the empty seat across from her. “May I?”

She could only nod, her throat too tight to form words. He sat, his presence instantly making the booth feel impossibly small, the air too thick to breathe.

“I saw you come in,” he said, his voice low. “Hard to miss a beautiful woman trying so hard to be invisible. Club soda, huh? Let me get you a real drink.” He didn’t wait for an answer, flagging down a waitress and ordering her a whiskey, neat. Her favorite. He remembered from some long-ago family dinner.

The guilt was a physical weight on her chest. He was being… nice. Charming, even. They talked, the conversation flowing with an ease that shocked her. He loved the same obscure indie films, laughed at her dry jokes, his eyes never leaving hers. With every passing minute, the image of him as a monstrous cheater crumbled, replaced by the frustrating, intoxicating reality of a man she could easily, desperately, fall for.

And then he leaned forward, his voice dropping to a husky whisper that skated over her skin. “Jessie, can I tell you something? I’ve been hoping to run into you like this. Alone.”

Her breath hitched. No. This is wrong. This is the exact opposite of the plan. “You have?”

“Since the first time I saw you at your parents’ place. And don’t think I haven’t noticed you looking.” His foot brushed against hers under the table, a subtle, electric contact. The air between them crackled, all pretense evaporating. He knew. He knew she was watching him, and he liked it. The realization was terrifying and wildly arousing.

Every warning bell in her head was screaming, every shred of loyalty to her sister a distant echo. But a deeper, more primal part of her was roaring to life, silencing everything else. She wanted to feel his mouth on hers. It was that simple, that terrible.

She didn’t decide to move. Her body decided for her. She leaned across the small table, closing the narrow gap, and pressed her lips to his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was pure, unleashed hunger. His response was immediate, a low groan vibrating into her mouth as his hand came up to cup her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. The world outside the booth ceased to exist. There was only the taste of whiskey on his tongue, the scent of his cologne, the overwhelming rightness of his mouth moving against hers.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark and blazing. “My place is five minutes away.”

She just nodded, her hand already in his as he pulled her from the booth and out into the cool night air. He didn’t let go, his grip firm and sure as he led her to his car. The second the passenger door closed, he was on her again, his body leaning across the console, his kiss more desperate this time, all teeth and roaming hands. She gasped into his mouth as his fingers found her breast through her blouse, his thumb flicking over her nipple, making it pebble into a hard, aching point.

The drive was a blur of stolen kisses at red lights and his hand on her thigh, inching her skirt higher. By the time they stumbled through his apartment door, she was already unbuttoning his shirt, her fingers fumbling with the buttons.

He backed her against the wall in the hallway, his mouth leaving a hot, wet trail down her neck. “I’ve thought about this,” he murmured against her collarbone, his hands sliding down to grip her hips. “So many times.”

He led her to the bedroom, a room dominated by a large, inviting bed. The last flicker of guilt surfaced—Amanda’s fiancé, Amanda’s bed—but he silenced it by kissing her again, his hands working her clothes off with a practiced ease that should have alarmed her but only fueled her desire.

He peeled her blouse from her shoulders, his lips following the path of the fabric. He unhooked her bra with a deft twist of his fingers, and his hungry groan as her breasts spilled free was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

“God, Jessie… you’re perfect.” He bowed his head, taking a taut nipple into his mouth, sucking deeply, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak until her knees buckled and a broken cry escaped her lips.

He laid her back on the cool duvet, stripping off the rest of his clothes. And then he was naked before her, all taut muscle and smooth skin. And his cock… Amanda hadn’t been exaggerating. It was thick and hard, standing straight up from a thatch of dark hair. A tremor of pure want, mixed with a sliver of apprehension, shot through her.

Seeing her gaze, a slow, confident smile spread across his face. He knelt on the bed, his intention clear. But she sat up, pushing him back onto the pillows. “Let me.”

She knelt between his legs, her heart hammering against her ribs. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, marveling at the silken heat of him, the throb of his pulse against her palm. She leaned down, her tongue darting out to taste the single bead of moisture at his tip. His sharp intake of breath urged her on. She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the weight of him on her tongue, the faint, musky taste of him.

She bobbed her head, establishing a rhythm, one hand working the base of his cock while the other fondled his heavy balls. His hips lifted off the bed, a low, guttural “Fuck, yes…” spilling from his lips. His fingers tangled in her hair, not pushing, just holding, guiding. The power she felt was intoxicating, feeling him unravel for her.

But he soon gently pulled her off, flipping her onto her back with a strength that left her breathless. “My turn.”

He kissed his way down her body, pausing to lavish attention on her breasts before continuing his journey south. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, the last barrier, and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside. He settled between her thighs, his hands spreading her open for his view, for his pleasure.

The first swipe of his tongue was a lightning strike. Jessie cried out, her back arching off the bed. He held her hips down, pinning her in place as he feasted on her. His tongue was relentless, circling her clit, flicking over it, then plunging deep inside her before returning to that achingly sensitive nub. He licked and sucked, his groans of pleasure vibrating against her wet flesh, pushing her higher and higher until she was clutching the sheets, an incoherent begging mess. The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, shocking convulsion that left her trembling and boneless.

Before she could even come down, he was moving up her body, his cock nudging at her slick entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. He entered her in one long, smooth, breathtaking thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

“Oh, God… Charlie…”

He filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fit. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly escalated into something more frantic, more desperate. She met every thrust, raising her hips to take him deeper, the slap of their skin a primal rhythm in the quiet room. She came again, a sharper, more intense climax that had her seeing stars, her inner muscles clenching around him like a vise.

With a guttural cry, he drove into her one final time, his body rigid above hers. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her, the sensation triggering a third, smaller ripple of pleasure through her own oversensitive body.

He collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms, both of them slick with sweat and struggling for air. He nuzzled her hair, his breathing slowly returning to normal. “We can’t tell anyone,” he murmured, his voice rough. “This has to be our secret.”

Jessie nestled against his side, the warmth of his body seeping into hers. The guilt was a dull, distant throb, easily ignored under the overwhelming haze of satisfaction. She couldn’t believe what she had just done. But as his arm tightened around her, she knew with absolute certainty that she wanted more.

4 - A TABOO HALLOWEEN HOOK UP

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“My brother just left to get more beer.”

The voice was wrong. All wrong. It wasn’t Jacob’s low, familiar rumble. This voice was sharper, laced with a playful, knowing edge that made Janna’s stomach flip. Her hand, which had just given a playful, familiar squeeze to the leather-clad butt in front of her, froze.

She yanked her hand back as if she’d been burned. The figure turned, and the grotesque vampire mask, all sharp angles and fangs, tilted. Confusion curdled into pure, icy horror in her veins.

“Karl?”

A low, rich laugh echoed from behind the mask. He reached up, pulling the horrifying visage off to reveal her boyfriend’s older brother. His hair was damp with sweat, his eyes bright with mischief and something darker, more electric. “In the flesh. Or rather, in Jacob’s costume.” He held the mask up. “Scary, right? We bought the same one. Guess the joke’s on you.”

Janna’s cheeks burned. “Oh my god. Karl, I am so sorry. I saw the costume and I just thought…”

“You thought I was him,” he finished for her, his gaze intense, not leaving her face. He took a step closer. The bedroom, some stranger’s guest room, suddenly felt tiny, the bass from the party below a distant thrum. “He’s gone. Probably a long line at the store. He won’t be back for a while.”

The air thickened. Karl’s eyes, so similar to Jacob’s yet so completely different, dropped to her lips. The silence stretched, heavy with unspoken things. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of shame and a shocking, piercing thrill. She knew she should step back, laugh it off, go find the punch bowl. But her feet were rooted to the floor.

He saw her hesitation. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “Unless you wanted it to be me?”

That was all it took. The line was crossed. A dam broke inside her, a floodgate of reckless, forbidden desire she never knew was there. No more thinking. With a gasp that was half-sob, half-surrender, she closed the distance between them, grabbed the sides of his face, and crushed her mouth to his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a collision. His lips were demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a possession that made her knees weak. He tasted of cheap beer and mint, a thrillingly alien flavor. His hands slid down her back, pulling her tight against the hard planes of his body, the cheap vinyl of his costume squeaking against her satin dress. One of his hands cupped her ass, squeezing possessively, exactly where her own hand had been moments before. A claim.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I’ve thought about this,” he murmured against her neck, his teeth grazing her pulse point, sending shivers down her spine. “Since the day he brought you home.”

His confession ignited her further. Her fingers fumbled with the buckle of his costume belt, then the button of his jeans. The sound of his zipper going down was obscenely loud. He helped her, shoving the stiff vinyl trousers down his thighs. And there he was, hard and thick and utterly unlike Jacob. The thought was a splash of cold water, but the sight of him, the raw, masculine reality of his arousal, burned the guilt away.

She dropped to her knees on the rough carpet, not breaking eye contact. She took him in her hand, feeling the velvet-over-steel heat of him, and heard his sharp intake of breath. Then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through her. His hand tangled in her hair, not forcing, just guiding, holding her there as she explored him. She licked the length of his shaft, swirled her tongue around the head, savoring the salty pre-cum that beaded there. She took him deeper, her own moans muffled around him, the sensation of him hitting the back of her throat making her own core clench with need. This is wrong, this is so wrong, her mind chanted, but her body sang a different, primal song.

“Fuck, Janna,” he breathed, his hips giving a tiny, involuntary thrust.

He pulled her up, his hands desperate now. He spun her around, his fingers finding the zipper of her little black dress. He yanked it down, and the dress pooled at her feet. He unhooked her black lace bra with practiced ease, and her breasts spilled into his waiting hands. He kneaded them, his thumbs brushing over her already taut nipples, before he lowered his head and took one into his hot mouth.

She cried out, her head falling back against his shoulder. His tongue was relentless, flicking, sucking, biting just enough to make her see stars. The dual sensation—his mouth on her breast, his hard cock pressed against the small of her back—was overwhelming. He’s nothing like Jacob. Jacob is gentle. Karl is so bold.

He pushed her toward the bed, laying her down on the scratchy comforter. He knelt between her legs, his eyes dark with hunger. He hooked his thumbs into the sides of her panties and peeled them down her legs, tossing them aside. He stared at her, completely bare and exposed to him. “So fucking perfect,” he muttered, more to himself than to her.

Then he buried his face between her legs.

Janna gasped, her back arching off the bed. His tongue was a flat, demanding pressure against her clit, then a pinpoint flicker of exquisite torture. He wasn’t asking; he was devouring. He lapped at her, drank her in, his hands holding her hips firmly in place. The guilt was a distant memory, drowned out by the roaring in her ears, the building pressure coiling deep in her belly. She was climbing, climbing, her fingers clutching at the cheap bedspread.

“Please,” she begged, though she didn’t know what she was begging for. More? To stop?

He answered by sliding two fingers inside her, curling them, finding that perfect spot as his tongue continued its ruthless assault. The orgasm slammed into her, a silent, searing wave that tore through her, making her body shudder and convulse around his fingers.

Before she could even come down, he was moving. He flipped her over onto her hands and knees. The new position made her feel vulnerable, animalistic. She heard him rip open a condom wrapper—a blurry, logical thought in a sea of sensation—and then she felt the blunt, insistent pressure of him at her entrance.

He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

He entered her in one slow, inexorable thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He was bigger, fuller, stretching her in a way that was almost too much. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the breathtaking invasion. Then he began to move.

His pace was not gentle. It was a steady, powerful rhythm, each deep thrust hitting her very core. The slap of skin against skin, his guttural grunts, her own choked whimpers filled the stale air of the room. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with every drive, going deeper, deeper than she thought possible. With one hand, he reached around, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

A second, more powerful orgasm began to build, amplified by the shame, the wrongness, the sheer physical perfection of his fucking. This is his brother. This is his brother. The thought was the final spark. She came apart with a shattered cry, her inner muscles clenching around him in violent, helpless spasms.

The feeling of her climax pulled him over the edge. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself inside her and groaned, a long, low sound of pure release. She felt the hot pulse of him through the latex, the finality of it.

For a moment, they stayed like that, connected, panting, the reality of what they’d done crashing down. He pulled out, disposed of the condom, and they dressed in a frantic, silent scramble, not looking at each other. The vinyl of his costume felt cheap and ridiculous now. She couldn’t meet his eyes.

They slipped out of the bedroom and made their way down the stairs, the noise of the party washing over them again. And there he was. Jacob, at the bottom of the steps, a case of beer in his arms. He smiled, that easy, familiar smile she loved.

“There you guys are!” he said, his voice so normal, so innocent. He pulled a bottle from the case and handed it to her. “Got your favorite. Everything okay? You look flushed.”

Janna took the cold bottle, her hand trembling. She took a sip, the beer tasteless on her tongue.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice unnaturally high. “Everything’s fine.” But Janna knew it wasn’t fine. She’d just slept with his brother, and she knew it wouldn’t be the last time.

5 - A STEPFATHER’S CONFESSION

MF / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex /

“I can’t do this anymore, Taryn. Pretending I don’t feel this way is killing me.”

His voice was low, strained, a raw confession that hung in the plush hotel room air.

Taryn froze, the keycard she was about to drop on the entryway table clutched tightly in her hand. The quiet hum of the air conditioner seemed to grow deafening. This. The unspoken thing that had been crackling between them all through dinner, a live wire neither of them had dared to touch.

She turned slowly. Kade stood by the window, the city lights painting his familiar silhouette in streaks of gold and white. But his posture was new. Not the relaxed, confident stance of her stepfather, but the tense, coiled energy of a man on a precipice.

“Kade? What are you talking about?” Her own voice was a whisper, a fragile thing.

He finally turned to face her, and the look in his eyes—a mixture of fear, want, and sheer desperation—stole the air from her lungs.

“You,” he said, the word simple and devastating. “You, Taryn. For years.”

The keycard slipped from her fingers, clattering onto the table. The formality of the dinner, the careful distance they’d maintained since he’d picked her up from her dorm, it all shattered.

—

Just a few hours ago, they had been in a restaurant, a typical visit. He’d asked about her classes, her friends, and she’d desperately tried to keep the conversation light, away from the heavy truth that had been haunting her for weeks. The divorce.

Her mother had been cold and distant. But Kade… Kade had been her rock since she was sixteen. He was the one who helped her with her calculus homework, who taught her to drive, who hugged her when her first real heartbreak shattered her. The thought of him being excised from her life had left a hollow, aching pit in her stomach.

On the phone last week, her voice had broken. “Does this mean… you won’t be my family anymore?”

His response had been immediate, fierce. “Listen to me. You are not losing me. I will always be here for you, Taryn. Always.”

That promise had led to this visit, to this hotel room. And now, to this.

—

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum echoing the thrum of desire that was quickly, shockingly, rising to meet his. This wasn’t supposed to happen. He was her stepfather.

But he was also just a man. A handsome, kind, incredibly attractive man who was looking at her not as a daughter, but as a woman. And the realization that she’d been burying those same forbidden feelings, hiding them behind the label of ‘family’, crashed over her.

“I know it’s wrong,” he breathed, taking a hesitant step toward her. “I’ve fought it. God, how I’ve fought it. But seeing you here… grown, so beautiful and smart… I can’t fight it anymore.”

She didn’t retreat. She couldn’t. Her body was humming, every nerve ending alight. “I’ve missed you, too,” she whispered, the admission unlocking something deep inside her. “Not just… you know. As family. Just… you.”

That was all the permission he needed.

In two long strides, he closed the distance between them. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. His touch was searing, sending jolts of electricity straight to her core. He searched her eyes for one last moment, a silent question. She answered it by tilting her face up to his.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a conflagration.

It was months of pent-up longing, years of hidden glances, all exploding at once. His lips were firm and demanding against hers, and she opened for him without hesitation. His tongue delved into her mouth, tasting of the wine they’d had at dinner and something uniquely, intoxicatingly him. Her hands fisted in the soft cotton of his shirt, holding on as the world tilted on its axis.

This was Kade. And it was the most right, most natural thing she had ever felt.

He broke the kiss, both of them gasping for air. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with a hunger that made her knees weak. “I need to see you,” he murmured, his voice gravelly with need. His fingers went to the zipper of her dress, resting at the small of her back. The sound of it sliding down was obscenely loud. “All of you.”

He pushed the thin straps from her shoulders, and the dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a simple set of lace underwear. The cool hotel air hit her skin, raising goosebumps, but his gaze was a physical heat, warming her everywhere it lingered.

“So perfect,” he breathed, his hands skimming up her sides, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts.

A soft, helpless moan escaped her lips. He guided her backward until her legs hit the edge of the king-sized bed.

“Lie down.”

The command, gentle but firm, sent a fresh wave of wetness between her legs. She obeyed, sinking into the lush duvet, watching as he kicked off his shoes and shed his own clothes with a swift, efficient grace she’d never seen in him before. This was a different Kade. A primal, hungry man she was desperate to know.

Then he was on the bed, kneeling between her legs, his large frame hovering over her. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs, his eyes never leaving the apex of her thighs. She was completely bare, completely exposed to him, and the intensity of his focus was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

He lowered his head. “I’ve dreamed about this,” he whispered against her inner thigh, his breath hot. “The taste of you.”

His tongue swept through her folds in one long, flat stroke.

Taryn cried out, her back arching off the bed. It was an electric shock of pure, undiluted pleasure. He groaned, the sound vibrating through her entire body. “So sweet. So fucking sweet for me.”

He didn’t tease for long. He dove in, feasting on her with a single-minded intensity that shattered her thoughts. His tongue was relentless, circling her clit, flicking over the sensitized nub, then plunging deep inside her. He held her hips down, pinning her to the mattress as she bucked and writhed beneath his masterful mouth. The room filled with the wet, filthy sounds of his worship and her ragged, pleading moans.

“Kade… oh god, Kade… right there…”

She was hurtling toward the edge, a coil tightening deep in her belly, when he suddenly pulled away. She whimpered at the loss, her eyes fluttering open. He was staring down at her, his chest heaving, his own need etched into every line of his face.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled, the words ragged. “Now.”

He unbuttoned his jeans, shoving them and his boxer briefs down in one frantic motion. And then his cock sprang free.

Taryn’s breath hitched. It was thick and heavy, pulsing with a life of its own, the tip already glistening. It was everything she’d imagined in her most secret fantasies, and more. He fumbled in his wallet for a condom, sheathing himself with hands that trembled slightly.

He moved over her, bracing himself on his arms. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and they both groaned at the contact. He looked into her eyes, a final, questioning look.

“Yes,” she begged, lifting her hips. “Please, Kade. I need you.”

He pushed inside.

It was a stretch, a delicious, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was big, so much bigger than anything she’d ever taken, and he filled her so completely it felt like they were made for each other. He sank in to the hilt, burying himself deep, and held still for a moment, his forehead pressed to hers, both of them panting, adjusting to the stunning reality of their connection.

Then he began to move.

Slow, at first. Long, deliberate thrusts that rubbed against every single sensitive spot inside her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, drawing him in deeper, meeting each of his strokes with a roll of her hips. The pace quickened. The slap of skin on skin, their mingled gasps and moans, became the only music in the world.

“You feel… unbelievable,” he grunted, his voice thick with pleasure. “So tight. So perfect around me.”

He shifted, hitting a spot that made her see stars. Her nails dug into his back as a scream was torn from her throat. He did it again, and again, pounding into her with a rhythm that was purely carnal, purely possessive.

“I’m gonna… I can’t…” she choked out, the coil snapping.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shuddering wave that clenched around his cock, milking him. Her vision whited out, her entire world narrowing to the intense, pulsing pleasure radiating from her core.

The feel of her tightening around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, Kade drove into her one last, deep time, his own release rushing through him. She felt the hot pulse of him through the condom, and the sensation dragged another, smaller climax from her weary body.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor. They lay tangled together, slick with sweat, their hearts hammering against each other’s chests in a slowing, synchronized rhythm. The air was thick with the smell of sex and their shared breaths.

After a long while, he shifted, withdrawing from her and disposing of the condom before gathering her back into his arms. He pulled the duvet over them, his hand stroking lazy, soothing circles on her back.

Taryn nestled her head against his chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of his heart. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep in, but instead of guilt, a warm, thrilling sense of rightness settled over her.

She tilted her head up to look at him. His eyes were closed, a look of serene satisfaction on his face. “Kade?”

“Hmm?”

“What happens now?”

He opened his eyes, and the love she saw in them was no longer paternal. It was fierce, passionate, and utterly devoted. “Now,” he said, his thumb tracing her kiss-swollen lips. “We wait until the divorce is final, and we can finally be together.”

6 - A SISTER’S SECRET DESIRES

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / PIV Sex / Anal

“I want you, Sam. God, I know it’s wrong, but I want you so much it hurts.”

The words hung in the air of his quiet apartment, a reckless confession that seemed to suck all the oxygen from the room. Jessa’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the terrifying leap of faith she’d just taken. She watched his face, every nerve ending in her body screaming, waiting for his reaction, bracing for the gentle, inevitable rejection that would shatter her.

Sam didn’t move. He just stared, his deep brown eyes—eyes so like her own—widening in pure, unadulterated shock. The silence stretched, thin and taut, and Jessa felt a hot flush of shame creep up her neck. She’d ruined everything. This connection, this incredible finding of a missing piece of herself she never knew existed, was about to be obliterated by her own uncontrollable desire.

Then, something in his expression shifted. The surprise melted, replaced by a dawning, intense heat that made her breath catch. “Jessa,” he breathed, her name a low, rough sound that was nothing like his usual calm tone. “Do you have any idea how many times I’ve stopped myself from saying the exact same thing?”

Relief, potent and dizzying, washed over her. It was all the permission she needed. She closed the small distance between them, her hands coming up to frame his face, and pressed her lips to his.

—

It all started with a confession from Jessa’s father. A few years before Jessa was born, he had an affair. The woman got pregnant. It ended badly. Jessa couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She had a brother. A brother she never even knew existed.

He was out there somewhere, and she knew she had to find him. It proved to be easier than she thought. She typed the name her father had provided into the search bar of her social media page. Sam Alvarez. Instantly, she was scrolling through photos of her long-lost brother. He lived in the same town, just a few miles away.

Her hands trembled as she typed a message. Hi! I think I might be your sister. Do you want to meet?

His response was quick. Of course, he had a lot of questions. They met for coffee, and Jessa immediately noticed how handsome and charming he was. Why does he have to be my brother? She wondered. He’s perfect.

As the weeks passed, they spent more and more time together. They had so much in common, and Jessa wished they’d met much sooner. It felt amazing to finally have a sibling. But still, Jessa found herself having thoughts that were more than sisterly. Determined to enjoy their newfound relationship, she put those thoughts out of her mind.

But then, one evening, she couldn’t hold back any longer.

—

Now, they were in Sam’s apartment, and Jessa had opened a door that couldn’t be shut.

Their lips met in a fiery kiss. A weeks-long build-up of stolen glances, lingering touches, and hushed conversations that had veered into territory far too intimate for a brother and sister. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her tightly against him, and his mouth opened to hers. The taste of him—the coffee from dinner, something uniquely him—was intoxicating. This was no longer about shared DNA or a fractured family tree; it was about heat, and need, and a desperate, clawing hunger that demanded to be fed.

He broke the kiss, his breath coming in ragged gusts against her cheek. “Are you sure about this?” he murmured, his voice thick with a desire that mirrored her own. “Once we start… there’s no going back to just being siblings.”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she whispered back, her fingers tangling in the soft hair at the nape of his neck. “I don’t want to go back.”

That was all he needed to hear. He took her hand, his grip firm and sure, and led her from the muted light of the living room down a short hall to his bedroom. It was sparsely decorated, all clean lines and muted colors, but Jessa barely registered any of it. Her entire world had narrowed to the feel of his hand in hers and the frantic, thrilling beat of her own heart.

He stopped beside the bed and turned to face her. His eyes never left hers as his hands came up to the hem of her soft cotton top. He slowly lifted it, and she raised her arms, letting him pull it over her head and toss it aside. His knuckles brushed against the sensitive skin of her stomach, and a shiver racked her body. His thumbs hooked into the waistband of her jeans, popping the button, sliding the zipper down with a slow, deliberate hiss. He knelt, helping her step out of them, his hands sliding down her calves, taking her socks with him, leaving her standing in just her lace bra and panties.

He rose back to his full height, his gaze a physical caress as it traveled over her body. “You are so damn beautiful, Jessa,” he said, his voice full of raw wonder.

His fingers found the clasp of her bra. It gave way, and the delicate fabric loosened. He gently pulled the straps down her arms, letting the bra fall to the floor. The cool air of the room hit her bare skin, and her nipples pebbled into tight, aching points. He didn’t make her wait. He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one taut peak.

Jesus. A sharp, electric jolt of pleasure shot straight to her core. His tongue was warm and wet, laving her, circling her nipple before sucking it deep into the heat of his mouth. His hands came up to cup her breasts, his thumbs stroking her while he worshiped her with his mouth. She cried out, her head falling back as sensations, too intense to process, overwhelmed her. He switched to her other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, nipping and sucking until her knees felt weak and a throbbing ache built between her legs.

He stood then, his own need apparent. He stripped off his shirt, revealing a toned chest dusted with dark hair. Then his jeans and boxers followed, kicked aside in a hurry.

And God… he was huge. Thick and long and already hard, standing proud from a thatch of dark curls. A fresh pulse of desire, mixed with a tiny, thrilling spike of nervousness, shot through her.

He guided her onto the bed, the comforter soft beneath her back. He followed her down, covering her body with his, the weight of him delicious and solid. He kissed her again, deep and searching, as his hand slid down her stomach, slipped beneath the waistband of her last remaining garment, and into the wet heat waiting for him. She moaned into his mouth as his fingers found her clit, stroking her with a perfect, knowing pressure that had her bucking against his hand.

“Please, Sam,” she begged, her voice barely recognizable. “I need you. Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He peeled her panties down her legs, his eyes dark with hunger as he took in the sight of her, completely bare and wanton for him. He positioned himself between her thighs, the broad head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He pushed forward, just an inch, stretching her, filling her in a way that was almost too much. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Okay?” he whispered, pausing, his forehead pressed to hers.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Don’t stop.”

He buried himself inside her in one long, slow, relentless thrust. A choked cry was torn from her throat. He was so big, stretching her to her limits, filling an emptiness she hadn’t even known was there. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more urgent, more primal. Each thrust sent shocks of pure pleasure radiating through her. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room, a raw and animalistic music. She met his thrusts, her hips rising to meet his, driving him deeper, deeper.

“God, Jessa,” he groaned, his voice strained. “You feel… incredible.”

He shifted then, rolling so she was on top of him. She sat up, straddling him, taking his length inside her all over again. She placed her hands on his firm chest and began to move, riding him, finding a rhythm that made her see stars. She threw her head back, her hair tumbling down her back, as she rose and fell, taking him so deep she could feel him in her soul. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, his thumbs digging into her flesh. He sat up slightly to capture a nipple in his mouth again, sucking hard as she rode him, the dual sensations pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

Just when she felt her orgasm beginning to coil tightly within her, he stilled her. “Not yet,” he panted. He gently moved her off of him and guided her onto her hands and knees. The new position made her feel exposed, vulnerable, and utterly consumed by lust. She heard him fumble in a drawer by the bed, the snick of a cap opening.

A cool, slick trickle landed between her ass cheeks. She flinched at the sudden sensation, but his hands were on her, massaging the lube, one thumb circling her other entrance while his other hand stroked her wetness from behind.

“I want all of you, Jessa,” he murmured, his voice husky with need. “I need to feel you everywhere.”

She nodded, wordless, her body trembling with anticipation. He positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against her tight ring of muscle. He pushed, slowly, inexorably, and she cried out as he breached her, an unbelievable fullness that quickly transformed into a dark, decadent pleasure. He slid all the way in, his groan of satisfaction echoing her own cries. He filled her completely, owning her.

He began to move, his thrusts into her ass deep and measured. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing furious, perfect circles. The dual assault was too much. Her orgasm exploded through her, a violent, shaking wave that seemed to tear her apart. She screamed his name, her body convulsing around him, milking his length.

Feeling her climax was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release hot and pulsating deep inside her. He collapsed over her back, his breath hot on her neck, both of them spent and trembling.

They stayed like that for a long moment, until he gently pulled out and gathered her into his arms, turning them so they lay side-by-side on the tangled sheets. The silence now was comfortable, filled only with the sound of their slowing breaths. Jessa rested her head on his chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of his heart. The scent of their sex hung heavy in the air, a permanent marker on the moment.

She traced a pattern on his damp skin, the reality of what they’d just done finally settling over her. I just had sex with my brother. The thought should have horrified her. It should have sent her scrambling from the bed in a panic of regret.

Instead, a slow, sated smile touched her lips. She tilted her head up to look at him. “We can’t tell anyone. Ever.”

He brushed a sweat-damp strand of hair from her forehead, his expression serious but his eyes soft. “No one will ever know. This is just for us.” He kissed her, softly this time, a promise.

7 - HER SISTER’S DIVORCE
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The phone call from her sister had left a hollow ache in Jenny’s chest. Katie’s voice had been so casual, so breezy, as she laid out her decision like she was choosing a paint color. ”I’m filing for divorce, Jen. It’s just… over.” Jenny had murmured all the right things, the supportive sisterly platitudes, but a single, selfish thought had echoed in the silence after they hung up: What about Gabe?

And now he was here, standing in her apartment doorway, the embodiment of that very thought. He looked wrecked. His usually bright eyes were shadowed, his broad shoulders slumped under a wrinkled shirt. “Hey, Jenny. Sorry for just dropping by. I didn’t know where else to go.”

“Don’t be silly. Come in.” She stepped aside, her heart doing a strange, traitorous flip. The scent of his cologne, something warm and woody, filled her small entryway. It was a scent she associated with family barbecues and shared laughter, but now it felt dangerously intimate.

He paced her living room, a caged animal radiating pain. He talked about the paperwork, the coldness in Katie’s eyes, the echoing silence of the house they’d built together. Jenny listened, pouring two generous glasses of amber whiskey, her fingers brushing his as she handed one over. A jolt, sharp and electric, passed between them.

“She just… shut down,” Gabe said, his voice rough. “No discussion. Nothing. How can seven years just end with a signature on a document?” He drained his glass, and Jenny refilled it, her own untouched.

She watched the strong line of his throat as he drank, the way his Adam’s apple bobbed. She’d always found him attractive, a fact she’d buried deep under layers of familial loyalty. But now, with that loyalty severed by Katie’s own hand, the attraction surged to the surface, hot and undeniable. He was hurting, and a primal part of her wanted to soothe him, to feel his strength instead of his sadness.

He caught her staring. His gaze, once full of brotherly affection, darkened with something else. Something hungry. “You’re the only one who gets it,” he murmured, stepping closer. “The only one who doesn’t think I’m a monster.”

“I could never think that,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

His hand came up, cupping her cheek. His thumb stroked her skin, and a shuddering breath escaped her. “Jenny…”

This was the line. The irrevocable one. “Gabe… we can’t. This is wrong.” The words were automatic, a last, feeble defense.

He didn’t pull away. He leaned closer, his forehead resting against hers. His breath, warm and tasting of whiskey, fanned her lips. “Does it feel wrong?”

No. The answer screamed through her, burning away every last hesitation. She closed the minuscule distance between them.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision of pent-up need and shattered boundaries. His mouth was desperate on hers, his tongue seeking and finding her own. She met his desperation with her own, her hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. The taste of him, the sheer maleness of him, overwhelmed her senses. This was nothing like the friendly hugs they’d shared before. This was all-consuming.

She broke the kiss, her chest heaving. Without a word, she took his hand and led him to her bedroom. The dim light from the hallway cut a golden path across her bed. There were no more questions in his eyes, only a mirrored, blazing need.

Her fingers, which felt both clumsy and incredibly deft, went to his belt buckle. The clink of the metal releasing was shockingly loud. She pushed his pants and boxers down over his hips, and he sprang free, thick and rigid. She dropped to her knees on the soft carpet, the act feeling both shockingly bold and utterly natural.

She took him into her mouth.

He cried out, a raw, guttural sound that went straight to her core. His hands gripped her shoulders, not pushing, just holding on. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the velvety head before taking him deeper. She loved the weight of him on her tongue, the saltiness of his skin, the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk when she swirled her tongue just right. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the pain of the day being replaced by pure, animal pleasure. This. This was what she could give him that Katie never would again.

When she finally rose, he looked at her with something like reverence. He peeled her clothes off, each article falling away until she stood naked before him. His gaze was a physical caress, heating her skin everywhere it lingered. He laid her back on the bed, following her down, his body a welcome weight.

He started at her neck, nipping and sucking his way down her body. When his mouth closed over one nipple, she arched off the bed with a sharp cry. He lavished attention on each breast, licking, sucking, grazing with his teeth until she was writhing beneath him, her fingers clutching at the sheets.

Then he moved lower, his hands hooking under her knees, spreading her wide open for him. He didn’t dive in immediately. He just looked, his heated gaze taking in the most intimate part of her. The air cooled on her wetness, and she whimpered, desperate for contact.

Finally, he lowered his mouth to her.

The first flat stroke of his tongue against her clit made her see stars. He was relentless, circling the swollen nub before sucking it gently between his lips. He explored every fold, every sensitive spot, with a torturous precision that had her moaning his name, a continuous, pleading mantra. “Gabe… oh god, Gabe…” She could feel the orgasm building, a terrifyingly powerful wave, but he backed off, gentling his touch until she was begging.

“Please,” she sobbed, her body trembling. “I need you. Now.”

He moved up her body, his eyes locked on hers. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his dick pressing against her. He pushed inside, and her world narrowed to that single, exquisite point of connection. He was stretching her, filling her so completely it stole her breath. He stayed still for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being full of him.

Then he began to move.

It was a slow, deep rhythm at first, each thrust a deliberate claiming. But soon, the pace quickened. The slapping of skin against skin, their ragged breaths, and her own ragged moans filled the room. He drove into her with a powerful, steady pace that hit a spot deep inside her that made her toes curl.

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

She obeyed instantly, getting on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her again, and the new angle was even more intense. He went deeper, each thrust a jolt of pure pleasure. She could feel the sweat-slicked heat of his chest against her back, hear the raw, animal sounds he was making.

She was close, so close. The coil of pleasure in her abdomen tightened unbearably. “I’m gonna… Gabe, I’m gonna…”

He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. That was all it took. Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent scream tearing from her throat as her body convulsed around him, milking his length. The intensity of her climax triggered his own. With a choked roar, he plunged deep and held there, pulsing inside her, filling her with his release.

He collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms. They lay there, slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison. The guilt began its slow, insidious creep into the edges of her bliss, a cold reminder of the world outside this room.

But as she felt the strong, steady beat of his heart against her back, another feeling, warmer and more possessive, pushed it aside. She wanted this. She wanted Gabe. And there was no turning back.

8 - BREAKING THE RULES WITH UNCLE RICHARD
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The silence in the house was a heavy, living thing. It pressed in on Annie, a constant reminder that Kara was gone for the week and it was just the two of them now. Just her and Uncle Richard. She sat curled in her favorite corner of the worn leather couch, pretending to read while secretly watching him move about the kitchen. The familiar, comforting sight of him—the way his shirt stretched across his broad shoulders, the quiet concentration on his face—sent a familiar, forbidden warmth pooling low in her belly.

He walked into the living room, a bottle of beer in each hand. He raised an eyebrow, a silent question. “Feel like breaking a few rules tonight, Annie? You’re old enough.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Old enough. The words meant so much more than just drinking. She took the cold bottle, her fingers brushing his. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up her arm. “Thanks, Uncle Richard.”

“Just Richard tonight, I think,” he said softly, settling into the armchair opposite her. “Makes us equals.”

They drank in that thick silence. The alcohol was bitter on her tongue, but its fire spread through her veins, burning away the last of her caution. Now. It has to be now. She set the bottle down with a definitive clink.

“I need to tell you something,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Something… wrong.”

He leaned forward, his expression instantly concerned, paternal. “What is it, sweetheart? You can tell me anything.”

Tears pricked her eyes, a mixture of genuine emotion and liquid courage. “It’s you. I… I think about you. Not like my uncle. I have for… a long time.” She choked on the words, her face flaming with a humiliation so acute she wanted to vanish. “I’m so sorry. I know it’s disgusting. I’ll understand if you hate me.”

Richard stared, his own beer forgotten. The clock on the wall ticked loudly in the void. He looked… pained. “Annie, no. Don’t ever think that.” He ran a hand through his hair, a gesture of pure agitation. “God, you have no idea. The way I have to stop myself from looking at you… from touching you. We can’t. We can never, ever be together. It would destroy everything.”

The confirmation of his shared feeling was a thunderclap. It overshadowed the rejection. He felt it too. He felt it too. The embarrassment began to morph into a wild, reckless hope. She stood up, her legs unsteady, and took the two steps to his chair. She stood before him, a silent offering.

“Annie, don’t…” he breathed, but his protest was weak, his eyes dark and hungry, tracing the lines of her body.

That was all the permission she needed. She leaned down, her lips inches from his. The space between them crackled. And then he broke.

With a low groan that sounded like it was ripped from his soul, his hand came up to cup the back of her neck, and he pulled her the last inch, crushing his mouth to hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was furious. A dam breaking. Years of repressed want exploded between them. His lips were insistent, demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting of beer and him. Annie melted into it, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. This was nothing like the chaste, fatherly kisses on her forehead. This was ownership.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “We have to stop.”

“I don’t want to stop,” she pleaded, her voice husky.

That was all it took. He stood, his hands sliding down her back to her hips, and guided her back onto the couch. He lay beside her, propped on an elbow, his gaze burning. His fingers, slightly rough, traced the line of her jaw, down her throat, to the first button of her blouse. He held her eyes as he slowly, deliberately, slipped the first button free. Then the next. And the next.

The cool air hit her skin, raising goosebumps. He pushed the fabric aside, revealing her simple lace bra. His thumb brushed over the peak of one breast, and she gasped, arching into his touch. “Richard…”

He lowered his head, his lips finding the sensitive skin of her neck, her collar bone, as his hands worked the clasp of her bra. It gave way. He drew back, his eyes drinking her in. “So beautiful,” he murmured, the words a reverent prayer. He took one peaked, pink nipple into his mouth.

Annie cried out. The sensation was blinding. The hot, wet suction, the flick of his tongue, the gentle scrape of his teeth. He worshiped one breast, then the other, until she was writhing beneath him, her fingers clawing at his shoulders, mindless sounds falling from her lips.

His mouth began a slow, torturous descent. Over the quivering plane of her stomach, dipping into her navel. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and her panties and, in one smooth motion, pulled them down her legs and off. She was completely bare, exposed to his intense, heated gaze. She shuddered, a flush covering her entire body.

He settled between her legs, pushing her thighs apart with a firm, gentle pressure. He just looked for a moment, and the raw hunger on his face made her clench with need. Then he lowered his head.

The first flat stroke of his tongue against her slit made her jolt. The second made her moan, long and low. He licked her, slowly, exploring every fold, every hidden sensitive spot. And then he found her clit. He circled it with the very tip of his tongue, a slow, relentless tease that had her hips bucking off the couch. He held her down, his strong arms pinning her in place as he feasted on her. He sucked the tiny, throbbing bud into his mouth, and Annie saw stars, a broken litany of “yes, yes, please, right there,” tumbling from her lips.

She was teetering on the edge, her entire world narrowed to the exquisite torture of his mouth. But he pulled away, leaving her aching and empty. She whimpered in protest.

He was fumbling with his belt, his jeans. She watched, mesmerized, as he freed himself. He was thick, veined, and beautifully hard. For her. The thought sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her.

Without a word, she pushed herself up, her earlier shyness incinerated by need. She leaned forward, taking the head of his cock into her mouth. She tasted herself on him, a musky, intimate flavor. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound, as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around his shaft. She loved the weight of him on her tongue, the way his breath hitched when she applied suction.

“Annie… God… stop or I won’t last,” he gritted out.

He gently pulled her off him. His eyes were black with lust. He turned her over, guiding her onto her hands and knees on the couch. He positioned himself behind her. She felt the broad head of his cock press against her entrance, wet from his mouth and her own arousal.

He pushed inside.

It was a slow, stretching, filling invasion. She cried out as he sunk into her hilt-deep, the sensation of being so completely taken stealing her breath. He held still for a moment, buried inside her, both of them panting.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts started slowly, each one a deliberate, deep plunge that rubbed against a spot inside her that made her see white. Deeper. Each one deeper than the last. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as he drove into her, his rhythm building, becoming faster, harder, more frantic. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the quiet room. Her moans were loud, unabashed, pleading.

“Harder, Richard, please!”

He obliged, his thrusts becoming punishing, each one hitting that perfect, blinding spot. The coil in her belly wound tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap. She could feel his own control shattering, his rhythm becoming erratic.

It was the feel of him losing himself completely that sent her over the edge. The orgasm ripped through her, violent and absolute. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length as she screamed her release into the couch cushions.

The convulsions of her climax triggered his. With a roar, he slammed into her one final, deep time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her. He collapsed over her back, his weight a comforting anchor as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

For a long time, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, he pulled out and gathered her into his arms, pulling her against his chest on the couch. He tucked a blanket around them, his fingers stroking her hair.

“We can’t ever do that again, Annie,” he whispered into her hair, his voice thick with regret and satiation. “It was a mistake. A beautiful, terrible mistake.”

She nestled closer, breathing in his scent now mixed with her own. “I know,” she murmured against his chest. But as she lay there, feeling the steady, strong beat of his heart against her cheek, she knew it was a lie. The emptiness he left inside her was already aching to be filled again. She wanted more.
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The phone chimed with a specific, high-pitched tone she’d come to know all too well. Gia glanced at the screen, her professional interest piqued. A new client. The number was unknown, but the accompanying text made her sit up straighter. Name: Roy. Offer: Triple your usual rate.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He pushed inside.

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

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

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

He collapsed beside her, breathing heavily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She stepped out into the cool night air, the envelope heavy in her clutch. An odd family, for sure. But as she walked away from the mansion, the lingering, throbbing ache between her legs was a potent reminder of the experience. She enjoyed it. And she couldn’t wait to do it again.
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The last box, labeled ‘MISC,’ landed in the closet with a dull thud. Jeffrey straightened up, wiping a faint sheen of sweat from his brow with the back of his arm. The muscles in his shoulders tightened pleasantly under his thin cotton t-shirt. Mischa watched, her bottom lip caught lightly between her teeth.

“There,” he said, turning to her with a smile that made her stomach flutter. “All moved. Mary wasn’t kidding, you really did have a storage unit full of… what was in those, anyway?”

“Just old stuff,” Mischa murmured, stepping closer. The air in the hallway suddenly felt thick, charged. “Things I’ve been meaning to get rid of for years.”

He nodded, that easy, oblivious smile still on his face. “Happy to help. You know that.”

She did know. That was the problem. He was so good. So kind and helpful and everything her sister didn’t deserve. The green-eyed monster that had taken up permanent residence in Mischa’s chest since Mary first brought him home for dinner purred with anticipation.

Jeffrey’s smile slowly faded as he registered her proximity, the intensity of her gaze. “Mischa? You okay?”

“Why did you really come over today, Jeffrey?” she asked, her voice a low, intimate hum.

“You… you called. You said you needed help with the boxes.”

“Mary’s out of town for a whole week,” she stated, her eyes locked on his. She saw the moment his brain made the connection, the slight widening of his pupils, the subtle parting of his lips. Yes. He wasn’t stupid. “She’ll never know.”

“Mischa,” he said, and his voice had dropped an octave, a rough note of warning threading through it. “That’s your sister. This is… this is wrong.”

“Is it?” She closed the final inch between them, her hand coming to rest on his chest. She could feel the solid muscle, the frantic beat of his heart beneath her palm. It matched her own. He wants this. He wants me. “It doesn’t feel wrong. It feels inevitable.” She tilted her face up to his. “I’ve wanted you since the moment I saw you. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

He hesitated, a war playing out in his handsome features. Loyalty versus lust. Decency versus desire. Mischa saw the exact moment lust won. His resistance didn't just crumble; it vaporized.

“God,” he groaned, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploring kiss. It was an explosion. His lips were hot and demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a dizzying urgency. Mischa moaned into him, her fingers tangling in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. This was it. This was what she’d craved. The taste of him, the faint hint of coffee and something uniquely male, flooded her senses.

She broke the kiss, breathless, and took his hand. Without a word, she led him down the hall to her bedroom, her heart hammering against her ribs. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in their illicit world.

Her eyes never leaving his, Mischa reached for the button of his jeans. The denim was rough under her fingers. She popped it open, then slowly, deliberately, drew the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of his jeans and briefs and pushed them down his hips in one fluid motion.

His cock sprang free, thick and already fully erect, curving up towards his stomach. Mischa’s mouth watered. He’s so much bigger than I imagined. She wrapped her fingers around his length, delighting in the velvety heat of his skin over the iron-hard core. A drop of moisture beaded at the tip and she swiped it away with her thumb before sinking to her knees.

She looked up at him, at the raw hunger on his face, before taking him into her mouth. She started slow, swirling her tongue around the broad head, savoring his sharp intake of breath. Then she took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate him, her throat relaxing to take his length. Her head bobbed slowly, then faster, one hand working the base of his shaft while the other cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

“Fuck, Mischa,” he gritted out, his hands fisting in her hair. Not pushing, just holding on. “Your mouth… it’s incredible.”

She hummed in response, the vibration making his hips jerk. She took him all, until her nose was buried in the coarse hair at his base, her throat convulsing around him. She pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock.

He hauled her to her feet, his own hands now frantic. He yanked her shirt over her head, his mouth finding hers again as he unhooked her bra. It fell away and he broke the kiss to stare at her breasts, cupping them, his thumbs brushing over her taut nipples.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, before lowering his head to take one pebbled peak into his mouth. He sucked, hard, and a bolt of pure lightning shot straight to her core.

He laid her back on the bed, peeling her leggings and panties down her legs in one desperate motion. He tossed them aside and stared at her, naked and spread out for him. His gaze was like a physical touch, heating her skin everywhere it landed.

Then he was on the bed, kneeling between her legs, pushing them apart. He buried his face in her without warning, his tongue licking a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit. Mischa cried out, her back arching off the bed. He feasted on her, his tongue circling, flicking, plunging inside her. He devoured her like a man starved, one hand pinning her hip to the bed, the other sliding up to pinch and roll a nipple.

The orgasm built fast and ferocious, a coil of pure pleasure tightening deep inside her. “Jeffrey… I’m going to…” The words were a broken plea. He sucked her clit into his mouth, and she shattered. Waves of ecstasy crashed over her, her body trembling uncontrollably as she rode out the sensation against his relentless mouth.

Before she could even come down, he was moving over her, positioning himself at her entrance. He pushed inside her with one smooth, powerful thrust, filling her completely. She gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

He set a punishing rhythm from the start, each drive of his hips hitting a spot that made her see stars. The headboard knocked a steady beat against the wall. She met him thrust for thrust, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back. Their skin slapped together, the room filled with the sounds of their ragged breathing and guttural moans.

“Roll over,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed instantly, getting onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He kneaded the flesh of her ass, spreading her open. She felt the slick press of his thumb against her other hole, circling, applying gentle pressure. She tensed for a second, then forced herself to relax, to push back against him.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Do it.”

He spit, the sound crude and electrifying, and used the moisture to slick her. He pressed the head of his cock against her tight ring of muscle. “Breathe,” he instructed.

She exhaled, and he pushed. There was a sharp, burning stretch, then an incredible feeling of fullness as he sank inch by inch into her ass. It was an invasion, a conquest, and it was the most erotic thing she had ever felt. He held still, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming sensation.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep, deliberate thrusts that stole the air from her lungs. Each stroke went deeper than the last, a relentless friction that ignited every nerve ending. She pushed back against him, meeting each plunge, a moan torn from her throat with every movement. He gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, his rhythm becoming faster, more frantic.

She could feel her second orgasm building, a different, deeper quake that started in her core and radiated outward. “I’m going to come again,” she cried out, the words muffled by the comforter.

That was all it took. With a guttural groan, Jeffrey slammed into her one last time, his body rigid as he emptied himself deep inside her. The feeling of his hot release pulsing within her triggered her own climax, a violent, shuddering wave that left her weak and boneless.

They collapsed onto the bed in a tangled, sweaty heap, his body still half-covering hers. His breath was hot against her neck. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing slowing.

Mischa traced idle patterns on his arm. No regret. Only a fierce, triumphant satisfaction. She had him.

He shifted, pulling her closer. “She gets back Thursday afternoon,” he murmured, his voice drowsy.

Mischa smiled into the darkness. “Then you should come over Wednesday night.”

11 - TABOO TEMPTATION AT THE BEACH
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“It doesn’t matter, Katelyn. Look at me. Do I look like I give a single damn about shared genetics?”

The words, low and rough against her ear, sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the cool ocean breeze. His hand was a hot brand on the small of her back, pressing her closer to the sun-warmed rock face of the secluded cove. The roar of the surf was a distant, rhythmic pulse, a secret soundtrack to their forbidden meeting.

Her own protest, a weak whisper of “But we’re… cousins…” had evaporated the moment his mouth had found hers on the beach.

—

It had started days ago, in the stifling, floral-scented gloom of the funeral home. Katelyn, at twenty-four, had felt out of place amidst the ancient relatives and somber reminiscences of a great-uncle she’d barely known. And then she saw him. Leaning against a doorframe, a stark contrast to the mourning around him. He was all contained energy and quiet confidence, with eyes the color of a stormy sea that tracked her across the room with an intensity that made her skin prickle. When he introduced himself as Jason, her cousin, the spark of attraction had curdled into a bitter disappointment she couldn’t quite hide.

He’d seemed amused by her reaction, his smile a quick, sharp flash. They’d exchanged numbers with the vague promise of “catching up as family,” but the look in his eyes promised something else entirely.

His call came three days later. His voice, a smooth baritone through the phone, suggested the beach. “A better way to remember life than dwelling in all that death, don’t you think?”

—

Now, on the deserted stretch of sand, that familial pretense had vaporized. He’d been flirting with a relentless, smoldering focus from the moment she’d arrived, her simple black one-piece feeling ridiculously prim beside his lazy, confident grace in low-slung swim trunks.

Her hesitation, her whispered reminder of their blood relation, had only seemed to fuel his resolve. His words, “It doesn’t matter,” weren’t just a dismissal; they were an invitation into a world where rules were secondary to raw, pulsing desire. And God, she wanted to step into it.

She gave in with a gasp, her mouth meeting his in a collision that was all heat and hunger. His kiss wasn’t gentle; it was a claiming, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting of salt and mint and pure, undiluted sin. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the hard muscles of his shoulders, holding on as the world tilted.

He broke the kiss, his breath warm on her wet lips. “Not here.” His voice was ragged. He took her hand, his fingers intertwining with hers, and led her down the beach, away from the few scattered sunbathers, toward the jagged outcrop of rocks that hid a small, private cove.

The moment they were shielded from view, his hands were on her again. He turned her, his front to her back, and pulled the straps of her bikini down her arms. The top fell away, and the cool air pebbled her bare skin an instant before his warm, calloused palms covered her breasts. A low moan escaped her as his thumbs circled her nipples, drawing them into tight, aching peaks.

“So beautiful,” he murmured into her hair, his erection a hard, insistent pressure against her lower back. He spun her back to face him, his darkened eyes dropping to her chest. “I’ve been thinking about these all day.”

He dipped his head, his mouth closing over one taut nipple. The sensation was electric, a direct live wire of pleasure that arched her back and pulled a choked cry from her throat. His tongue lashed and suckled, his teeth grazing the sensitive nub with just enough pressure to make her knees weak. He lavished the same devastating attention on her other breast, and Katelyn could only fists her hands in his damp hair, her head thrown back, lost in the exquisite torment.

He knelt before her, his fingers hooking into the sides of her bikini bottoms. He slowly drew them down her legs, his gaze burning with an intensity that made her feel completely exposed, utterly worshiped. She stepped out of them, standing naked before him, the breeze a faint caress on her most intimate skin.

His eyes drank her in, a predator savoring his prize. Then, he stood and shed his own trunks in one swift, fluid motion.

Katelyn’s breath caught. He was… magnificent. All lean, corded muscle and sun-kissed skin. And his cock, thick and hard and jutting proudly from a thatch of dark hair, was everything her illicit fantasies had conjured and more. A primal urge, fierce and undeniable, seized her.

She dropped to her knees in the soft sand, her hands going to his hips to steady herself. She looked up at him, seeing the raw shock and surging hunger in his stormy eyes before she leaned forward and took the broad head of his shaft into her mouth.

The taste of him, clean skin and pre-cum, was intoxicating. She swirled her tongue around the velvety crown, earning a guttural groan from above. One of his hands gently cradled the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding. She took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth, her head beginning to bob in a slow, deliberate rhythm. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust and he muttered a harsh curse, his fingers tightening in her hair. The power she had in that moment, to unravel this confident man with just her mouth, was its own potent aphrodisiac.

With an obvious effort, he pulled her to her feet. “My turn,” he rasped, his voice thick with need. He turned her around to face the rock wall. “Lean forward. Hold on.”

She obeyed, pressing her palms against the warm, rough stone, her body arching, presenting herself to him. He knelt behind her, his hands spreading her thighs wider. The first hot, wet stroke of his tongue up her center made her cry out, the sound swallowed by the crash of waves.

He was relentless. He feasted on her as if he were starved, his tongue delving deep inside her before focusing on the swollen, hyper-sensitive bud of her clit. He licked and sucked, his nose nudging against her, his stubble a delicious abrasion on her tender inner thighs. He found a rhythm, a perfect, circling pressure that had her moaning unabashedly, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the rock. The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, winding tighter and tighter with every flick of his wicked tongue.

“Jason… oh God, right there…” she begged, her vision starting to spot.

He gave her clit one final, sucking pull before rising. She felt the blunt, insistent head of his cock nudge against her slick entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. Her body was screaming its consent.

With one powerful, rolling thrust of his hips, he buried himself inside her to the hilt.

A scream was torn from her lungs. He was so big, stretching her, filling her completely. He held himself there for a breathtaking moment, both of them utterly still, joined in the most intimate way possible. Then he began to move.

He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the start, each thrust a deliberate, measured possession. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her, his pelvis meeting her curves with a sweet, solid smack that echoed lewdly in their private haven. With every plunge, he seemed to go deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars.

“Is this what you wanted, cousin?” he growled, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. “This?”

She could only nod frantically, her words stolen by the sensations ripping through her. The feel of him, the sheer wrongness of it all, sent her hurling toward the edge. The world narrowed to the slap of skin on skin, his guttural grunts in her ear, the relentless, perfect friction.

The orgasm shattered her without warning, a seismic wave of pleasure that clenched around his invading length, milking him, pulling a ragged shout from his throat. Her own cry was a wordless, guttural sound of pure ecstasy as she convulsed around him, her legs trembling violently.

Feeling her climax, his control snapped. His thrusts became frantic, wild, his fingers digging into her flesh. With a final, deep, possessive drive, he stilled, pressing himself as deep as he could go. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, the intimate warmth triggering another, smaller aftershock that made her whimper.

They stayed like that for long moments, joined, panting, sweating, his chest heaving against her back. The sound of the ocean slowly filtered back in.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. He turned her gently, pulling her against his chest. His heart hammered against her ear.

He kissed her forehead, his voice a low, possessive rumble. “We can’t tell anyone about this,” he whispered.

“I know,” she replied. It would be their steamy, delicious secret. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.
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“Tell me you want this, Aimee.”

His voice was a low growl against her ear, a stark contrast to the distant, muffled thump of wedding music. His hands, strong and sure, gripped her hips, pressing her against the cool, unyielding metal of the luxury sedan.

“Yes,” she gasped, the word tearing from her throat as his teeth grazed her lobe. “God, yes, Kenneth.”

It was a madness, a delicious, terrifying madness that had started hours ago, days ago, the first moment she saw him.

—

It began over seared scallops and an expensive Sauvignon Blanc. Her mother, radiant and flustered, had patted the empty chair beside her. “Aimee, sweetheart, this is Joe. And this,” she’d said, her voice lifting with a new, girlish excitement, “is his son, Kenneth.”

Aimee had mumbled a polite hello to Joe, a kindly-faced man with a warm smile. But her eyes, against her will, had snagged on Kenneth. He was older than her, maybe by five or six years, with the kind of rugged, confident ease she’d only ever seen in movies. His smile was a flash of white, his gaze direct and unsettlingly perceptive. When his fingers brushed hers in a handshake, a jolt, hot and entirely inappropriate, shot straight up her arm.

Don’t be ridiculous, she’d chastised herself, focusing intently on the menu. He’s going to be your stepbrother.

But throughout dinner, he was… impossible to ignore. He was witty, drawing laughter from her mother and his father with sharp, playful jokes. But his attention, again and again, returned to Aimee. He asked about her career in graphic design, his questions insightful, not just polite small talk. He listened, his head cocked, his eyes holding hers a beat too long. A subtle brush of his foot against hers under the table could have been an accident. The second time, and the third, felt like a deliberate, secret message.

The wedding day was a blur of chiffon and champagne flutes. Aimee stood as her mother’s maid of honor, reciting her lines, smiling for photos, all while her blood hummed with a single, traitorous thought: Kenneth.

He stood across the altar, his broad shoulders filling out his tailored suit impeccably. Every time she glanced his way, she found his eyes already on her, a faint, unreadable smile playing on his lips. It was a game, a silent, electric current arcing between them in a room full of celebrating strangers and family.

At the reception, the current became a live wire. He found her near the bar, a fresh glass of champagne in her hand, the alcohol blurring the sharp edges of her inhibition.

“Escaping the well-wishers?” he asked, his voice a low hum that vibrated deep in her core.

“Something like that,” she said, her own voice breathier than she intended.

He leaned in, close enough for her to smell his clean, spicy cologne mixed with the scent of whiskey. “You’ve been driving me crazy all day in that dress.”

The directness, the raw hunger in his tone, shattered her last pretense of propriety. The champagne courage surged. “The feeling is… mutual,” she whispered, the words feeling both dangerous and liberating.

His eyes darkened. Without another word, he took her hand, his grip firm and certain. He led her through a side door, out into the balmy evening air of the parking lot, away from the music and the lights, into the shadowy canyon between two parked cars.

And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative, getting-to-know-you kiss. It was a conquest. A claiming. His lips were demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a raw urgency that made her knees weak. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her hands fisting in the lapels of his expensive suit jacket, pulling him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “I’ve wanted to do that since I saw you nervously rearranging your silverware at dinner.”

Before she could respond, his hands were at his belt, the quiet clink of the buckle loud in the silence. He freed himself, and her breath hitched. He was thick and hard, the pale length of him standing proud in the dim light. The sight sent a fresh, slick heat pooling between her legs.

Wordlessly, her desire overriding all coherent thought, she sank to her knees on the cool asphalt. The rough texture bit faintly through her nylons. She looked up at him, at his hooded, intense gaze, before leaning forward and taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pure pleasure. His hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the velvety head, loving the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk. She took him deeper, her own arousal spiking as she heard his breathing grow more ragged, felt the muscles in his thighs tremble. The taste of him, musky and male, was intoxicating.

“Fuck, Aimee…” he breathed.

Suddenly, he was pulling her up, turning her, pressing her front against the cool passenger door of the car. His hands gathered the delicate fabric of her dress, pushing it up around her waist. The night air kissed the exposed skin of her thighs, her backside. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and sheer stockings, dragging them down to her knees in one swift, decisive motion.

Then his mouth was on her again, but lower. His tongue, so skilled and demanding on her mouth, now lavished attention on her most sensitive flesh. He licked a slow, torturous stripe through her slick folds, and Aimee cried out, her forehead pressing against the car window. He circled her clit with the very tip of his tongue, a teasing, maddening pressure that had her grinding back against his face. He slipped two fingers inside her, crooking them, finding a spot that made her see stars as his mouth continued its relentless, devouring work. Her orgasm built fast, a tight, screaming coil in her abdomen, fueled by weeks of pent-up fantasy and the illicit thrill of their location.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he pulled away. She whimpered at the loss, but then she felt him, the blunt, insistent head of his dick pressing against her entrance.

“Tell me you want this, Aimee.”

“Yes. God, yes, Kenneth.”

He drove into her with one powerful, smooth thrust, filling her completely. A strangled moan was torn from her throat. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every inch of him. Then he began to move.

His pace was relentless, each thrust a perfect, delicious friction that stole her breath. He gripped her hips, holding her steady as he plunged into her, again and again, the car rocking faintly with their rhythm. The sounds were obscene and thrilling: their ragged breathing, the wet slap of skin on skin, her own helpless moans punctuating the night.

“You feel… incredible,” he grunted, his voice strained with effort. “So fucking tight for me.”

His words, filthy and approving, pushed her higher. One of his hands slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he fucked her. It was too much. The pleasure shattered through her, a blinding, overwhelming wave that wracked her entire body. She screamed his name into the night, her inner muscles clamping down around him in violent, pulsating waves.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself as far as he could go, his own groan a raw release of pleasure as he emptied himself inside her. They stayed like that for long moments, pressed together, panting, their sweat-slicked skin cooling in the night air.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. He gently tugged her dress down and turned her to face him. His expression was a mix of awe and fierce satisfaction. He brushed a stray curl from her damp forehead.

“We can’t…,” she started, her voice hoarse. “They can’t know.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across his face. “Our little secret,” he murmured, leaning in to kiss her, soft and lingering this time. “For now.”

He tucked himself back into his trousers, and she straightened her dress, her legs still unsteady. As they walked back toward the distant music, the promise of what would happen next thrummed between them, a secret more intoxicating than any champagne. She could already feel a fresh, aching need beginning to build, a desperate hunger for the next time.
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The lock clicked open, and Carrie pushed the heavy front door closed with her hip, letting the silence of the empty house wash over her. Another long shift at the cafe, another evening spent deliberately avoiding the one person she ached to see. Her shoulders slumped with a fatigue that had nothing to do with carrying trays.

A floorboard creaked behind her.

She spun around, her heart leaping into her throat. Joey leaned against the doorway to the living room, his arms crossed over his chest. The setting sun through the window haloed his broad frame, casting his face in shadow.

“You’re home late,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the quiet foyer.

“Joey. You scared me.” She clutched her bag tighter, a flimsy shield. “Yeah, just… busy. Inventory.”

He pushed off the doorframe, taking a step closer. The air between them crackled, thick and heavy. “Inventory on a Tuesday night? You’ve been busy a lot lately. For weeks.”

“College prep. You know. Lots to do.” The excuses were ash in her mouth. She tried to move past him, toward the stairs, toward the safety of her room and the journal where she poured out all the things she could never say.

He moved, a quick, fluid step, blocking her path. His proximity was a physical heat. “Stop lying to me, Carrie.”

Her defensiveness flared, hot and immediate. “I’m not lying. I’m just… busy. God, do you need a written report on my schedule?” The irony of the question would have choked her if she’d let it.

“I read your journal.”

The world tilted. The air vanished from her lungs. No. No, he didn’t. Her private, desperate, shameful thoughts. The leather-bound book she hid under the loose floorboard beneath her bed. Her face flamed, then went ice-cold. Rage, white-hot and humiliated, surged through her veins.

“You did what?” The words were a venomous whisper. “You read my… you had no right! No right, Joey!” She shoved at his chest, but it was like pushing a mountain. He didn’t budge.

He caught her wrists, his grip firm but not painful. His eyes, usually so light and teasing, were dark and deadly serious. “I had every right. You disappeared on me. You were pulling away and I didn’t know why. I found the book by accident, but I read it on purpose. I had to know the truth.”

“That was private!” she spat, trying to wrestle free, her body trembling with a confusing cocktail of fury and utter exposure.

“I love you, Joey.” he said, his voice dropping, repeating the words she’d scrawled on a tear-stained page. “It’s wrong and I’m sick for wanting my stepbrother, but I can’t stop thinking about you. That’s what you wrote.”

All the fight drained out of her instantly, leaving her weak and bare. She went limp in his grasp, tears welling in her eyes. He knew. He knew her deepest, most forbidden secret.

“Carrie,” he murmured, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist, feeling her frantic pulse. “Look at me.”

She couldn’t. The shame was a living thing, coiling in her stomach.

“Look at me.”

She forced her gaze up to meet his. The anger in his eyes was gone, replaced by an intensity that stole what little breath she had left.

“I feel the same way,” he said, the words simple, final, and earth-shattering.

The last of her resistance melted. The confession hung between them, a bridge across an abyss they’d both been staring into for months. Without another thought, without a single word, she closed the small distance between them and crushed her lips to his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a collision, a release of months of pent-up longing and fear. His hands released her wrists to cup her face, tilting her head as he kissed her back with a ferocity that matched her own. His mouth was hot and desperate, his tongue sweeping past her lips to taste her, to claim her. A low moan escaped her throat, swallowed by his kiss.

He broke away, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes were blazing. “Your room or mine?”

“Yours,” she breathed. “Hurry.”

He grabbed her hand and practically pulled her up the stairs, not letting go until they spilled into his bedroom. The door slammed shut behind them, the sound echoing in the charged silence. His hands were on her immediately, pushing her lightweight jacket from her shoulders. It pooled on the floor. His fingers, clumsy with need, found the hem of her shirt and tugged it over her head.

She stood before him in just her jeans and a simple lace bra, her skin pebbling in the cool air. His gaze raked over her, hot and hungry, and she’d never felt more beautiful, more desired.

“God, Carrie,” he groaned, reaching behind her to unclasp her bra. It fell away, and his warm, calloused palms covered her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard, aching peaks. She arched into his touch, a helpless sound catching in her throat.

He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one taut peak. The warmth, the wetness of his mouth, the gentle scrape of his teeth—it sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core. She tangled her fingers in his hair, holding him to her as he worshiped her breasts, laving one then the other until she was trembling, her knees weak.

He urged her backward until her legs hit the edge of his bed. With a look of raw hunger, he unbuttoned her jeans, peeling them and her panties down her legs in one swift motion. She stepped out of them, now completely naked and exposed under his searing gaze. He laid her back on the comforter, her skin cool against the fabric.

He didn’t join her. Instead, he knelt on the floor at the edge of the bed, his hands running up the inside of her thighs, pushing them apart. She was laid bare for him, utterly vulnerable. She expected him to move, to get undressed, to take her. But he just looked, his eyes dark with awe.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, and then he lowered his mouth to her.

The first brush of his tongue against her core made her jerk, a cry tearing from her lips. It was so much more intense than she’d ever imagined. He didn’t just kiss her there; he devoured her. His tongue was a wicked, clever thing, licking a slow, torturous path through her wetness before circling the sensitive bundle of nerves that was the center of her universe. Her hips came off the bed of their own accord, seeking more pressure, more friction.

He held her hips down, pinning her as he feasted on her. He licked and sucked, his rhythm building, his groans of pleasure vibrating through her. The coil of pleasure in her belly tightened unbearably. Her world narrowed to the feeling of his mouth on her, the scent of her own arousal, the sound of his eager hunger. She was crying out, a litany of his name and incoherent pleas, her fingers gripping the comforter as the pressure built to a terrifying peak.

And then he pushed two fingers inside her, curling them, and she shattered.

The orgasm ripped through her, blinding and absolute. Waves of pleasure radiated out from her core, wracking her body with convulsions. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of release, as he gently drew out her climax with soft, lapping strokes until she was a boneless, trembling mess.

Before she could even come down, he was stripping off his own clothes. His shirt went flying, revealing the hard planes of his chest and stomach, the muscles she’d secretly admired for years. He kicked off his jeans and boxers, and her breath hitched. He was fully erect, his length thick and straining, more impressive than any fantasy she’d ever had.

He crawled onto the bed, covering her body with his. The feel of his hot, naked skin against hers was a new kind of bliss. She reached between them, wrapping her hand around him. He was velvet over steel, and he hissed through his teeth at her touch.

“My turn,” she murmured, guiding him toward her mouth.

He hesitated for a fraction of a second before shifting, kneeling beside her head. She turned, taking him into her mouth. She tasted herself on him, a musky, intimate flavor that sent a fresh thrill through her. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the vein on the underside before taking him deeper, sucking gently. His groans were the most beautiful music she’d ever heard. His hands fisted in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, as she learned his rhythm.

“Carrie… God… I’m not going to last,” he choked out.

She released him with a soft pop, lying back, her eyes glazed with want. “Then don’t. I need you inside me. Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself between her legs, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his.

“Yes,” she begged, arching her hips. “Please, Joey.”

He pushed inside her in one long, slow, breathtaking thrust. She cried out at the fullness, the slight stretch, the utter rightness of it. He filled her completely, his hips flush against hers. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, his forehead resting against hers, their ragged breaths mingling.

Then he began to move.

It started slow, deep strokes that made her see stars. But the slow burn quickly ignited into an inferno. His pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, driving her up the bed. Each snap of his hips was a jolt of pure, undiluted pleasure. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was obscene and exhilarating.

“You feel… so fucking good,” he grunted, his voice strained. “So tight. All mine.”

She could only moan in agreement, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back. He shifted, hooking her legs over his shoulders, and the new angle made her scream. He was hitting a spot deep inside her that made her vision blur. The room was a haze of sensation—the smell of sex, the feel of his sweat-slicked skin, the guttural sounds tearing from his throat.

“I want to be on top,” she gasped.

In an instant, he rolled them over, never slipping out of her. She straddled him, sitting up, taking his length even deeper. She braced her hands on his chest, riding him with a frantic, desperate rhythm. She was in control now, setting the pace, chasing her second climax. She watched his face, watched his eyes darken with pleasure, watched him bite his lip as she bounced on his cock.

The sight of him beneath her, the feel of him filling her, the friction against her clit with every downward stroke—it was too much. The tension coiled again, tighter and fiercer than before. Her movements became more frantic, less controlled.

“Joey… I’m gonna… I’m…”

“Let go, Carrie,” he commanded, his hands gripping her hips, helping her move. “Cum for me.”

The command, his touch, the feel of him—it was the final push she needed. Her orgasm exploded through her, a violent, shattering convulsion that tore a scream from her lungs. She clenched around him, milking him, her body shaking uncontrollably.

The feel of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he thrust up into her one last time, his own release surging hot and deep inside her. She collapsed onto his chest, spent and shuddering, feeling the wild hammering of his heart against her own.

They lay like that for a long time, tangled together, sticky and breathless. The reality of what they’d done began to seep through the post-coital haze. The wrongness of it. The complexity.

She lifted her head, looking down at him. The confusion must have been plain on her face.

“Don’t,” he said softly, brushing a strand of hair from her damp forehead. “Don’t think yet. Just feel.”

“How can we…” she started, her voice barely a whisper. “After I leave…?”

He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. “We’ll make it work. We have to.”

14 - WHAT HAPPENS IN VEGAS

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The hotel room door clicked shut behind Anna, the raucous sounds of the casino floor vanishing into the thick, silent carpet. The room was dim, lit only by the neon glow of the Vegas strip bleeding through the parted curtains. A clean, steamy scent hung in the air, and from the en suite bathroom, she heard the squeak of a faucet being turned off.

A lazy, tipsy smile spread across her lips. Chuck had left the bar with his twin brother Brad nearly an hour ago, claiming they needed to grab something from the room. She’d given them a twenty-minute head start, finishing her drink and letting the warm buzz of expensive tequila settle deep in her bones. They were here to celebrate Brad and Chuck’s birthday. The alcohol was flowing. They were letting loose, and having a good time.

The bathroom door opened, and a cloud of steam billowed out. Chuck emerged, a white towel slung low around his hips, his torso gleaming with lingering droplets of water. His dark hair was damp and messy. He looked up, his expression one of mild surprise.

“Hey, you,” Anna murmured, her voice husky. She crossed the room to him, the alcohol fueling a boldness she usually kept leashed. She didn’t give him a chance to speak. She slid her hands up his damp, warm chest, leaned in, and captured his mouth with hers.

It tasted familiar, yet… different. A hint of his brother’s cigar, maybe, instead of the whiskey Chuck preferred. But the feel of his lips, the shape of them—it was him. Her hands slid down his taut stomach, her fingers slipping beneath the terrycloth towel. She found him, and her fingers wrapped around his hardening length. So eager for me already.

He froze against her mouth. She felt his entire body go rigid with a shock that was unmistakable. His hands, which had started to rise to her hips, stopped mid-air.

Anna broke the kiss, pulling back just an inch to look into his eyes. The same shade of blue as Chuck’s, but the look in them… it was all wrong. It wasn’t the warm, familiar gaze of her boyfriend. It was a wide-eyed, stunned expression, a flicker of alarm and then something else, something far more dangerous.

Oh, god.

Her hand, still wrapped around his cock, felt like it was burning. She jerked it away as if shocked. “Brad?” The name was a horrified whisper.

A slow, utterly wicked smile spread across his face—Chuck’s face, but not. “Surprise.”

“Where’s Chuck?” she stammered, her face flushing with a heat that had nothing to do with tequila.

“He forgot his wallet, went running back to the bar. I needed a shower, didn’t feel like trekking to my room.” Brad’s voice was a near-perfect mimic, but the cadence was just a fraction smoother, a little more confident. He didn’t try to cover himself. The towel tented prominently where she had just touched him. “Guess I should be flattered.”

Anna’s mind raced. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But her body was betraying her, a throbbing ache building between her legs that hummed in time with her frantic heartbeat. The initial shock was morphing, curdling into a dark, pulsing intrigue.

Brad took a step closer, the space between them vanishing. He didn’t touch her. He just let his gaze roam over her face, down her body, and back up. “He’ll be gone for a while.” His voice dropped to a conspiratorial murmur. “No one has to know.”

The invitation hung in the steam-filled air, thick and heavy. Every sensible thought screamed at her to walk away. But the tequila and the neon and the sheer, illicit thrill of it all held her rooted to the spot. Her breath hitched.

Seeing her hesitation, he closed the final distance. This time, when his mouth found hers, it wasn’t surprised. It was hungry, demanding, and expert. His tongue plunged past her lips, and a moan was ripped from her throat. This is not Chuck. The thought was a final, fading protest before it was drowned out by a wave of pure sensation.

His hands were on her, tearing at her clothes with an urgency Chuck never showed. The little black dress was shoved down her shoulders, her bra unhooked and discarded in one fluid motion. He broke the kiss to look at her, his eyes dark with lust as he palmed her breasts, his thumbs circling her hardened nipples. “Fuck, Anna.”

He backed her toward the king-sized bed, his towel falling away, forgotten on the floor. He was magnificent, every inch of him a duplicate of the man she loved, yet the aura was entirely new, electrifying. He laid her down on the cool duvet, his body covering hers.

His mouth was everywhere. He sucked one nipple deep into the heat of his mouth, his tongue flicking over the peak until she was arching off the bed, her fingers tangled in his damp hair. He worshiped her breasts with a focus that felt sinfully deliberate, as if he was memorizing the feel of her, the taste of her. Then his lips began a slow, torturous descent.

He kissed a blazing trail down her quivering stomach, his hands hooking into the sides of her panties and dragging them down her legs. He settled between her thighs, his broad shoulders pushing her legs further apart. The first hot puff of his breath against her soaked center made her cry out.

And then his tongue was on her.

It was an act of devotion and devouring. He didn’t just taste her; he consumed her. His tongue lashed her clit in firm, flat strokes before circling it with maddening precision. He slipped two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot deep within that made her vision whiten at the edges. Oh god, oh god, he knows. He knew exactly how to move, the rhythm, the pressure. He was mapping her body with his tongue, learning what made her gasp, what made her buck against his mouth, what made her beg.

“Brad… please,” she whimpered, her hips moving of their own volition, riding his face. The coil of pleasure in her gut was wound impossibly tight, ready to snap.

He pulled back, his chin glistening. His eyes met hers, blazing with primal need. “You want me to stop?” The question was a low growl.

“No,” she breathed. “No.”

In a swift motion, he flipped her onto her stomach. The world tilted. He helped her up onto her hands and knees, the new position sending a fresh jolt of wanton vulnerability through her. His hands smoothed over the curve of her ass, spreading her open. She felt the cool air on her most intimate places, followed by the warm, wet press of his tongue licking a bold stripe from her clit to the tight, forbidden pucker of her ass.

She gasped, burying her face in the duvet. His thumb replaced his tongue, rubbing slow, insistent circles there as his mouth returned to her pussy, driving her higher. The dual sensation was overwhelming. It was dirty. It was perfect.

She felt him shift behind her. The blunt, slick head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and for one glorious moment, he filled her there, his thrusts deep and claiming. But then he pulled out. She felt his hand, now slick with her own arousal, press against her other hole.

“Relax for me,” he commanded, his voice rough with strain.

She took a shuddering breath, forcing her muscles to unclench. The pressure was immense, a stretching, burning fullness that was so wrong it tipped over into incredible. He pushed inside her ass, one exquisite, unbearable inch at a time, until he was fully sheathed, his body flush against hers. A broken sob escaped her, a sound of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.

He held still for a moment, letting her adjust to the incredible invasion. Then he began to move.

His pace was relentless, each thrust a masterful calculation of friction and depth. One hand gripped her hip, fingers digging into her flesh, while the other snaked around her front, finding her clit and rubbing furious, tight circles. The pleasure was a live wire, sparking through her entire body. She was being split open, claimed in a way she never had been, and the psychological taboo of it—of it being him, of the deception—short-circuited her last coherent thought.

The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seismic explosion that locked her muscles and stole the air from her lungs. Her inner walls clenched around nothing while her ass clenched around him, the violent pulses of her peak milking his own release.

With a guttural groan, he sank deep, his body shuddering against hers as he came, his hot release flooding into her. He collapsed over her back, his sweat-slick chest pressing against her spine, both of them panting, wrecked.

They stayed like that for a long moment, the only sound their ragged breathing. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. The loss of him felt profound. They didn’t speak. They simply moved, a wordless, hurried scramble to find their clothes and get dressed. The evidence of what they’d done was wiped away, the bed hastily smoothed.

Anna was just pulling her dress back on when the electronic key reader at the door beeped.

Brad’s eyes snapped to hers, wide and alert. He was across the room in two strides, grabbing his discarded towel just as the door swung open.

Chuck stood there, holding his wallet, a grin on his face. “Sorry, baby, the line was a nightmare. You wouldn’t believe it.” His gaze swept the room, landing on his brother, now conveniently wrapped in a towel again. “Oh, hey, you’re still here.”

Anna’s heart hammered against her ribs. She looked from one identical face to the other, the memory of Brad’s weight, his taste, his possession, seared into her very cells. A wicked, thrilling shiver ran down her spine.

She met Brad’s eyes across the room, and she saw the same fire there, the same unspoken secret.

We are definitely doing that again.

15 - A CHEATER EXPOSED?

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The screen glowed, a sickening pit opening in Hailey’s stomach. There he was. Marvin. Her sister Beth’s perfect, charming, handsome fiancé. His head was thrown back in laughter, a blonde woman in glittering pasties grinding in his lap. The caption underneath was a crude joke from one of his friends. #guy’snight #lastnightoffreedom?

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Sweet, trusting Beth. She was picking out china patterns while her future husband was getting lap dances. Hailey’s fingers trembled as she closed the app. She couldn’t show her. She couldn’t be the one to shatter that blissful ignorance. But she also couldn’t just let it go.

Before she could talk herself out of it, she was in her car, driving across town to Marvin’s modern townhouse. She knocked, the sound sharp and angry against the polished wood door.

It swung open to reveal Marvin, looking effortlessly handsome in a tight grey t-shirt and soft-looking sweatpants. A slow, easy smile spread across his face. “Hailey. This is a surprise.”

“We need to talk,” she said, her voice tighter than she intended.

“Of course. Come in.” He stepped aside, his gaze curious.

She marched past him into the spacious living room, not sitting down. She pulled out her phone, her thumb hovering over the damning image. “I saw something. On Mark’s page.”

His smile didn’t falter. He just raised an eyebrow. “Oh? And what did you see?”

She thrust the phone at him. “This.”

He took the phone, glanced at the screen, and let out a low, soft chuckle. He handed it back without a trace of shame. “Ah. That.”

“‘Ah, that?’” she spat, her disbelief morphing into pure fury. “That’s all you have to say? Beth is my sister! She’s planning her entire future with you!”

“And she’ll have that future,” he said calmly, stepping closer. The scent of his cologne, something clean and woodsy, filled the space between them. “Hailey, you don’t understand the dynamic we have. Beth and I… we have an arrangement.”

“An arrangement?” she scoffed, though a flicker of uncertainty cooled her anger. “You mean an arrangement where you get to cheat?”

“It’s not cheating if the rules are agreed upon.” His voice was a low, intimate murmur now. He was so close she could see the flecks of gold in his hazel eyes. “We have an open relationship. She has her… freedoms, and I have mine. We just don’t flaunt them in each other’s faces. It’s about trust.”

Hailey’s mind raced. It sounded insane. It sounded like a slick, convenient lie. But the absolute lack of guilt on his face was unnerving. He reached out, his fingers gently brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric, a bolt of pure heat that shot straight down her spine.

“You came all the way over here to protect your sister’s honor,” he murmured, his eyes dropping to her lips. “That’s… incredibly loyal. And incredibly sexy.”

Her breath hitched. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But the thought was a whisper, drowned out by the roaring in her ears. He was handsome, confident, and his gaze held a promise of something dark and thrilling she’d never allowed herself to want.

“Marvin, I…” she started, but the protest died in her throat.

He didn’t wait for permission. He closed the final inch between them, his mouth capturing hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was possessive. Demanding. His lips moved against hers with a practiced skill that made her knees weak. A small, shocked sound escaped her, and she felt his tongue slide into her mouth. Yes. The thought was clear and startling. Yes. Her hands, which had been clenched at her sides, came up to grip his shoulders, feeling the hard muscle underneath the soft cotton.

He broke the kiss, his breathing slightly ragged. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

She couldn’t form the words. She just shook her head, her eyes wide, her body screaming its consent. That was all the invitation he needed.

He took her hand and led her down the hall to his bedroom. It was all masculine lines and dark colours, dominated by a large, neatly made bed. He turned her to face him, his fingers finding the hem of her shirt. He pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. His heated gaze raked over her lace-clad breasts, and a low groan rumbled in his chest.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of her jeans. He peeled them down her legs, along with her panties, leaving her standing bare before him, her skin prickling with anticipation and a thrill of vulnerability. He knelt, his hands skimming up her calves, her thighs. He looked up at her, his eyes dark with hunger, before he bent his head and licked a slow, wet stripe up her inner thigh.

She gasped, her head falling back. He kissed the sensitive skin there, his stubble a delicious abrasion, before his mouth found her core. His tongue was relentless, swirling around her clit with a precision that stole the air from her lungs. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her cry out. Oh god. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him there as he devoured her, his tongue and fingers working in a rhythm that was pushing her dangerously close to the edge already.

He stood up, his own arousal evident in the prominent bulge straining against his sweatpants. He shoved them down, and her breath caught. He was… big. Thick and long and perfectly erect. The sight sent a fresh wave of liquid heat pooling between her legs.

“I need to taste you,” she heard herself say, the words husky and foreign.

A wicked smile touched his lips. He sat on the edge of the bed and she sank to her knees before him. She took him in her hand, feeling the velvety-soft skin over the rigid shaft. She licked the bead of moisture from his tip, tasting his saltiness, before taking him into her mouth. She worked him slowly at first, learning his shape and rhythm, then deeper, taking more of him until he was groaning, his hips lifting slightly off the bed. The power was intoxicating. Hearing this confident man reduced to guttural sounds of pleasure by her mouth.

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

He laid her back on the cool duvet, covering her body with his. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He looked into her eyes.

“Are you sure?” he asked again, the gentlemanly question a stark contrast to the raw need on his face.

“Yes. Please,” she begged, arching her hips up to meet him.

He pushed inside her in one long, slow, breathtaking thrust. She cried out as he filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fullness that bordered on pain before melting into pure, unadulterated pleasure. He began to move, setting a deep, deliberate pace. Each thrust was a claim. Her nails dug into his back as he drove into her, the sounds of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filling the room.

He shifted, hooking her legs over his shoulders, angling himself to go even deeper. The change in position made her see stars. “Right there,” she moaned, “God, right there.” He obeyed, pounding into that exact spot with relentless force, the coil of pleasure inside her winding tighter and tighter.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She scrambled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He kneeled behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding himself back inside her. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He plunged into her, each snap of his hips a jolt of ecstasy. She could feel every inch of him, and the visual of him taking her from behind, watching his powerful movements in the dresser mirror across the room, pushed her over the edge.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his length. The intensity of it made her arms give out and she collapsed onto the bed, him following her down, never stopping his rhythm. He drove into her through her climax, his own control shattering. With a final, deep groan, he buried himself to the hilt, pulsing inside her as he found his own release.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He collapsed beside her, his body slick with sweat.

The reality of what she had just done crashed down on her. Beth. Her sister. Her future brother-in-law. A cold dread seeped into the warmth of her afterglow. This could destroy everything.

But as she lay there, feeling his seed trickle out of her, feeling the delicious, aching throb between her legs, one treacherous thought pushed all others aside.

She wanted to do it again.

16 - FRANCINE’S REVENGE

MF / Taboo / Cheating / Kissing / Blowjob / Dildo / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The acrid taste of betrayal was still fresh on Francine’s tongue, a bitter cocktail of hurt and rage she intended to wash away tonight. She stood before a sprawling canvas of violently beautiful colors, a piece titled ‘Conflagration,’ but all she could see was Max’s stupid, handsome face lying to her. Her plan, a stark and perfect revenge, was the only thing that had kept her from crumbling.

She felt him before she saw him. Patrick. Max’s older brother, the quiet artist, the one who’d always looked at her just a moment too long at family dinners. He came to stand beside her, his presence a calm, solid thing amidst the gallery’s chaotic buzz.

“It’s a lot, I know,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through her. “Not for everyone.”

Francine turned, letting a practiced, dazzling smile bloom on her lips. “I think it’s breathtaking. The passion… it’s almost violent. You can feel it.” She let her fingertips brush his sleeve. “You’re incredibly talented, Patrick.”

He smiled, a shy, hesitant thing that was utterly unlike his brother’s cocky grins. His eyes, a deeper, more compassionate blue than Max’s, scanned her face. “Thank you. Where’s Max? I’m surprised he’s not here, dragging you away from my ‘weird smudges,’ as he calls them.”

This was her opening. Francine let her smile falter, her gaze dropping to the polished concrete floor. She let him see the well-practiced sheen of vulnerability in her eyes. “We’re not… together anymore.” She looked back up, meeting his concerned gaze. “He… found someone else.”

Patrick’s expression softened. “Francine, I’m so sorry. He’s an idiot.”

The sympathy in his voice was almost enough to make her feel guilty. Almost. “It’s fine. Really.” She took a small step closer, closing the distance between them. The air crackled. “I’d much rather talk about your art. And you.” She let her hand rest on his arm again, her touch lingering. “I have a bottle of ridiculously expensive wine at my place. A gift I never opened. Help me drink it?”

He hesitated. She could see the war behind his eyes–loyalty to his brother, however undeserved, battling against the palpable attraction arcing between them. His eyes dropped to her mouth. “Francine… I don’t know. Max…”

“Max,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, “is not here.” She leaned in, letting her scent, something dark and floral, wrap around him. “And I am.”

That was all it took. The final thread of his resistance snapped. He gave a slow, singular nod. “Okay.”

An hour later, he was at her door. The gallery’s polite chatter was replaced by the heavy, expectant silence of her apartment. She didn’t turn on the main light, just a soft lamp that cast the living room in warm, intimate shadows. She took the bottle from him, her fingers brushing his, and the contact was electric.

They stood facing each other, the unspoken hanging thick in the air. Patrick opened his mouth to say something, but Francine didn’t let him. She closed the distance and crushed her lips to his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was all the pent-up anger, the hurt, the desperate need for validation, channeled into a single, searing act. And Patrick… Patrick met her fire with his own. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her jaw as his mouth opened under hers, the kiss deepening from something strategic into something shockingly, authentically hungry.

Her hands slid down his chest, over the soft linen of his shirt, down to the waistband of his trousers. Her fingers found the cool metal of his zipper. She pulled it down, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room. She broke the kiss, her breathing ragged, and looked down.

And oh.

Her breath hitched. Max was… adequate. Patrick was a revelation. He was thick and already fully hard, his length straining upward against his abdomen. A low, involuntary sound escaped her throat, a mix of triumph and pure, unadulterated lust.

Without a word, she sank to her knees on the plush rug. She looked up at him, watching his face as she took him into her hand, feeling the velvety-soft skin over the rigid strength beneath. She swirled her tongue over the head, tasting the clean, salty pre-cum that had already beaded there. His sharp intake of breath was her reward.

Then she took him into her mouth, deeper, worshiping every inch with her tongue, her lips, a silent promise of what was to come. Her head bobbed slowly, then faster, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, his hips giving tiny, involuntary thrusts. His groans were a symphony, and she was the conductor.

After a few perfect, breathless minutes, she pulled away, leaving him glistening and aching. She took his hand and led him to the bedroom.

There, under the softer light, she undressed him, then herself. She let the black dress pool at her feet, standing before him in just her black lace panties. She saw his eyes darken, his gaze raking over her curves, the swell of her breasts, the narrow line of her waist. She hooked her thumbs in the lace and slid them down, kicking them aside.

Now for the finale.

She walked to her bedside drawer, never breaking eye contact, and pulled out a heavy, realistic dildo. Patrick’s eyes widened, a flicker of surprise and intense arousal crossing his face.

“I want to show you,” she breathed, her voice husky, “exactly how I like it.”

She lay back on the dark sheets, parting her legs. She was already soaked, her own wetness a slick heat between her thighs. She brought the toy to her core, sliding the silicone head through her folds, making herself gasp. Then, never looking away from him, she pushed it inside.

Oh god. Her back arched off the bed. She worked the toy in and out, a slow, then frantic rhythm, her free hand pinching and pulling at her own nipple. She was putting on a show, but the pleasure was devastatingly real. Her breaths became ragged moans. “See…?” she panted. “See how… deep… I like it?”

She could see the cords in Patrick’s neck straining, his fists clenching at his sides. He was spellbound.

With a final, gasping cry, she pulled the toy out and tossed it aside, her body trembling with the edge of an unmet climax. “Now you,” she demanded, her voice a raw plea.

He was on her in an instant. He didn’t kiss her mouth. He pushed her legs apart and buried his face between them.

His tongue was an artist’s tool, precise and devastating. He licked a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit, then circled the swollen bud with a torturous, perfect pressure. He suckled it, he probed her with his tongue, he worshiped her with a focus that made her see stars. The orgasm built, a terrifying, wonderful pressure, and then it shattered through her. She cried out, her body seizing, waves of pure electric pleasure washing over her until she was boneless and trembling.

Before she could even come down, he was moving up her body, lining himself up. He pushed inside her in one smooth, firm thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

He filled her. Completely. Perfectly. Where the toy was an imitation, Patrick was the real, breathtaking masterpiece.

He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew more urgent. Each thrust was a punctuation mark on her revenge fantasy, but the words were getting blurry. All she could feel was the delicious friction, the slap of skin on skin, the way his grip on her hips felt like ownership.

“Harder,” she begged, and he obliged, driving into her with a force that rocked the headboard against the wall. She met him thrust for thrust, their bodies a slick, tangled, desperate mess of need.

“Turn over,” he growled, his voice thick with lust.

She obeyed, getting on her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself back into her dripping heat. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He fucked her with a powerful, relentless pace, each movement hitting a spot that made her whimper with pleasure. She could feel another orgasm coiling deep inside, spurred on by the raw, primal sound of his grunts and the sight of his taut stomach muscles contracting with every thrust.

His hand left her hip and snaked around to her front, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing frantic, tight circles.

It was too much. It was everything. The coil snapped. Her vision whited out as a second, more violent orgasm ripped through her. She screamed his name into the comforter, her entire body clenching around him in rhythmic pulses.

Feeling her climax pushed him over the edge. With a guttural moan, he thrust deep one final time and held himself there, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her with a hot, endless rush.

He collapsed beside her, both of them gasping, slick with sweat, utterly spent.

After a long moment, he pulled her into his arms, spooning her against his chest. His skin was hot against her back. The anger that had been a constant hum in her veins for weeks was just… gone. In its place was a warm, buzzing contentment. She didn’t care about Max. She didn’t care about revenge.

She wanted this. She wanted him.

His lips brushed her shoulder. “He’s going to be furious,” Patrick murmured, his voice a sleepy rumble against her skin.

“I don’t care,” Francine whispered, and she meant it with every fiber of her being.

He shifted, turning her to face him. His expression was serious, his artist’s eyes searching hers in the dim light. “Be my girlfriend.”

A real smile, the first genuine one in weeks, spread across Francine’s face. “Yes.”

17 - A SISTERLY THREESOME

MFF / Taboo / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The bass thumped through Jazzy’s chest, a rhythmic pulse that matched the frantic beat of her heart. Beside her, Mya laughed, tossing her dark curls over her shoulder as she sipped her cocktail. Another Friday night, another blur of noise and potential. That’s when he leaned against the bar next to them.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

As the apartment door clicked shut behind them, the cool night air hit Jazzy’s face. She looked at her sister. Mya’s eyes met hers, and they both burst into soft, incredulous laughter, a new, unbreakable thread of shared secrets binding them together.

18 - HER STEPBROTHER’S FREAKY PHOTO ALBUM

MF / Taboo / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The borrowed laptop hummed softly on Annabelle’s knees, a familiar weight. She clicked through Nate’s photo library, a digital album of their blended family’s last few years—birthdays, holidays, a trip to the coast. She was looking for a specific picture from that beach trip, the one where a seagull had stolen her sandwich. Her finger paused over the trackpad.

This folder was different. Not labeled ‘Vacation’ or ‘Mom’s Birthday’. It was just a string of numbers.

Curiosity, a sudden and electric impulse, made her double-click.

Her breath hitched. The screen filled with a high-resolution image of her stepbrother, Nate, sprawled naked on a rumpled hotel bed. He wasn’t alone. A woman with dark hair was draped over his chest, her back to the camera, his hand possessively on her bare hip. He was looking right at the lens, a confident, almost challenging smirk on his face.

Annabelle’s pulse hammered in her ears. This is wrong. Close it. Close it now. Her moral compass screamed, but her body didn’t listen. Her finger slid on the trackpad, clicking to the next photo.

Another woman. This one was on her knees before him, her lips wrapped around the thick, impressive length of his erect cock. His head was thrown back, muscles in his neck corded with pleasure.

Oh, god. Heat flooded Annabelle’s core, a sudden, shocking wetness between her thighs. She’d never… she’d never seen him like this. He was just Nate. Her stepbrother. The guy who borrowed her charger and teased her about her taste in movies. But this… this was a different person. A man. A man who was clearly very experienced, very desired. Her skin felt too tight, her breathing shallow. She clicked again.

Another. And another. A gallery of anonymous women and one very familiar, very naked man. Each image was a lesson in his sexuality, a testament to a side of him she never knew existed. A coil of heat, tight and demanding, twisted low in her belly. She was mesmerized, horrified, and utterly, completely aroused.

The soft click of the apartment’s front door opening barely registered.

“Annie? You still here? I forgot my—” Nate’s voice cut off abruptly.

Annabelle’s head snapped up. He stood frozen in the doorway to the living room, his keys dangling from his hand, his gaze locked on the screen she was too stunned to hide. Time slowed. She fumbled for the laptop, a frantic, guilty motion, and slammed it shut. The sound was like a gunshot in the silent room.

The air thickened, charged with a tension she could taste. Nate didn’t move. He just stared at the closed laptop, then at her burning face.

A slow, dangerous smile spread across his lips. It wasn’t his usual easy grin. This was the smile from the photographs. “Annabelle,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated straight through her. “Did you like what you saw?”

Denials piled up on her tongue. It was an accident. I was looking for the beach photos. But the ache between her legs, the flush on her skin, they were betrayals. She couldn’t lie. Her voice was a shaky whisper. “Yes.”

He took a step into the room. Then another. He moved with a predator’s grace she’d never noticed before. He stopped just in front of her chair, looking down at her. “I’ve thought about you,” he admitted, the confession rough and raw. “So many times. Wondering what you’d look like… what you’d feel like.”

Her world tilted. He’d thought about her? The admission shattered the last of her resistance. This wasn’t just her secret shame anymore. It was theirs.

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Tell me to stop, Annie. Tell me now, or I’m going to kiss you.”

She couldn’t speak. She could only give a tiny, almost imperceptible shake of her head. Don’t stop.

That was all the permission he needed.

He leaned down, and his mouth captured hers. It wasn’t a tentative, exploring kiss. It was deep and hungry, all claiming tongue and possessive pressure. It tasted of mint and desire and forbidden heat. A small, desperate sound escaped her throat as her hands came up, tangling in the soft fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “The bedroom. Now.” He took her hand, his grip firm, and led her down the short hall without another word. The world had narrowed to this path, to the feel of his hand in hers.

Inside his room, he turned to her. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with want. “I’ve wanted to unwrap you for years,” he murmured, his fingers going to the hem of her soft cotton top. He lifted it slowly over her head, tossing it aside. His calloused thumbs brushed over the sensitive skin of her stomach, making her shiver. He reached behind her, his fingers deft and sure, and her bra came undone. It fell away.

His gaze dropped to her breasts. “Fuck, Annie. You’re perfect.”

He lowered his head, and his hot mouth closed over one taut nipple. He suckled deeply, his tongue laving the peak until she cried out, her knees buckling. He held her upright, switching to her other breast, giving it the same lavish attention. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure that shot straight to her core, making her clench around nothing.

His hands went to the button of her jeans, popping it open, dragging the denim and her panties down her legs in one smooth motion. She stood naked before him, exposed and trembling. He took a moment, his eyes raking over her from head to toe, a look of pure, unadulterated hunger on his face. Then he undressed, shucking his clothes with an efficiency that left her breathless.

And there he was. Fully erect. He was thick and long, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. The photos hadn’t done him justice. Not even close. A primal need overtook her. She sank to her knees on the carpet, her hands on his lean hips.

Looking up at him, she opened her mouth and took him in.

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound, as her lips stretched around his girth. She swirled her tongue over the slick head, tasting the distinct, musky flavor of him. She took him deeper, using her hand to stroke what she couldn’t fit, setting a rhythm that had his fingers tightening in her hair.

“Your mouth… god, Annabelle, just like that.”

He gently fucked her face, holding her head as he guided himself in and out. The power of it, the submission, sent another fierce throb of need through her.

He pulled her up, his kisses messy and urgent, and laid her back on the bed. He knelt between her legs, spreading her wide. He didn’t enter her. Instead, he lowered his mouth to her core.

His tongue was a wicked, clever thing. He licked a slow, torturous path through her soaked folds, finding her clit and circling it with a precision that made her back arch off the mattress. She was gasping, writhing, her hands clutching at the comforter. Just when she was hovering on the edge, he plunged two fingers inside her, curling them upward.

She cried out, the dual sensation of his tongue and his fingers almost too much. Then his thumb found her other hole, circling the tight, untouched rosette. She gasped at the unfamiliar sensation. He pressed gently, a promise of what was to come, as his tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter until it shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, blinding wave that left her shaking and breathless.

Before she could recover, he was moving her, turning her onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her. The broad head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance, and with one powerful thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. He set a relentless pace, each drive of his hips pushing a moan from her lips. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room.

He leaned over her, his chest to her back, and his hand snaked around to her front, his fingers finding her clit again, stroking in time with his thrusts. “You feel… incredible… so tight for me,” he growled in her ear.

Another climax began to build, deeper this time. He reached over to the nightstand, fumbling for a moment before returning with a small bottle of lube. The cool liquid shocked her heated skin as he slicked his fingers and pressed one against her asshole. She tensed for a second, then forced herself to relax as he worked the tip inside, stretching her gently.

He replaced his finger with the head of his cock, pressing against that impossibly tight ring of muscle. “Breathe, Annie,” he commanded, his voice strained. She exhaled, and he pushed, a slow, inexorable invasion that burned for a moment before giving way to a feeling of being utterly, completely filled. He was in her ass, every inch of him.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that was entirely new. The feeling was overwhelming, a friction so intense it bordered on pain but was pure, unadulterated pleasure. Each thrust rubbed against the sensitive inner walls of her pussy through the thin membrane separating them. She was moaning, helpless, completely lost in the sensation of being taken so completely.

He gripped her hips, his pace increasing, pounding into her with a raw, animalistic need. She could feel her own climax coiling again, tighter and hotter than before. “Nate… I’m… I’m going to…”

“Come for me,” he grunted, his own control fraying. “Squeeze my cock with that perfect ass.”

It was the permission she needed. Her orgasm erupted, a seismic event that clenched around him, her ass muscles milking his length. The intense, rhythmic pulsing pushed him over the edge. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden flood of his release filling her. He held himself there, shuddering, as the last waves of her own pleasure reverberated through her.

They collapsed together onto the sweat-slicked sheets, a tangled mess of limbs. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her back against his chest. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He nuzzled her hair.

“No one can ever know,” she whispered into the dark, the reality of what they’d done crashing down around them. “It would destroy everything.”

His arms tightened around her. “I know.” A beat of silence. Then, his voice was a low, promising rumble against her ear. “But I hope we can do it again.”

19 - A CONFESSION IN THE WOODS

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Public / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“We’re lost, Hank. I’m so scared.” Angie’s voice was a fragile whisper, swallowed by the immense, silent trees.

Hank’s arms tightened around her, his body a solid, warm wall against her back. “I’ve got you, Angie. Just breathe. I’m not going to let anything happen to you.”

She turned in his embrace, her eyes glistening with unshed tears, finding his in the dimming light. The fear was a live wire in her chest, but beneath it, something else—something she’d carried for years—thrummed even louder. “Hank…”

“Yeah?”

“There’s something I have to say. In case… in case we don’t get out of here.”

He brushed a stray strand of hair from her cheek, his calloused thumb lingering on her skin. “You can tell me anything.”

She took a shaky breath. “I think about you. All the time. It’s… it’s more than just being stepsiblings.” The confession hung in the cool air, a terrifying and liberating truth. “I’m in love with you, Hank. I have been for years.”

For a heart-stopping moment, he was silent. Then, a slow, devastating smile spread across his face. “Angie,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You have no idea how long I’ve waited to hear you say that.” His hand cupped her jaw. “I’ve been going out of my damn mind wanting you.”

And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative exploration. It was a claiming. His lips were firm and insistent, parting hers with a desperate hunger that made her knees buckle. She met his intensity with her own, her hands flying up to grip his shoulders, anchoring herself to the raw reality of his kiss. The taste of him—wild and faintly of the peppermint gum he always chewed—was intoxicating. The fear of being lost evaporated, replaced by the dizzying, all-consuming heat of his mouth on hers.

When they finally broke apart, gasping for air, a new kind of electricity crackled between them. Hank’s eyes were dark, his pupils blown wide with desire. Angie didn’t hesitate. Her fingers, trembling not from fear but from need, went to the button of his jeans. She popped it open, then slowly dragged the zipper down.

The sound was obscenely loud in the forest quiet.

She sank to her knees on the soft bed of pine needles, her eyes locked on his. The thick, musky scent of him filled her senses as she freed his erection. He was already fully hard, velvety smooth and hot against her palm. She heard his sharp intake of breath as she leaned forward, her tongue tracing a slow, wet path from base to tip.

“Fuck, Angie,” he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair.

She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the weight and feel of him on her tongue. She explored him with a devotion that bordered on worship, her head bobbing in a rhythm that soon had him cursing softly, his hips giving tiny, involuntary thrusts. She loved the sounds he made, the way his grip on her hair tightened just shy of pain, the salty taste of him as he grew even harder. She was lost in him, in the power of giving him this pleasure.

With a growl, he gently pulled her up. “My turn,” he breathed against her lips.

His hands were at her clothes, urgent but not rushed. He peeled her light jacket from her shoulders, then lifted her shirt over her head, leaving her in only a simple lace bra. The cool air pebbled her skin, but his gaze was like fire. He unhooked her bra with a practiced ease that made her gasp, and it fell away.

His eyes drank her in. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, before lowering his head to her breast.

His mouth was hot and wet around her nipple, his tongue circling, flicking, then sucking deeply. A sharp, exquisite jolt of pleasure shot straight to her core, and she cried out, her head falling back. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until she was writhing against him, her fingers clawing at his back.

He guided her backward until the rough bark of a massive pine tree pressed against her bare back. He knelt before her, his hands sliding her hiking pants and panties down her legs in one smooth motion. He kissed the inside of her thigh, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her sensitive skin. She was completely exposed to him, to the forest, her heart hammering against her ribs.

And then his mouth was on her.

A low, guttural moan was torn from her throat. His tongue was a flat, relentless pressure against her clit, circling, teasing, before delving into her core. He ate her with a starved intensity, one hand gripping her hip to hold her steady, the other finding her breast, pinching her nipple in time with the thrusts of his tongue. The dual sensations were overwhelming. Pleasure built, a tight, coiling spring deep inside her. She could feel the rough tree bark against her back, smell the damp earth and his own scent, hear the wet, hungry sounds he made as he devoured her.

“Hank… I’m going to…” she panted, her climax rushing toward her, inevitable and terrifying.

He didn’t let up. He drove her over the edge with his mouth and fingers, and she came with a shattered cry, her body convulsing against his face, her vision whiting out.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was on his feet, turning her around. “Brace yourself,” he commanded, his voice hoarse.

She leaned forward, her palms flat against the rough tree, her body still humming from her orgasm. She felt the broad head of his cock press against her entrance. He pushed inside her with one long, slow, excruciatingly perfect thrust.

She gasped at the fullness, the stretch. He was so deep. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, both of them trembling. Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow and deep at first, each one a deliberate, soul-shaking possession. But soon, the pace quickened. The slick, wet sound of their bodies meeting filled the air, a primal rhythm underscored by their ragged breathing and her soft, continuous moans. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with every drive forward.

“You feel… unbelievable,” he grunted into her ear, his breath hot. “So fucking tight.”

She was mindless with pleasure, every nerve ending alight. Each thrust sent a new wave of ecstasy crashing through her. She could feel the sweat on his skin against her back, the powerful muscles of his thighs driving into her. She was completely his, taken in the most raw and elemental way.

The tension began to coil inside her again, tighter and hotter than before. “Hank, I’m… I’m going to come again,” she cried out.

Her words tipped him over the edge. His rhythm became frantic, his thrusts losing all finesse, becoming pure, desperate need. With a guttural roar, he slammed into her one final time, his body shuddering as he poured himself into her. The feeling of his hot release pulsing inside her triggered her own second, shattering climax. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking every last drop from him as she cried out his name into the silent trees.

They stayed like that for a long moment, slumped against the tree, spent and breathing heavily. Finally, he softened and slipped out of her. He turned her around and held her, his lips against her forehead.

“We can’t tell anyone,” he whispered, his voice laced with regret and wonder. “This has to be our secret.”

“Our secret,” she agreed, her voice dreamy, her body still humming.

Suddenly, distant voices cut through the stillness. “Hank! Angie!”

They froze. Their parents. A park ranger.

They scrambled frantically, pulling on clothes, trying to smooth their hair, their frantic movements a stark contrast to the languid intimacy of moments before.

“We’re here!” Hank called out, his voice miraculously steady.

As their rescuers broke through the tree line, their faces etched with worry, Angie offered a contrite smile. “We’re so sorry. We took a wrong turn.”

But as her mother hugged her, all Angie could feel was the delicious, secret throb between her legs, a thrilling promise of what was to come.

20 - BETRAYAL AT A DESERT MOTEL
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The engine’s final, shuddering cough was the perfect punctuation to Harriet’s misery. Silence, thick and heavy, descended upon the rental car, broken only by the soft ping of cooling metal.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Blake muttered, his hands still gripping the steering wheel.

Harriet just stared out the passenger window at the endless, empty stretch of highway. Of course this would happen. Of course. Stuck in the middle of nowhere with the one man who seemed to exist solely to critique her spreadsheets and, now, date her sister. The seven-hour drive had been a special kind of torture, a monologue on Amy’s perfect laugh, her brilliant mind, her incredible kindness. Each word felt like a paper cut.

The tow truck, the mechanic’s apologetic shrug, the news that the part wouldn’t arrive until tomorrow—it all passed in a blur of resigned frustration. The only motel for thirty miles had one vacancy. One. The universe was laughing at her.

The room was exactly what she expected: dated, faintly smelling of bleach, and dominated by one singular, undeniable fact.

One bed.

“I’ll take the floor,” Blake said immediately, his voice tight. He dropped his bag by the worn armchair, not meeting her eyes. “It’s fine.”

Hours later, after a tense, silent shower in the cramped bathroom and changing into her softest sleep shirt and shorts, Harriet lay rigid on the mattress. She could hear him shifting on the thin, scratchy carpet, every rustle a testament to his discomfort. Her own guilt was a physical weight on her chest. He was her sister’s boyfriend. A pain in her ass, but a decent guy. A decent guy currently sleeping on a filthy floor.

“Blake?” Her voice was small in the dark room.

“Yeah?”

“This is ridiculous. Just… get up here. It’s a big bed. We’re adults.”

A long pause. Then, the sound of him rising. The other side of the mattress dipped profoundly under his weight. He kept to the very edge, his back to her. The space between them was a canyon, yet she was hyper-aware of his every breath, the heat radiating from his body. She stared at the water-stained ceiling, her mind racing.

Then she felt it. A shift. The lightest, barely-there brush of his fingers against her calf.

She froze. An accident. He’s asleep. But the touch didn’t retreat. It lingered, a whisper of skin on skin, and then his fingers traced a slow, deliberate path up the back of her leg to her knee. Her breath hitched. Every nerve ending fired at once.

She should move. She should tell him to stop. But her body refused to obey, melting into the mattress under that single, electrifying point of contact.

He turned over. In the sliver of light from the parking lot filtering through the curtains, she could see his eyes, dark and intense, watching her. His hand slid higher, his palm smoothing over her thigh, his touch firm and sure now, no longer questioning.

“Harriet,” he breathed, her name a prayer on his lips.

And then he was moving, closing the canyon between them. His body was over hers, one knee between her legs, caging her in. He smelled of the same cheap motel soap, but underneath it was something uniquely, intensely him. His face was inches from hers. She could feel the want rolling off him in waves.

This is wrong. This is so wrong.

The thought was a distant echo, drowned out by the roaring in her veins. Her hands, of their own volition, came up to grip his shoulders. The cotton of his t-shirt strained over the hard muscle beneath.

He didn’t ask. He simply lowered his mouth to hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was hungry and desperate, a collision of all the unspoken tension that had built up over months of arguing in conference rooms and simmering in this car. His tongue swept into her mouth, claiming her, and a low moan escaped her throat. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

“We… we can’t,” she gasped when he finally broke for air, her protest weak, hollow.

“I know,” he murmured against her lips, his hands already pulling her sleep shirt up and over her head. “I know.” His mouth found her neck, sucking at the sensitive skin there, and her head fell back against the pillow. God, yes.

His fingers made quick work of her shorts, tugging them down her legs. Suddenly, she was naked beneath him, the cool air a shock against her feverish skin. His gaze burned as it traveled down her body, and she felt a flush of heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, and the reverence in his voice shattered her last pretense of resistance.

He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one taut nipple. She cried out, arching off the bed as he laved it with his tongue, then sucked deeply, rhythmically. The sensation was a direct line to her core, a deep, throbbing ache beginning to build. He switched to her other breast, giving it the same lavish attention, his teeth grazing lightly, making her whimper.

His hand slid down her stomach, through the wetness that had already gathered between her legs. He groaned, a raw, animal sound. “You’re so wet for me.”

He shifted, kneeling between her legs, and she watched, mesmerized, as he shoved his own pajama pants down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and so much bigger than she had imagined. A thrill of pure, unadulterated lust shot through her.

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his length, stroking him once, twice. He hissed, his eyes squeezing shut. “Fuck, Harriet.”

Pushing his hand away, she guided him to her mouth. She flicked her tongue over the head, tasting his salt, before taking him in. He was large, stretching her lips, and she relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper. His groan was her reward. She bobbed her head, using her hand to stroke what she couldn’t take, lost in the rhythm, in the power of having this arrogant, infuriating, beautiful man trembling above her.

“Stop,” he gasped, pulling her off him. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He looked into her eyes, a final, silent question. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him down.

He pushed inside her in one long, smooth, blissful stroke, filling her completely. They both cried out. For a moment, he was still, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to his overwhelming size. Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow and deep at first, each one a deliberate, soul-shaking possession. But the pace quickly escalated. The bed slammed against the wall with every driving movement. He fucked her with a raw, untamed intensity that stole the breath from her lungs. His mouth was on hers, his neck, her breasts—any patch of skin he could reach.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded, his voice ragged. “I want to feel you come on my cock.”

Her fingers flew to her clit, circling the swollen nub in time with his thrusts. The dual sensation was too much. The coil in her belly tightened, tighter, until it snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy. Her inner muscles clenched around him rhythmically, milking his length, and she saw stars behind her eyelids.

The feel of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, final time, his body shuddering as he came, his hot release flooding her. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together.

They lay like that for long minutes, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep into the room, cold and sharp. Harriet’s heart, which had been pounding with passion, now hammered with a sickening guilt.

Blake rolled off her, onto his back. He ran a hand over his face. “We can’t… we can’t tell anyone. Especially not Amy.”

Harriet stared at the ceiling again, the water stain now a mocking Rorschach test of her shame. She felt torn, her body still humming with satisfaction, her mind screaming in betrayal. But beneath the guilt, a treacherous, hungry part of her knew with absolute certainty that she wanted more.

21 - TABOO LUST ON A TROPICAL NIGHT
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The island air was thick with the scent of salt and blooming jasmine, a heavy, sensual perfume that clung to Veronica’s skin. She took a slow sip of her rum cocktail, the ice clinking softly, and watched Shaun over the rim of her glass. He was leaning against the bamboo bar, his posture relaxed, his smile easy. So young, she thought, so…vital.

“Another round?” Shaun asked, his voice a low rumble that cut through the gentle strum of a distant ukulele.

Roger, seated beside her, massaged his temples. “God, no. This infernal humidity has given me a splitting headache. I’m going to turn in.” He stood, dropping a kiss on Veronica’s cheek. It was dry and perfunctory. “Don’t stay up too late, you two.”

And just like that, he was gone, swallowed by the lush, dark path back to their villa. The space he left behind seemed to crackle with a new, dangerous energy. Veronica felt a flutter of nerves low in her belly. She was alone with her fiancé’s son.

Shaun slid into Roger’s vacated seat, his thigh brushing against hers for a fleeting second. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot through her. “Now,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers. They were a darker blue than his father’s, more intense. “Where were we?”

They talked. Or, rather, they flirted, each sentence layered with a subtext that made Veronica’s blood hum. He leaned in close to hear her over the music, his breath warm against her ear. His compliments were subtle, masterful. He didn’t say she was beautiful; he said the moonlight caught the silver in her hair in a way that made it look like a crown. The comparison was ridiculous, intoxicating. She felt herself leaning into his orbit, powerless against the gravitational pull of his attention.

Another cocktail arrived. Then another. The world softened at the edges, the sounds of the bar fading into a muted buzz. All she could focus on was him.

When they finally stumbled back along the torch-lit path to the villa, their laughter was a shared secret. Veronica’s head was spinning, a pleasant, warm fog clouding the voice of reason that screamed this is a terrible idea.

The villa was dark and silent. On the low table in the living area, a single sheet of hotel stationery lay under a conch shell.

Gone for a walk on the beach to clear my head. Don’t wait up. - R

Veronica’s heart hammered against her ribs. The note was an invitation, a cosmic permission slip she knew she shouldn’t accept.

Shaun read it over her shoulder, his chest pressing against her back. She could feel the solid heat of him through her thin silk dress. His hand came up, his fingers gently tracing the line of her bare arm. “Alone at last,” he murmured, his voice barely a whisper.

She turned to face him, her protest already forming on her lips. “Shaun, we can’t…”

He didn’t let her finish. He simply looked at her, his gaze dropping to her mouth, and all the air left her lungs. This is wrong, her mind screamed. But her body, her treacherous, yearning body, was screaming something else entirely. It had been so long since she’d been looked at like that—with raw, undisguised hunger.

He closed the small distance between them. His hand cupped her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. His touch was nothing like Roger’s. It was confident, possessive. “I’ve been thinking about this all night,” he breathed, and then his lips were on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. His mouth was hot and insistent, tasting of rum and mint and pure, unadulterated desire. A moan escaped her, a sound of surrender she barely recognized as her own. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the front of his shirt, pulling him closer. Her conscience shattered.

He walked her backward, never breaking the kiss, until her knees hit the edge of the large, canopied bed. His hands slid down her back, cupping her ass, squeezing as he deepened the kiss. She was melting, every nerve ending coming alive under his expert touch.

Slowly, agonizingly slowly, he began to undress her. The zipper of her dress gave way with a hushed sigh. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a lace bra and panties. His eyes darkened as he drank her in. “Jesus, Veronica,” he groaned. “You’re perfect.”

He made quick work of his own clothes, and when he stood before her, gloriously naked, Veronica’s breath caught in her throat. Oh, god. He was thick and long and already rock-hard, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. He was so much more… everything than his father. The sight of him, so powerfully erect, sent a fresh wave of wet heat pooling between her legs. This was a man built for pleasure.

She dropped to her knees without a second thought. The cool terra cotta tiles were a stark contrast to the feverish heat of her skin. She took him in her hand first, marveling at the weight and silken feel of him. She leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the single bead of moisture that had gathered at his tip. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound, and his hand tangled in her hair.

She took him into her mouth, as much of his impressive length as she could, her tongue swirling around the head before she began to move, slowly at first, then with more urgency. His hips bucked gently, fucking her mouth. The sounds he made—low, animalistic grunts of pleasure—were the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the salty taste of him, in the sheer power of reducing this beautiful young man to a trembling state of need.

“Enough,” he finally gasped, pulling her to her feet. He laid her back on the bed, her head sinking into the soft pillows. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her panties and drew them down her legs, his eyes never leaving the apex of her thighs. He spread her legs, kneeling between them. “I need to taste you.”

His mouth was on her then, his tongue delving into her core with a fervor that made her cry out. He licked and sucked, his tongue tracing intricate patterns over her most sensitive flesh. He was relentless, driving her higher and higher with every stroke, every flick. Her hips rose off the bed, meeting his mouth, chasing the exquisite torment. She’d never been eaten out like this—Roger’s efforts were timid, almost clinical. Shaun’s was a worship, a devouring. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a blinding, white-hot wave that left her shuddering and gasping for air.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him into her.

He filled her completely, a stretching, breathtaking fullness that made her see stars. He began to move, each thrust deep and punishingly perfect. He hit places inside her she didn’t know existed. Her nails dug into the hard muscles of his back as he drove into her, the slap of their skin a primal rhythm in the quiet room. She could feel another orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter deep within her.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed instantly, getting onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, his grip firm on her hips. This angle was even deeper, more intense. He fucked her with a raw, animalistic power that shattered her completely. Her cries were muffled by the bedding as her second orgasm ripped through her, a convulsing, mind-blowing release that left her weak.

Feeling her clench around him sent him over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, his own release a hot, pulsing flood. “Veronica,” he groaned, his body collapsing over hers.

They lay there for a moment, a tangled, sweating heap, the only sound their ragged breathing. Reality, cold and sharp, began to seep back into the room. Veronica’s guilt descended like a shroud.

They moved quickly, silently, pulling on clothes, straightening the bed. The evidence of their sin was erased, but the scent of sex and sweat still hung in the air. They stood facing each other, the tension now fraught with anxiety instead of desire.

“We can’t ever…” Veronica started, her voice trembling.

“I know,” Shaun interrupted, his hand reaching out to squeeze hers. “It stays here. Our secret.”
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The scent of sizzling bacon filled the kitchen, a familiar Saturday morning ritual. Marianne moved on autopilot, her mind a thousand miles away from the frying pan. Across the island, James sat, his presence a constant, low hum in the periphery of her life. Her stepson. The word still felt foreign, an ill-fitting label for the twenty-four-year-old man who had invaded the quiet order of her marriage.

“Smells amazing, Marianne,” he said, his voice a warm baritone that seemed to vibrate through the granite countertop.

She offered a tight smile, not meeting his eyes. “Just breakfast.”

A comfortable silence settled, broken only by the pop of grease. It was this ease that unnerved her most. Greg, her husband, was always a flurry of muttered to-do lists and half-finished conversations, a man perpetually late for his own life. James was different. He was still. Observant. Present.

“Dad already gone?” James asked, sipping his coffee.

“Big account. He left at six.” She slid a plate of eggs and bacon toward him, her fingers brushing against his. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up her arm. She pulled her hand back as if burned.

His eyes, the same shade of ocean blue as his father’s but somehow deeper, held hers. “He works too hard.”

“Someone has to,” she said, the old resentment—directed at Greg, at the situation, at this grown man living in her home—lacing her words. She busied herself with wiping a non-existent spot on the counter.

James stood, his chair scraping softly. He didn’t move toward the door. He moved toward her. The kitchen suddenly felt very, very small.

“Maybe,” he said, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur. “But it leaves a lot of quiet hours in this big house. Don’t you think?”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But the thought was a weak whisper, drowned out by the roaring in her ears. He was close enough now that she could smell the clean scent of his soap, see the faint stubble shading his jaw.

“James…” It was meant to be a warning. It came out a breathy plea.

He didn’t hesitate. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. His touch was not tentative, not like a boy’s. It was sure. Knowing. His eyes searched hers, not for permission, but for the desire he already knew was there. The last of her resistance crumbled, burned away by a heat that started deep in her core.

She surged forward, closing the infinitesimal gap between them. Her lips found his, and it was nothing like kissing Greg. This was not a familiar, comfortable press. This was a claim. His mouth was hungry, demanding, and she met that demand with a desperation that shocked her. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer as his tongue slid against hers, tasting of coffee and a dark, thrilling promise.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her mouth. “My room. Now.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a command, and she was desperate to obey. He took her hand, leading her not as a hesitant lover, but with a confident pull that made her pulse thrum. The walk down the hall was a blur, a dizzying rush of guilt and raw, unadulterated need.

The door to his room clicked shut. The world outside ceased to exist. There was only the rumpled bed, the faint masculine smell of his space, and the frantic beating of her own heart.

He turned to her, his gaze dark with intent. He didn’t fumble with his jeans. He simply undid the button and fly, pushing them down his hips along with his boxers. And then he was free.

Marianne’s breath hitched. Oh, god. Greg was… adequate. James was something else entirely. He was thick and long, already fully hard, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. A primal part of her brain, the part that cared for nothing but sensation, calculated the delicious, impossible stretch to come.

“See something you like?” he murmured, an arrogant, sexy smirk playing on his lips.

Wordlessly, she sank to her knees. The hardwood floor was hard against her knees, but she barely felt it. Her world had narrowed to the veined, silken steel in front of her. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the single pearl of moisture beaded at the tip. Salty. Musky. His. She took him into her mouth.

She heard his sharp intake of breath, felt his hand fist in her hair. Not pulling, just holding. Guiding. She worshiped him with her mouth, tracing the prominent vein with her tongue, taking him deeper until her lips stretched around his girth and she felt the head of his cock nudge the back of her throat. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, lost in the rhythm and the ragged sound of his breathing above her.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice rough.

He pulled her to her feet, his hands going to her clothes. Her shirt was ripped over her head, her bra clasp undone with a frustrating ease that spoke of vast experience. His mouth was on her breast, his tongue circling her nipple before drawing it deep, sucking until she cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He pushed her leggings and panties down in one swift motion, leaving her naked and trembling before him. His eyes raked over her body, hot and possessive.

“On the bed,” he ordered. “Show me. Show me how you touch yourself when you’re thinking about this.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her cheeks, but the command in his voice was an aphrodisiac. She lay back on his sheets, spreading her legs. Her fingers, slightly trembling, found her wetness. She was soaked, her folds slick and swollen. She circled her clit, a soft moan escaping her lips as she slipped two fingers inside herself. God, she was so ready.

He watched, stroking his own length with a slow, tight fist. “That’s it. Just like that. You’re so fucking beautiful.”

He couldn’t wait any longer. He moved over her, his body a delicious weight. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He was so much bigger. For a terrifying, thrilling second, she wondered if she could take him.

Then he pushed.

A cry was torn from her throat—a mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure as he filled her, stretching her in a way she’d never known was possible. He buried himself to the hilt, pausing to let her adjust to the incredible, burning fullness.

“Okay?” he breathed, his forehead against hers.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes. Please.”

It was all the encouragement he needed. He withdrew almost completely and then slammed back into her. The pace was punishing, animalistic. Each thrust was a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core. The headboard slammed against the wall in a frantic rhythm, matching the pounding of her heart. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every powerful drive with a lift of her hips. She was mindless, a creature of pure sensation, every nerve ending screaming its approval.

“Fuck, Marianne,” he grunted, his muscles straining. “You feel… unbelievable.”

He shifted, rolling them over without ever slipping out of her. “Your turn. Ride me.”

She straddled him, taking his length inside her again, gasping at the new, deeper angle. She placed her hands on his chest for leverage and began to move, rising and falling, controlling the rhythm. She threw her head back, her breasts bouncing, her hair a wild mess. She could feel the coil of her orgasm tightening, an unbearable pressure building with every grind of her hips against his.

He reached between them, his thumb finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

That was all it took.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, seismic shock that shattered her into a million pieces. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in violent, rhythmic pulses. A raw, guttural cry was ripped from her throat as waves of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her trembling and weak.

The sight of her coming undone atop him was his undoing. With a deep, guttural groan, he gripped her hips and thrust up into her one last, final time. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release flooding her, and the sensation triggered another, smaller aftershock that made her whimper.

Spent, she collapsed onto his chest, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together. His arms came around her, holding her close as their ragged breaths slowly began to steady. The reality of what they had just done, the betrayal, the sheer magnitude of it, began to seep through the haze of endorphins.

A cold knot of guilt tightened in her stomach, a stark contrast to the warmth of his seed still inside her. She had just fucked her husband’s son in their home. And as she lay there, listening to the steady beat of his heart, one terrifying, exhilarating thought rose above the guilt.

She wanted more.
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The box was heavier than she’d expected. Martina had only meant to tidy the cluttered bedroom closet, a small attempt to feel less like a burden in her sister’s home. But the plain cardboard container, shoved to the back behind winter sweaters, had tipped, its contents spilling across the floor with a clatter that sounded like a gunshot in the quiet house.

Oh god. Her face flushed instantly, a hot wave of mortification. A collection of silicone, leather, and steel lay scattered at her feet. A sleek black vibrator, a set of leather cuffs connected by a short chain, a blindfold, a formidable-looking dildo. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she scrambled to gather the illicit items, her heart hammering against her ribs.

The creak of the bedroom door made her freeze.

Clarence stood in the doorway, his tall frame filling the space. His eyes, dark and unreadable, scanned the scene: Martina on her knees, the box upturned, its private contents on full display. A long, silent moment stretched between them, thick and suffocating.

Martina shot to her feet, her cheeks burning. “I’m so sorry! I was just cleaning and—I didn’t mean to—I’ll just—” She stammered, backing away, desperate to flee the overwhelming awkwardness.

She practically ran from the room, retreating to the guest bathroom where she splashed cold water on her face, trying to calm her racing pulse. Idiot. Stupid, clumsy idiot. The shame was a physical weight on her chest.

A soft knock came at the door a few minutes later. “Martina?” Clarence’s voice was low, calm.

She opened the door, unable to meet his gaze. “I am so, so sorry, Clarence. That was a huge invasion of privacy.”

He leaned against the doorframe, his expression not angry, but curiously intense. “It’s just… stuff,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “But it does make me wonder.” He paused, his eyes finally capturing hers. “Have you ever tried anything like that?”

The question was so direct, so utterly unexpected, that all the air left her lungs. She could only stare, her mouth slightly apart.

He took a step closer, the space between them crackling with a new, dangerous energy. “Amaya… she thinks it’s all silly. She doesn’t seem interested.” The confession hung in the air, a testament to a deep, private loneliness. His gaze was unwavering, seeing right through her flustered exterior. “But you… you looked intrigued.”

Martina’s breath hitched. She was. God help her, she was. The sight of the toys had sparked a curiosity that was quickly burning away her shame. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all the permission he needed. In one fluid motion, he closed the distance, his hand cupping her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. “I’ve thought about this,” he murmured, his voice husky. “Since you moved in.”

Her resolve shattered. The guilt was there, a sharp pang for her sister, but it was drowned out by a roaring, desperate need. She nodded again, more firmly this time. “Yes.”

He didn’t smile. His expression was one of pure, predatory focus. He took her hand and led her not to the guest room, but to the master bedroom—his bedroom with Amaya. The intimacy of the violation sent another thrilling jolt through her.

He stood before her, his eyes drinking her in. “Let’s start with this,” he said, his voice soft but laced with command.

His fingers went to the buttons of her blouse, slowly working each one free. He pushed the fabric from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His knuckles grazed the swell of her breasts above her lace bra, and a shiver racked her body. He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, then knelt to peel her jeans and panties down her legs, leaving her utterly bare before him.

He reached into the now-familiar box and pulled out the large, realistic dildo. He held it out to her. “I want to watch you,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Show me how you touch yourself.”

Her hands trembled as she took the cool, silicone weight from him. Lying back on the vast bed that smelled of him and her sister, she parted her legs. She was exposed, vulnerable, more turned on than she could ever remember. She guided the tip to her slick entrance, a soft gasp escaping her lips as she pushed it inside. Oh… It was fuller, thicker than her own fingers. She began to move it, slowly at first, then with more purpose, her hips rising to meet each thrust. Her eyes locked with his, watching as he watched her, his hand stroking the prominent bulge in his trousers.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice rough. “Fuck yourself with it. Show me how much you need it.”

She lost herself in the rhythm, her pleasure building, a tight coil winding in her core. Just as she felt herself nearing the edge, he stopped her. “Not yet.” He produced the leather cuffs. “Give me your wrists.”

She obeyed without hesitation. He buckled one cuff around each of her wrists, the leather cool and firm against her skin. He attached them to the posts of the headboard, pulling them taut so she was stretched out, completely at his mercy. A thrill of helplessness and anticipation shot through her.

“Please…” she begged, her voice a whisper.

He picked up the vibrator. He didn’t turn it on right away. Instead, he traced the hard plastic over her skin, circling her breasts, her stomach, the inside of her thighs, teasing her until she was writhing against the restraints.

“Clarence, please…”

Finally, he flicked the switch. A low hum filled the air. He brought it to her clit, circling the sensitive nub with an agonizingly light pressure. Martina cried out, her back arching off the bed. The vibration was exquisite, relentless, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her entire body. She was babbling, a stream of incoherent pleas and moans.

He moved the vibrator away, and before she could protest, his mouth was on her. His tongue replaced the toy, licking and sucking with a fervor that stole her breath. He ate her pussy like a starving man, his hands gripping her hips, holding her down as she bucked against his mouth. The sensation was overwhelming, the heat of his tongue, the scratch of his stubble, the incredible skill of his motions. The coil inside her wound tighter, tighter, until she was certain she would break.

Just as her orgasm threatened to crash over her, he pulled away again. She whimpered in frustration. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of his zipper, and then he was there, the blunt, hot head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance.

He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

He filled her in one long, deep stroke, stretching her, completing her. A guttural moan was torn from both their throats. He began to move, setting a punishing, relentless pace from the very start. Each thrust was a claim, each grunt a testament to his own pleasure. The bed rocked against the wall with the force of it.

Martina was utterly consumed. The feel of him inside her, the leather cutting into her wrists, the knowledge of whose bed she was in—it all fused into a white-hot point of ecstasy. She came with a raw, screaming cry, her body clamping down around him in violent, pulsing waves. Her climax seemed to go on forever, milking him, pulling his own release from him. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, groaning her name as he spilled his warmth deep inside her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, gently, he unbuckled the restraints from her wrists, kissing the red marks they left behind.

He collapsed beside her, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her stomach. “This stays between us,” he said, his voice quiet but firm.

“Of course,” Martina breathed, the guilt already seeping back in, cold and sharp. No more. This is the last time. But as she felt his seed trickle between her thighs, she knew it was a lie she would tell herself again and again.
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“I’ve wanted this for so long,” he breathed against her lips, his voice husky with a need that mirrored her own.

Jennifer’s mind screamed a frantic, internal no, but her body, humming with a treacherous electricity, arched toward his. Her fingers tangled in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer, swallowing his confession with a kiss that tasted of guilt and desperate, years-long wanting.

—

It had started over dinner.

The silence in the dining room had been a heavy, awkward thing. Ned’s empty chair was a monument to his perpetual absence, leaving Jennifer alone with the young man she’d helped raise. Ralph, at nineteen, was all lean muscle and quiet intensity, a far cry from the scrawny boy she’d first met a decade ago. Tomorrow, he’d be gone, starting his freshman year at a college three states away. The relief Jennifer had expected to feel was curiously absent, replaced by a hollow, aching sorrow she didn’t dare examine.

“He’s not coming home, is he?” Ralph’s voice cut through the quiet, not accusing, just stating a fact.

Jennifer looked up from her uneaten chicken. “Your father? He’s just… swamped at the office. You know how the merger is.”

“Right.” Ralph pushed his plate away, his gaze fixed on her. It was a new kind of look, one that had been developing over the summer. It didn’t feel like a son looking at his mother. It felt like a man looking at a woman. It made her skin prickle. “It’s my last night here. Seems like he’d make an effort.”

“He will tomorrow, for the drive,” Jennifer said, her voice softer than she intended. “He’s proud of you, Ralph.”

“Are you?” The question was sudden, sharp.

“Of course I am.”

“That’s not what I mean.” He leaned forward, his elbows on the table, and the air in the room seemed to thin. “I’m not a kid anymore, Jennifer. I haven’t been for a while. And… God, this is going to sound so messed up.”

Her heart began a frantic drumbeat against her ribs. Don’t say it, she pleaded silently. Please, don’t ruin everything.

“I look at you,” he continued, his voice dropping to a near-whisper, “and I don’t see my stepmom. I see this… beautiful, incredible woman. And it’s all I can think about. I’m so confused, and I’m sorry, but I had to tell you before I left.”

The world tilted. Every forbidden fantasy she’d ruthlessly suppressed, every lingering glance she’d chastised herself for, came rushing to the surface in a dizzying wave. She should stand up. She should give him a gentle, maternal talk about boundaries and confusion. She should be the adult.

Instead, she heard herself whisper, “You’re not confused.”

And then she was standing, and he was standing, and the space between them vanished. His hands came up to cradle her face, his touch surprisingly gentle for someone who looked so strong. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, and when his lips met hers, it wasn’t the hesitant kiss of a boy. It was hungry, assured, and it unraveled her completely.

That was how they ended up pressed against the hallway wall, his body hard against hers, his mouth leaving a trail of fire down her neck. Her sensible cardigan was already on the floor.

“My room,” she gasped, pulling away, her own breath coming in short, sharp pants. She took his hand, leading him down the familiar hall, away from the life they knew, toward the precipice.

Inside her bedroom, with the door shut against the world, the reality of what was happening crashed into her. The queen-sized bed she shared with Ned seemed to mock her. Ralph stood by the door, looking suddenly young again, his eyes wide with a mixture of awe and fear.

Jennifer’s maternal instinct flickered, and for a second, she thought she could still stop this. But then he took a step toward her, and the raw desire in his gaze extinguished all doubt. She closed the distance between them, her fingers going to the button of his jeans.

Her hands trembled only slightly as she popped the button and drew down the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She pushed the denim and his boxers down over his hips in one motion, and his cock sprang free, thick and erect, proudly jutting from a thatch of dark hair. He was already a man in every sense of the word.

A low, needy sound escaped her throat. She sank to her knees on the plush carpet, her eyes locked with his. She took him in her hand, feeling the silken heat of his skin, the powerful throb of his pulse. She leaned forward and flicked her tongue against the velvety head, tasting a single, salty drop of his anticipation.

His groan was a broken thing. “Jennifer…”

His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she took him into her mouth. She worshiped him with her lips and tongue, tracing his length, sucking him deep until she felt him hit the back of her throat. She hollowed her cheeks, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had his hips bucking involuntarily. The weight of him, the taste of him, the ragged sounds of his pleasure—it was everything she’d secretly craved.

She pulled away, rising on unsteady legs. “Now you,” she murmured, her voice husky.

She reached for the hem of her simple cotton dress and pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in only her plain white bra and panties, feeling more exposed than if she were completely naked. His gaze raked over her body, hot and possessive, and any last shred of hesitation burned away.

“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed, his voice full of reverence.

He moved behind her, his hands skimming up her sides to the clasp of her bra. He fumbled with it for a second before it gave way. He turned her to face him, pushing the straps from her shoulders, letting her breasts spill free. He didn’t just look; he studied her, his eyes darkening as they settled on her hardened nipples.

He lowered his head, and his mouth closed over one peak. The sensation was electric, a jolt of pure pleasure that arced straight to her core. He suckled her, his tongue circling, his teeth grazing with just the right amount of pressure. A cry was torn from her lips as her head fell back. He lavished the same attention on her other breast, his hands roaming over her back, pulling her flush against him.

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them, now completely bare before her stepson. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he drank her in.

“Lie down,” he said, his voice rough with want.

She moved backward onto the bed, settling against the pillows. He followed, kneeling between her legs, his gaze fixed on the apex of her thighs. He didn’t hesitate. He lowered his head and his tongue found her in one long, slow, devastating lick.

Jennifer’s back arched off the bed. “Oh, God… Ralph…”

He was an eager, natural student. His tongue explored every fold, every sensitive nerve, circling her clit before plunging inside her. He feasted on her, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her open for him. The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, winding tighter and tighter with every lap of his tongue, every soft suck. Her fingers twisted in the sheets, her hips rising to meet his mouth, chasing the building crescendo.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he pulled away, his chin glistening. He moved over her, his body covering hers, the head of his cock pressing against her wet, aching entrance. He looked into her eyes, a silent question hanging between them.

She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him into her.

He sheathed himself inside her in one smooth, deep thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He was big, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was almost too much. A guttural moan was torn from his throat, and he buried his face in her neck.

For a moment, he was still, letting her adjust to the feel of him. Then he began to move. His rhythm was frantic at first, the clumsy, passionate thrusts of youth, but it quickly found a hard, driving pace. Each stroke was a claim. The slap of skin against skin, their ragged breaths, and her own desperate whimpers were the only sounds in the room.

He fucked her with a raw, unbridled intensity that Ned had never possessed. It was overwhelming, consuming. She met his every thrust, her nails digging into the sweat-slicked skin of his back.

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

She eagerly rolled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her from behind, and the new angle was breathtaking. He went deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. His thrusts became harder, more possessive.

“This is what you wanted,” he panted, driving into her. “Isn’t it?”

“Yes!” she cried out, the admission freeing her completely. “Yes, yes, yes!”

His pace became punishing, a relentless piston that pushed her higher and higher. The world narrowed to the feeling of him pounding into her, the sound of their bodies joining, the scent of their sex. The coil that had been building since his first touch snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, convulsing wave of pleasure that made her scream into the comforter. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length.

The feel of her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and groaned her name like a prayer as he came, his release pulsing hot and deep inside her. He collapsed over her back, spent, his body weight a comforting anchor.

They stayed like that for a long moment, their harsh breaths slowly returning to normal. He softened inside her and eventually slipped out. He rolled onto his side, pulling her with him, spooning her against his chest. His arm draped over her waist, his fingers splayed across her stomach. The silence now was comfortable, intimate.

“We can’t ever tell anyone,” Jennifer whispered into the darkness, the guilt beginning to seep back in at the edges of her bliss.

“I know,” Ralph murmured, nuzzling her hair. “It’s our secret.” He held her tighter. “I’m still leaving tomorrow.”

“I know.” And she did. The distance would be a blessing, a necessary barrier. But as she felt the steady beat of his heart against her back, and the warm, sticky evidence of their sin between her thighs, she knew one thing for certain. This wouldn’t be the last time.

25 - A DISRESPECTFUL BROTHER-IN-LAW’S DESIRES


MF / Taboo / Cheating / Enemies to Lovers / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“Are you fucking kidding me with that noise?” Kate’s voice was a blade, sharp and cold, as she threw open the door to the spare room.

Jasper didn’t even flinch. He was sprawled on the bed, the laptop propped on his stomach, the unmistakable, rhythmic moaning echoing off the walls. He just smirked, his eyes flicking from the screen to her furious form in the doorway. “Something you need, Kate? Or are you just here for the show?”

“Turn it off. Now.” She took a step into the room, the scent of stale popcorn and cheap beer hitting her. “My husband is at work, and I will not have his degenerate brother polluting our house with this… this garbage.”

He paused the video with a lazy click. The sudden silence was somehow louder. “Polluting?” He sat up slowly, a predator uncoiling. “Seems to me you’re the one who came barging into my room. Maybe you like the garbage.” His gaze traveled over her, lingering on the way her crossed arms pushed her breasts together, down to her clenched fists. “Maybe you’re curious.”

She should have left. She should have turned, called Michael, and had this man-child thrown out on the street. Every sensible, wifely fiber of her being screamed at her to do just that. But that smirk… that infuriating, confident, knowing smirk held her captive. Michael’s smiles were gentle, reassuring. Jasper’s promised sin.

“You’re disgusting,” she spat, but the heat had left her voice.

“Yeah,” he said, standing up and closing the distance between them in two easy strides. He was so close she could smell the faint, musky scent of him beneath the stale food. “But you’re still here.” He didn’t touch her, just loomed, letting his presence wash over her. “That uptight prick you married… does he ever make you feel like this?” He gestured vaguely to the frozen, lurid image on the screen.

Michael. The thought of her husband, so proper, so predictable, so… safe, was the final push. It was the catalyst that shattered her resolve into a thousand glittering, dangerous pieces. A lifetime of being good warred with a sudden, desperate need to be bad.

Her hand moved of its own volition, grabbing a fistful of his t-shirt and yanking him down to her. The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision of teeth and clashing lips, a raw transfer of all her pent-up frustration and seething curiosity. And he met her with equal ferocity, his tongue plunging into her mouth, claiming it. One hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back to deepen the angle, while the other slid down her back, pressing her flush against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection against her stomach, and a bolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through her.

This was nothing like with Michael. This was a wildfire.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “That’s what I thought,” he murmured, his voice a low growl against her lips.

His hands went to the waistband of his sweatpants, and he shoved them down just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard, curving up towards his stomach. God, he’s huge.

The sight of it, so blatant and demanding, made her knees weak. Without a word, she sank to the floor before him, the rough carpet scratching her knees. She didn’t hesitate. She took the length of him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tasting the salty pre-come that already beaded there.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. “Fuck, Kate.”

His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she worked him. She took him deeper, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth, her world narrowing to the feel of him sliding over her tongue, the sounds he was making, the musky, masculine scent of him filling her senses. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, and his hips gave an involuntary jerk.

“Enough,” he rasped, pulling her up by her arms. His eyes were dark with hunger. “My turn.”

He made quick work of her clothes, yanking her shirt over her head and unsnapping her jeans. In moments, she was naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool air of the room. He backed her toward the bed, his mouth descending on one nipple, sucking it deeply into the heat of his mouth while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. Pleasure, sharp and almost painful, lanced through her, and she cried out, her head falling back.

He laid her down on the messy sheets and shoved her legs apart, kneeling between them. He didn’t ask. He just dove in, his tongue spearing into her without preamble. It was messy and relentless, a masterclass in crude, effective cunnilingus. He licked broad stripes through her wetness before zeroing in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth while two of his fingers thrust deep inside her.

Her hips came off the bed, a broken sob escaping her lips as the coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter. “Jasper… oh god…”

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped. He flipped her onto her hands and knees with a strength that left her breathless. She felt him positioned behind her, the blunt, wet head of his cock nudging at her entrance. And then he was inside her, filling her in one long, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a punishing rhythm, each drive of his hips pushing her further up the bed, the sound of their bodies slapping together obscenely loud in the small room. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing rough, tight circles that made her see stars. The other hand trailed lower, through her slickness, past where they were joined.

She felt the pad of his thumb press against her other hole, a question, a promise. She gasped, but didn’t pull away. She pushed back against him, a silent, desperate answer. He spit, a crude, wet sound, and then his thumb was pressing inside, a delicious, stretching invasion that made her clench around his cock inside her.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grunted, his pace never faltering. “You like being filled with my cock.”

Before she could even form a thought, his thumb was gone, replaced by the insistent pressure of his cock’s head. He pushed, and there was a moment of blinding, exquisite pressure, a burn that quickly melted into a deep, impossible fullness as he sank into her ass.

She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy as he began to move again, this rhythm slower, more deliberate, each thrust a calculated invasion that touched something primal deep within her. She was completely at his mercy, impaled and used, and she had never felt more alive. The dual sensations, the filthy words he growled into her ear, the way his hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise—it was all too much.

Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a seismic event that clenched every muscle in her body, her ass milking his cock in rhythmic pulses that tore a ragged shout from his throat. He plunged into her one last time, his own release hot and deep inside her as he collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the mattress.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, he slid out of her. The sudden emptiness was a shock.

Kate scrambled off the bed, her hands shaking as she gathered her clothes, not looking at him. The guilt was a cold wave, dousing the afterglow. She had just cheated on her husband. In their own home. With his brother.

She was almost at the door when his voice, lazy and satisfied, stopped her. “Same time tomorrow?”

She refused to turn around. “Never. This never happened.”

But as she fled down the hallway, the sticky evidence of their betrayal cooling on her inner thighs, she knew it was a lie.

26 - SEARCHING FOR FAMILY, FINDING LOVE
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“No one has to know, Jada.”

The words hung in the humid air between them, a dangerous, delicious invitation. Vince’s eyes, the same shade of hazel as her own, held hers with an intensity that made her heart hammer against her ribs. The park around them—the laughing children, the barking dogs, the gentle rustle of oak trees—seemed to fade into a distant blur. There was only him. Only this.

Only the terrifying, thrilling idea.

—

It started a few days ago. Jada, her hands still shaking from the confrontation with her parents, had driven to the address on the slip of paper. Her birth mother’s last known residence. It was a long shot, a Hail Mary pass thrown by a desperate heart. Her mother, she learned from a neighbor, had passed away years ago. But her mother had a sister. And that sister had a son. Jada had a cousin. Vince.

He’d agreed to meet her at the park. And when he’d walked toward her, it was like seeing a ghost of herself in masculine form. The same sharp cheekbones, the same full mouth, the same curious tilt of the head. He was, without a doubt, family.

But the feeling that twisted low in her belly as she shook his hand wasn’t familial. It was a sharp, primal pull. They’d talked for an hour on a sun-warmed bench, finding an easy rhythm, a shared sense of humor, and a frightening number of common interests. The attraction was a live wire, buzzing just under the surface of every glance, every casual brush of his arm against hers.

“It’s a shame, really,” she’d said, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “You’re like… the perfect guy. And you’re my cousin. The universe has a sick sense of humor.”

He’d just smiled, a slow, knowing curl of his lips. “Like I said. No one has to know.”

Now, in his apartment, the door clicking shut behind them sealed their secret world. The air was cool, smelling of clean linen and something faintly spicy. The silence was thick, charged. He didn’t turn on a light, the fading evening sun casting long, dramatic shadows across the open living space.

He turned to her, his gaze dropping to her mouth. “This is a bad idea,” she whispered, but she was already leaning into him, her body betraying her words.

“The worst,” he agreed, his voice a low rumble as his hands came up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was an inferno. His lips were firm and demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confidence that made her knees weak. She met his hunger with her own, her hands fisting in the soft cotton of his shirt, pulling him closer. The world narrowed to the slick, hot slide of his tongue, the faint taste of coffee, the scent of his skin—a scent that was somehow new and deeply familiar all at once.

He walked her backward, never breaking the kiss, his hands roaming from her face, down her neck, to her shoulders. His fingers found the thin strap of her sundress and pushed it down. The fabric whispered over her skin, pooling at her feet until she stood in only her lace underwear. The cool air pebbled her skin, but his gaze was hot as it raked over her.

“Jesus, Jada,” he breathed, his eyes dark with want.

Her own hands were busy, fumbling with the buttons of his shirt, pushing the material aside to reveal a taut, sculpted chest. She pressed her palms against the warm skin, feeling the frantic beat of his heart under her hand. His belt buckle clinked as he undid it, his jeans and boxers joining her dress on the floor.

He was magnificent. Fully erect, his length thick and straining. Without a word, driven by a need that overrode all hesitation, she sank to her knees on the soft rug. Her hands slid up his muscular thighs as she looked up at him. His expression was one of raw, unfiltered anticipation.

She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the drop of moisture already beading at his tip. He hissed, his fingers tangling in her hair. Salty. Musky. His. She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her. She swirled her tongue around the head, then slid down his length, taking him deeper until she felt him hit the back of her throat.

A guttural groan ripped from his chest. “Fuck.”

Her head began to bob, establishing a rhythm. One of her hands cupped his sac, rolling the tight spheres within, while the other gripped the base of his shaft. She lost herself in the act, in the sounds of his ragged breathing, in the feel of him pulsing against her tongue. She was claiming him, just as he had claimed her.

But he wanted more. He gently pulled her to her feet, his kiss tasting of herself, and guided her toward the bedroom. They fell onto the cool duvet in a tangle of limbs.

He kissed his way down her body—her neck, the valley between her breasts, her quivering stomach—until he was nestled between her thighs. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside. He paused, just looking at her, spread open before him. “So fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against her most sensitive skin.

And then his mouth was on her.

His tongue was a flat, wet stroke against her entire slit, making her back arch off the bed. A broken cry escaped her lips. He didn’t tease. He feasted. His tongue circled her clit, flicking over the swollen nub with pinpoint accuracy before diving down to plunge into her entrance. He was relentless, drinking from her, his groans of pleasure vibrating through her entire body. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearable, until she was shaking, begging, her fingers clawing at the sheets.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped. He flipped her onto her stomach with a strength that left her breathless. He dragged her up onto her knees, her ass in the air. He spread her cheeks, and then his mouth was on her again, but in a place so much more forbidden.

She gasped into the mattress as his tongue traced the tight, hidden furl of her ass. Oh god. It was an intimacy so profound it stole the air from her lungs. He licked and probed, making her writhe, making her push back against his face, shameless in her need.

She felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cock at her wet entrance. He slid into her with one powerful, deep thrust that made her see stars. He filled her completely, stretching her, his pelvis grinding against her ass. He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust jolting through her, his balls slapping against her clit. The room filled with the sound of skin on skin, their ragged moans, the creak of the bed.

“You like that, cousin?” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips hard, surely leaving bruises.

“Yes! God, yes!” she cried, the taboo word only heightening her pleasure.

He fucked her like that, hard and deep, until she was mindless with need. Then he stilled. She heard the click of a cap. A moment later, a cool, slick finger pressed against her other hole, circling, preparing. She held her breath. He pressed inward, slowly, stretching her in a whole new way. The sensation was overwhelming, a delicious, full burn.

He replaced his finger with the head of his cock. “Relax for me,” he whispered, his voice strained. She took a deep breath and let it out, and he pushed.

The invasion was exquisite. A sharp, stretching pain that instantly melted into a deep, throbbing pleasure as he sank all the way in. He was so deep, so impossibly full. He began to move again, shallow thrusts at first, then longer, deeper ones. He reached around to rub her clit, his fingers knowing exactly how to move.

It was too much. The dual sensations, the filthy, wrong rightness of it all, crashed over her. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that clenched every muscle in her body, her ass milking his length.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his own roar muffled against her shoulder as he spilled his warmth deep inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed, a sweaty, breathless heap of tangled limbs. He was still inside her, both of them panting, hearts racing. He nuzzled her neck, placing a soft, tender kiss there. The contrast to their frantic coupling was startling.

Jada lay there, feeling the steady thump of his heart against her back, the slick heat between her legs, the profound fullness. A slow smile spread across her face. She’d found a piece of her family. And in doing so, she’d found this. This dark, secret, incredible pleasure.

She knew it was wrong. But as his arms tightened around her, she truly, honestly didn’t care.

27 - FALLING FOR HER FUTURE STEPBROTHER
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“Tell me you feel it too,” he breathed against her mouth, his voice a low, desperate rumble that vibrated through her entire body.

Mya’s answer was a soft, whimpering moan as she crushed her lips back to his, the last of her resolve dissolving in the chlorinated water surrounding them. The thought, ‘This is Arnold, my future stepbrother,’ flickered through her mind, a distant warning siren utterly drowned out by the roaring need coursing through her veins.

—

It had started just hours before, a tense cross-country flight fueled by righteous indignation. Her father’s phone call had been a shock.

“Mya, sweetheart, wonderful news! I’ve met someone. Her name is Alexis. We’re getting married.”

The words had felt like a physical blow. Married? To a woman he’d just met? Her father, a kind but notoriously naive tech millionaire, was a prime target for a gold digger. Mya’s protective instincts had launched into overdrive. She booked the first flight to his sprawling California estate, her mind racing with scenarios of a cunning, calculating woman tricking her kindly father.

Arriving at the pristine, sun-drenched villa, her suspicions had only intensified. Alexis was stunning, polished, with a warm smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes, at least not in Mya’s judgmental view. And then there was Arnold. Alexis’s son.

The moment she saw him, a jolt, hot and unwelcome, had shot straight down her spine. He was… magnificent. Tall, with sun-streaked brown hair and eyes the color of the ocean just beyond the property. He had a quiet confidence, a relaxed posture that suggested he was completely at home in his own skin. Mya had immediately bundled that initial attraction into a tight ball of resentment and shoved it down deep. Off-limits. Complicated. Suspicious.

Her father and Alexis had left for a pre-wedding dress shopping appointment, the air thick with their blissful ignorance, leaving Mya alone with the one person she’d sworn to dislike.

“So,” Arnold had said, leaning against the kitchen island. “You think my mom is after your dad’s money.”

Mya had been taken aback by his bluntness. She’d expected defensiveness, not… this.

“The thought had crossed my mind,” she admitted, crossing her arms. “It’s a little fast, don’t you think?”

A slow, utterly captivating smile had spread across his face. “I was about to say the same thing about your dad. My mom’s a romantic. She gets swept away. I just don’t want her heart broken.”

The common ground was unexpected, a truce forming not in shared approval, but in shared concern. They’d moved to the pool, the tension between them shifting, transforming from familial suspicion into something far more primal.

And then he’d flirted. A comment about her swimsuit. A playful splash. The electric charge in the air became unbearable. And she’d snapped. She’d closed the distance between them in the water and kissed him.

—

Now, pressed against the pool wall, his body solid and real against hers, every coherent thought vanished. His hands were everywhere, one tangling in her wet hair, the other splayed against the small of her back, pulling her hips flush against the hard evidence of his desire straining against his swim trunks. The cool water lapped at their heated skin, a shocking contrast to the fire building within.

He broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin there. A gasp ripped from her throat, echoing across the water. ”Arnold…”

“I’ve been imagining this since you walked in the door,” he murmured, his voice husky. His hand slid from her back, over the curve of her hip, and down. His fingers dipped beneath the tight leg of her bikini bottom, finding her core with an unerring accuracy that made her knees buckle.

He held her up easily, his touch exploratory, then deliberate. One finger, then two, slid inside her, and Mya’s head fell back with a cry. The water muffled nothing; every slick sound, every hitched breath, was excruciatingly loud to her. He worked her with a slow, torturous rhythm, his thumb circling the aching nub at her center. The world narrowed to the feeling of his clever fingers and the rough texture of the pool wall against her back.

“You’re so wet for me,” he growled into her ear. “So perfect.”

Desperate to touch him, to feel his own need, her hand plunged beneath the water’s surface. She fumbled with the waistband of his trunks before sliding her hand inside. He was thick and hard, velvet over steel. She wrapped her fingers around him, pumping slowly, matching the rhythm he was setting inside her. His answering groan was the most satisfying sound she’d ever heard.

“Not here,” he rasped, his breathing ragged.

He took her hand and led her, dripping, from the pool. Water streamed off their bodies onto the sun-warmed patio tiles. The air felt superheated against her wet skin. Without a word, his eyes dark with hunger, he lowered himself onto a wide lounge chair, his erection jutting proudly from his opened trunks.

Mya didn’t hesitate. She followed him down, dropping to her knees between his legs. She leaned forward, her hair brushing his thighs, and took the head of his cock into her mouth. He tasted of clean skin and pool water. She swirled her tongue, savoring the saltiness of him, the way he jerked beneath her touch. She took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his length, one hand working the base. His groans were a continuous, desperate soundtrack, his hands fisting in the lounge chair fabric.

“Mya… god, your mouth…”

She reveled in the power, in the raw, unfiltered pleasure she was giving him. But she needed more. She needed him inside her. Now.

She released him with a soft pop and rose up, straddling his hips. Her own bikini bottom was a nuisance; she tugged it aside, the material digging into her skin. She positioned herself above him, her eyes locked on his. The tip of him pressed against her entrance, a promise of bliss. She sank down in one slow, breathtaking motion, a deep, guttural moan tearing from both of them as he filled her completely.

For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, feeling the extraordinary stretch, the perfect fit. Then she began to move, rocking her hips, setting a slow, deep rhythm. His hands came up to grip her waist, his thumbs digging into her hip bones, guiding her, helping her find a pace that made her see stars. Her hands braced on his solid chest, her head thrown back as she rode him, the pace quickening.

The coil of pleasure in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter, a live wire sparking with every thrust. Her breaths came in sharp, frantic gasps. She was close, so close. He sat up slightly, capturing one of her nipples through the thin fabric of her bikini top with his mouth, sucking hard. The dual sensation was her undoing.

The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a seismic wave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that made her cry out, her inner walls clenching around him in rapid, pulsating waves. Her body convulsed, milking him, pushing him over the edge right after her.

His own release was a hoarse shout, his grip on her hips becoming almost painful as he emptied himself deep inside her, his body shuddering beneath hers. She collapsed forward onto his chest, spent, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together. The only sounds were their ragged, slowing breaths and the gentle hum of the pool filter.

After a long moment, he brushed damp hair from her forehead. “So much for not liking me,” he whispered, a trace of humor in his voice.

Mya let out a breathless, incredulous laugh, the reality of what they’d just done—and who they were—crashing down around her. The confusion was there, a nagging whisper at the back of her blissed-out mind, but it was no match for the languid, sated warmth spreading through her limbs.

“This… this has to be our secret,” she murmured against his chest, feeling the strong, steady beat of his heart. “For now.”

He kissed the top of her head. “Our secret.”

She lifted her head, meeting his gaze, a new, thrilling anticipation already beginning to spark.
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The rain tapped a gentle, frantic rhythm against the windowpane of John’s apartment, a sound that mirrored the nervous beat of Joy’s heart. She stood just inside the doorway, dripping onto the welcome mat, her arms wrapped tightly around herself as if she might fly apart.

“Joy? What’s wrong?” John’s voice was laced with immediate concern, the same protective tone he’d used since they were kids. He was her rock, her sanctuary from the chaotic instability of her own home. At twenty-five, he was only four years her senior, but the gap had always felt much wider.

He ushered her in, his hand a warm, familiar pressure on her shoulder, guiding her to the sofa. The apartment smelled like him—clean laundry and faint, warm spice. Safe.

“I couldn’t stay there,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “The fighting… it was worse tonight.”

“You know you can always come here.” He sat beside her, his presence a solid, calming force. He looked at her, really looked, and she knew he could see the turmoil that had nothing to do with her parents. “But that’s not all, is it?”

She shook her head, tears welling in her eyes. This was it. The point of no return. Her stomach was a tight knot of fear and desperate want. He’s your cousin. Your family. The one person who’s always been there. The thought echoed, a warning siren she chose to ignore.

“John, I…” Her breath hitched. She forced the words out, a raw, torn confession. “I’m in love with you.”

The silence that followed was deafening, broken only by the rain and the frantic pulse in her ears. She watched his face, saw the shock, the conflict, the swift denial. But then, something else. A flicker. A recognition.

He let out a long, ragged breath, running a hand through his dark hair. “Joy… God. We can’t. You know we can’t. The family… it would destroy everything.”

Her heart shattered. She’d expected this, braced for it, but the pain was a physical blow. She started to pull away, to retreat into her shame, but his next words stopped her cold.

“But I feel it, too,” he admitted, his voice low, thick with a torment that mirrored her own. “I have for a long time. I just… I never let myself…”

The air between them crackled, charged with a forbidden energy she could almost taste. The line they had danced around for years had finally been vaporized by their mutual confession.

“No one has to know,” she pleaded, her voice barely a whisper. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his jaw. The contact was electric. “Please, John.”

That single touch was the catalyst. A low groan escaped him, a sound of pure surrender, and then his hands were framing her face, his lips crashing down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a dam breaking. It was years of suppressed longing erupting into a frantic, hungry collision. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of coffee and him, and God, it was everything. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, her body arching into his of its own volition. The world narrowed to the slick heat of his mouth, the scratch of his stubble against her skin, the overwhelming rightness of it all.

He broke the kiss, his breath coming in harsh rasps, his forehead resting against hers. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with a desire that made her core clench with needy anticipation. Without a word, he stood, taking her hand and leading her silently down the short hall to his bedroom.

The room was dim, lit only by the amber glow of a streetlamp filtering through the blinds. He turned to her, his gaze burning into her. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” she breathed, the word definitive, final.

His fingers, which had fixed her scraped knees and braided her hair as a child, now went to the buttons of her soaked flannel shirt. He undressed her with a reverence that felt like worship, each article of clothing falling to the floor a shedding of their old roles. When she stood before him in just her simple cotton bra and panties, she should have felt exposed, vulnerable. Instead, she felt powerful.

He unclasped her bra, letting it fall away. His eyes drank in the sight of her bare breasts, and a shiver racked her body under his intense scrutiny. “So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice husky.

He lowered his head, and his mouth closed over one taut nipple.

A sharp, shocked cry was torn from her lips. His tongue was hot and wet, laving, circling, then sucking deeply. The sensation was a lightning bolt straight to her core, a delicious, torturous pleasure that made her knees buckle. He caught her, his strong arm around her waist, as he lavished the same attention on her other breast, his teeth grazing ever so gently, making her cry out again.

He laid her back on the bed, the cool duvet a contrast to her feverish skin. He stood at the foot of the bed, watching her as he undid his jeans, shoving them and his boxers down in one fluid motion. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and more than she’d imagined. He fisted himself, stroking slowly as his eyes devoured her.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded, his voice rough with need. “Show me how you think about me.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her cheeks, but the command, the raw dominance in his tone, only fueled her arousal. Her hand slid down her stomach, under the elastic of her panties. She was already soaked. Her fingers found her clit, swollen and sensitive, and she gasped as she began to circle it, her hips lifting off the bed.

“That’s it,” he growled, his own hand moving faster on his length. “Let me see you.”

She was putting on a show for him, lost in the voyeuristic thrill, her fingers working her slick flesh, moans falling from her lips. But it wasn’t enough. She needed him.

As if reading her mind, he moved. He hooked his fingers in her panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside. Then he was on his knees at the edge of the bed, pushing her thighs apart. The first swipe of his tongue against her slit was a revelation.

Oh god. Her back arched off the mattress. His mouth was relentless. He didn’t just eat her pussy; he devoured her. His tongue delved deep inside her, then flattened to lap at her essence before zeroing in on her clit, sucking it into the heat of his mouth. His hands held her hips down, pinning her in place as he feasted. The coil of pleasure in her abdomen tightened to a near-painful degree, her moans becoming desperate, incoherent pleas.

“John… please… I need you… inside me.”

He rose above her, his body a silhouette against the dim light. He notched the head of his cock at her entrance, and for a heartbeat, they just stayed there, on the precipice. Then he pushed.

Her eyes rolled back as he filled her. It was a stretch, a delicious, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was everywhere, claiming her. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew more urgent. Each thrust was a perfect, mind-melting friction. The slap of skin on skin, his guttural groans, her own high, keening cries—it was a symphony of their sin.

“You feel… fuck, Joy… you feel like heaven,” he grunted into her ear, his breath hot.

He slid out of her suddenly, turning her onto her hands and knees. The new position was deeper, more animalistic. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh, and drove into her from behind. Hard. She cried out, pushing back against him, meeting every powerful thrust. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The dual assault shattered her. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a convulsing, shattering wave of pleasure that made her vision whiten at the edges. Her inner muscles clamped down on his cock, milking him, and with a roar, he followed her over. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, the final, profound claim.

They collapsed together onto the sweat-slicked sheets, a tangle of spent limbs and labored breathing. He held her tightly against his chest, his heartbeat a wild drum against her back.

In the hazy, post-coital stillness, the guilt began to seep in, cold and insidious. He’s your cousin. This would tear their family into pieces. It was wrong. It was so terribly, dangerously wrong.

But curled against him, feeling his arms around her, it also felt more right than anything ever had.

“No one can ever know,” he whispered into her hair, his voice heavy with the same surreal mix of ecstasy and dread.

“Never,” she promised, the word a vow and a prison sentence all at once. She closed her eyes, listening to the rain, and wondered how something that felt so perfect could be the thing that might destroy everything.

29 - A BROTHER-IN-LAW’S VISIT
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The first two days of Rob’s visit were an exercise in sheer tolerance for Misty. He was a thunderstorm in her quiet living room, all loud laughs and boisterous stories about high-stakes deals and luxury cars. Every anecdote was a not-so-subtle brag, a performance for an audience of two where Dave was the appreciative crowd and Misty was the reluctant critic.

But on the third evening, something shifted. Dave’s phone rang with the particular shrillness that meant the hospital was calling him in for an emergency surgery. With a hurried apology and a kiss on Misty’s cheek, he was gone, leaving her alone with the brother she’d spent forty-eight hours silently judging.

“Well,” Rob said, slumping back onto the couch. “Guess it’s just us.”

“Guess so,” Misty replied, her tone neutral. She moved to the armchair, putting a comfortable distance between them.

Rob grabbed the remote. “Movie?”

She simply nodded, taking a sip of her wine. He scrolled through options, his earlier bravado seeming to dim without his brother there to witness it. He chose a slick-looking action film, and they lapsed into a silence that was surprisingly less awkward than she’d anticipated.

Halfway through the movie, he got up and returned from the kitchen with two fresh glasses of red wine. “Figured you could use a refill.”

“Thanks,” she said, and this time, her gratitude was genuine. He hadn’t just refilled his own.

As the explosions continued on screen, their conversation started up again, quieter this time. He asked about her work, her art, and actually listened to her answers. The arrogant facade cracked, revealing snippets of a drier, more self-deprecating wit. She found herself laughing, really laughing, at one of his jokes. Her eyes traced the line of his jaw, the way his forearms flexed as he gestured. He’s not just obnoxious, she admitted to herself. He’s… solid. Commanding.

The credits began to roll. The room was dark, lit only by the flickering TV screen.

“That was better than I expected,” Misty said, finishing the last of her wine.

Rob turned to her, his expression unreadable in the dim light. “Lots of things are.”

The air grew thick, charged with a tension that had nothing to do with the movie. His gaze dropped to her lips, then back to her eyes. He didn’t move, simply waited, a question hanging in the space between them.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was wrong. This was so wrong. But a treacherous, curious heat was spreading through her core, overpowering the guilt.

He leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. She didn’t. Oh god. His lips met hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry and confident, a claiming. His hand came up to cradle her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek as his tongue swept into her mouth. The taste of him—red wine and something uniquely, dangerously Rob—flooded her senses. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her throat, and she melted into him, her hands gripping his shoulders.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Tell me to stop, Misty.” His voice was a low, gravelly command that did things to her insides.

She couldn’t form the words. Instead, she kissed him again, her answer clear. His hands moved from her face, sliding down her back, pulling her flush against him on the couch. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against her thigh, and a fresh wave of desire, sharp and urgent, shot through her.

His fingers found the hem of her sweater. “This needs to go.” He didn’t ask; he informed her. He pulled it over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it to the floor. His eyes darkened as they took in her lace bra. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous.” His calloused palms skimmed up her sides, making her shiver, before deftly unfastening the clasp. Her breasts spilled free, and he groaned, lowering his head to take a nipple into his hot mouth.

She cried out, her head falling back as he suckled and teased, his tongue circling the taut peak. The sensations were overwhelming, electric. One of his hands slid down her stomach, past the waistband of her leggings, past her panties. His fingers, so sure and skilled, found her soaked, aching center.

“So wet for me already,” he murmured against her breast, the vibration making her squirm.

He began to stroke her, a slow, torturous rhythm that had her hips lifting off the couch to meet his hand. He slid one finger inside her, then two, curling them just right, hitting a spot that made her see stars. Her moans grew louder, unabashed, as he fingered her with relentless precision, his thumb drawing tight circles on her clit.

“I need to taste you,” he growled, his voice thick with need. He slid down her body, hooking his fingers into her leggings and panties and pulling them down her legs in one swift, practiced motion.

He settled between her thighs, his hands spreading her wide. The first lick was a slow, flat stroke from her entrance to her clit. Misty’s back arched off the couch, a strangled gasp torn from her lips. He didn’t let up, his tongue lapping and probing, devouring her with a single-minded intensity that left her mindless. He sucked her clit into his mouth, and her thighs trembled on either side of his head. She fisted her hands in his hair, holding him there as the coil of pleasure tightened, tighter, until it snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that left her shuddering and breathless beneath him.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, stripping off his own clothes. His body was all hard muscle and tan skin. He knelt over her, his cock, thick and erect, jutting toward her. He reached for a wallet, pulling out a condom and sheathing himself with a quick, efficient motion.

He positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locked on hers. “Look at me.”

She did. He pushed inside her in one long, stunning thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She was so exquisitely full, stretched to accommodate him. He paused, letting her adjust, a sheen of sweat already on his brow.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep strokes at first, each one making her whimper. But quickly, the pace intensified. He drove into her, hard and fast, his hips slapping against hers. The lewd, wet sound of their joining filled the room. Every thrust sent jolts of pleasure radiating through her entire body. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his frantic rhythm.

“God, yes, right there,” she moaned, her nails digging into his back.

He fucked her with a raw, primal energy that Dave never had, a complete surrender to sensation. The couch creaked in protest. He shifted, pulling her up, turning her around. “On your knees. Over the couch.”

She complied without thought, bending over the back of the couch, presenting herself to him. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, and plunged into her from behind. This angle was deeper, more intense. He hit a place inside her that made her cry out with every pistoning thrust.

She felt another orgasm building, a tidal wave of pleasure gathering force at her core. His pace became brutal, frantic. “I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his voice strained.

“Me too, don’t stop, please don’t stop!” she begged.

His thrusts became shorter, harder, perfectly angled. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in frantic circles. That was all it took. Her second orgasm exploded through her, a blinding, convulsing wave of pleasure that made her clench around him violently. With a guttural roar, he followed her over the edge, his own release pumping into the condom as he shuddered against her.

They collapsed together on the couch, a tangled, sweaty heap of limbs and satiated exhaustion. The only sound was their ragged breathing. After a long moment, he disposed of the condom and pulled her against his chest.

He kissed her temple, his voice a whisper in the dark. “Dave can never know.”

“Never,” she breathed, the guilt already coiling like a cold snake in her stomach. But as she felt his strong arm around her, and the lingering aftershocks of pleasure still humming through her body, another thought, dark and thrilling, pushed the guilt aside. I hope he doesn’t leave for a long time.

30 - COMFORTED BY HER STEPDAD
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The sterile scent of the hospital still clung to her clothes, a persistent, grim reminder of the fragile woman sleeping fitfully in the room behind them. Tabby leaned against the cool brick wall outside the main entrance, the evening air doing little to clear the heavy dread from her lungs. Mark stood beside her, a solid, quiet presence. He didn’t speak. He just was. And in the chaotic storm of her mother’s illness, his stillness was the only anchor she had.

“She looked so small today,” Tabby whispered, her voice cracking on the last word.

Mark turned to her, his face etched with a matching grief. “I know, kiddo. I know.”

The old endearment, one he’d used since she was a teenager, usually made her smile. Tonight, it sent a completely different, illicit shiver down her spine. He’s not my dad, she reminded herself for the thousandth time. He was the man who’d married her mother five years ago, the man who’d fixed her car and made terrible puns at the dinner table. The man she’d inexplicably, undeniably, begun to crave.

He moved then, closing the small space between them. His arms, strong and sure, wrapped around her shoulders, pulling her into his chest. It was a gesture of comfort, one he’d offered a dozen times over the past difficult weeks. But this time, everything felt different. The press of his body against hers wasn’t just reassuring; it was electrifying. She could feel the hard plane of his chest, the warmth of him seeping through her thin blouse. His scent, a mix of clean soap and the faint, musky hint of a long day, invaded her senses, and something deep within her clenched with a desperate, aching need.

Her carefully constructed walls, built on a foundation of this is wrong and he’s your stepfather, crumbled into dust.

She tilted her head back, her eyes meeting his. The words tumbled out, a raw, terrified confession she could no longer contain. “Mark… I… God, I think about you. All the time. In ways I shouldn’t.”

His body went rigid against hers. Shock flared in his hazel eyes, followed by a dark, swirling emotion she couldn’t name. He didn’t push her away. He didn’t let go. The silence stretched, taut and trembling between them.

“Tabby,” he breathed, his voice a low, rough scrape. “We can’t.”

“I know,” she said, her heart hammering against her ribs. “But do you…?” She couldn’t finish the question.

His answer was a quiet, devastating truth. “Yes.”

It was all the permission she needed. She surged up, closing the final inch between them, and crushed her lips to his. For a heartbeat, he was still, a statue of conflicted desire. Then, with a guttural groan that vibrated through her entire body, he gave in. His arms tightened around her, one hand sliding up to cradle the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. His kiss wasn’t gentle or comforting. It was hungry. It was full of the same pent-up, forbidden desperation that had been consuming her.

He tasted of coffee and mint and a raw masculinity that made her knees weak. Her hands clutched at his shirt, pulling him closer, wanting to erase any space, any doubt, between them. When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathless.

“Tabby… your mother…” he started, but the protest was weak, his eyes glued to her swollen lips.

“She’s sleeping. She doesn’t have to know,” Tabby whispered, her own desire making her bold. “Please. Just for tonight.”

He didn’t speak another word of refusal. Taking her hand, he led her the short distance to his car, then on the silent, tense drive to the house that suddenly felt charged with a new, dangerous energy. The front door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a private world of shadow and sin.

In the dim light of the hallway, he turned to her. His hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. “Are you sure?” The question was a low, serious rumble.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she answered, her voice trembling not with uncertainty, but with anticipation.

That was all he needed. His mouth claimed hers again, this kiss deeper, more possessive. His hands began to move, slowly, methodically. He unbuttoned her blouse, each released button a tiny victory against propriety. The fabric fell open and his warm palms slid over her shoulders, pushing the garment down her arms. It dropped to the floor in a soft heap.

His eyes darkened as they traveled over her simple lace bra, and a shudder ran through him. “So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick.

He turned her around, his fingers deftly unhooking her bra. He slipped the straps down her arms and she let it fall, baring herself to him and the cool air of the room. His hands came around to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they pebbled into hard, aching points under his touch. A low moan escaped her lips as he pinched them gently, sending jolts of pure pleasure straight to her core.

He spun her back to face him and his mouth descended, capturing one taut peak. The heat, the wetness of his tongue, the gentle suction—it was too much and not enough. She cried out, her head falling back as she tangled her hands in his hair, holding him to her. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until she was gasping and writhing against him.

Her own hands worked frantically at his clothes, pushing his jacket off, fumbling with his belt buckle. He helped her, yanking his shirt over his head, unbuckling his pants and letting them, and his boxers, fall to the floor. And then he was there. Fully naked.

Her breath hitched. He was… magnificent. All hard muscle and taut skin. And standing thick and heavy between his legs, his erection was every secret fantasy she’d ever harbored made breathtakingly real. It was long, thick, and powerfully veined, curving slightly upwards. She reached out a trembling hand, wrapping her fingers around the heated velvet-steel of his length. He hissed through his teeth, his hips bucking slightly at her touch.

“Bedroom. Now,” he commanded, his voice ragged.

He led her to the nearby room—her mother’s room, their room—but the thought was a distant, unimportant echo. He laid her down on the comforter, his eyes devouring her as she sprawled before him. He knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed, hooked his hands under her knees, and drew her to the edge. He pushed her thighs apart, opening her completely to his gaze.

“Perfect,” he growled, and then his mouth was on her.

His tongue delved into her core, a slow, luxurious stroke that made her back arch off the bed. He licked and suckled, exploring her folds with an intensity that was utterly focused. He found the swollen, hypersensitive bud of her clit and circled it with the very tip of his tongue. Slow… so agonizingly slow. She whimpered, her fists clenching the sheets. He dragged his tongue through her slick heat again, then fastened his mouth on her clit and sucked.

The world exploded behind her eyelids. Pleasure, white-hot and blinding, radiated out from her center. She cried out, a raw, wanton sound she didn’t recognize as her own. He didn’t let up, his tongue flicking over her, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking a spot deep inside that made her see stars. She was bucking against his mouth, completely at the mercy of the sensations he was wringing from her body. The coil of tension in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter, a glorious, unbearable pressure.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the very edge, he pulled away. She groaned in protest, her body screaming for release. He moved up her body, his weight settling over her, the head of his cock pressing insistently against her wet entrance.

“Look at me, Tabby,” he said. She forced her eyes open, meeting his heated gaze. “I need to be inside you.”

“Yes,” she begged. “Please.”

He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion. She was so ready for him, so wet, but he was so big. He stretched her, filled her in a way that was almost too intense to bear. He paused, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers, his breath coming in ragged gasps that matched her own. “Okay?” he whispered.

“More,” she moaned. “All of you.”

With a groan of pure need, he sank the rest of the way home, burying himself to the hilt inside her. The feeling was shattering. A perfect, dizzying fullness. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew more frantic. Each thrust was a masterclass in pleasure, hitting that deep, glorious spot with unerring accuracy. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the quiet room. He dropped his head to her neck, biting and sucking at the sensitive skin there as he drove into her, again and again.

“I need to feel you,” he rasped against her ear. “Turn over.”

Obediently, her entire body thrumming with need, she got onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He slid back into her soaked depths in one smooth, powerful thrust. The new angle was deeper, primal. He fucked her with a possessive, animalistic rhythm that stole the breath from her lungs. One hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

It was the final push she needed. The climax ripped through her, a seismic, uncontrollable wave. She screamed his name as her inner muscles convulsed around his driving length, milking him, pulling him deeper into the vortex of her pleasure. Her vision whited out, her entire being consumed by the raw, electric ecstasy of her release.

Feeling her clench around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the root, and she felt the hot, pulsing jet of his release filling her. He collapsed over her back, his body shuddering with the force of his own orgasm, his breath hot against her spine.

For a long time, they stayed like that, joined, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. Eventually, he softened and slipped out of her. He rolled onto his side, pulling her with him, spooning her against his chest. He tucked the comforter around them.

The guilt came then, swift and cold, dousing the afterglow. She was lying in her mother’s bed, in the arms of her mother’s husband. The weight of their betrayal was a physical pressure on her chest.

“We can’t… we can’t ever do that again,” Mark whispered into her hair, his voice laced with the same shame she felt. “It was a mistake.”

“I know,” Tabby lied, her voice small. She pressed her back against his warm, solid chest. But as she felt his arm tighten around her, as the memory of his possession burned bright in her mind, she knew the truth. It wasn’t a mistake. It was a hunger. And she was already starving for more.

31 - FAMILY SECRETS, FORBIDDEN PLEASURE
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The tension in Frank’s apartment was a physical thing, thick and heavy as summer humidity. Deedee’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the quiet hum of the refrigerator. She’d just blurted it out, the words tumbling free after being locked away for what felt like a lifetime.

“I’m adopted.”

Franklin stared, his beer bottle frozen halfway to his lips. The silence stretched, taut and unbearable. Deedee watched his face, the familiar lines of him—the strong jaw, the slight crinkle at the corners of his eyes—now seeming like a map to a territory she’d never truly been allowed to explore.

“What?” he finally breathed, the word barely audible. He set the bottle down with a definitive clink.

“This morning. My parents… they said they wanted to wait until I was an adult.” Her voice was shaky, but a strange, wild courage was unfurling inside her. “Frank… we’re not cousins.”

The shock on his face morphed, shifting through layers of confusion and dawning, breathtaking comprehension. The air between them crackled. All those lingering glances, the casual touches that had lasted a second too long, the electric current that had always hummed just beneath the surface of their easy camaraderie—it all rushed back, now making perfect, forbidden sense.

He took a step toward her. Then another. “Deedee…”

It was all the invitation she needed. The dam broke. “I have feelings for you, Frank. Real feelings. The kind a cousin isn’t supposed to have.” The confession was a desperate, relieved exhale.

A low groan escaped him, a sound of pure, unadulterated relief. He closed the distance between them in one swift motion, his hands coming up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, his touch sending shivers across her skin. “God, Deedee. Me too. For so long… I thought I was losing my mind.”

Their first kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision, a claiming. His mouth crashed down on hers, hungry and desperate. She met his ferocity with her own, her hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. The taste of him—spearmint and cheap lager—was intoxicating. This was Frank. But it wasn’t. It was the man she’d secretly ached for, and the liberation was dizzying.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her lips. His dark eyes burned with a desire she’d only ever seen in her dreams. “Bedroom. Now.” It wasn’t a question.

He took her hand, his grip firm and certain, and led her down the short hall. The world narrowed to the sight of his broad back, the feel of his calloused palm against hers. He pushed the door open and turned to her, his gaze sweeping over her body with a possessiveness that made her knees weak.

His fingers went to the hem of her soft cotton t-shirt. He pulled it up and over her head in one fluid motion, tossing it aside. His eyes darkened as they fell on her simple lace bra. “So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough.

He unclasped it with a practiced ease that sent a new jolt of heat through her, and her breasts spilled free into his waiting hands. He cupped them, his thumbs circling her nipples, coaxing them into tight, aching peaks. She gasped, her head falling back as pleasure, sharp and sweet, arced through her.

She reached for him, her fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans. He helped her, popping the button, dragging the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. He pushed his jeans and boxers down in one go, and his erection sprang free, thick and hard and curving slightly upward. She wrapped her hand around him, her fingers not quite meeting. He was velvet over steel, hot and throbbing against her palm. A low, guttural groan rumbled in his chest as she began to stroke him, her thumb smearing a bead of moisture from his tip.

She dropped to her knees on the worn carpet, never breaking eye contact. She took him into her mouth, and his hissed inhalation was the most rewarding sound she’d ever heard. She loved the weight of him on her tongue, the salty taste of him, the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk. She worked him slowly, then faster, using her hand and her mouth in a rhythm she’d only ever imagined. His fingers threaded through her hair, not guiding, just holding, as he watched her with blazing intensity.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice strained.

He gently pulled her to her feet and guided her backward until her legs hit the edge of the mattress. She lay back, and he followed her down, covering her body with his. He kissed her deeply again, his tongue mimicking the act she’d just performed, as his hand slipped down her stomach and hooked into the waistband of her panties. He dragged them down her legs and off.

His fingers found her center, and she was already soaking wet. He circled her clit slowly, teasingly, and she bucked against his hand, a helpless moan escaping her lips. “So ready for me,” he whispered against her mouth.

He pushed one finger inside her, then a second, stretching her, filling her. She cried out, her hips moving in time with his thrusting fingers, the coil of pleasure tightening deep within her.

He shifted above her, positioning himself. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He held himself there for a torturous moment, his eyes locked on hers, a silent question. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

“Yes, Frank. Please.”

He pushed inside.

It was a slow, exquisite invasion. She was so wet, so ready, but he was so big. He filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fullness that stole her breath. He held still, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the sensation of him. She could feel every inch, every pulse. Then he began to move.

His thrusts started slow and deep, each one a deliberate, mind-melting drag against her most sensitive spots. But the restraint was short-lived. The animal need they’d both suppressed for so long took over. His pace quickened, becoming harder, more frantic. The headboard slammed against the wall in a steady, rhythmic beat. Her cries mingled with his ragged groans.

He drove into her, again and again, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. The pressure built, a screaming tension coiling tighter and tighter in her core. She clawed at his back, her nails digging into his skin, urging him on, deeper, harder.

“Come for me, Deedee,” he grunted, his voice thick with need.

It was all she needed. The coil snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, shuddering wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his length. Her vision whited out as she screamed his name, her body convulsing under his.

Feeling her climax, his own control shattered. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself as deep as he could go. A raw, primal roar erupted from his chest as he came, pulsing hotly inside her, filling her with the proof of their liberation. She felt each throb, each jet of his release, and a second, smaller aftershock of pleasure quaked through her.

He collapsed onto her, spent, his weight a comforting anchor. Their sweat-slicked bodies stuck together as they fought to regain their breath. His face was buried in her neck, his breath hot on her skin.

After a long moment, he rolled onto his side, taking her with him, keeping her tucked tightly against his chest. He pulled the rumpled comforter over them. The room was silent except for their slowing heartbeats.

She traced idle circles on his chest, the reality of it all settling around them like a warm blanket. He was hers. She was his. The thought was a burst of pure, unadulterated joy.

“No one can know,” she whispered into the quiet dark. “Not yet.”

His arms tightened around her. “I know.” He kissed the top of her head. “Our secret.”

But as she lay there, wrapped in the scent of him and their shared passion, the secret didn’t feel like a burden. It felt like a delicious, shared promise.
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“How is this possible?” Gigi whispered, her voice thin and reedy, her knuckles white where they gripped the leather couch. The photo album lay open between them like an accusation.

Christopher ran a hand through his hair, his face a mirror of her own disbelief. “I don’t… my mom never talks about him. I’ve never even met the man.”

“That’s my grandfather,” she said, the words tasting like ash. Her mind raced, tumbling over months of shared laughter, intimate dinners, the feeling of his hand in hers. It all curdled, replaced by a cold, sickening dread. Cousins. The word echoed, a death knell for the future she’d so painstakingly imagined.

He was silent for a long moment, just staring at the faded photograph of the stern-looking man in a military uniform—a man they now both called family. Then, he looked at her, and his expression shifted. The shock was still there, but beneath it, something else flared. A stubborn, defiant heat.

“So what?” he finally said, his voice low and firm.

Gigi’s head snapped up. “So what? Chris, we’re… we’re family.”

“In name only,” he countered, his gaze intense, locking onto hers. “We didn’t grow up together. I didn’t know your name until three months ago. What we have… this thing between us… it’s real. It’s ours. Does a bloodline you never knew about really change that?”

The logic was a flimsy raft in a stormy sea of societal taboo, but she desperately wanted to climb aboard. She looked at him—really looked at him. Not as a relation, but as the man who made her breath catch, the man whose smile felt like coming home. The man she was desperately, irrevocably in love with.

Her resistance crumbled. “No,” she breathed, the word a surrender. “No, it doesn’t.”

That was all the permission he needed. He moved with a sudden, decisive intensity, closing the small space between them. His hand cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin, and then his mouth was on hers. This wasn’t like their other kisses, sweet and exploratory. This was raw, hungry, a claiming. It was a silent argument against the world, a physical manifesto of their choice. Her moan was swallowed by his mouth as she kissed him back with equal fervor, her hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders.

Her fingers fumbled with the button of his jeans, then the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the tense silence of the room. She broke the kiss, her eyes searching his for any hesitation. She found only a dark, burning need that matched her own. She slid her hand inside the open fly, past the soft cotton of his briefs, and her fingers wrapped around his hardening length. He was already thick and hot against her palm.

A sharp, guttural groan escaped him, his head falling back against the couch. “Gigi…”

She began to move her hand, a slow, tentative stroke that quickly grew bolder, fueled by his ragged breathing. His hips lifted slightly, pushing himself deeper into her fist. The forbidden nature of the act electrified the air. This was wrong, and that knowledge made every sensation feel a thousand times more potent.

His own hands were not idle. One tangled in her hair, holding her mouth to his for another searing kiss. The other slid up her thigh, pushing the fabric of her summer dress toward her hip. His fingertips found the lace edge of her panties, and then slipped beneath. She gasped into his mouth as his fingers, clever and sure, found her wet heat. She was already slick, aching for him, her body betraying any moral quandary her mind was trying to muster.

“So wet for me,” he murmured against her lips, his voice thick with desire. He circled her clit slowly, teasingly, and she bucked against his hand, a desperate, wordless plea.

“Off,” she panted, tugging at his shirt. “Everything. Off.”

They separated for a frantic moment, a whirlwind of discarded clothing. Her dress was pulled over her head and tossed to the floor. His shirt and jeans followed. Soon they were both naked, the cool air of the apartment a shock against their feverish skin. He looked at her, stretched out before him on the couch, and the reverence in his gaze made her heart clench.

He didn’t enter her. Instead, he knelt on the floor, his hands spreading her thighs wide. He held her gaze for a long, searing moment before lowering his mouth to her.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her cry out, her back arching off the couch. It was an apology and a promise all at once. He licked a slow, torturous path from her opening to her clit, and then focused his attention there, sucking the sensitive bud into his mouth. Her hands flew to his hair, not to guide him, but to anchor herself as the world dissolved into pure sensation. He devoured her, his tongue flicking and circling, his groans of pleasure vibrating through her entire body. The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, unbearably intense. This wasn’t just sex; it was a communion, a forbidden ritual that made her forget her own name, let alone their newfound relation.

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

He only intensified his efforts, sliding two fingers inside her, curling them upward. It was enough. The orgasm ripped through her, a silent, shocking wave that left her trembling and gasping for air, her vision spotting.

Before she could even come down, she was moving, pushing him back onto the couch. She straddled his hips, taking his hard length in her hand. She positioned herself, and then sank down onto him in one fluid, breathtaking motion.

They both cried out as he filled her completely. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, letting the perfect, stretching fullness wash over her. Then she began to move, rocking her hips, setting a slow, deep rhythm. His hands gripped her waist, his eyes dark with a possessive fire as he watched her take her pleasure from him.

He soon took control, rolling them so she was beneath him on the cushions. He drove into her, each thrust deep and purposeful, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. The slick, rhythmic sound of their bodies meeting filled the room. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with one of her own.

“Turn over,” he grunted, his voice strained.

She obeyed without hesitation, getting on her knees and bending over the back of the couch, presenting herself to him. He paused for a moment, his hands caressing her hips, and she felt the cool air on her wetness before he entered her again, this time from behind. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He gripped her hips, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, losing their rhythm in his chase for release.

She could feel her own climax building again, a pressure coiling even tighter than before. “Don’t stop… please, don’t stop…”

Her words pushed him over the edge. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt as she clenched around him, her own climax shattering through her in relentless waves. She felt his own release, the hot, liquid pulse deep inside her, and his groan was a raw, broken sound as he collapsed over her back, spent.

They stayed like that for long minutes, panting, slick with sweat, the reality of the room slowly seeping back in. The photo album was still open on the coffee table. The truth was still there.

He pulled out gently and turned her to face him. His expression was serious, his eyes searching hers. The thrill was gone, replaced by a sober intensity.

“This changes nothing,” he stated, his voice quiet but absolute. “We make our own rules.”

Gigi looked at the man she loved—her lover, her cousin—and felt the confusing, warring emotions settle into one solid, unwavering truth. She would choose him. Every time.

“Nothing,” she agreed, her voice firm. She leaned in, her lips brushing his in a soft, promising kiss. “No matter what.”

33 - THE GOLDDIGGER’S TEMPTATION
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“Promise me you won’t tell him,” Jayla whispered, her voice ragged, the words muffled against Alexander’s sweat-slicked chest.

His low chuckle vibrated through her. “Tell him what? That I just fucked my future stepmother senseless on his twelve-thread-count Egyptian cotton sheets?”

She shivered, the crude words both a shock and a thrill. This was a mistake. A catastrophic, delicious, world-ending mistake.

—

It had started over lunch, just a few hours ago.

The clink of fine china echoed in the sunlit conservatory. Jayla took a delicate sip of iced tea, the condensation cool against her fingertips. Across the glass table, Alexander Peters watched her, his gaze intense, unblinking. He was everything his father wasn’t: young, virile, with a predatory handsomeness that seemed to suck the air from the room.

“He’s playing the back nine,” Alexander said, his voice a smooth baritone. “He’ll be gone for hours. You can drop the act.”

Jayla forced a light laugh. “I don’t know what you mean, Alexander.”

“Don’t you?” He leaned forward, his elbows on the table, and the movement was so deliberate, so physical. “A woman like you. This.” He gestured vaguely at the opulent room, the immaculate grounds beyond the glass. “And a man like my father. It’s a simple equation.”

Her carefully constructed composure began to crack. He knew. Of course he knew. Everyone knew. They just had the decency not to say it. “I love your father,” she said, the lie tasting as rehearsed as it was.

Alexander’s smile was a sharp, knowing thing. “Do you? Do you really love the way his old-man hands feel on you? The sound of his breathing at night?” He let the question hang, a grenade with the pin pulled. “Or do you just love what his hands can buy you?”

The heat of a blush crept up her neck. She looked away, focusing on a perfect white orchid. Don’t engage. Don’t.

He stood then, a predator uncoiling. He didn’t walk around the table; he moved through it, his presence overwhelming the space between them until he was standing over her. The scent of him, clean soap and something inherently male, washed over her.

“A beautiful woman like you,” he murmured, his voice dropping to an intimate timbre that skated over her skin. “You deserve to be worshipped by hands that know what to do with you. By a body that can keep up with yours.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Every logical, greedy cell in her brain screamed at her to get up, to walk away, to secure the fortune that was so nearly hers. But a deeper, more primal part of her was leaning into the heat radiating from him, was breathing him in.

Resist. Resist.

He reached out, his fingers not quite touching her cheek. “One kiss,” he said, his eyes holding hers captive. “Just one. To see if I’m wrong.”

That was the moment her resistance didn’t just break; it shattered. It vaporized. With a small, desperate sound, she closed the infinitesimal gap between them, her lips meeting his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a collision. His mouth was hot and demanding, his tongue sweeping past her lips with a confidence that left her dizzy. One hand tangled in her hair, tilting her head back, while the other splayed across the small of her back, pressing her flush against the hard planes of his body. The world, the plan, Grayson—it all melted into a distant hum.

He broke the kiss, his breathing as ragged as hers. Without a word, he took her hand and led her from the conservatory, up the grand staircase, and into the master suite.

Now, standing by the vast bed, the reality of what was happening crashed into her again. “Alexander, we can’t—”

“We already are,” he interrupted, his voice leaving no room for argument. His fingers went to the buttons of her silk blouse. He worked them slowly, deliberately, his knuckles brushing against the lace of her bra underneath. Each touch was a tiny electric shock. He pushed the blouse from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His eyes darkened as they roamed over her. “Now the skirt.”

Her fingers trembled as she unzipped the side, letting the fabric slide down her hips. She stood before him in just her lace bra and panties, more exposed under his gaze than she’d ever been naked with his father.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice husky.

She obeyed, settling back onto the cool duvet. He didn’t join her. He just stood at the foot of the bed, watching her, his eyes burning with hunger.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

Her breath hitched. “What?”

“I want to watch you. Show me how you do it when you’re alone. When you’re thinking about what you really want.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her. This was a level of intimacy, of erotic command, Grayson had never even conceived of. Slowly, almost shyly, she let her hand slide down her stomach, past the waistband of her panties. Her eyes fluttered closed.

“Look at me,” he growled.

Her eyes snapped open, meeting his. She found her clit, a slick, needy bud beneath her fingers, and circled it. A soft moan escaped her lips as she fell into a rhythm, her hips beginning a subtle undulation against her own hand. She was putting on a show for him, and the sheer deviance of it made her wetter than ever.

As she pleasured herself, he unbuckled his belt, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops obscenely loud. He unzipped his trousers and freed his cock.

Jayla’s rhythm faltered. Oh, god. It was… more. Thicker, longer, harder than his father’s. He fisted himself, stroking in time with the movements of her fingers, a dark mirror of her own pleasure.

She couldn’t take it anymore. “Please,” she begged, the word torn from her.

That was all the invitation he needed. He was on the bed in an instant, hooking his fingers in her panties and pulling them down her legs. He didn’t kiss her. He just buried his face between her thighs.

His tongue was a revelation. It was not the tentative, polite lapping she was used to. It was a ruthless, expert assault. He licked broad, flat strokes that made her back arch, then focused on her clit with a suction that bordered on pain, before plunging his tongue deep inside her. He held her hips down, pinning her as she thrashed beneath him, her moans escalating into breathless, shattered cries. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearable, and then snapped. She came against his mouth with a guttural scream, her vision whiting out.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving over her, positioning himself. The blunt, insistent head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He looked down at her, his expression fierce.

“Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she gasped, clutching at his shoulders.

He drove into her in one devastating, perfect thrust, filling her completely, stretching her in ways she’d never been stretched. She cried out, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. He set a punishing pace from the start, each deep, hard stroke hitting a spot inside her that Grayson had never found. The bed rocked against the wall, the sound a frantic rhythm to their coupling. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with a desperate roll of her hips. This wasn’t duty. This was need.

“You feel that?” he grunted, his voice strained. “That’s what you really wanted, isn’t it?”

“Yes! God, yes!” she moaned, her mind blank of everything but the sensation of him pistoning into her.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees with a strength that left her breathless. The new angle was even deeper, more animalistic. He gripped her hips, slamming into her from behind. She could only brace herself and take it, each impact pushing a cry from her lips. She felt another orgasm building, even bigger than the first, coiling at her core.

“I’m going to come,” she warned him, her voice cracking.

“Not yet,” he commanded, slowing his pace. He pulled out, turning her onto her back again. “Ride me. I want to watch you take every inch.”

She straddled him, sinking down onto his rigid length with a gasp. Now she was in control. She rose and fell, setting a frantic, bouncing rhythm, her breasts swaying, her head thrown back. His hands gripped her thighs, his eyes glued to where their bodies joined. The sight of it, the feel of him hitting her deepest point over and over, pushed her over the edge. Her climax ripped through her, a silent, seizing wave of ecstasy that clenched around him.

With a guttural roar, he followed her over, his own release triggering as he thrust up into her one final time. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, and collapsed onto his chest, spent and trembling.

They lay there for a long time, tangled together, the only sound their slowing breaths. That’s when the fear returned, cold and sharp.

“Promise me you won’t tell him,” she whispered.

Alexander stroked her hair, his touch almost gentle now. “My secret is safe with me,” he murmured. But as she lay there, listening to the steady beat of his heart, Jayla knew the safest thing would be to never let this happen again.

She also knew, with a thrilling, terrifying certainty, that she absolutely would.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

35 - 420 AND FORBIDDEN LUST
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The family reunion had been long and boring. Tori had planned on spending spring break in Florida with her friends, but her parents had dragged her to this stupid family reunion. The last thing she wanted to do was meet long lost aunts, uncles, and cousins.

That all changed at the restaurant. She’d spotted Roy, her distant cousin, from across the room. He’d smile at her, making her stomach twist in the best way. This is wrong, she’d told herself. We’re related.

But as the evening wore on, Tori couldn’t keep her eyes off Roy. And, he seemed to be just as interested in her.

—

Tori had just finished unpacking her suitcase in the hotel room when there was a soft knock at the door. She opened it to find Roy standing there, a mischievous grin on his face and a small bag of weed in his hand. “Hey, cousin,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “This reunion is already boring. Wanna liven things up?”

She hesitated, glancing down the hall to make sure no one was around. “I don’t know, Roy. Weed? What if it sets off the smoke detectors?”

He smirked, leaning against the doorframe. “Come on, Tori. Live a little.”

Her heart raced as she stepped aside to let him in. The door clicked shut behind him, and suddenly the room felt smaller, more intimate. Roy rolled a joint with practiced ease, lighting it and taking a long drag before passing it to her. She inhaled deeply, the smoke filling her lungs and easing the tension in her shoulders.

As they passed the joint back and forth, the air between them grew charged with an undeniable electricity. Roy’s eyes locked onto hers, and before she could think twice, he leaned in and kissed her. It was soft at first, tentative, but when she didn’t pull away, he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers.

Tori’s mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions, but her body responded instinctively. Her hands found their way to his chest, feeling the hard muscles beneath his shirt. Roy’s fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her closer as the kiss grew more passionate, more urgent.

When he finally broke away, they were both breathless. “Tori…” he whispered, his voice husky with desire. “I’ve wanted to do that since I first saw you at dinner.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t protest as he kissed her again, his hands roaming over her body. She could feel his erection pressing against her through his jeans, and a shiver of anticipation ran through her. Without thinking, she reached for his zipper, pulling it down and freeing his cock.

Roy groaned as her small hand wrapped around his length, stroking him slowly. “God, Tori…” he murmured, his eyes dark with lust.

She dropped to her knees, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. He was thick and hard, and she could taste the saltiness of his skin as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip.

His fingers threaded through her hair, guiding her as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each movement. “You’re so fucking good at this,” he breathed, his hips thrusting gently.

When she pulled away, her lips swollen and glistening, Roy wasted no time in stripping off her clothes. Her bra and panties hit the floor, and she felt a surge of vulnerability mixed with excitement as he laid her down on the bed.

His hands explored every inch of her body, his mouth following, leaving a trail of fire in its wake. He kissed his way down her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel before he reached her inner thighs.

Tori’s breath hitched as he spread her legs, his hot breath teasing her sensitive flesh. “Roy…” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets.

He didn’t make her wait any longer. His tongue flicked over her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She gasped, her back arching off the bed as he licked and sucked, his fingers sliding inside her, curling just right.

“Oh my God…” she whimpered, her hips rocking against his face.

Roy’s name was a mantra on her lips as he brought her to the edge, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave. She cried out, her body trembling with ecstasy as he continued to pleasure her, drawing out every last bit of sensation.

When she finally came down from her high, Roy kissed his way back up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Are you ready?” he asked, his voice thick with need.

She nodded, her eyes locked on his. “Yes.”

He pushed inside her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Tori’s breath caught in her throat as he began to move, his hips rolling against hers. The feeling of him inside her was overwhelming, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

Roy’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. Tori could feel another orgasm building, the friction between their bodies driving her wild. “Roy, I’m gonna…” she gasped, her nails digging into his back.

“Come for me, Tori,” he growled, his voice rough with desire.

Her climax hit her like a freight train, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure washed over her. Roy’s hips stuttered, and with a groan, he spilled himself inside her, his cock pulsing with each wave of his release.

They collapsed onto the bed, both of them panting and covered in a sheen of sweat. Roy wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close. “That was…” he began, but words failed him.

Tori rested her head on his chest, her heart still racing. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

He chuckled, tilting her chin up so she was looking at him. “Neither can I. But I don’t regret it.”

She smiled, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. “Me neither.”

They lay there for a while, basking in the afterglow, but eventually, reality started to creep back in. “We should probably get dressed,” Roy said reluctantly. “Before someone comes looking for you.”

Tori nodded, though she didn’t want to move. They hurriedly put their clothes back on, the air between them still charged with electricity. “This stays between us, right?” she asked, her voice tinged with uncertainty.

Roy cupped her face in his hands, kissing her softly. “Of course. Our little secret.”
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Mary’s heart skipped a beat when she spotted him standing in line at the fast-food joint. Tommy. She hadn’t expected to see him here, especially since he’d texted her earlier saying he was stuck at work. But there he was, his broad shoulders, his messy dark hair, that same hoodie she’d bought him last Christmas. She couldn’t help but smile. He looked so good, even in something as casual as this.

Without thinking, she crept up behind him, her hands sliding around his waist. She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “Missed you, babe,” before giving his ass a firm, playful squeeze.

But something felt… off.

The man stiffened under her touch, and when he turned around, Mary’s stomach dropped. It wasn’t Tommy. It was Raymond. His identical twin brother. The same face, the same build, the same everything—except for the smirk that was distinctly Raymond’s.

“Well, this is a surprise,” Raymond drawled, his voice low and teasing. His dark eyes glinted with mischief as he looked her up and down. “If I’d known you were this forward, I might’ve made a move sooner.”

Mary’s face burned. “Oh my God, Raymond! I’m so sorry. I thought you were—”

“Tommy? Yeah, I get that a lot,” he interrupted, chuckling. He didn’t seem the least bit bothered. If anything, he looked amused—and maybe a little intrigued. “No harm done. Though I gotta say, you’ve got quite the grip.”

She laughed nervously, her cheeks still flaming. “Yeah, well, that’s what happens when you mistake someone for their brother.”

Raymond grinned, that same devilish grin she’d seen him flash at family gatherings, always just a little too charming for his own good. “Lucky me, then.” He glanced at the line ahead of him, then back at her. “You here alone, or is Tommy around?”

“Just me,” Mary admitted, still feeling flustered. “I was craving fries, so I figured I’d stop by.”

“Perfect,” Raymond said, his tone light but his gaze holding hers a beat too long. “Why don’t we eat together? My treat.”

Mary hesitated. It felt… strange, sitting down with Raymond. She’d known him for years, but they’d never spent time alone together. He was always just Tommy’s twin, the brother who showed up to family dinners, made a few jokes, and then disappeared. But there was something about the way he was looking at her now, something that made her stomach flutter in a way it shouldn’t.

“Sure,” she said finally, forcing a smile. “Why not?”

They found a booth by the window, the bright afternoon sun streaming in. Raymond slid into the seat across from her, his movements easy and confident. He unwrapped his burger, taking a big bite, but his eyes never left hers. “So,” he said after swallowing, “how’s my brother treating you?”

“Good,” Mary replied automatically, though the question felt loaded somehow. “He’s been busy with work, but that’s nothing new.”

Raymond nodded, his expression thoughtful. “Yeah, Tommy’s always been the responsible one. Guess that’s why he’s got a girl like you.”

Mary raised an eyebrow, unsure if he was complimenting her or taking a dig at his brother. “And what’s that supposed to mean?”

“Relax,” Raymond said, holding up his hands in mock surrender. “Just saying you’re way too good for him. That’s all.”

She laughed, though it came out more nervous than she intended. “You’re such a troublemaker.”

“Guilty,” he admitted, his grin widening. “But you’ve gotta admit, life’s more fun when you’re causing a little chaos.”

Mary couldn’t help but smile at that. There was something undeniably magnetic about Raymond. Where Tommy was steady and predictable, Raymond was all edges and unpredictability. It was dangerous, but… exciting.

The conversation flowed easily after that. Raymond had a way of making her laugh, his jokes just on the edge of inappropriate but never crossing the line. By the time they finished their meal, Mary felt more relaxed than she had in weeks.

“So,” Raymond said as they tossed their trash, “what are your plans for the rest of the day?”

“Nothing, really,” Mary admitted. “Just heading home.”

Raymond’s eyes lit up. “Perfect. Why don’t you come over? I’ve got a new game I’ve been dying to try out.”

She hesitated again, that same flutter in her stomach returning. “I don’t know, Raymond…”

“Come on,” he coaxed, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “It’s just a game. What’s the worst that could happen?”

Mary bit her lip, her mind racing. This was a bad idea. A really bad idea. But the way he was looking at her, the way his voice sent shivers down her spine… she couldn’t say no.

“Okay,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “Just for a little while.”

Raymond’s grin turned wolfish. “You won’t regret it.”

His apartment was small but cozy, filled with the kind of mismatched furniture that screamed bachelor pad. He led her to the living room, where a large TV and gaming console were set up. But the game never made it out of the box. Instead, Raymond turned to her, his eyes dark with something she couldn’t quite name.

“Mary,” he said softly, stepping closer. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time.”

Her breath caught. “Raymond, we shouldn’t—”

But he didn’t let her finish. His lips were on hers before she could protest, his kiss warm and insistent. For a moment, she froze, every rational thought screaming at her to stop. But then she kissed him back, her hands tangling in his hair as the world outside faded away.

This is wrong. This is so wrong.

But it didn’t feel wrong. It felt electric, like every nerve in her body was on fire. Raymond’s hands slid down her back, pulling her closer as he deepened the kiss. When he finally broke away, they were both breathing heavily.

“Mary,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Tell me you want this.”

She should say no. She should walk out the door and never look back. But she didn’t. Instead, she nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes.”

Raymond didn’t need to be told twice. He took her hand, leading her to the bedroom. The air between them was charged with anticipation as he began to undress, his movements deliberate. When he finally stood before her, completely naked, Mary’s breath hitched. He was… so sexy. His body was lean and muscular, his cock already hard and thick, curving slightly upward. She wondered how she’d never noticed just how different he was from Tommy.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Mary’s hands trembled as she stripped off her clothes, feeling exposed but oddly free. Raymond’s eyes raked over her, his gaze hot enough to make her skin flush. He stepped closer, his fingers brushing against her cheek before trailing down her neck, over her collarbone, and finally cupping her breast. She gasped as he teased her nipple, his touch sending sparks of pleasure through her.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured before capturing her lips in another searing kiss. His hands explored her body, mapping every curve and dip, leaving her weak in the knees. When he finally pulled away, he dropped to his knees before her, his hands gripping her hips. “I want to taste you.”

Mary’s legs nearly gave out as his mouth found her core, his tongue lapping at her folds with fervor. She moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he worked her into a frenzy. It wasn’t long before she was coming undone, her cries echoing through the room.

Raymond stood, his eyes dark with hunger. “My turn,” he said, guiding her to the bed. He lay back, his cock standing proudly against his abdomen. “Suck me.”

Mary obeyed without hesitation, her lips wrapping around the tip of his cock. She took him deeper, savoring the salty tang of him, her tongue swirling around his length. Raymond groaned, his hips bucking slightly as she deepthroated him.

“Fuck, Mary,” he hissed, his hands gripping the sheets. “You’re so fucking good at that.”

She smiled around him, her pace quickening as she brought him closer and closer to the edge. But Raymond had other plans. He pulled her up, flipping her onto her back. “I want to be inside you,” he said, his voice trembling with need.

Mary spread her legs, her heart racing as he positioned himself at her entrance. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his.

Raymond thrust into her, filling her completely. Mary gasped, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His pace was relentless, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. When he finally came, burying himself deep inside her, she shattered, her cries mingling with his.

Finally, Raymond pulled away, leaving them both gasping for breath. Mary snuggled up next to him, her mind spinning with confusion. She couldn’t believe what she’d just done. She’d crossed a boundary, and she couldn’t go back. But the truth was, she didn’t want to stop. She wanted more.

“Tommy can’t find out about this,” Mary whispered, her fingers tangling in Raymond’s hair.

“I know,” he agreed, his voice full of concern. “We can’t tell anyone.”

Mary gave Tommy a kiss. She was in too deep, and she couldn’t turn back now. She couldn’t wait for their next steamy encounter.

37 - FORBIDDEN ROMANCE ON A RAINY NIGHT
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The rain hammered against the windowpane of Oceana’s small apartment, a steady rhythm that echoed the restless thrum of her heartbeat. It had been six months since Harry left for Europe, and though she’d tried to keep herself busy—work, yoga, the occasional night out with friends—the loneliness had started to seep into her bones. She’d promised herself she’d stay faithful, but lately, that promise felt like a chain tightening around her chest.

Blake had been a complication she hadn’t seen coming. At first, their conversations were just casual, the kind of check-ins you’d expect from your boyfriend’s brother. But as the weeks passed, their shared loneliness drew them closer. They’d meet for coffee, swap stories about Harry, and laugh about the way he used to mispronounce “croissant” when they’d gone to Paris together years ago. It was innocent. At least, it was supposed to be.

—

That afternoon at Blake’s apartment had changed everything. The air between them had been charged, a tension neither of them could ignore. Oceana had been pacing the room, her fingers twisting the hem of her sweater as she confessed her feelings in a rush of words she hadn’t meant to say.

Blake had stared at her, his dark eyes unreadable, before he’d crossed the room in two strides and kissed her. It was a kiss that felt like fire and guilt all at once, and when he pulled away, his voice was strained. “Oceana, I can’t. He’s my brother.”

She’d fled after that, her cheeks burning with shame. The guilt had gnawed at her all evening, even as she tried to distract herself with a book she couldn’t focus on.

—

But now, as she stood in her living room, the sound of the rain outside was interrupted by a loud knock at her door.

Her heart skipped a beat. Who could that be at this hour? She hesitated before padding to the door, peering through the peephole. Blake stood on the other side, drenched from the rain, his hair plastered to his forehead. He looked like a man haunted.

She swung the door open, the cold air rushing in. “Blake? What are you doing here? It’s pouring out there!”

He stepped inside, water dripping from his jacket onto her floor. His eyes met hers, intense and unyielding. “I couldn’t stay away.”

Oceana swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. “Blake, we talked about this. We can’t—”

He cut her off, his voice low and urgent. “I tried, Oceana. I tried to stay away, to pretend this isn’t real. But it is. I’m in love with you.”

Her breath hitched, the weight of his words pressing down on her. She wanted to argue, to push him away, but the look in his eyes undid her. Without thinking, she reached for a towel, her hands trembling as she handed it to him. “Here. You’re soaked.”

He took the towel but didn’t move to dry himself. Instead, he stepped closer, his gaze never leaving hers. “I don’t want to pretend anymore.”

Her heart was pounding now, the air between them electric. She knew she should step back, should tell him to leave, but she couldn’t. Instead, she reached up, her fingers brushing against his cheek. “Blake…”

That was all it took. He dropped the towel, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her with a desperation that left her breathless. His lips were cold from the rain, but his body burned against hers. Oceana’s hands fisted in his wet jacket, pulling him closer as the kiss deepened, all sense of reason crumbling away.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing hard. Blake’s eyes searched hers, asking a question he didn’t need to voice. Oceana answered by taking his hand and leading him to her bedroom, her heart racing with a mix of guilt and desire she couldn’t untangle.

Inside the room, the only light came from the streetlamp outside, casting a soft glow over the space. Oceana turned to Blake, her fingers working at the buttons of his shirt. “Let’s get you out of these wet clothes.”

He watched her, his eyes dark with need as she peeled the fabric away from his skin. Her hands trailed down his chest, feeling the heat of him beneath her palms.

When she reached for his belt, he stilled her with a hand on her wrist. “Oceana, are you sure?”

She looked up at him, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling with every breath. “I’m sure.”

That was all he needed. His hands were on her waist, pulling her closer as he kissed her again, his touch igniting a fire that consumed them both. Oceana’s hands worked at the zipper of his jeans, pushing them down his legs until he was standing there in just his boxers. Her eyes flicked down, taking in the bulge straining against the fabric, and she felt a shiver of anticipation run through her.

With a shaky breath, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and tugged them down, his cock springing free. Her eyes widened slightly—he was bigger than she’d imagined—but the look in Blake’s eyes reassured her. He wasn’t going to hurt her. He wanted her, just as much as she wanted him.

Oceana dropped to her knees, her hands gripping his thighs as she leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the precum beading at the tip of his cock. Blake groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him in a slow, deliberate rhythm. She could feel him trembling beneath her touch, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she worked him deeper, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head.

“Fuck, Oceana…” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

She pulled back, her lips slick with saliva, and looked up at him with a wicked grin. “You like that?”

He didn’t answer with words. Instead, he took her by the arms and pulled her to her feet, his mouth crashing against hers in a kiss that left her dizzy. His hands were everywhere—her back, her hips, her breasts—as he guided her toward the bed, his touch setting her skin on fire.

When the back of her knees hit the mattress, he pushed her down gently, his hands sliding under the hem of her shirt. “Take this off,” he commanded, his voice low and rough.

Oceana obeyed, pulling the fabric over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed, leaving her breasts bare to his hungry gaze.

Blake’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

She moaned softly, her back arching into his touch as he leaned down, his mouth closing over one nipple while his fingers teased the other. The sensation was electric, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him close as his tongue flicked against her sensitive flesh.

“Blake…” she gasped, her hips rocking against him in a desperate attempt to ease the ache building between her legs.

He seemed to understand, his hand sliding down her stomach to the waistband of her skirt. He made quick work of the button and zipper, pushing the fabric down her legs until she was lying there in just her panties. His fingers traced the edge of the fabric, teasing her through the damp material. “You’re so wet,” he murmured, his voice a low growl.

Oceana whimpered, her hips bucking against his hand. “Please…”

Blake didn’t need to be told twice. He hooked his fingers into her panties and pulled them down, tossing them aside before spreading her legs. His eyes locked with hers as he positioned himself at her entrance, his cock pressing against her slick folds. “Are you ready?”

She nodded, her breath catching in her throat. “Yes.”

With a groan, he pushed into her, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. Oceana’s eyes fluttered shut, her nails digging into his back as she adjusted to the feel of him inside her. He was so big, so thick, stretching her in ways she hadn’t imagined. But it felt good. So, so good.

Blake began to move, his hips rocking against hers in a steady rhythm. Oceana wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as each thrust sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her body. His name fell from her lips in a constant mantra, each cry spurring him on.

“You feel so fucking good,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her.

Oceana could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter with each thrust. She was so close, so close—and then, with a cry, she came, her body shuddering around him as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Blake wasn’t far behind. With a groan, he buried himself deep inside her. “Oceana…” he rasped, his body trembling as he came, his release flooding her pussy.

Finally, they pulled apart, falling to the bed, too exhausted to move. Oceana’s mind was spinning with confusion. She couldn’t believe what she’d just done.

Blake embraced Oceana, his fingers tangling in her hair. “That was amazing,” he whispered, a look of passion on his face.

Oceana could only nod, her body still tingling with pleasure. But as Blake gave her another kiss, she came back to reality. “Harry can’t find out about this,” she murmured, looking away.

“He won’t,” Blake assured her. “He’s in Europe. We have plenty of time to explore this. We’ll figure things out.”

“Okay,” Oceana replied, her heart racing. “We’ll figure it out.” Her heart was filled with guilt. But she knew one thing for sure: she wanted more.

38 - TABOO REVENGE AT THE BAR
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The bar was dimly lit, the kind of place where secrets thrived and bad decisions felt like destiny. Dolores sat at the counter, her scarlet dress clinging to her curves in a way that made her impossible to ignore. She swirled her drink, the ice clinking softly against the glass, her eyes fixed on the man behind the bar. Andre. Tomas’s cousin. Perfect.

Andre moved with an easy confidence, his broad shoulders shifting as he wiped down the counter. His dark eyes flicked up to meet hers, and for a moment, they lingered. Dolores let a slow, sly smile spread across her lips. She wasn’t just here to drink. She was here to burn everything down.

“Another one?” Andre asked, his voice smooth, as he nodded toward her nearly empty glass.

“Why not?” she replied, her tone light but laced with something more. She leaned forward slightly, the neckline of her dress dipping just enough to catch his attention. Subtle, but effective.

As he poured her drink, she watched him, her gaze tracing the lines of his hands, the way his jaw tightened when he concentrated. He was handsome in a rugged way, the kind of man who could make you forget your own name with the right look. And she was counting on it.

“You’re here a lot lately,” he said, sliding the drink across the counter to her. “Trouble at home?”

She sipped the drink, her eyes never leaving his. “You could say that.” Her voice dropped, throaty and deliberate. “My boyfriend’s been… distracted.”

Andre’s brow lifted, but he didn’t press. “That’s rough.”

“It is.” She tilted her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder. “Especially when it’s with my best friend.”

His expression faltered for a moment, a flicker of discomfort crossing his face. “Shit. That’s… messed up.”

“Tell me about it.” She sighed dramatically, though her eyes were sharp, calculating. “Men. Can’t live with them, can’t live without them.”

Andre chuckled, but it was strained. “Yeah, well, not all of us are like that.”

“Oh, I know,” she said, her voice dripping with implication. “Some of you are… different.”

He hesitated, clearly unsure how to navigate the conversation. “Look, Dolores, I’m sorry about what happened, but… Tomas is my cousin. I don’t think—”

She cut him off with a wave of her hand. “I’m not asking you to take sides,” she said, her voice softer now, almost pleading. “I just needed someone to talk to. Someone who might… understand.”

He studied her for a moment, his expression unreadable. Then he nodded. “Alright. But don’t do anything stupid, okay?”

She smiled, her lips curving in a way that made her feel dangerous. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

The night wore on, the bar emptying slowly as the hours passed. Dolores stayed at her seat, her laughter growing louder, her words looser. She wasn’t drunk—not really—but she was certainly playing the part. When Andre’s shift ended, he signaled for her attention.

“You good to drive?” he asked, his tone firm but laced with concern.

She giggled, swaying slightly as she stood. “Probably not.”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Let me take you home.”

She didn’t argue, letting him guide her out to his car. The drive was quiet, the hum of the engine filling the space between them. When they reached her apartment, Andre walked her to her door, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back.

“Thanks for the ride,” she said, her voice soft, almost shy.

“Anytime,” he replied, his eyes searching hers. “Take care of yourself.”

She hesitated, her hand on the doorknob. Then she turned to face him, her body close to his. “Do you want to come in?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

He froze, his breath catching. “Dolores…”

She stepped closer, her chest brushing against his. “You don’t have to say anything. Just… stay with me for a little while.”

He hesitated, his eyes darting to her lips, then back to her eyes. And then, slowly, he nodded.

The moment the door closed behind them, she was on him, her lips crashing against his with a hunger she hadn’t realized she was capable of. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he kissed her back, hard and desperate.

She pulled back just enough to whisper against his lips, “Don’t think. Just feel.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His hands roamed over her body, gripping her hips as he pressed her against the wall. She gasped, her fingers fumbling with his belt as she dropped to her knees. The look in his eyes was raw, unguarded, and it made her pulse race.

When she took him into her mouth, he let out a low, guttural moan, his fingers tightening in her hair. She worked him with a skill that left him trembling, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before she took him deeper.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his hips bucking slightly. “You’re…”

She didn’t let him finish, her mouth moving faster, her hands gripping his thighs. She could feel him getting closer, his breathing ragged, his body tense. But she stopped just before he could finish, looking up at him with a wicked smile.

“Not yet,” she whispered, standing and taking his hand. “Come with me.”

She led him to the bedroom, her dress slipping off her shoulders as she walked. By the time they reached the bed, she was naked, her body on full display. Andre’s eyes darkened with desire as he took her in, his hands reaching for her.

He kissed her fiercely, his mouth moving down to her neck, her collarbone, her breasts. When he took one nipple into his mouth, she moaned, arching into him. His hands explored every inch of her, leaving her skin tingling.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed, bracing herself on the bed as he positioned himself behind her. His hands gripped her hips, and then he was inside her, thrusting deep and hard. She gasped, her fingers clutching the sheets as he moved, his pace relentless.

He slapped her ass, the sound sharp and electric, and she cried out, her body trembling with the intensity of it. One of his hands slid between her legs, his fingers teasing her clit as he fucked her.

“You like that?” he growled, his breath hot against her ear.

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice breaking as pleasure surged through her.

He reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, his fingers slick as he prepared her. When he slid a finger into her ass, she cried out, the sensation overwhelming. And then he was replacing his finger with his cock, pushing into her slowly, agonizingly.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, her nails digging into the mattress.

He started to move, his thrusts hard and deep, and she felt herself falling apart. The pleasure was all-consuming, her body writhing with every thrust. When she came, it was with a scream, her entire body shuddering with the force of it.

He wasn’t far behind, his rhythm faltering as he groaned, his release spilling inside her. They both collapsed onto the bed, their breathing ragged, their bodies slick with sweat.

Dolores lay there, a satisfied smile on her lips. Let Tomas find out now, she thought, her heart racing with the thrill of it.

But then Andre turned to her, his expression serious. “Dolores, you can’t tell him. Please. It would destroy our family.”

She looked at him, her smile fading. She didn’t care about Tomas anymore, but the look in Andre’s eyes made her pause. “Alright,” she said softly. “I won’t tell.”

He nodded, relief washing over his face. “Thank you.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek. “But this isn’t over,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “Not by a long shot.”

Andre’s eyes darkened, his breath catching in his throat. “What are you—”

She leaned in, cutting him off with a kiss, her hand sliding down his chest. “Let’s just say… I’m not done with you yet.”

39 - A FAMILY VACATION
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The plane hummed steadily, the soft murmur of the engines blending with the occasional rustle of pages as Mary’s father flipped through his magazine. Mary sat by the window, her gaze fixed on the endless stretch of clouds below, though her mind was far from the view.

The family trip to the Grand Canyon had been her mother’s idea—a way to “reconnect” and “make memories.” Mary wasn’t so sure about that. She loved her family, but spending a week trapped in a cabin with them? That was another story.

Josh shifted beside her, his knee brushing against hers as he stretched in the cramped seat. “Bored yet?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

Mary glanced at him, raising an eyebrow. “Not yet. But we’ve still got two hours to go.”

Josh smirked, leaning closer. “Guess I’ll have to keep you entertained, then.”

Mary rolled her eyes, but she couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips. Josh had always been like this—flirty, playful, the kind of guy who could make anyone blush with just a look. But this time felt different. Maybe it was the way his gaze lingered on her, or the way his voice dropped just a little too low.

She cleared her throat, shifting in her seat. “You do realize we’re cousins, right?”

Josh leaned back, his smirk widening. “Did you forget I’m adopted?”

Mary opened her mouth to argue, but before she could say anything, Josh’s hand landed on her thigh. Her breath hitched, her heart pounding as his fingers slid higher, the warmth of his palm seeping through the thin fabric of her skirt. She glanced around the plane, her cheeks burning. Her parents were engrossed in their own conversation, her aunt and uncle dozing off in their seats. No one was paying attention to them.

“Josh…” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Relax,” he murmured, his fingers inching higher. “No one’s watching.”

Mary’s mind raced, torn between pushing him away and letting him continue. His touch was electric, sending shivers up her spine. She bit her lip, her thighs pressing together as his fingers traced the edge of her panties.

“We shouldn’t…” she breathed, though her body betrayed her, leaning into his touch.

Josh leaned closer, his lips brushing against her ear. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

Mary hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. But she didn’t tell him to stop.

—

The cabin was cozy, if a bit rustic, nestled in the woods just a short drive from the Grand Canyon. Mary unpacked her things in silence, her mind still reeling from the plane ride. She could still feel Josh’s touch, the way his fingers had teased her, the way he’d looked at her like she was the only person in the world. She shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. It was just a game, she told herself. Josh was always like this—teasing, flirting, pushing boundaries. It didn’t mean anything.

But as they gathered around the fire pit that evening, Mary couldn’t help but notice the way Josh’s gaze kept drifting to her. Every time their eyes met, her stomach fluttered, a heat pooling low in her belly. She looked away quickly, focusing on the marshmallow she was roasting over the fire.

“Mary,” Josh said, his voice cutting through the chatter. “Want to take a walk?”

Her heart skipped a beat. She glanced at her parents, who were deep in conversation with her aunt and uncle, then back at Josh. “Now?”

He shrugged, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “It’s a clear night. Perfect for stargazing.”

Mary hesitated, but the thought of being alone with him was too tempting to resist. She nodded, standing up and brushing off her shorts. “Sure.”

They walked in silence, the only sound the crunch of gravel beneath their feet and the distant chirping of crickets. The air was cool, the stars shining brightly overhead. Mary wrapped her arms around herself, stealing glances at Josh as they walked. His hands were tucked into his pockets, his expression unreadable.

“So,” she said after a while, her voice soft. “What’s this really about?”

Josh stopped walking, turning to face her. “What do you mean?”

Mary looked up at him, her heart pounding. “This. The flirting, the… the touching. What are you doing, Josh?”

He stepped closer, his gaze intense. “I thought that was obvious.”

Mary swallowed hard, her breath catching as he reached out and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Josh… we’re family.”

He shook his head, his voice low. “Not really. And you know it.”

Her mind raced, her body responding to his proximity. She wanted to pull away, to tell him this was wrong, but she couldn’t. Instead, she found herself leaning into him, her hands resting on his chest. “This is crazy…” she whispered.

Josh smiled, his fingers tilting her chin up. “Crazy can be good.”

Before she could respond, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Mary’s eyes fluttered shut, her body melting into his as he kissed her. It felt so right, so natural, despite everything. She kissed him back, her hands sliding up to tangle in his hair.

Josh’s hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer. “Mary…” he murmured against her lips.

She shivered, her body on fire. “Josh…”

He kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue sliding against hers. Mary moaned softly, her hands gripping his shoulders. She could feel his hardness pressing against her, and it only made her want him more.

Suddenly, Josh pulled away, breathing heavily. “We should stop…” he said, though his eyes said otherwise.

Mary nodded, her heart pounding. “Yeah… we should.”

But neither of them moved.

—

The next day, the family set out for their hike through the Grand Canyon. The scenery was breathtaking, the vast expanse of red rock stretching out before them. Mary tried to focus on the beauty around her, but her mind kept drifting back to Josh. Every time he glanced at her, she felt a thrill run through her body.

When they stopped for lunch, Mary found herself wandering away from the group, drawn to the edge of the canyon. Josh followed her, his presence at her side both comforting and exhilarating.

“It’s incredible, isn’t it?” he said, his voice soft.

Mary nodded, her heart pounding. “Yeah… it’s amazing.”

Josh reached out, his fingers brushing against hers. “Mary…”

She turned to face him, her breath catching as he stepped closer. “Josh…”

He didn’t say anything. Instead, he leaned in and kissed her, his lips gentle yet demanding. Mary’s eyes fluttered shut, her hands gripping his shirt as she kissed him back. It felt like the world had stopped, like nothing else mattered except the two of them.

Josh’s hands slid down to her hips, pulling her closer as he deepened the kiss. Mary moaned softly, her body trembling with need. When he pulled away, she was breathless, her heart racing.

“Josh…” she whispered, her voice shaky.

He looked down at her, his eyes dark with desire. “I want you, Mary.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Here? Now?”

He nodded, his hands sliding down to grip her ass. “Yes.”

Mary hesitated, glancing back towards the rest of the family. They were far enough away that they wouldn’t be seen, but the risk of being caught sent a thrill through her.

“What if someone sees us?” she whispered.

Josh smirked, his fingers tracing the hem of her shorts. “We’ll be quick.”

Mary’s breath hitched as he leaned in and kissed her again, his hands sliding beneath her shorts. She moaned softly, her body responding to his touch.

“Josh…” she breathed, her hands fumbling with the button of his jeans.

He pulled away slightly, his eyes meeting hers. “Are you sure?”

Mary nodded, her heart pounding. “Yes.”

Josh kissed her again, his hands sliding her shorts down her legs. Mary gasped as he pushed her against the boulder, his fingers slipping beneath her panties. She moaned softly, her hips rocking against his hand.

“Josh… please…” she whispered, her fingers gripping his shoulders.

He stepped back, pulling off his jeans and boxers in one swift motion. Mary’s breath hitched as she took in the sight of him—hard and ready for her.

“Are you sure?” he asked again, his voice trembling with need.

Mary nodded, her hands reaching for him. “Yes. I want you.”

Josh stepped closer, his hands gripping her hips as he slid into her. Mary gasped, her fingers digging into his shoulders. He started to move, slowly at first, then faster, his breath hot against her neck. Mary moaned softly, her body shaking with pleasure.

“Josh…” she whispered, her nails scraping down his back.

He groaned, his thrusts becoming more urgent. Mary could feel herself getting closer, her body tensing as the pleasure built. “I’m close…” she breathed, her hands gripping his shoulders.

Josh kissed her hard, his hips slamming into hers. “Come for me, Mary.”

She gasped, her body surrendering to the waves of pleasure that crashed over her. Josh groaned, his body shaking as he came inside her. They clung to each other, their breathing ragged.

Suddenly, they heard voices in the distance. “Mary? Josh? Where are you?”

Mary’s eyes widened, her heart racing. “We need to get dressed,” she whispered, scrambling to pull up her shorts.

Josh nodded, quickly pulling on his jeans. They shared a look, the reality of what they’d just done sinking in.

“This stays between us,” Josh said, his voice low.

Mary nodded, her heart still pounding. “Promise.”

"Their footsteps are getting closer," Josh whispered, his voice urgent.

Mary’s hands trembled as she adjusted her clothes, her mind racing. “What if they know?” she whispered, her heart thundering in her chest.

Josh shook his head, his own breathing still uneven. “They don’t. Just act normal.”

“Mary? Josh?” her mother’s voice called out, closer now.

“We’re over here,” Josh called back, his voice steady despite the tension in his body. He gave Mary one last glance, his eyes full of unspoken promises.

Mary took a deep breath, trying to calm the storm inside her. Normal, she thought. Just act normal.

“But what about next time?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Josh’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “Next time… we’ll be more careful.”

Her stomach flipped at the implication, a mix of guilt and anticipation swirling inside her. She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could, her father’s voice cut through the air.

“There you two are,” he said, rounding the boulder with a wave of his hand. “We’ve been looking everywhere for you.”

Mary forced a smile, her cheeks still flushed. “Sorry, Dad. We just wanted to…”

“Explore,” Josh interrupted smoothly, stepping slightly in front of her. “The view from here is incredible.”

Her father glanced out at the canyon, nodding in agreement. “It is. But we’re heading back to the trail now. Don’t wander off again, alright?”

Mary nodded, her voice catching in her throat. “We won’t.”

As her father turned to lead the way back, Josh’s hand brushed against hers for the briefest moment. Mary’s heart skipped a beat, and she couldn’t help but glance at him. His eyes were dark, his gaze intense, and she could still feel the heat of him lingering on her skin.

What have we done? she thought, but even as the question crossed her mind, she knew the answer.

She’d do it again. And again. And again.

As they followed the group back to the trail, Mary’s mind raced with possibilities. The trip had just started, and already, everything had changed. She glanced at Josh again, catching the faint smirk on his lips.

This was only the beginning, she realized. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

40 - FORBIDDEN CHRISTMAS LUST

MF / Taboo / Public / Kissing / Handjob / Fingering / PIV Sex

Bernice stepped into her mother’s house, the warmth of the Christmas party enveloping her like a cocoon. The air was thick with the scent of roasted turkey and cinnamon, mingling with the faint hum of laughter and clinking glasses. She forced a smile, her heart already racing at the thought of seeing Mason. He was her cousin, her best friend, the person she’d grown up with—and the one she’d been carefully avoiding for months.

She scanned the room, her eyes flicking over familiar faces, until they landed on him. Mason stood by the fireplace, a glass of eggnog in hand, his broad shoulders straining against the fabric of his sweater.

He turned, his gaze locking onto hers, and a grin spread across his face. “Bernice!” he called, his voice cutting through the chatter. “Been avoiding me, huh?”

Her cheeks flushed. “No, I just… been busy,” she muttered, taking a step back.

She couldn’t help but notice how his jeans hugged his thighs, how his stubble gave him a rugged edge that made her stomach twist in a way she hated.

Mason raised an eyebrow, stepping closer. “Busy? For two months? Come on, Bee, we’re family. What’s going on?”

Her pulse quickened. She couldn’t tell him. She couldn’t admit that every time she looked at him, she thought about how his hands would feel on her skin, how his lips would taste against hers. “Nothing,” she said, her voice wavering. “Just… holiday stress.”

He studied her for a moment, his dark eyes narrowing. Then, without a word, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her toward the hallway.

“Mason!” she hissed, but he ignored her, dragging her into the bathroom and shutting the door behind them.

The small space felt electric, the sound of their breathing mingling with the faint hum of the party outside.

Mason leaned against the sink, crossing his arms. “Spill. What’s going on with you?”

Bernice stared at the floor, her chest tightening. “I… I can’t,” she whispered.

“Bee,” he said softly, his voice like a warm blanket. “You can tell me anything.”

She looked up, her eyes meeting his, and something inside her snapped. “I’m attracted to you, okay?” she blurted, her voice trembling. “I’ve been trying to ignore it, but I can’t. It’s wrong, Mason. You’re my cousin.”

For a moment, he just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then, to her shock, he stepped closer, his hands reaching out to cup her face. “Bee,” he said, his voice low and rough. “I’ve felt it too. For years.”

She froze, her heart pounding. “But… we can’t. It’s—”

“I’m adopted,” he interrupted, his eyes searching hers. “It’s a family secret. My parents don’t want anyone to know.”

Bernice’s breath caught. “Adopted?” she repeated, her mind racing.

He nodded. “Yeah. When I was a baby.”

“How long have you known?” Bernice asked, her voice full of surprise.

“I found my birth certificate a few years ago, and my mom told me everything. But she begged me not to tell anyone. I wanted to tell you, so bad. I just…”

Bernice hesitated, looking into Mason’s eyes. It was like she was seeing him for the first time. “So… we aren’t related?”

“No, we aren’t,” Mason agreed, his voice barely a whisper.

Her chest tightened with a mix of relief and desire. Before she could think, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. Mason hesitated for a split second before pulling her closer, his mouth crashing into hers with a hunger that made her knees weak.

Their kiss was fervent, desperate, as if they were making up for all the time they’d wasted. Mason’s hands slid down her back, gripping her hips as he deepened the kiss. Bernice moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her ear. “I’ve wanted you for so long,” he murmured, his hands sliding under her dress, gripping her thighs.

She shivered, her body responding to his touch. “Mason,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “We shouldn’t…”

“Tell me to stop,” he said, his lips trailing down her neck. “Tell me no.”

She didn’t. Instead, she reached for his belt, her fingers fumbling with the buckle. Mason groaned, his hands moving to help her, unzipping his pants and pushing them down just enough. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, and Bernice’s breath hitched. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly, her eyes locked on his.

He groaned, his head falling back as she tightened her grip. “God, Bee,” he muttered, his voice strained.

She leaned in, kissing him again, her hand moving faster. Mason’s hands slid under her dress, finding the waistband of her panties.

He tugged them down, his fingers brushing against her wetness. “Fuck,” he whispered, his fingers sliding inside her.

Bernice gasped, her hips bucking against his hand. “Mason,” she moaned, her voice barely audible. He pulled his fingers out, lifting her onto the counter. She kicked off her panties, her legs wrapping around his waist.

Mason positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locking onto hers. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice rough.

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “Yes.”

He thrust into her, filling her completely, and she cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders. Mason groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move, slow and deep.

Bernice’s breath hitched, her body arching into his. “Mason,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He leaned in, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he picked up the pace. The sound of their skin slapping together filled the small room, mingling with their muffled moans. Bernice’s nails dug into his back, her hips rolling to meet his thrusts.

“You feel so good,” Mason muttered, his breath hot against her ear. “So fucking good.”

She moaned, her body tightening around him as pleasure coiled low in her belly. “Mason, I’m close,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He groaned, his thrusts becoming more frantic. “Come for me, Bee,” he urged, his hand sliding between them to rub her clit.

Bernice’s body tensed, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she came, her nails digging into his skin. Mason followed her over the edge, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her, his forehead resting against hers.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their breathing ragged, their bodies still connected. Then, slowly, Mason pulled out, easing her off the counter. Bernice leaned against him, her legs trembling.

He kissed her forehead, his hand gently stroking her hair. “We should get back out there,” he murmured.

She nodded, her mind still reeling. As she straightened her dress and Mason zipped his pants, she couldn’t help but smile. He was adopted. It wasn’t wrong. And she couldn’t wait to see what happened next.

"Next time," Mason said, his voice low and husky, "we won’t stop there."

41 - MEETING HER NEW FATHER-IN-LAW

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Wealthy / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The sleek black car pulled up to the curb, and Clara’s heart skipped a beat as the door opened. Don Fairweather stepped out, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders, his silver hair catching the sunlight. He was tall, commanding, and radiated a presence that made the airport terminal suddenly feel smaller. Clara swallowed hard, clutching her husband Fred’s hand tighter, though her eyes were already straying toward his father.

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

Clara’s breath caught. “Don—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

As she followed him upstairs, Clara’s mind was racing. She knew what she’d done was wrong, but the memory of Don’s touch—his kiss, his hands, his cock—lingered, leaving her craving more. She glanced back toward Don’s bedroom, her heart pounding. This isn’t over, she thought, a dangerous thrill coursing through her. Not by a long shot.

42 - AN UNCLE’S VACATION DESIRES

MF / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The tropical sun dipped low over the Bahamas, casting a golden glow over the beachfront hotel. Maya leaned against the balcony railing, the salty breeze catching her long, dark hair. Her heart pounded as she heard the knock at her door. She knew who it was. Her uncle Kenny had been on her mind all day, his deep laugh, the way his eyes lingered on her when he thought no one was watching. She took a deep breath, smoothed her hands over the curve of her hips, and walked to the door.

When she opened it, Kenny stood there, his white shirt casually unbuttoned, revealing a hint of his tan chest. He flashed her that easy smile, the one that always made her stomach flutter. “Hey, Maya. Everyone’s at the pool. Thought you might want to hit the buffet with me.”

Her mouth went dry. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks. “Actually,” she said, her voice trembling slightly, “I think we need to talk.”

Kenny’s smile faltered, and he stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “What’s up?”

Maya hesitated, her hands fidgeting at her sides. She knew this was wrong, forbidden. But the way he looked at her, the way his presence filled the room… She couldn’t hold back anymore. “Kenny, I… I’m attracted to you. I’ve been trying to ignore it, but I can’t. I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help it.”

For a moment, Kenny just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, a grin spread across his face. “Maya,” he said, his voice low and husky, “you have no idea how long I’ve waited to hear you say that. I’ve been drawn to you since the moment I saw you. I love your curves, your confidence. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted.”

Her breath hitched as he stepped closer, his hand reaching out to cup her cheek. His touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine. Before she could think, before she could stop herself, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. The kiss started softly, tentative, but quickly deepened, their tongues tangling in a heated dance. Maya moaned into his mouth, her hands clutching at his shirt.

Kenny’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips, pulling her closer. She could feel the hardness of him pressed against her stomach, and it made her heart race.

“Maya,” he murmured against her lips, “you have no idea how badly I want you.”

She didn’t have to think twice. Her hands went to his belt, fumbling with the buckle as he kissed her neck, nibbling at her sensitive skin. Her fingers trembled as she unzipped his pants, freeing his erection. She dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around the base of his cock, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth.

Kenny groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she began to bob her head, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. He was thicker than she’d imagined, and the taste of him was intoxicating. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking him harder, her own arousal building with every moan that escaped his lips.

“You’re so fucking good at that,” he growled, his hips thrusting gently against her mouth.

Maya pulled back, licking her lips as she looked up at him, her eyes dark with desire.“I want more,” she whispered, standing up and pulling her dress over her head.

Kenny’s eyes widened as he took in her body, her full breasts spilling out of her lace bra, her curves on full display. He reached out, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples through the fabric.

“You’re perfect,” he said, his voice rough with need.

He unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, and bent his head to take one of her nipples into his mouth. Maya gasped, her hands clutching at his shoulders as he sucked and teased, his other hand sliding down to palm her ass.

He led her to the bed, pushing her down onto the soft mattress and kneeling between her legs. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her panties to the side as he leaned in, his tongue flicking over her clit.

Maya moaned, her back arching as he licked and sucked, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking her most sensitive spot. “Kenny,” she whimpered, her hands gripping the sheets as pleasure coiled tight in her belly.

He didn’t stop, his mouth working her relentlessly until she came with a cry, her body shaking with the force of it. But he wasn’t done. He crawled up her body, his lips finding hers as he positioned himself at her entrance.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his breath hot against her ear.

“Yes,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist.

Slowly, he pushed inside her, the stretch making her moan. He was big, filling her completely, and she could feel every inch of him as he began to move.

Kenny kissed her, his hips thrusting in a steady rhythm, each stroke driving her closer to the edge. His hands roamed her body, squeezing her breasts, gripping her hips, pulling her closer. “You feel so fucking good,” he groaned, his pace quickening.

Maya could feel the tension building again, her nails digging into his back as he pounded into her. “I’m close,” she gasped, her legs tightening around him.

“Me too,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more erratic.

Their eyes locked as they both came, waves of pleasure crashing over them. Kenny collapsed on top of her, their bodies still joined as they caught their breath.

For a moment, they just lay there, their hearts pounding in sync. Then reality set in. Maya’s eyes widened as she realized what they’d done. “What if someone finds out?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Kenny kissed her softly, his hand brushing her hair back. “We’ll be careful,” he promised. “No one has to know.”

They hurried to get dressed, the room still heavy with the scent of their passion. As they finished, Kenny grabbed her hand, pulling her close for one last kiss. “This isn’t over,” he said, his eyes dark with promise.

Before she could respond, the sound of voices drifted down the hallway. Her heart leapt into her throat as she realized the rest of the family was back from the pool. “You should go,” she whispered, pushing him toward the door.

Kenny hesitated, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he nodded and slipped out the door. Maya stood there, her body still thrumming with the memory of what they’d done. It was wrong, she knew that. But as she touched her lips, still tingling from his kiss, she couldn’t bring herself to regret it. And as the door clicked shut behind him, she couldn’t help but wonder… what would happen next?

43 - PIANO LESSON LUST

MF / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

44 - A JOB AT NORTHFIELD MANOR

MMF / BDSM / Age Gap / Taboo / Wealthy / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / PIV Sex

The dust motes danced in the slants of afternoon sunlight as Evelyn ran the cloth along the mahogany banister. Northfield Manor was vast, silent, and opulent, a world away from her small apartment in the city. She could feel the weight of the mansion’s history, the gaze of portraits lining the walls. And then she felt another gaze, tangible and heated.

She turned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now you,” Richard said to his son.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

45 - USED BY TWO BROTHERS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Beautiful,” Kent breathed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

46 - A SISTER’S SEDUCTION

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The first text came late at night. Marianne was scrolling through her phone, lost in the mindless glow of social media, when the notification popped up. It was from James. Her sister’s boyfriend. James and Kara had been dating for almost a year now, and things seemed to be getting serious. Marianne’s thumb hovered over the screen for a moment before she tapped it open.

Hey, Marianne. Can we talk? It’s important.

Her heart skipped a beat. She glanced at the time—11:47 PM. Why was he texting her this late? She hesitated, fingers trembling slightly as she typed back. Hey, James. What’s up?

The dots appeared immediately, like he’d been waiting for her response. I need to get something off my chest. Maybe it’s wrong to come to you, but I don’t know who else to talk to.

Marianne’s stomach twisted. This felt dangerous. She glanced across the room at Kara’s closed bedroom door. Her sister was asleep, or at least she hoped so. Okay, she wrote, her pulse quickening. What’s going on?

James’s reply was swift. I’m not happy, Marianne. Kara and I… it’s not working. I’ve been trying to make it work, but I feel like I’m suffocating. You’re the only one who gets me.

Her breath caught. This wasn’t just a casual conversation. This was something. Something she shouldn’t be a part of. But curiosity—or maybe something darker—kept her fingers moving. I’m sorry to hear that, James. Have you talked to her about it?

He didn’t respond right away. The seconds stretched, each one heavier than the last. Then: It’s not that simple. There’s more to it. I think about you a lot, Marianne. You’re… different. Special.

Her cheeks burned. She shouldn’t have opened this door. But here she was, standing on the threshold, unable to turn back. James, this isn’t right.

Again, the dots appeared and disappeared. His next message was longer, more deliberate. I know it’s not right. But I can’t stop thinking about you. The way you laugh, the way you look at me. It’s driving me crazy. I keep imagining what it would be like to be with you instead.

Her heart hammered in her chest. This was wrong. So wrong. And yet, a pang of excitement shot through her. She’d always thought James was attractive, but she’d never let herself entertain the idea. Until now. James, you’re with Kara. My sister.

I know. And that’s what makes it so messed up. But I can’t help how I feel. I need to see you. Just once. Please.

The air in the room felt thick, suffocating. Marianne stared at the screen, her mind racing. This was a line she couldn’t uncross. But the temptation was too much. Fine, she typed, her fingers moving almost of their own accord. Come over tomorrow. Kara’s working late.

—

The next day, Marianne paced her living room, her stomach a swirl of guilt and anticipation. She’d texted James her address, and now she was waiting. Waiting for him to arrive, waiting for him to knock, waiting for her life to change.

When the doorbell finally rang, she froze. For a moment, she considered not answering. But then she took a deep breath and crossed the room, her hand trembling as she turned the knob.

James stood on the doorstep, looking sexier than she remembered. His dark hair was tousled, his eyes intense as they met hers. He was dressed casually—a fitted shirt that hugged his muscular frame, jeans that left little to the imagination. Her mouth went dry.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “Can I come in?”

She nodded, stepping aside to let him in. The air between them crackled with tension as he stepped into the living room. He glanced around, taking in the cozy space, before turning back to her. “You look amazing,” he said, his gaze lingering on her body.

Marianne crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly self-conscious. “James, this isn’t a good idea. Kara’s my sister. We can’t do this.”

But he stepped closer, closing the distance between them. His hand reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “I know it’s wrong,” he murmured. “But I can’t stop thinking about you. I need you, Marianne.”

Her resolve wavered as his hand cupped her cheek. His touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine. She wanted to pull away, to tell him to leave, but her body betrayed her. She leaned into his touch, her breath hitching.

And then he kissed her.

It was soft at first, tentative, as if he was testing the waters. But when she didn’t pull away, he deepened the kiss, his tongue brushing against hers. Marianne’s hands found their way to his chest, her fingers gripping the fabric of his shirt as she kissed him back.

Everything else faded away—the guilt, the fear, the knowledge that this was wrong. All that mattered was the way his lips felt against hers, the way his body pressed against her. She couldn’t think straight; all she could do was feel.

James broke the kiss, his breath ragged as he looked down at her. “Tell me to stop,” he said, his voice husky.

But she didn’t. Instead, she took his hand and led him toward the bedroom, their clothes falling away with every step. By the time they reached the bed, they were both naked, their bodies tangled together as they fell onto the mattress.

James kissed her neck, his hands exploring every inch of her body. Marianne arched into his touch, her mind hazy with desire. She knew this was wrong, but she didn’t care. Not when he was making her feel like this.

His lips trailed down her body, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. When he reached her core, she gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as he began to lick her. His tongue was relentless, driving her closer and closer to the edge. She moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as he devoured her.

When she finally came, it was with a cry, her body shuddering with pleasure. But James wasn’t done. He kissed his way back up her body, his erection pressing against her thigh. “I need to be inside you,” he whispered, his voice raw with need.

She nodded, her legs parting to welcome him. He entered her slowly, filling her completely. Marianne gasped, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His thrusts were deep and deliberate, each one driving her higher.

They changed positions, Marianne on her hands and knees as James took her from behind. His hands gripped her hips, his pace increasing as he pounded into her. Marianne moaned, her body rocking with each thrust. She could feel the tension building again, her orgasm approaching fast.

When she came this time, it was with a scream, her body convulsing around him. James followed soon after, his release hot and deep inside her. They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled and slick with sweat.

For a moment, they lay there in silence, catching their breath. Then Marianne turned to him, her voice soft but firm. “Kara can’t find out about this. Ever.”

James nodded, his hand brushing her hair from her face. “She won’t. I promise.”

Marianne knew she should feel guilty. But as she lay there in his arms, all she felt was satisfaction. This was wrong, but it felt so right. And as James pulled her closer, she knew this wasn’t the last time. They’d keep doing this, stealing moments behind Kara’s back. And for now, that was enough.

47 - BETRAYAL IN THE ELEVATOR
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Lexi stared at her reflection in the hotel mirror, smoothing down her skirt and adjusting the neckline of her top. Las Vegas was as dazzling as she’d imagined, but it was hard to enjoy the glitz and glamour when her mind was consumed by him—Ken, Felicia’s boyfriend. He was everything Lexi shouldn’t want: charming, handsome, and off-limits. But the way he looked at her sometimes, with that spark in his eyes, made her wonder if she was imagining things.

She shook her head, forcing herself to focus. Felicia is my sister. I can’t—won’t—let myself go there.

Felicia burst into the room, her energy infectious as always. “Alright, birthday girl is heading to the casino! You two gonna join me soon, right?” she asked, flashing a bright smile.

Ken, lounging on the bed, gave her a lazy grin. “We’ll catch up. Just finishing breakfast.”

Felicia blew them both a kiss before disappearing out the door, leaving Lexi alone with Ken. The air felt heavier somehow, charged with something unspoken.

They finished their breakfast in silence, the clinking of utensils against plates the only sound. Lexi couldn’t help but notice the way Ken’s eyes lingered on her as she sipped her coffee. Is he flirting? She wasn’t sure. Maybe she was reading too much into it.

But then he leaned closer, his voice low and teasing. “You look good today, Lexi. Vegas suits you.”

Her heart skipped a beat. Why is he saying that? She forced a laugh, brushing it off. “Thanks, Ken. Let’s meet Felicia before she gambles away all her birthday money.”

They headed for the elevator, Lexi’s nerves on edge. She could feel Ken’s presence beside her, his arm brushing against hers as they walked. The elevator doors slid open, and they stepped inside.

Lexi pressed the button for the casino level, and the doors closed with a soft ding. For a moment, everything was normal. Then, without warning, the elevator jolted to a stop. The lights flickered and went out, plunging them into darkness.

Lexi gasped, her heart racing. “What the hell?” she whispered, fumbling for her phone. She turned on the flashlight, the beam illuminating the small space.

Ken was already at the control panel, pressing buttons and trying the emergency call. Nothing worked. “Help button’s dead,” he muttered, frustration edging his voice.

Lexi’s chest tightened. This can’t be happening. She pressed the button again, her hand trembling. Still nothing.

Ken sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Looks like we’re stuck.” He turned to her, his expression softening. “Hey, it’s going to be okay. Help’s probably on the way.” He stepped closer, his arm wrapping around her shoulders.

Lexi froze, her body hyper-aware of his touch. His muscles were firm against her, and the warmth of his body was both comforting and intoxicating. She leaned into him despite herself, her fear mingling with something else—something she didn’t want to name.

A few minutes later, the emergency lights flickered on, casting a dim glow over the elevator. A voice crackled over the intercom. “Attention, passengers. We’re aware of the issue and are working to resolve it. Please remain calm. Help will arrive in a few hours.”

Lexi’s eyes widened. “A few hours? We can’t be stuck here that long!” Ken squeezed her shoulder, his tone reassuring. “We’ll be fine. Think of it as… bonding time.”

Lexi couldn’t help but laugh, though it was tinged with nervousness. “Bonding time? You and me, stuck in an elevator? Sounds thrilling.”

Ken smirked, his eyes glinting in the dim light. “Could be worse, right?” He sat down on the elevator floor, patting the spot beside him.

Reluctantly, Lexi joined him, her skirt brushing against his jeans. They sat in silence for a while, the tension between them thickening.

Eventually, Ken broke the silence. “So, how’s life been? You’ve been pretty quiet lately.”

Lexi shrugged, avoiding his gaze. “Just… things, you know.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “Things with Felicia?”

The question caught her off guard. “No, no, nothing like that. She’s great. You two seem… happy.”

Ken hesitated, his expression unreadable. “Yeah, about that…” He sighed, running a hand over his face. “I’ve been thinking. I think I’m going to break up with her.”

Lexi’s breath hitched. “What? Why? You guys seem perfect together.”

Ken shook his head, his voice low and serious. “We’re not. It’s… complicated. But the truth is, my heart’s not in it anymore.”

Lexi’s mind raced. Why is he telling me this?

Before she could respond, Ken turned to her, his eyes locking with hers. “And maybe… maybe I’ve been paying attention to the wrong sister.”

Her heart pounded in her chest. Did he just say that?

Before she could process it, Ken leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. Lexi’s eyes widened in shock, but she didn’t pull away. Her guilt screamed at her to stop, but her body betrayed her, leaning into the kiss. It was soft at first, tentative, but then Ken deepened it, his hand cupping her face. Lexi’s resolve crumbled, her hands finding their way to his chest. She kissed him back, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. This is wrong. So wrong. But it feels so… right.

When they finally pulled apart, Lexi’s breath was ragged, her cheeks flushed. “Ken, we can’t…” she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction.

He brushed a strand of hair from her face, his expression intense. “I’ve wanted this for a long time, Lexi. I know it’s complicated, but… I can’t keep pretending.”

His words ignited something in her—desire, longing, and a dangerous recklessness. She glanced at the elevator doors, knowing they were still trapped. No one would ever know.

With trembling hands, Lexi reached for the zipper of Ken’s pants. His eyes widened, but he didn’t stop her. She tugged them down, her fingers wrapping around his already hard cock. Ken groaned, his head falling back as she began to stroke him. Lexi’s heart raced, her guilt momentarily overshadowed by the thrill of what she was doing. She dropped to her knees, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. Ken’s hands tangled in her hair, his hips bucking slightly as she pleasured him.

When she finally pulled away, Ken’s breathing was heavy, his eyes dark with desire. He stood, pulling her to her feet. Lexi turned around, gripping the handrail as she bent over. Ken’s hands slid under her skirt, pulling down her panties. She shuddered as his fingers explored her, teasing her until she was wet and aching for him. He positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance. Lexi bit her lip, her heart pounding as he pushed inside her, filling her completely.

Ken’s hands gripped her hips, his thrusts slow at first but quickly growing harder, faster. Lexi moaned, her nails digging into the handrail as he pounded into her. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed in the small space, mingling with their ragged breaths. Lexi’s climax built quickly, crashing over her with an intensity that left her trembling. Ken groaned, his thrusts faltering as he came inside her, his grip on her hips tightening.

When it was over, they stood in stunned silence, the reality of what they’d done sinking in. Lexi’s guilt came crashing back, overwhelming her. “Oh my god, Ken… what did we just do?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Ken turned her around, his hands cupping her face. “I meant what I said, Lexi. I’m going to break up with Felicia. This… this is real for me.”

Lexi’s eyes searched his, torn between her feelings for him and her loyalty to her sister. “But… Felicia…”

Ken shook his head, his expression resolute. “I’ll handle it. I promise.”

The elevator suddenly jolted, the lights flickering back on. Lexi’s eyes widened as the doors opened, revealing the casino floor. Ken quickly straightened his clothes, and Lexi did the same, her hands trembling as she smoothed down her skirt.

They stepped out of the elevator, the vibrant energy of the casino a stark contrast to the intensity of what had just happened. Felicia was nowhere in sight, but the guilt gnawed at Lexi’s stomach. What have I done?

Ken leaned in, his voice low and reassuring. “It’s going to be okay, Lexi. Trust me.”

She nodded, though her mind was racing. As they walked further into the casino, Lexi couldn’t shake the feeling that her life had just been irrevocably changed.

48 - FORBIDDEN PASSION AT THE PARTY
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The party was in full swing, the bass from the speakers thumping through the walls and into Kelcie’s chest. She leaned against the kitchen counter, a half-empty cup of something fruity and strong in her hand. The room was packed with people laughing, dancing, and shouting over the music, but she felt oddly detached, like she was watching it all through a foggy window.

It had been three months since Joe left for basic training, and the loneliness had settled into her bones like a heavy weight. She missed him—his laugh, his touch, the way he’d pull her close and whisper in her ear. But tonight, the ache felt sharper, more insistent.

Her eyes wandered across the room, and that’s when she saw him. Luke. Joe’s older brother. He was leaning against the wall, a beer in one hand, his other tucked into the pocket of his jeans. He looked so much like Joe—the same broad shoulders, the same easy smile—but there was something different about him. Something more intense. His eyes met hers, and for a moment, she felt like he could see right through her. She looked away quickly, her cheeks warming.

A few minutes later, he was standing beside her, his presence filling the space between them. “Hey, Kelcie,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “How’ve you been?”

She forced a smile, though her heart was suddenly racing. “Hey, Luke. I’m… okay. Just missing Joe, you know?”

He nodded, his expression softening. “Yeah, I get it. He’s my brother, but he’s your… well, everything, right?”

Kelcie’s throat tightened. “Yeah. Everything.”

Luke reached for the bottle of vodka on the counter and poured a splash into her cup. “Here. You look like you could use a refill.”

She laughed softly, though it felt hollow. “Thanks.”

They stood there for a while, talking about Joe—how he was doing, when he’d be back, how much they both missed him. But as the conversation went on, Kelcie couldn’t shake the feeling that Luke was watching her a little too closely, his gaze lingering on her lips, her neck, the curve of her waist. And when he leaned in to say something, his breath warm against her ear, she felt a shiver run down her spine.

“You know,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper, “you don’t have to be lonely tonight.”

Kelcie’s heart skipped a beat. She knew what he was suggesting, and she knew she should say no. But the way he was looking at her—like he wanted her, like he needed her—made it hard to think straight. She took a sip of her drink, her hand trembling slightly. “Luke, I…”

He didn’t let her finish. “Come on, Kelcie. Just come back to my place. We’ll talk. Or… whatever.”

She hesitated, her mind racing. This was wrong. So wrong. But the thought of going home alone, of spending another night in her empty bed, was unbearable. And Luke… he was here. He was warm, and solid, and so much like Joe. Before she could stop herself, she nodded. “Okay.”

The walk to his apartment was a blur. The night air was cool against her skin, but she barely noticed. Her heart was pounding, her thoughts a jumbled mess of guilt and desire. When they reached his door, he unlocked it and stepped inside, holding it open for her. She followed him in, her stomach twisting with nerves.

The apartment was small but tidy, the faint scent of cologne lingering in the air. Luke turned to her, his eyes dark and intense. “You sure about this?” he asked, his voice rough.

Kelcie swallowed hard. She wasn’t sure. Not at all. But she nodded anyway, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

He closed the distance between them in an instant, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her. It was nothing like the way Joe kissed her—gentle, sweet, familiar. This was raw and hungry, his lips claiming hers with a desperation that made her knees weak. She kissed him back, her hands tangling in his hair, her body pressing against his.

He broke the kiss long enough to pull her shirt over her head, his eyes raking over her body. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his hands sliding down to her waist.

He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, and she gasped as his mouth found her breast, his tongue teasing her nipple until it hardened.

Kelcie’s head was spinning, her body on fire. She knew she should stop this, should push him away and run out the door. But the way he was touching her, the way he was looking at her… it was too much. She wanted him. Needed him.

He led her to the bedroom, his hands never leaving her body. He undressed her slowly, his lips trailing kisses down her stomach, her hips, her thighs. When he finally stood, she could see the bulge in his jeans, and her breath caught in her throat. He unbuttoned them, pulling them down along with his boxers, and her eyes widened. He was huge.

Luke smirked, clearly enjoying her reaction. “Like what you see?”

She didn’t answer, her mouth suddenly dry. Instead, she dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around his shaft. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her own arousal building with every moan that escaped his lips.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he pulled her to her feet and laid her down on the bed. He kissed her deeply, his hands exploring every inch of her body. He slid a finger inside her, then two, his thumb circling her clit until she was writhing beneath him. “Please,” she begged, her voice shaking. “I need you.”

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his eyes locked on hers as he pushed inside her. She gasped, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely. He started slow, his movements deliberate, but it wasn’t long before he was thrusting into her with a desperate urgency. Kelcie wrapped her legs around his waist, her body arching to meet his. It was wrong. So wrong. But it felt so good.

“Fuck, Kelcie,” he groaned, his voice strained. “You feel amazing.”

She couldn’t speak, her mind consumed by the pleasure coursing through her. He flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up as he entered her from behind. She cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he pounded into her, each thrust sending her closer to the edge. When she finally came, it was with a scream, her body trembling with the force of it. He followed soon after, his release filling her as he collapsed onto the bed beside her.

They lay there in silence, their breathing ragged, their bodies still tangled together. Kelcie’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—guilt, pleasure, shame, desire. She turned to look at Luke, her voice barely a whisper. “Joe can’t find out.”

He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “He won’t. I promise.”

She nodded, though the weight of what they’d done was already settling over her. She knew this was a mistake. But as she lay there, her body still humming with satisfaction, she couldn’t help but wonder if it was a mistake she’d make again.

49 - A STEAMY TRYST IN THE CABIN
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Hanna stood in the middle of the cabin, her curvy frame silhouetted against the soft glow of the afternoon light filtering through the windows. The rustic retreat felt quiet, secluded, and intimate, the kind of place where secrets could easily be buried beneath the sound of rustling leaves. She was unpacking her clothes, her hands lingering on the soft fabrics as she folded them neatly into the dresser. The scent of cedarwood filled the air, mingling with the faint musk of sweat from the hike they’d taken earlier.

Nick leaned against the doorframe, his eyes tracing the outline of her body. He’d always found her magnetic, her confidence in her curves something he couldn’t ignore. His brother, Sam, was out for a walk, leaving the two of them alone—a rare opportunity.

“Need any help with that?” Nick asked, his voice low and smooth, a hint of mischief lingering in his tone.

Hanna glanced over her shoulder, catching his gaze. She felt a flicker of something—arousal, curiosity—but quickly pushed it aside. “I’m fine, thanks,” she replied, her voice steady though her heart had begun to race.

Nick stepped closer, his presence filling the room. He reached for a sweater she’d left on the bed, his fingers brushing against hers as he handed it to her. “You sure? I don’t mind.”

Their eyes locked, and for a moment, neither of them moved. The air between them grew thick, charged with an unspoken tension. Hanna’s breath hitched as she took the sweater from him, her fingers trembling slightly.

“Thanks,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Nick didn’t step back. Instead, he tilted his head, his gaze drifting down to her lips. “You know, Hanna, I’ve always admired you. The way you carry yourself, the way you own your body… it’s…” He trailed off, as if searching for the right words.

“It’s what?” Hanna asked, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the heat of his body, the way he seemed to pull her in without even touching her.

“It’s intoxicating,” he said finally, his voice husky.

Before she could respond, the door creaked open, and Sam walked in, his face flushed from the hike. “Hey, you two,” he said, oblivious to the tension. “Ready for some lunch?”

Hanna quickly turned away, her cheeks burning. “Yeah, of course,” she said, forcing a smile.

Nick stepped back, his gaze lingering on her for a moment longer before he turned to his brother. “Sounds good,” he said, his voice casual, though his eyes betrayed the desire simmering beneath the surface.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of activity—hiking through the woods, stretching by the lake, and laughing over dinner. But Hanna couldn’t shake the feeling that had settled in her chest, the way her body seemed to hum whenever Nick was near.

Later that evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, Sam announced he was going on a late-night nature walk. “You two coming?” he asked, pulling on his jacket.

Hanna hesitated, her eyes flickering to Nick. “I think I’ll stay behind,” she said, her voice soft.

“Me too,” Nick added, his gaze steady.

Sam shrugged. “Suit yourselves. Don’t wait up.”

As the door closed behind him, the cabin fell into silence. Hanna sat on the edge of the bed, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. She could feel Nick’s eyes on her, the weight of his stare making her skin prickle with anticipation.

He crossed the room, sitting down beside her. “Hanna,” he began, his voice low and intimate. “I need to tell you something.”

She turned to face him, her heart pounding in her chest. “What is it?”

Nick reached out, his hand brushing against hers. “I’ve always had feelings for you. Ever since the first time I saw you, I’ve been drawn to you. Your curves, your confidence… you’re everything I’ve ever wanted.”

Hanna’s breath caught in her throat. She wanted to pull away, to tell him this was wrong, but the heat of his touch made her weak. “Nick, we can’t…”

“But we can,” he interrupted, his voice firm. “Just this once. Let me show you how much I want you.”

Their lips met in a searing kiss, the heat between them igniting instantly. Hanna’s hands tangled in his hair as Nick deepened the kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth with a desperation that made her ache. She could feel his hands roaming her body, caressing her curves as if he couldn’t get enough of her.

Nick pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, his breath ragged. “Let me worship you,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Hanna nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. Nick stood, pulling her to her feet as he began to undress her. His fingers moved slowly, deliberately, as if savoring every inch of her skin. He slipped her shirt over her head, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her full breasts, the soft curve of her stomach.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against her neck, trailing a path of fire down to her collarbone. Hanna arched into him, her hands gripping his shoulders as he kissed her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipples until they hardened beneath his touch.

Nick sank to his knees, his hands sliding down her hips as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her pants. He pulled them down, leaving her exposed to him. His breath was hot against her inner thighs as he spread her legs, his eyes locked on her.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, his voice reverent.

Hanna’s breath hitched as he leaned in, his tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path up her slit. She moaned, her hands tangling in his hair as he focused on her clit, licking and sucking until she was trembling beneath him. Her hips moved of their own accord, grinding against his mouth as pleasure built inside her.

Nick’s hands gripped her thick thighs, holding her in place as he devoured her. He could feel her body tightening, her moans growing louder as she neared the edge.

“Nick, I’m so close…” she gasped, her voice trembling with need.

He doubled his efforts, his tongue working her clit with relentless precision until she came undone, her body convulsing with pleasure as she cried out his name.

Nick stood, his own arousal evident as he unzipped his pants, freeing his thick, hard cock. He guided her down onto the bed, spreading her legs wide as he positioned himself between them.

“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice rough with desire.

Hanna’s eyes met his, her body still trembling from her orgasm. She could feel the heat of him pressing against her entrance, the anticipation making her ache with need.

Nick pushed into her slowly, his breath catching as her tight, wet heat enveloped him. “God, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hips rolling against hers.

Hanna wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper as he began to thrust, his pace steady and relentless. She could feel every inch of him, the pleasure building with each movement.

“Harder,” she begged, her nails digging into his back.

Nick obeyed, his hips slamming into hers as he lost himself in the feel of her. She was perfect, her body molding to his as if they were made for each other.

Their moans filled the room, the sound of their bodies meeting a rhythm that pushed them both closer to the edge.

Hanna’s breath came in short gasps as pleasure coiled tight in her core. “I’m going to…” she managed to say, her voice barely audible over their ragged breathing.

“Come with me,” Nick growled, his pace quickening as he felt her body tighten around him.

They came together, their cries of pleasure mingling as they clung to each other, their bodies trembling with the force of their release.

As they lay tangled together, catching their breath, the sound of the door opening broke the silence.

“I’m back!” Sam called out, his voice cheerful.

Hanna and Nick froze, their eyes wide with panic.

“We need to clean up, fast,” Hanna whispered, her heart racing as she scrambled to get dressed.

“Later,” Nick promised, his voice low and urgent as he zipped up his pants. “This isn’t over.”

Hanna nodded, guilt and desire warring within her as she smoothed down her clothes, her body still humming from what they’d done.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The show was over. It was time to participate.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That was only the beginning, my dear.”
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