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1 - ROCKSTAR REVENGE
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The bass thrummed through Kelly’s chest like a second heartbeat, the crowd pressed tight around her, a sea of bodies swaying and screaming to Red’s band. She stood near the front, her eyes locked on the stage, on him. Red tore across the platform, his guitar slung low, his black shirt clinging to his sweat-drenched chest. His voice, raw and commanding, echoed through the venue, and every word felt like it was meant for her.

He’s looking at me.

Their eyes met. Red’s dark, intense gaze held hers for a beat longer than casual. A smirk tugged at the corner of his lips as he turned back to the crowd, but the moment lingered in Kelly’s mind. She wasn’t just here for the music. This was revenge, and Red was her weapon.

The concert roared on, Red’s energy infectious, his performance magnetic. When it ended, the crowd erupted into cheers, but Kelly was already moving, weaving through the throng toward the backstage area. She spotted a burly security guard blocking the entrance and flashed her most charming smile.

“Hey, I’m his sister-in-law,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “Red’s expecting me.”

The guard hesitated, but Kelly’s confidence was unshakable. He let her through.

The backstage area was quieter, the noise from the crowd muffled by thick walls. Kelly walked with purpose, her heels clicking against the floor, her heart pounding in her chest. She found Red’s dressing room and knocked lightly.

“Come in,” his voice called from inside.

She pushed the door open, and there he was, lounging on a leather couch, his guitar resting against the wall.

He looked up, his eyes widening in surprise before a slow, knowing smile spread across his face. “Kelly,” he said, his voice low and warm. “I thought that was you out there. You looked... incredible.”

“Thanks,” she replied, leaning against the doorframe, her body language casual but her eyes sharp. “You were amazing tonight.”

“Glad you think so.” He sat up, gesturing for her to join him. “What brings you here? Riley didn’t mention you were coming.”

Kelly’s smile faltered for just a second before she recovered. “Riley and I aren’t exactly on speaking terms right now.”

Red raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Trouble in paradise?”

She stepped closer, her hips swaying with each step. “You could say that. Turns out, he’s been cheating on me.”

Red’s expression darkened. “That asshole.”

Kelly sat down beside him, close enough that their legs brushed. “Yeah. And I’m not exactly the type to take that lying down.”

Red’s eyes searched hers, a flicker of understanding passing between them. “So, what’s the plan, Kelly?”

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I want to make him regret it. I want him to see exactly what he’s lost.”

Red’s lips curved into a wicked grin. “And you came to me because...?”

“Because you’re his brother. Because I know he’ll hate it. And because,” she paused, her hand resting lightly on his thigh, “I think you’ll enjoy it too.”

Red’s gaze darkened, his hand covering hers. “You’re not wrong.”

Kelly pulled her phone from her bag, setting it up on a nearby table so the camera was angled perfectly. “I want to make a video. Something he’ll never forget.”

Red’s eyes followed her every move, his breathing already heavier. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious.” She turned back to him, her fingers brushing against his jaw. “Are you in?”

His answer was immediate. “Fuck yes.”

Kelly leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a slow, teasing kiss. Red’s hands were on her waist in an instant, pulling her closer, his mouth hungry against hers. She deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against his, her hands tangling in his hair.

When she pulled back, both of them were breathless. Kelly’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she reached for the zipper of his pants. “Let’s give him something to watch, shall we?”

Red groaned, his head tipping back as Kelly’s hand slid into his boxers, her fingers wrapping around his hardening length. She stroked him slowly, her touch firm but teasing, before dropping to her knees in front of him.

Her eyes locked with his as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she slid him deeper. Red’s hands gripped her shoulders, his hips bucking involuntarily as she sucked him with practiced skill.

The camera captured every moment, Kelly’s lips wrapped around him, her hand working the base, the way Red’s eyes fluttered shut as he lost himself in the sensation.

When she finally pulled back, Red was panting, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “You’re fucking dangerous,” he muttered, pulling her to her feet.

Kelly laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

Red’s hands found the zipper of her dress, pulling it down slowly, the fabric sliding off her shoulders to pool at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties, her skin glowing in the dim light.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his hands tracing the curve of her hips.

Kelly’s fingers undid the clasp of her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped closer, her breasts brushing against his chest as she kissed him again, her hands working to remove the rest of his clothes.

They moved to the couch, Red’s hands exploring every inch of her body, his lips leaving a trail of fire across her skin. His fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, finding her wet and ready for him.

“Look at the camera,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear.

Kelly turned her head, her eyes locking with the lens as Red’s fingers slid inside her, his thumb circling her clit. “This is for you, Riley,” she taunted, her voice breathless but dripping with venom. “Watch what you’ve lost.”

Red’s fingers worked her mercilessly, drawing moans and whimpers from her lips until she was trembling on the edge. When he pulled his hand away, she almost growled in frustration, but he didn’t keep her waiting long.

Kelly got on her hands and knees, her back arched, her ass in the air. Red positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed inside her in one smooth thrust.

“Fuck,” Kelly gasped, her head dropping forward as he filled her completely.

Red started slow, his movements deliberate, but it didn’t take long for both of them to lose control. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, their moans mingling as the pleasure built.

Kelly looked back at the camera, her eyes dark with desire. “How does it feel, Riley? Knowing he’s fucking me harder than you ever could?”

Red growled, his hips slapping against hers as he drove into her with relentless force. Kelly’s breathing turned ragged, her hands clutching at the couch as she tipped over the edge, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Red followed her over, his release spilling deep inside her as he buried his face in her neck, his arms wrapped tightly around her.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing slowly returning to normal, before Kelly pulled away, her legs shaky as she stood. She grabbed her phone, stopping the recording and quickly reviewing the footage.

“Holy shit,” she muttered, her eyes wide as she watched the video. “This is... perfect.”

Red watched her, a lazy smirk on his face. “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

Kelly shook her head, her smile wicked. “Not a chance.” She typed out a quick message to Riley, attaching the video before hitting send.

“Now we wait,” she said, her voice full of anticipation.

Red laughed, pulling her back into his arms. “You’re one hell of a woman, Kelly.”

She grinned up at him, her fingers tracing the outline of his jaw. “You’re not so bad yourself, Red.”

2 - VELVET DUNGEON REVENGE

MMF / BDSM / Cheating / Public / Group Sex / Spanking / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The message glowed on Evelyn’s screen, a cold, hard slab of truth. Missing you, babe. Stuck at the office again. Below it, a photo from her ‘best friend’s’ private story: Mark, his arm draped around a laughing blonde, a half-empty bottle of champagne on the table. The timestamp was an hour ago.

A numbness spread through her chest, cold and sharp. Then, it ignited.

Fine. If he wanted to play that game, she would play it better. The thought was a live wire in her brain, sizzling with a dangerous new energy. The Velvet Dungeon. She’d heard whispers. Tonight, those whispers would become her roar.

Hours later, the heavy bass of the club vibrated up through the soles of her boots. The air smelled of leather, expensive perfume, and illicit promise. She stood at the edge of the main floor, her simple black dress feeling both like a shield and an invitation. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum solo of nerves and grim determination.

Then she saw him.

Leaning against the bar, a glass of amber liquid in his hand, was a man who looked like he owned the very shadows he stood in. His gaze, dark and assessing, scanned the room until it landed on her. It was like a physical touch, a hot brand of attention that made her breath catch. He didn’t smile. He just watched. Jared.

He pushed off the bar and closed the distance between them with a predator’s grace. “You look… purpose-driven,” he said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the music.

Evelyn lifted her chin, meeting his intense stare. “I need to do something… kinky.” The word felt foreign and thrilling on her tongue. “Something memorable.”

A slow, knowing smile touched his lips. “I’d be happy to provide a memorable experience.” He gestured across the room. “But some experiences are better shared. Come meet Frank.”

Frank was broader, with a quiet strength that contrasted with Jared’s sharp dominance. He looked her over, not with lechery, but with a craftsman’s appraisal. “New to the scene?” he asked, his voice softer than she expected.

“It’s my first time,” Evelyn admitted, the heat of her revenge fueling her bravery.

Jared led them to a sturdy wooden bench in a semi-public area. “Let’s start simple. Bend over, Evelyn. Let everyone see what happens to beautiful creatures who seek new sensations.”

A thrill, hot and sharp, shot through her. This was it. The point of no return. She leaned forward, the cool wood pressing against her hips, her palms flat on the opposite side. The dress pooled around her waist, exposing her bare ass to the cool, watching air. She heard a few low murmurs from the periphery, felt the weight of unseen eyes. Let them watch. Let them all see.

The first crack of Jared’s palm was a shockwave. A searing heat bloomed across her left cheek, followed instantly by a matching sting from Frank on her right. She gasped, her fingers curling against the wood. Thwack. Thwack. The blows fell in a rhythm, alternating, building. The initial sting melted into a deep, throbbing warmth that pooled low in her belly. Each smack was a punctuation mark on her anger, driving it out, replacing it with a purely physical, shocking pleasure. A soft moan escaped her lips. She was wet. Soaked. And the two men could undoubtedly see it.

“I think she’s ready for a more private lesson,” Jared murmured, his hand gently rubbing the heated skin he’d just abused.

The private room was a sanctuary of sin. Black walls, a huge four-poster bed, and a cabinet brimming with toys that gleamed under the low light. Before she could take it all in, Frank was there with soft leather cuffs. “Okay?” he asked, his eyes checking in. She merely nodded, her voice lost to anticipation. He secured her wrists and ankles to the bedposts, leaving her spread open and utterly exposed.

The feeling of vulnerability was absolute. And it was the most freeing sensation she’d ever known.

Frank knelt between her legs, his breath a warm ghost against her inner thigh. Then his tongue was on her, a flat, slow, devastatingly precise stroke from her entrance to her clit. Evelyn cried out, back arching against the restraints. Oh god. He licked and sucked, his stubble a rough, exquisite contrast to the softness of his mouth. He wasn’t just eating her out; he was devouring her, and all she could do was take it, her hips bucking against his face.

A click sounded. Jared was there, phone in hand, a dark smile on his face as he captured the image of her, bound and being pleasured. “He’s going to love this one,” Jared purred, then lowered his head to her chest.

His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard while his fingers rolled and pinched the other. The dual assault was overwhelming. Pleasure streaked from her core and her breasts, converging into a tsunami building inside her.

She was close. So close.

Jared pulled away, selecting a large, intimidatingly thick silicone dildo. He lubricated it slowly, his eyes locked on hers. “Look at me,” he commanded.

She did. He pressed the blunt head against her dripping entrance and pushed. She was stretched, filled so completely it stole her breath. He began to piston it in and out, a deep, rhythmic fucking that had her seeing stars.

Then she felt a new sensation. A cool, thin slickness at her other hole. Frank, with a tiny vibrator. “Breathe out, beautiful,” he coaxed. She exhaled shakily, and he pressed. It slipped inside, a shocking, full feeling, and then he turned it on.

The buzz was electric, a high-frequency hum that resonated through her entire body, amplified by the deep thrusting of the dildo. It was too much. It was everything. Her world dissolved into pure sensation—the stretch, the buzz, the devouring heat of their mouths earlier. Her orgasm detonated, a silent, screaming wave that clenched around the toys, milking them, shaking her apart. Her vision whited out.

Before she could even come down, Frank was unbuckling the restraints. “Hands and knees,” he growled, his own pants coming undone.

She moved on trembling limbs, presenting herself to him. His cock, thick and hard, nudged at her slick entrance before he plunged in, hilting himself in one brutal, perfect thrust. Yes! He fucked her with a powerful, animalistic rhythm, each drive sending jolts of pleasure through her oversensitive body. She met him thrust for thrust, a raw, guttural noise tearing from her throat. Mark was a ghost, a faded photograph in a forgotten drawer. There was only this—the slap of skin, Frank’s groans, the mind-numbing friction.

With a deep, shuddering roar, Frank came, pumping his release deep inside her. He pulled out, and Jared was there instantly. He rolled her onto her back, his eyes blazing with unrestrained hunger. He drove into her, his length different, hitting new depths. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer, taking him deeper still. He pounded into her, the bed rocking, her second climax already coiling, tighter and hotter than the first. It broke over her with less violence and more profound intensity, a deep, pulsing earthquake that made her scream his name. Jared followed her over the edge, his own release joining Frank’s inside her with a guttural cry.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Jared collapsed beside her, and Frank handed her a towel with a grin.

Evelyn reached for her clutch, pulling out her phone. Her fingers, slightly unsteady, found the picture Jared had taken. Her, blissed out, bound, with Frank between her legs. She attached it to a text to Mark.

Looks like we both had a late night at the office.

She hit send. A slow, genuine smile spread across her face. The jealousy he’d feel would be a cold comfort, but the fire she’d found in herself? That was a revelation.

She looked at Jared, then at Frank, a new, hungry glint in her eye. “So… what’s next on the menu?”
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Monica's heels clicked sharply against the polished marble floor of the office lobby, each step echoing her simmering anger. She could still hear Mike’s voice in her head, the way he’d tried to justify his infidelity just last night. “It didn’t mean anything, Monica. It was just a mistake.” A mistake. Like spilling coffee on a report, not sneaking off with some intern after hours.

Her jaw tightened as she strode toward the elevator, her dress hugging her curves in all the right places. She’d dressed deliberately this morning—black, fitted, and just enough to catch Byron’s attention.

The elevator chimed softly as the doors slid open, and Monica stepped inside, her reflection staring back at her. Her body looked good. Dangerous. And she intended to use it. When the doors opened on the executive floor, she took a deep breath, her eyes locking onto Byron’s office. Mike’s boss. The man who made his life miserable. Perfect.

Byron was pacing near the window, phone in hand, when she walked in. He glanced up, his sharp features momentarily softening in surprise. “Monica,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “What brings you here?”

“I was in the neighborhood,” she lied, leaning against the doorframe with a practiced ease. “Thought I’d stop by and say hi.”

Byron’s eyes flicked over her, lingering just a moment too long on the slit in her dress. “You look… stunning.”

She smiled, letting her lips curve into something slow and knowing. “Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.”

He chuckled, setting his phone down and stepping closer. “Flattery will get you everywhere. Does Mike know you’re here?”

“Mike and I… aren’t exactly on speaking terms right now,” she said, her voice dropping just enough to make it sound like a secret. She watched his eyes light up with interest. “He’s been… distracted.”

“Distracted,” Byron repeated, his tone laced with amusement. “That’s one way to put it. He’s been distracted here too. Late to meetings, sloppy work. I’ve had to pull him aside more than once.”

Monica’s smile widened. Good. “Sounds like he needs a wake-up call.”

Byron stepped even closer, his cologne wrapping around her like a promise. “And you’re here to give him one?”

She tilted her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder. “Something like that.”

There was a beat of silence, heavy with unspoken words, and then the sound of footsteps interrupted them. Mike stood in the doorway, his face a mix of confusion and anger. “Monica? What the hell are you doing here?”

She turned to him, her expression cool. “Just catching up with your boss.”

Mike’s eyes darted between her and Byron, his jaw tightening. “We need to talk. Now.”

Monica rolled her eyes but followed him out into the hallway, her heels clicking in sharp protest. The moment they were out of earshot, Mike spun on her. “What the fuck, Monica? Are you trying to embarrass me?”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Is this about your reputation? Because I seem to remember you didn’t care much about mine when you were fucking that intern.”

His face paled. “That’s not—I told you, it was a mistake.”

“A mistake,” she repeated, her voice low and dangerous. “Funny how you only seem to care about mistakes when they’re yours.”

Mike stared at her, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. Finally, he ran a hand through his hair and muttered, “I don’t have time for this.”

“Of course you don’t,” she said sweetly. “You’re probably late for your next meeting. Wouldn’t want to keep Byron waiting.”

She walked away, leaving him standing there, his fists clenched at his sides. Good. Let him stew in it.

—

That night, Monica was halfway through a glass of wine when her phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen. Byron. Her stomach fluttered, a mix of anticipation and nerves. She hesitated for a moment, then answered.

“Monica,” Byron’s voice was warm, almost intimate. “I was hoping we could continue our conversation from earlier.”

She bit her lip, her mind racing. “Depends. What kind of conversation are we talking about?”

He chuckled softly. “The kind that doesn’t involve Mike.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “I’m listening.”

“Why don’t you come over? My place. I’ll send you the address.”

She hesitated again, her thoughts drifting to Mike. But then she remembered the way he’d looked at her earlier—like she was the one who’d done something wrong. Screw him.

“Send it,” she said, her voice firm.

—

Byron’s house was everything she’d expected—massive, opulent, and dripping with wealth.

He met her at the door, a glass of wine in hand. “You look even more beautiful in the moonlight,” he said, his eyes dark and intent.

She took the glass, her fingers brushing his. “You’re full of compliments tonight.”

“Only when they’re deserved.”

They moved to the living room, the air thick with tension. Byron sat beside her, his thigh pressing against hers. “So,” he said casually, “tell me more about this ‘distraction’ of yours.”

She took a sip of wine, her gaze steady. “Mike and I are done. He made his choice, and now I’m making mine.”

Byron’s lips curved into a smile. “And what choice is that?”

She set her glass down and turned to face him fully. “What do you think?”

Their eyes locked, and then he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was soft at first, then possessive. Monica melted into it, her hands sliding up his chest. He pulled her closer, his tongue teasing hers, and she moaned softly.

“You taste incredible,” he murmured against her lips.

She pulled back just enough to look at him. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her down the hall. His bedroom was as lavish as the rest of the house, the bed enormous and inviting. Byron turned her to face him, his fingers trailing down her spine as he unzipped her dress. It pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but a lace bra and panties.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his eyes raking over her. “You’re perfect.”

He kissed her again, his hands roaming over her body as he unhooked her bra. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she arched into him as he took one into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue. She moaned, her hands tangling in his hair.

Byron’s fingers hooked into her panties, pulling them down slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’re so fucking wet,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

“For you,” she whispered, her breath hitching as he slid a finger inside her.

He kissed her deeply, his finger moving in slow, deliberate strokes. “I want to taste you.”

Monica’s knees nearly gave out as he lowered himself to the floor, his tongue replacing his finger. She gripped the edge of the bed, her moans growing louder as he licked and sucked, pushing her closer to the edge. When she finally came, her legs trembling, he stood and kissed her again, his cock pressing against her stomach.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice shaky but determined.

She pushed him onto the bed, tugging at his belt until his pants were off. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly as she leaned down to take him into her mouth. Byron groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him with her tongue.

“Fuck, Monica,” he breathed. “You’re amazing.”

She climbed on top of him, guiding his cock into her. They both moaned as she sank down, her hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm. Byron’s hands gripped her waist, his eyes locked on hers. “You feel so fucking good.”

She leaned forward, her lips brushing his ear. “Make me scream.”

He flipped them over, his thrusts deep and relentless. Monica clawed at his back, her cries filling the room as he pounded into her. He reached down, his fingers finding her clit, and she came with a shout, her body trembling. Byron followed, his release hot and urgent inside her.

They lay there for a moment, catching their breath, before Byron rolled onto his side and pulled her close. “That was… incredible.”

Monica smiled, her eyes drifting shut. Mike’s boss. She’d done it. She’d gotten her revenge.

4 - SEDUCING HER CHEATING HUSBAND’S FATHER
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“Tell me you want this, Cole. Tell me you want me as much as I’ve always wanted you.”

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His control shattered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At that moment, she realized what she truly wanted. She no longer cared about Blake. She wanted Cole. “Okay,” she finally replied. “I won’t tell him.”

5 - 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.”

6 - STEALING HER SISTER’S BOYFRIEND

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

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.”

7 - CLOGGED PIPES AND HIDDEN DESIRES

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Fingering / Handjob / PIV Sex

The sun hung low in the sky, casting a golden glow over the backyard where the family barbeque was in full swing. Laughter and the sizzle of meat on the grill mingled in the air, and Marilyn sat on the edge of the party, nursing a glass of iced tea.

Her eyes lingered on Brett, who was flipping burgers with an ease that made it clear he’d done this a thousand times before. His t-shirt hugged his broad shoulders, and his jeans hung low on his hips, a casual confidence radiating from him. Damn, he’s sexy, she thought, then immediately chided herself. He wasn’t hers to admire. He was Caitlyn’s now.

Marilyn’s younger sister was beaming, her arm looped through Brett’s as she chatted animatedly with their mom. Caitlyn had always been the golden child—effortlessly charming, effortlessly beautiful. Marilyn had spent years telling herself she didn’t care, that she was happy living in her sister’s shadow.

But seeing Brett with Caitlyn stirred something deep inside her, a jealousy she hadn’t expected. He used to be mine, she thought bitterly, sipping her tea. Not in the romantic sense, but they’d been inseparable growing up. Brett had been her best friend, her confidant, the one person who always seemed to understand her.

Brett caught her eye from across the yard and flashed her a grin, the same boyish smile that had always made her heart skip a beat. She quickly looked away, her cheeks flushing. Stop it, she told herself. He’s with Caitlyn now. You’re being ridiculous.

But Brett wasn’t letting her off that easily. He sauntered over, his gait relaxed, and leaned against the table beside her. “Hey, Mar,” he said, his voice warm. “You look deep in thought over here. Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” she said too quickly, forcing a smile. “Just enjoying the party.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying it. “You sure? You’ve been quiet all afternoon.”

She shrugged, avoiding his gaze. “Just tired, I guess.”

Brett chuckled, and the sound sent a shiver down her spine. “You? Tired? That’s a first. You’re usually the life of the party.”

Marilyn forced a laugh, but it came out hollow. “Guess I’m getting old.”

“Nah,” he said, leaning in closer. “You’re still the same Mar I’ve always known.”

His proximity was intoxicating, and she could smell the faint scent of his cologne mixed with the tang of barbecue. She wanted to lean into him, to close the distance between them, but she forced herself to stay still. He’s not yours, she reminded herself. He’s Caitlyn’s.

But Brett didn’t seem to get the memo. He kept standing there, his eyes searching hers, and she felt like he could see right through her—like he knew exactly what she was thinking. “You know,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, almost intimate tone, “I’ve missed this. Just us hanging out. It’s been a while.”

Marilyn’s heart skipped a beat. “Yeah,” she said softly. “It has.”

There was a moment of silence, thick with unspoken words, and then Caitlyn called Brett’s name from across the yard. He straightened, the spell broken, and gave Marilyn one last lingering look before heading back to her sister. Marilyn watched him go, her heart pounding in her chest. What the hell was that? she wondered, her mind racing. Was he… flirting with me?

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur. Marilyn tried to focus on the conversation around her, but her thoughts kept drifting back to Brett. The way he’d looked at her, the way he’d leaned in… it had felt… intentional. No, she told herself. You’re imagining things. He’s with Caitlyn. You’re just jealous.

But no matter how many times she repeated it, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted between them.

—

Later that night, after the party had wound down and everyone had gone home, Marilyn found herself alone in her house, her mind still reeling. She wandered into the bathroom, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes slightly glazed. What is wrong with you? she thought. You’re acting like a teenager with a crush.

But the truth was, she couldn’t stop thinking about Brett. About what it would feel like to be with him, to have his hands on her, his lips on hers. The thought sent a shiver of desire through her, and she quickly pushed it away. Stop it. He’s with Caitlyn. You can’t do this.

But the more she tried to suppress the thought, the more it took root in her mind. What if? she wondered. What if he feels the same way?

Before she could talk herself out of it, she grabbed her phone and typed out a text to Brett: ”Hey, the drain in my bathroom is clogged. Can you come over and help me fix it?”

Her heart was pounding as she hit send. It was a flimsy excuse, and she knew it, but she needed to see him. Needed to know if what she’d felt earlier was real.

Brett’s reply came almost instantly: “Sure. Be there in 10.”

Marilyn sank onto the edge of the bathtub, her legs suddenly weak. What are you doing? she thought, but there was no turning back now.

When Brett arrived, he got to work on the drain immediately, his strong hands making quick work of the clog. Marilyn stood in the doorway, watching him, her pulse racing.

He glanced up at her, his expression unreadable. “So,” he said, his voice casual, “this was the big emergency?”

She shifted uncomfortably, her stomach twisting with nerves. “Yeah,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thanks for coming over.”

Brett straightened, wiping his hands on a towel, and turned to face her. “You could’ve called a plumber, you know.”

Marilyn’s heart was pounding so hard she was sure he could hear it. “I know,” she said. “But… I wanted you to come.”

There was a beat of silence, and then Brett took a step toward her, his eyes searching hers. “Why?”

She swallowed hard, her throat dry. “Because… because I couldn’t stop thinking about you. About us.”

Brett’s expression softened, and he reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Mar,” he said, his voice low, “you know this is wrong, right?”

“I know,” she whispered, her heart aching. “But it doesn’t feel wrong.”

And then, before she could second-guess herself, she stepped forward, closing the distance between them, and pressed her lips to his. Brett froze for a moment, and then he was kissing her back, his hands tangling in her hair, his body pressing against hers. It was electric, every nerve in her body alight with desire, and for the first time in years, Marilyn felt alive.

Brett pulled away, his breath ragged, his eyes dark with want. “Mar,” he said, his voice rough, “if we do this… there’s no going back.”

”I don’t want to go back,” she whispered, her hands trembling as they reached for the hem of her shirt.

She pulled it over her head, revealing the soft curves of her body, and Brett’s breath hitched. She unbuttoned her jeans and let them fall to the floor, standing before him in nothing but her lace bra and panties.

Brett’s eyes raked over her, and then he was on her, his hands everywhere, his lips hungry against hers. He fumbled with the clasp of her bra, and when it finally came undone, he groaned, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. Marilyn gasped, her head falling back as pleasure shot through her.

Brett’s hands moved lower, tracing the curve of her hips, and then he was sliding her panties down, his fingers brushing against the wet heat between her legs. Marilyn moaned, her body trembling with need, and Brett kissed her again, deep and bruising.

“Brett,” she gasped, her hands fumbling with the button of his jeans. She got them open and slid his boxers down, her breath catching at the sight of his hard cock. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around him, and he groaned, his hips bucking into her hand.

“Mar,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips, “I need you.”

She nodded, her body aching for him, and he lifted her, carrying her to the bedroom. He laid her down gently on the bed, his eyes never leaving hers, and then he was on top of her, his body pressing into hers. Marilyn wrapped her legs around him, her heart pounding in her chest, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

They moved together, their bodies in perfect sync, and Marilyn lost herself in the rhythm, in the feel of him inside her. It was everything she’d imagined and more, and when she came, her body shaking with pleasure, she cried out his name.

Brett followed soon after, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside her, his cum filling her. He collapsed on top of her, their hearts beating in unison, and Marilyn ran her fingers through his hair, a sense of contentment settling over her.

But as the haze of pleasure began to fade, the guilt crept in. What have I done? she thought, her chest tightening. I just slept with my sister’s boyfriend.

Brett seemed to sense her turmoil and pulled her closer, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Hey,” he said softly, “it’s going to be okay. We’ll figure this out.”

Marilyn nodded, but the guilt was still there, gnawing at her. “We can’t tell Caitlyn,” she whispered. “She’d never forgive me.”

But as Brett’s fingers traced a pattern on her sensitive skin, Marilyn knew she didn’t regret it. She’d wanted this, and she wanted more.




8 - A WEALTHY FATHER-IN-LAW’S OFFER (PART 1)

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / BDSM / Sex Work / Cheating / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Dildo / PIV Sex

The sleek black SUV pulled to the curb with a whisper-quiet hum, its tinted window sliding down just as Jessica reached the crosswalk. The man behind the wheel wore a suit that cost more than her monthly rent. His smile was cool, calculated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jessica shattered.

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

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

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

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

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

It was for ten thousand dollars.

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

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

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

“I… don’t know. I don’t think I can…”

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

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




9 - A WIFE’S DIFFICULT DECISION (PART 2)
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The crisp envelope containing Frederick’s check felt like a lit fuse in Jessica’s purse. She’d slid it across the bank teller’s counter with trembling fingers, half-expecting alarms to blare. They didn’t. The money simply appeared in their joint account. She paid the overdue rent in full, bought groceries that weren’t the store’s generic brand, and even left a generous tip for the barista who made her coffee.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“This is for your greed.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he drove into her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10 - REVENGE WITH HIS GIRLFRIEND’S MOM
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“Do you have any idea how long it’s been since a man looked at me like that?” Adrienne whispered, her breath hot against his ear.

Like what? Brent wanted to ask, but the words dissolved as her hips made another slow, deliberate circle on his thighs. Like I want to devour you? Because I do.

—

It had started months ago, with a shocking confession from his girlfriend.

“You have to swear to God you’ll never tell anyone,” Callie had pleaded, her voice small and choked. They’d been curled on his couch, a safe, ordinary night until she shattered it. “My mom… she works at Deja Vu. The strip club off the interstate.” The shame radiating from her was a physical force, pushing him away even as she clung to his arm. He’d held her, murmured assurances, told her it didn’t change anything. He’d been a fool.

The sting of her betrayal weeks later—seeing her text thread with some guy named Mark, the graphic photos she’d sent to another man—had burned all that pity away. The anger was a red-hot coal in his chest, and his mind, desperate for a target, had landed on the one thing he knew would hurt Callie most. Her deepest shame.

—

And so he found himself here, in the dim, throbbing heart of Deja Vu, tucking cash into the g-string of a woman who was a haunting echo of the one who’d shattered him.

Adrienne was Callie, but more. Where Callie was lean, Adrienne was curved. Where Callie’s beauty was sharp and modern, her mother’s was softer, classic, seasoned with laugh lines at the corners of her eyes that only made her more compelling. And when she danced for him in the private booth, it wasn’t the performative, detached grinding he’d expected. It was a conversation.

She moved with a confidence that was intoxicating, her body speaking a language of its own. She’d lean close, the scent of her perfume—something warm and vanilla-like—cutting through the smell of stale beer and disinfectant. “You look like you’re carrying the weight of the world, handsome,” she’d murmured during one song, her fingers lightly tracing his shoulder.

The revenge fantasy began to blur at the edges, softened by whiskey and the mesmerizing rhythm of her body. He wasn’t thinking about Callie’s furious face anymore; he was thinking about the way Adrienne’s blue eyes held his, unashamed and curious.

When the lights came up, he didn’t want it to end. The thought of going back to his empty, rage-filled apartment was unbearable. “Come home with me,” he heard himself say, the words leaving his mouth before he could censor them.

She studied him for a long moment, a slow smile playing on her lips. “I thought you’d never ask.”

—

Now, in the quiet of his apartment, the neon sign from the street below painted shifting-blue streaks across his walls and her skin. The drive had been filled with easy laughter, a world away from the silent, seething trip to the club. The pretense was gone. This was no longer about revenge.

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek, and kissed her. It wasn’t hungry or angry. It was deep, exploratory. She tasted of mint and the whiskey they’d shared, and her response was immediate, a soft sigh as she melted against him, her hands sliding up his chest to curl around the back of his neck.

He walked her backward toward the bedroom, their mouths never parting. With a reverence he hadn’t known he possessed, he undressed her. Each inch of revealed skin was a discovery. The slope of her shoulder, the gentle swell of her stomach, the dramatic curve of her hips. He kissed every part he exposed, feeling her shiver under his lips.

When she was completely bare, she lay back on his bed, a vision in the ethereal blue light. She looked at him, her eyes dark with desire, and slowly brought her hand between her legs. “I’ve been thinking about this all night,” she breathed, her fingers beginning to circle her clit.

A groan tore from his throat. He freed his own aching hardness, fisting his cock as he watched her. The sight was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen. Her head was tipped back, her back arched, her own pleasure painted across her face. He watched her fingertips glide through her wetness, the slick sounds a quiet counterpoint to both their ragged breathing.

“I need to taste you,” he growled, unable to wait a second longer.

He replaced her hand with his mouth, his tongue laving her in long, slow strokes. She cried out, her hands flying to his hair, gripping fistfuls as he feasted on her. He devoured her, drinking in her essence, his tongue swirling around her swollen clit before plunging deep inside her. Her thighs trembled against his head, her moans growing louder, more frantic. “Right there, oh god, Brent, right there!”

He felt her climax build, a tightening of her muscles, a change in her cries, and then she was coming apart, her release flooding his mouth with a sweet, musky taste. He gentled his tongue, drawing out every last shuddering wave of her orgasm until she collapsed back onto the mattress, boneless.

He moved over her, lining himself up at her soaked entrance. He pushed inside her in one smooth, breathtaking thrust. She was so wet, so impossibly tight, her warmth engulfing him. He buried his face in her neck, groaning as he began to move.

He fucked her with a steady, building rhythm, each thrust hitting a spot that made her gasp. Her nails dug into his back, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper. The bed rocked against the wall with their momentum. He was lost in her, in the feel of her body gripping his, in the scent of their sex filling the air.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice a raw whisper. “Please.”

He obeyed, slamming into her with a force that drove the breath from both their lungs. Her screams were uninhibited, primal. He felt his own climax coiling, a white-hot pressure at the base of his spine.

“Turn over,” he rasped.

She moved with eager haste, getting on her knees, presenting herself to him. The sight of her like that, her ass in the air, her glistening folds exposed, nearly made him come undone. He grabbed her hips, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh, and plunged back into her aching heat.

This angle was deeper, more animalistic. Each thrust was a jolt of pure pleasure. He watched himself disappear into her, over and over. Her moans were muffled by the comforter. He reached around, finding her clit again, rubbing frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

“I’m gonna come again,”_ she wailed, her body beginning to clench around him in rhythmic pulses. Her second orgasm triggered his. With a guttural shout, he thrust deep and held there, pouring his release into her in hot, pulsing waves, his entire body seizing with the intensity of it.

They collapsed onto the sweat-slick sheets, a tangled heap of spent limbs. He pulled her against his chest, her back to his front, and wrapped his arms around her. The silence was comfortable, broken only by their slowing breaths. The empty space in his chest, the one carved out by Callie’s betrayal, felt filled. Not just with lust, but with something else, something quieter.

He nuzzled her hair. “I want to see you again.”

11 - A VENGEFUL MOTHER-IN-LAW
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The motel room door clicked shut behind him, the sound unnaturally loud in the tense silence. Kyle stood frozen, the garish floral bedspread and the faint smell of cheap air freshener making his skin crawl. This was a mistake. A colossal, relationship-ending mistake.

Vivian smiled, a slow, practiced curve of her lips. She glided across the stained carpet, her heels silent. “You came. I wasn’t sure you would.”

“You said you had information,” Kyle said, his voice tighter than he intended. He crossed his arms, a useless shield. “About Diamond.”

His wife, Diamond, was estranged from her mother. Kyle never knew why. All he knew was that they loathed each other, and they hadn’t spoken in several years. When Vivian had reached out to Kyle, he was surprised. He’d hesitated when she’d asked him to meet her at the motel. But curiosity had won, and now, here he was.

“I do.” Vivian reached out, her fingers brushing a speck of lint from his T-shirt. The touch was electric and entirely inappropriate. He should step back. He didn’t. “But information like that… it’s valuable. It requires a certain… trust between us, don’t you think?”

She was close now. Her perfume, something expensive and floral, fought with the motel air. It was overwhelming. Her eyes, the same shade of hazel as Diamond’s but colder, more calculating, held his.

“What is it?” he pressed, his curiosity a live wire sparking in his chest.

Vivian’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. “She’s going to hurt you, Kyle. Just like she hurt me.” She let the words hang in the air, thick and poisonous. “My marriage… it ended because of her. She slept with my husband. Her own stepfather.”

The air left Kyle’s lungs in a rush. No. It wasn’t possible. Diamond was fiery, sometimes selfish, but not that. Never that. “You’re lying.”

“Am I?” Vivian whispered, closing the final inch between them. Her hand settled on his chest, right over his hammering heart. “Why would I lie? I have nothing to gain. I’m just trying to spare you the agony I went through.” Her other hand came up, her fingertips tracing his jawline. His breath hitched. “She can’t be faithful. It’s not in her nature.”

His mind was a storm of doubt and denial, but his body was treacherously still under her touch. He was hard. He hated himself for it, but the evidence was pressed against the rough fabric of his work trousers, a traitorous response to this devastating woman and her devastating news.

Vivian saw it. Of course she did. Her eyes flickered down and her smile turned victorious. “You don’t believe me yet. That’s okay.” Her fingers trailed down his chest, over his stomach, and stopped at the buckle of his belt. “Let me show you how a woman who knows what she wants treats a man like you.”

He should stop her. He should push her away, walk out, and call Diamond. But his arms felt like lead. The image of Diamond, wrapped around another man—her stepfather—corroded his will.

Vivian’s fingers worked the buckle open with an expert twist. The button of his trousers came next, then the slow, grinding rasp of his zipper coming down. The sound was obscene. Cool air hit his heated skin. He squeezed his eyes shut, a final, feeble attempt at resistance.

It vanished the moment her warm, sure hand slid into his briefs and wrapped around his aching length. A groan was torn from his throat. Her touch was confident, possessive.

“See?” she purred, her breath warm against his neck as she began to stroke him. “No games. No lies. Just… feeling.”

His head fell back as she worked him, her thumb swirling over his sensitive tip, spreading the bead of moisture that had already gathered there. Rational thought dissolved into a haze of pure sensation. The betrayal, the doubt, the seedy room—it all faded until there was only her hand and the tight, coiling pleasure building in his gut.

When she dropped to her knees in front of him, he could only watch, mesmerized. She looked up at him, those Diamond-like eyes full of a promise her daughter had never made, and took him into her mouth.

Heat. Wetness. A suction so perfect it made his knees weak. Her tongue flattened against the underside of his shaft as she took him deep, her moan vibrating through his entire body. His hands, act of their own volition, tangled in her perfectly styled hair. He wasn’t guiding her; he was just holding on for dear life as she worshipped him with her mouth, drawing him closer and closer to the edge with expert flicks and deep, hungry pulls.

She pulled off with a wet pop, leaving him throbbing and desperate in the cool air. “My turn,” she breathed, rising gracefully.

She reached behind her back, unzipping her dress in one smooth motion. It pooled at her feet, revealing a black lace bra and matching panties that framed a body that was nothing short of spectacular. Taut stomach, full breasts, hips that begged to be held. She was every fantasy he’d never dared to have.

She crawled onto the bed, lying back against the pillows and spreading her legs. Her eyes never left his as she hooked her thumbs in the sides of her panties and slowly slid them down. Then, from a small clutch on the nightstand, she produced a sleek, black vibrator. She clicked it on, a low buzz joining the hum of the air conditioner.

“Watch,” she commanded.

Kyle was helpless to do anything else. She traced the buzzing tip over her inner thighs, teasing, before finally pressing it against her clit. Her back arched off the bed, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. Her eyes fluttered shut as she worked the toy in slow, tight circles, her hips beginning to move in a rhythm only she knew.

The sight was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. Her pleasure was a performance, and he was the captive audience. He was on the bed before he realized he’d moved, drawn to her like a magnet. He wrapped his hand around hers, stilling the vibrator. A whimper of protest died on her lips as he replaced the plastic with his mouth.

The taste of her exploded on his tongue—musky, sweet, uniquely Vivian. He dove in, licking and sucking with a fervor he didn’t know he possessed. He was punishing Diamond, worshipping Vivian, losing himself completely. Her cries grew louder, her hands fisting in his hair, holding him right where she wanted him.

“Enough,” she finally gasped, pulling him up by his hair. Her eyes were wild. “I need you inside me. Now.”

She turned over, getting on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and in one fluid, desperate motion, he thrust into her. She was so tight, so wet, so impossibly hot. She cried out, pushing back against him, meeting his every frantic thrust. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin, their ragged breaths, her choked moans.

He was losing control, the coil within him ready to snap. He remembered the vibrator, still buzzing on the sheets beside them. He grabbed it, his movements clumsy with need. He pressed the slick tip against her other entrance. She stiffened for a fraction of a second, then pushed back against it with a guttural, “Yes.”

He pressed it into her tight heat as he plunged into her wetness, the dual sensation overwhelming them both. Vivian’s body began to convulse around him, her scream muffled by the pillow. The clenching of her around his cock and the toy shattered his last shred of control. He saw stars as his own orgasm ripped through him, pouring into her with a force that left him shaking and empty.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. Reality, cold and harsh, began to seep back into the room. Kyle pulled away, the physical separation feeling like a condemnation. They dressed in silence, the act itself more awkward than the sex had been.

He fastened his apron, his fingers trembling. “That can’t happen again,” he muttered, unable to look at her. “I love Diamond.”

Vivian merely smiled, applying a fresh coat of lipstick in the mirror as if she’d just come from a business meeting. “Of course you do, sweetie.” She dropped the lipstick back into her purse and snapped it shut. “Give me a call when she breaks your heart. I know she will.”

12 - SEDUCING THE PROFESSOR’S SON
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The crisp autumn air bit at Jane’s cheeks as she leaned against the brick archway, her gaze locked on the tall, lanky figure crossing the quad. Alex Hart. His father’s smile, his father’s confident stride. The sight sent a corrosive mix of pain and vicious satisfaction coursing through her. She pushed off the wall, her heart hammering not with nerves, but with pure, undiluted purpose.

“Alex? Alex Hart?” she called out, her voice sweet, layered with a feigned shyness she’d perfected in Conor’s office hours.

The break up with Conor had nearly destroyed Jane. The professor had seduced the naive college student, getting what he wanted, then going back to his wife. “Did you really think I was going to leave her? This was a mistake, Jane. A stupid fling. It meant nothing.”

If he doesn’t care about me, I guess he won’t mind if I sleep with his son, she thought as she caught up with Alex.

The young man turned, his expression shifting from distracted to pleasantly surprised. “Yeah? Do I know you?”

“We had Intro to Philosophy together last year,” she said, closing the distance between them. She let a playful smile touch her lips. “I’m Jane. I’m a friend of your dad’s, too.” The lie was a tiny, delicious dagger. Let the games begin.

His eyes lit up with recognition. “Oh, right! Jane. Wow, hey.” He ran a hand through his sandy brown hair, a gesture so achingly familiar it made her stomach clench. Conor does that.

They fell into easy steps together, her flirting light and effortless, his responses eager. The exchange of numbers felt inevitable.

Her thumb hovered over his contact later that evening, the screen glowing in the darkness of her dorm room. She typed a message to Alex.

Hey Alex, it’s Jane. Bored in my dorm. You around?

The reply was instant.

Yeah! Just playing video games. My roommate’s gone for the weekend. Wanna come over?

A cold smile spread across her face. Perfect.

His dorm room was exactly what she expected: a utilitarian space smelling of stale beer and cheap body spray, dominated by a large TV and a worn black futon. He offered her a beer; she accepted, clinking her bottle against his.

“So,” he said, sinking onto the futon, leaving a careful space between them. “What should we watch?”

“I don’t really care about the movie,” Jane said, her voice dropping to a low, intimate pitch. She moved into the space he’d left, her knee brushing against his thigh. She saw his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed. So young. So easy. “I just wanted to see you.”

She leaned in, closing the final inch between them, and pressed her lips to his.

It started soft, tentative. But then his hand came up to cup her jaw, and the kiss deepened, turning hot and hungry. His inexperience was endearing, his enthusiasm palpable. She let her tongue slide against his, a low moan escaping her throat that was only partly an act. The taste of cheap lager and the sheer, wickedness of the act was its own kind of aphrodisiac. Her hands slid up his chest, feeling the hard planes of muscle beneath his thin t-shirt. Not a boy. A man.

She pulled back, breathless, her lips swollen. “You know,” she whispered, her voice husky. “We should take a picture. To remember this.”

His eyes, dark with desire, glinted with excitement. “Yeah? Okay.”

“Let me,” she purred, pushing him back against the cushions. She swung one leg over his lap, straddling him, feeling the hard ridge of his erection already straining against his jeans. She fumbled for her phone on the coffee table, her fingers trembling with anticipation. She held it up, capturing their flushed faces in the dim light. Click.

Then her hands went to the button of his jeans. The rasp of the zipper was loud in the quiet room. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his jeans and boxer briefs and tugged them down just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and achingly familiar in its shape. The Hart family genetics are strong.

“Let’s get a better one,” she murmured, locking eyes with him as she lowered her mouth.

The first touch of her lips on his heated skin made him gasp. She took him deep, her tongue swirling around the head before sliding down his length. The salty, musky taste of him filled her senses. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, her hand working the base in a tight rhythm. His hips lifted off the couch, a ragged groan torn from his throat. She pulled off with a wet pop, lifted the phone, and snapped the picture. The money shot. Her eyes were looking straight into the lens, his cock buried deep in her mouth. Happy viewing, Professor.

“My turn,” Alex breathed, his voice thick. He gently pushed her back onto the futon, his hands eager and impatient. He peeled her sweater over her head, then fumbled with the clasp of her bra. When it sprang open, he groaned at the sight of her breasts. “God, you’re perfect.”

He took a nipple into his mouth, suckling greedily, his tongue flicking and teasing until she was arching her back, genuine pleasure short-circuiting her revenge plot. His mouth was hot, wet, needy. It was nothing like his father’s calculated, dominant touch. This was raw. Real.

He kissed his way down her stomach, his fingers hooking into the lace of her panties and dragging them down her legs. He buried his face between her thighs without hesitation, his tongue finding her clit with an unerring accuracy that made her cry out.

“Fuck, Alex…”

He ate her like a man starved, licking and sucking, driving her higher and higher. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him right where she needed him. The coil of pleasure tightened, a pure, physical reaction that had nothing to do with Conor and everything to do with the talented, eager boy between her legs. Her climax crashed over her, a wave of sheer sensation that made her thighs tremble against his ears.

Before she could recover, she was on him, pushing him onto his back and guiding his cock to her wet entrance. She sank down onto him in one smooth, glorious motion, taking him deep inside her. A guttural, shared moan filled the room.

She rode him with a frenzied pace, each downward slam a punctuation mark in her letter of revenge. This. Is. For. You. Conor. Her hips rocked, grinding against him, the friction building another devastating orgasm. She could feel his control unraveling, his hands gripping her hips, his thrusts becoming ragged and uncontrolled.

“Jane… I’m gonna…” he choked out.

“Do it,” she commanded, lifting her phone one more time. She angled it, capturing the sweaty, desperate image of her body atop his, her breasts bouncing with every movement. Click.

The sound of the shutter seemed to push him over the edge. With a raw shout, his whole body went rigid beneath her, and she felt the hot, pulsing release of his orgasm filling her. The sensation triggered her own, a second, shocking climax that ripped through her, milking him dry as she collapsed forward onto his chest, spent and panting.

They lay there for a moment, sticky and breathless in the aftermath.

“That was… amazing,” Alex mumbled into her hair, planting a soft, drowsy kiss on her temple. “We should definitely do this again.”

Jane just smiled against his sweat-damp skin, already extricating herself. “Yeah. We should.”

She dressed quickly while he lay there, a sated, happy smile on his face. He was already half-asleep. She picked up her phone, her thumb flying over the screen. She selected the two most damning photos. The one of her, eyes locked on the camera, his cock in her mouth. And the one of her riding him, a look of ecstatic triumph on her face.

She attached them to a new message. The recipient: Professor Hart.

Her message was short. Simple. Guess who just fucked your son?

Her thumb hovered for a second over the send button, a final, thrilling pause before the detonation. She tapped it. The whoosh sound was the most satisfying thing she’d ever heard.

13 - REVENGE WITH HIS BEST FRIEND

MF / Cheating / Sports / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Fingering / PIV Sex

The concrete outside the minor league locker room was still warm from the setting sun, and the smell of cut grass and sweat hung in the humid air. Miley leaned against the rough brick wall, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs. The crowd had long since dissipated, leaving only the distant hum of stadium cleanup. When the metal door finally swung open, the sound was jarringly loud.

Jeremy emerged, a duffel bag slung over his broad shoulder, his dark hair still damp from the shower. He looked tired but relaxed, a slight smile on his face from a game well-played. He didn’t see her at first, and she had a moment to just watch him—the easy way he moved, the defined muscles of his arms stretching the fabric of his tight t-shirt. He was everything Chris wanted to be and wasn’t.

“Jeremy.”

He turned, his expression shifting from casual to surprised, then to cautious. “Miley? Hey. What’s up? Where’s Chris?”

She pushed off the wall, closing the distance between them. The scent of his clean, soapy skin mixed with the lingering aroma of leather and earth. God, he smelled good. “Chris isn’t coming,” she said, her voice lower, steadier than she felt. She let a slow, deliberate smile touch her lips. “I came to see you.”

His eyebrows knitted together. He was a good guy, loyal, and she could see the internal conflict immediately. “Me? Why? Is everything okay?”

“Things with Chris are… over.” She took another step, now well inside his personal space. She let her gaze drift down his body and back up to meet his confused eyes. “He made a very stupid mistake. Several, actually.”

Understanding, then sympathy, dawned on his face. “Shit, Miley. I’m sorry. He’s an idiot.”

“I’m not looking for sympathy,” she purred, reaching out and placing a hand flat on his chest. She felt the solid muscle beneath the soft cotton, felt the sudden, startled jump of his heart. “I’m looking for a much better way to forget all about him.”

His breath hitched. He glanced around, but they were alone. “Miley… he’s my best friend.”

“And he was my fiancé,” she countered, her voice hardening for just a second before softening again into a silken whisper. “That didn’t stop him from fucking his assistant in our bed. So, frankly, I don’t care what he is to you right now.” She leaned in, her lips close to his ear. “Come home with me, Jeremy.”

He was still hesitating, but his body was betraying him. She felt the heat radiating from him, saw the way his pupils dilated. He was fighting it, but he was losing. Good.

“Are you sure about this?” he finally asked, his voice rough.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

He let out a long, slow breath, a surrender. “Okay.”

The drive to her house was charged, a silent, thick tension she could practically taste. The second her front door clicked shut behind them, she was on him. She didn’t give him time to think, to reconsider. She pushed his duffel bag off his shoulder and it thudded to the floor.

Her hands went to the hem of his shirt, pulling it up and over his head in one fluid motion. His chest was magnificent, sculpted and tan, a light dusting of hair trailing down his taut stomach and into his jeans. She pressed her mouth to his skin, tasting the salt and soap, her tongue tracing the defined lines of his abs. Her fingers worked his belt buckle, the rasp of leather loud in the quiet room.

He groaned, his hands coming up to cradle her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Fuck, Miley…”

She unbuttoned his jeans, pulled down the zipper, and pushed everything down his powerful thighs. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard, straining upward. A thrill, hot and sharp, shot through her. This was for her. Not for Chris’s assistant. For her.

She dropped to her knees on the cool hardwood floor.

Looking up at him through her lashes, she wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft, feeling the velvety steel of him. She loved the way his stomach muscles clenched, the way his jaw tightened. She leaned forward and swiped her tongue slowly from root to tip, savoring the first clean, masculine taste of him.

A ragged groan tore from his throat. “Jesus…”

She took him into her mouth, sinking down slowly, letting her lips stretch to accommodate his girth. She hollowed her cheeks, applying a firm, steady pressure as she began to move. Up and down, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head on every upward stroke. One of his hands braced against the wall for support, the other remained tangled in her hair, not forcing, just feeling.

She lost herself in the rhythm, in the weight of him on her tongue, the subtle jerks of his hips, the low, guttural sounds he made. This was power. This was control. This was revenge, and it tasted fucking divine.

Suddenly, he was pulling her up, his eyes dark with a hunger that mirrored her own. “My turn,” he breathed, and his mouth crashed down on hers, a hot, possessive kiss that tasted of her and him and pure need.

He walked her backward into the bedroom, their clothes falling away in a trail behind them until they were both gloriously naked. He laid her back on the cool sheets, his gaze devouring her. He didn’t say a word, just hooked his hands under her knees, pushing her legs up and apart, and lowered his mouth to her.

His tongue was a revelation. It wasn’t tentative or shy; it was confident, seeking, knowing. He licked a long, slow stripe through her slick folds, and her back arched off the bed. “Oh, god, Jeremy…”

He found her clit and focused all his attention there, sucking the sensitive nub gently into his mouth while the tip of his tongue flicked over it with an insane, perfect rhythm. One of his hands came up, his thumb replacing his mouth for a devastating second so he could slide two fingers deep inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars.

She was panting, her hands fisting the sheets, a broken litany of yes and more and please falling from her lips. The orgasm built fast, a terrifying, wonderful pressure coiling deep in her belly. He felt it, he fucking knew, and he redoubled his efforts, his mouth and fingers working in a synchronized assault on her senses.

It shattered her. A raw, screaming cry tore from her throat as the waves of pleasure crashed over her, gushing from her as her body convulsed around his fingers. He didn’t stop, gentling his touch, drawing out every last shuddering aftershock until she was a boneless, whimpering mess.

Before she could even catch her breath, he was moving, positioning himself between her trembling thighs. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He looked down at her, his expression fierce.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice hoarse.

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his.

He pushed inside.

It was a slow, inexorable, filling stretch that stole the air from her lungs. He was so big, so there. When he was fully sheathed, he held still for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel the thickness of his cock.

He was buried deep inside her, a perfect, stretching fullness that made her head spin. The world had narrowed to the four walls of her bedroom, the scent of their sweat, and the heavy, rhythmic sound of their bodies meeting. For a moment, they were frozen, a statue of pure connection, his gaze locked on hers.

Then, the spell broke.

A raw, primal need clawed its way up from her core, obliterating any last shred of thought or hesitation. Her nails dug into the hard muscle of his shoulders.

“Harder, Jeremy. Please,” she breathed, the words a desperate plea. “Don’t be gentle.”

He hesitated, a flicker of concern in his dark eyes. “Miley, are you—”

“Fuck me harder,” she demanded, her voice dropping to a guttural growl that didn’t sound like her own. It was the voice of her anger, her pain, her need for obliteration. “I want to feel it. I want to feel you. Make me forget everything.”

That was all the permission he needed. The last of his restraint shattered. A low groan rumbled in his chest as he withdrew almost completely, then slammed back into her with a force that drove a sharp cry from her lips. The bed frame slammed against the wall in a frantic, percussive rhythm.

Yes. This.

This was what she needed. Not sweet, not soft, but real. A physical manifestation of the storm inside her. Each powerful thrust was a hammer blow chipping away at the image of Chris, at the humiliation, at the hollow feeling his betrayal had left behind. Jeremy wasn’t just making love to her; he was exorcising a ghost.

“Is this what you want?” he grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back his own climax.

“Yes! God, yes!” she moaned, her back arching off the mattress. “Faster. Don’t stop.”

He pistoned into her, his rhythm becoming frantic, animalistic. The slick, wet sound of their joining filled the room. She could feel the coil of pleasure tightening deep within her, a sweet, unbearable pressure building with every jarring impact. Her moans became continuous, broken only by gasps for air. She was unspooling, unraveling beneath him, every nerve ending screaming with sensation.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the very edge, he suddenly stilled. His body was sheened in sweat, trembling with the effort of stopping.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice thick with desire.

A thrill shot through her. Without a word, she complied, scrambling onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. The new position felt even more vulnerable, more exposed, and infinitely more erotic. The cool air of the room kissed her heated skin, a stark contrast to the inferno building between her legs.

She felt his hands on her hips, his grip firm and possessive. He guided himself to her entrance and pushed back in with a single, smooth thrust that made her cry out into the comforter. This. This angle was deeper, more. He hit a spot inside her that made her see stars.

“Jeremy…” she whimpered, her voice muffled.

His pace was relentless now, a brutal, driving rhythm that had her rocking forward with every push. One hand stayed anchored on her hip, the other tangled in her long, flowing hair, not pulling, just holding, a point of connection that felt overwhelmingly intimate. He leaned over her, his chest pressed against her back, his hot breath ghosting over her ear.

“You feel… fucking incredible,” he rasped, his words punctuated by his thrusts.

She was lost in a haze of pure sensation. The slap of skin on skin, the guttural sounds he made, the way her own body yielded to his, accepting every inch of him. The pressure that had been building in her core snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a violent, convulsing wave that ripped a scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length as pleasure, white-hot and absolute, radiated out from her center, leaving her shuddering and weak.

Feeling her climax, his own control shattered. His thrusts became erratic, frantic. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. A raw, ragged shout was torn from him as he came, his body seizing up behind her. She felt the hot, pulsing release flood her, a claim that felt more binding than any promise ring ever could.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, both trembling with the aftershocks. Slowly, carefully, he withdrew and collapsed onto the bed beside her, pulling her with him. She turned and melted into his side, her head finding a perfect spot on his sweat-dampened chest. His heart hammered against her ear, a wild drumbeat slowly returning to a steady rhythm.

His arm wrapped around her, holding her close. The silence was comfortable, filled only with their slowing breaths. And in that quiet, the most shocking realization bloomed in Miley’s mind, clear and undeniable.

She didn’t care about Chris. The hollow ache of his betrayal was gone, not just buried under pleasure, but erased. The frantic need for revenge had burned itself out, leaving behind a warm, settled ember of contentment. Her body thrummed with a satisfaction that went deeper than the physical. She wasn’t thinking about the man who had broken her heart.

She was only thinking about the man whose heart was still pounding beneath her cheek.

She tilted her head back to look at Jeremy, her fingers tracing a slow, idle pattern on his chest. “Stay.”

14 - A COWORKER GETS EVEN

MF / Cheating / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The stale office air hummed with the sound of computers and quiet chatter, but Shawn’s silence was a thunderclap. Holly watched him from her cubicle, her heart doing a nervous little tap dance against her ribs. He was slumped at his desk, not typing, not reading, just staring blankly at his monitor. The usual confident set of his shoulders was gone, replaced by a profound slump that made him look smaller.

She couldn’t take it anymore. Gathering her courage, she walked over, her heels clicking a soft rhythm on the linoleum floor. “Shawn? Everything okay?”

He flinched, as if pulled from a deep well of thought, and turned bloodshot eyes toward her. He attempted a weak smile that didn’t come close to reaching his eyes. “Hey, Holly. Yeah. No. Not really.”

“What’s wrong?” she asked, her voice softening with a concern that was only partly feigned.

He ran a hand through his already messy dark hair and let out a shaky breath. “Claire,” he said, the name sounding like a curse. “She… she told me last night. She’s been seeing someone else. For six months.”

The wave of shock that hit Holly was immediately followed by a fierce, triumphant jolt. This is it. This is your chance. She schooled her features into a mask of compassionate outrage. “Shawn, no. I am so sorry. That’s awful.”

“Yeah,” he muttered, looking back at his screen. “Awful.”

She leaned against his cubicle wall, lowering her voice. “You know what you should do? You should get even. Show her what she’s missing. Find someone yourself.”

He barked a harsh, humorless laugh. “Right. And where would I even start? I haven’t ‘started’ anything in ten years.” The defeat in his voice was a tangible thing.

Holly’s pulse hammered in her throat. She took a half-step closer, the scent of his cologne faint and intoxicating. “You could start… with me.”

His head snapped up, his eyes widening. “What?”

Her cheeks flushed, but she held his gaze, letting every ounce of the desire she’d bottled up for months show on her face. “I’ve wanted you for a long time, Shawn. This is a terrible way for it to happen, but… I’m here. If you want me.”

He stared, shock warring with a raw, newfound hunger in his expression. He didn’t speak, just gave one slow, almost imperceptible nod.

“My place. After work,” she whispered, her heart threatening to beat out of her chest.

The minutes dragged into hours, the air between them in the office crackling with unspoken tension. The moment the clock hit five, they were both moving, a silent, urgent agreement passing between them. They didn’t speak in the car, the only sound the frantic beating of two hearts and the hum of the engine.

The door to her apartment had barely clicked shut before he had her pinned against it, his mouth crashing down on hers. It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was desperate, angry, hungry. A reclaiming of power. Holly met his ferocity with her own, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. She could taste the bitterness of his day and the sharp, sweet promise of revenge.

Her hands slid down his chest, over the crisp cotton of his shirt, to the waistband of his trousers. Her fingers found the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet apartment. She broke the kiss, her eyes locked on his as she slowly pulled it down. The bulge beneath his briefs was immense, straining against the fabric. A thrill shot through her. This is all for me.

She sank to her knees on the plush rug, never breaking eye contact. She hooked her fingers into the waistbands of his trousers and briefs and pushed them down in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, hard and thick and perfect. She wrapped her hand around the base, feeling the hot, velvety skin over the rigid core. She leaned forward and licked a slow, deliberate stripe from root to tip, savoring the clean, salty taste of him.

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound from the back of his throat, and his head fell back against the door. “Holly…”

His whispered plea was all the encouragement she needed. She took him into her mouth, deep, her tongue swirling around the head before she began to move, establishing a slow, torturous rhythm. Her mouth was a warm, wet heaven, and she used it to worship him, one hand cupping his balls, the other gripping his hip. His groans became a continuous, breathy soundtrack, his fingers tightening in her hair, not guiding, just holding on.

“I can’t… I’m going to…” he gasped.

She pulled off with a soft, wet pop. “Not yet,” she breathed, standing on shaky legs. She took his hand and led him to her bedroom.

He laid her back on the duvet, his hands trembling as he undressed her, peeling away her blouse, her skirt, her lace bra. His kisses moved from her mouth to her jaw, her neck, the valley between her breasts. He took a nipple into his mouth, sucking hard, and she cried out, arching her back, the sensation a direct line of fire to her core. His lips and tongue trailed down her stomach, over her hips, until he was kneeling between her legs, pushing them apart.

He buried his face in her, and Holly saw stars. His tongue was relentless, circling her clit, flicking against it, then plunging deep inside her. He wasn’t tentative or polite; he was devouring her, drinking her in as if she were the antidote to all his pain. She bucked against his mouth, her fists clutching the sheets, a string of incoherent pleas falling from her lips. The pressure built, a tight, exquisite coil deep in her belly, and then it shattered. Her climax ripped through her, a silent, breathless convulsion that left her trembling.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, positioning himself over her. The look in his eyes was feral, possessive. He guided himself to her entrance, and with one powerful, decisive thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. So full. She gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust a hard, deep punctuation to his anger and hurt. The headboard knocked a steady rhythm against the wall. Holly met every one, her nails digging into the sweat-slicked skin of his back. It was raw, it was cathartic, it was everything she’d fantasized about and more. The feeling of him sliding in and out, the friction, the sheer rightness of it, was overwhelming.

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

She straddled his hips, sinking down onto his length with a gasp of pure pleasure. Now she controlled the rhythm. She rose and fell, grinding against him, watching the ecstasy and agony play across his face. She placed her hands on his chest for leverage, her hips moving in a sinful, circular motion that made him curse violently. This power. To be the one wrecking him, healing him, claiming him.

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of his head, their faces inches apart. Their rhythm became slower, deeper, more intimate. The anger had burned away, leaving only a desperate, aching need. She gazed into his deep blue eyes, and in that moment, she wasn’t just getting even for him. She was connecting.

“Look at me, Shawn. Look at me when you come,” she whispered.

His eyes, glazed with pleasure, focused on hers. The intensity was her undoing. Her second orgasm was a slower, deeper wave, a cresting swell of heat and light that made her cry out his name as her inner muscles clenched around him, milking him. The feel of her pulsing around him was his finale. With a ragged groan, his own release tore through him, his body arching as he emptied himself deep inside her, his eyes locked helplessly with hers.

She collapsed onto his chest, both of them breathing in ragged, shuddering unison. The room was silent except for the sound of their slowing heartbeats. His arms came around her, holding her tightly against him.

After a long while, his voice, rough and raw, broke the silence. “I’m going to leave her.”

Holly’s breath hitched. She lifted her head to look at him.

“I want you,” he continued, his hand coming up to cup her cheek. His thumb stroked her skin with a tenderness that hadn’t been there minutes before. “Be my girlfriend.”

A dizzying, unbelievable joy burst inside her chest. Yes. Finally. She smiled, a real, radiant smile that reached every part of her. “Okay,” she whispered.

15 - REVENGE WITH A RIVAL GANG

MMF / Enemies to Lovers / Cheating / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The bass from the club’s speakers vibrated through Dara’s bones, a useless attempt to drown out the white-hot fury in her skull. Zack. His name was a poison pill on her tongue. The image of him, of her, their tangled limbs in their bed, was a film reel on a constant, punishing loop. She drained her whiskey, the burn down her throat a pale imitation of the fire in her gut. A Blades jacket meant loyalty. It meant family. He’d shit on all of it.

She pushed through the throng of dancing bodies, needing air, needing space, needing to hit something. That’s when she saw them. Leaning against the stained brick wall in the alley, the ambient light catching the unmistakable purple and silver of the Baby Jokers. Mac and Shawn. The enemy.

Her body went taut, a spring coiling. “The fuck you doin’ on our turf?” she snarled, stepping into their space, her voice cutting through the bass-heavy muffled music.

Mac, taller with a lazy grin, looked her up and down, not with threat, but with appraisal. “Easy, Blade girl. Just takin’ a break. Didn’t know we needed a permit.”

Shawn, stockier and quieter, just watched, a faint smirk playing on his lips. Their calm was a new kind of insult.

“You’re gonna need a hospital if you don’t move your asses,” Dara spat, her fists clenched.

Mac laughed, a low, easy sound. “All that fire. Heard your boy Zack’s been spreadin’ his around, too. Saw him with some chick from the westside.”

The mention of it, from him, was a physical blow. Her composure cracked. They saw it. Of course they saw it.

Mac’s eyes gleamed. “Look, we got a proposition. You’re clearly wound up. We’re headin’ back to our place. Come with us. We’ll help you… unwind. Quick cash in it for you. Easy.”

Revulsion was her first, automatic response. “Fuck you.” A Blade doesn’t fuck a Joker. It’s the rule.

But then… the image of Zack flashed again. His laugh. His betrayal. What better fuck you? a small, vicious voice whispered inside her. What’s more forbidden than this?

Shawn pushed off the wall, his voice a rough murmur. “Double it.”

The number wasn’t the point. The point was the audacity. The absolute, nuclear option. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anger and a terrifying, thrilling curiosity. She looked at their expectant faces, the enemies she was supposed to hate. Yes. The word formed in her mind before she could stop it.

“Fine,” she heard herself say, the word foreign on her lips. “Let’s go.”

The apartment was what she expected. Beer cans, a beat-up couch, the faint smell of weed. Mac handed her a fresh drink, and she downed it, the liquid courage fortifying the wall between her old self and what was about to happen. The two men stood across from her, the air thickening, the pretense of small talk evaporating.

“Bedroom’s through there,” Mac said, his voice dropping an octave, all business now.

She followed, her boots echoing on the cheap laminate floor. The room was sparse, just a large mattress on the floor. Mac and Shawn positioned themselves at the foot of it.

“Let’s see what a Blade looks like,” Shawn said, his earlier smirk gone, replaced by a focused intensity.

With deliberate, slow movements, they unbuckled their belts, the clink of the metal obscenely loud. They pushed their jeans and boxers down, their cocks springing free. Both were already hard, thick and promising. They began stroking themselves, their eyes locked on her. They’re using me, she thought, and the power of that, of being so desired it was a transaction, ignited something deep and dormant within her.

For Zack, she told herself, but the thought was already fading, replaced by a raw, pulsing need.

Her fingers went to her own jacket, shrugging off the colors that defined her. Then her tank top. Her jeans. Her underwear. Each article that hit the floor felt like shedding a skin. She stood before them, completely bare, the cool air kissing her skin, her nipples hardening under their hungry gaze. Their hands moved faster on their lengths, a silent, potent tribute.

“On your knees,” Mac commanded, his voice husky.

She dropped down, the rough carpet scratching her shins. Shawn stepped forward first, guiding himself to her lips. She opened her mouth, and the first touch of him, the silken heat, made her gasp. She took him in, her tongue swirling around the head before sinking down, taking more of him. She tasted salt and skin, her world narrowing to the texture of him filling her mouth, the low groans from above. She worked him expertly, a skill Zack had always praised, now weaponized.

After a few minutes, Mac tapped Shawn’s hip. “My turn.”

They switched. Mac was different, thicker. She had to open wider, her jaw aching as she bobbed her head, her saliva slicking his shaft. His hands fisted in her hair, not roughly, but possessively, guiding her rhythm. This is revenge, she thought, but the thought was a distant echo drowned out by the primal sounds of their pleasure.

“On the bed,” Shawn growled once Mac had had his fill.

She crawled onto the mattress, the cheap springs groaning. Shawn hovered over her, his mouth descending on one peaked nipple. He sucked it deep, his tongue flicking and teasing until she cried out, arching her back. At the same time, Mac settled between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs. She was already wet, embarrassingly so.

His tongue lashed her in one long, flat stroke. Oh god. Her hips jerked off the bed. He didn’t tease for long. He feasted, his mouth a devilish instrument of pleasure. His tongue circled her clit, then plunged inside her, again and again, while his thumb pressed against the tight ring of muscle beneath. The dual assault, Shawn on her breast, Mac on her core, shattered her. A broken, strangled moan was torn from her throat as her first orgasm ripped through her, a lightning strike of pure sensation that left her trembling.

Before she could recover, Mac was moving. “Turn over. On your hands and knees.”

She complied, her body pliant. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip. She felt the broad head of his cock press against her soaked entrance. And then he was pushing in, filling her in one smooth, relentless thrust. She gasped, the stretch exquisite, the feeling of being so completely taken overwhelming her.

As Mac began to move, setting a deep, pounding rhythm that shook the bed, Shawn moved to her face. He guided himself back into her mouth, and she accepted him hungrily, the taste of herself on his skin a further intoxicant. She was the center of their universe, the sole focus of their pleasure. Mac’s thrusts grew frantic, his grip on her hips bruising. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her depths.

He pulled out, spent, and Shawn immediately took his place. There was no hesitation. He entered her from behind, his own groan muffled by the headboard slamming against the wall. She was so sensitive, so full of Mac, that every one of Shawn’s strokes was an electric shock of pleasure. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, and the coil in her belly tightened again, impossibly tight.

“I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his pace becoming erratic.

It was the permission she needed. The sight of Zack was gone, replaced only by the feeling of being utterly owned, used, and cherished all at once. Her second orgasm detonated, a silent, seismic wave that clenched around Shawn’s thrusting length. Her vision whited out. Feeling her convulse, he slammed into her one final time, his own release joining Mac’s inside her, a hot, claiming flood.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Shawn pulled out, and Dara collapsed onto her stomach, spent, a sticky warmth leaking onto the sheets beneath her.

Mac tossed a thick wad of cash onto the pillow beside her head. The rustle of the bills was a cold, hard reality check.

She lay there, the scent of sex and sweat thick in the air, the feel of them still imprinted on and inside her. A Joker’s cum is inside me. The danger was absolute. If anyone found out… But beneath the terror, a treacherous, thrilling warmth spread through her. She had enjoyed it. God, she had loved it.

Shawn looked down at her, his expression unreadable. “So? You wanna do it again sometime?”

Dara hesitated, her mind a riot of consequences and remembered pleasure. She looked at the money, then back at their expectant faces. “Okay,” she whispered.

16 - A WIFE’S REVENGE
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The cool condensation on the highball glass felt good against Jazzy’s palm. She took a slow sip of the vodka tonic, the bitter liquid a stark contrast to the saccharine lie her life had become. Just this afternoon, she’d found the texts on her husband’s phone. So many texts. Pictures. The girl—no, the woman, though a solid fifteen years her junior—was all toned limbs and a bright, easy smile. The proof was a cold stone in her gut, but the anger… the anger was a living, breathing thing.

It demanded a response.

Her little black dress was a weapon she hadn’t unsheathed in years. It hugged every one of her forty-two-year-old curves, the neckline plunging just enough to promise, not reveal. She looked good. And the appreciative glances from men half her age as she’d walked into the dimly lit lounge confirmed it. She wasn’t fading; she was fermenting. And she was about to get deliciously drunk on revenge.

“Can I buy you another one of those?”

The voice was smooth, deeper than she expected. She turned on the barstool to see him. Young. Maybe twenty-eight. Dark hair, eyes that crinkled at the corners when he offered a tentative smile. He was handsome in a way that felt both classic and entirely new.

“That depends,” Jazzy said, her voice a low purr she barely recognized. “What’s your name?”

“Cole.”

“Well, Cole. I’m Jazzy. And yes. You absolutely can.”

He slid onto the stool next to her, ordering their drinks. The flirtation was effortless, a dance she remembered the steps to. His knee brushed against hers under the bar, a jolt of electricity that had nothing to do with her husband and everything to do with the raw, hungry look in Cole’s eyes. He wasn’t just being polite. He was genuinely captivated.

“It’s a bit loud here,” Cole murmured, his lips close to her ear, sending a shiver down her spine. “There’s a booth in the back. A little more… private.”

She let him lead her to the shadowy corner, the vinyl seat sighing as they slid in close together. The space was intimate, the table a thin barrier between their rising heat. He didn’t waste time. His hand came up to cup her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was possessive, hungry. A claiming. Her own hunger answered back, a raw, unfiltered need she’d suppressed for years. She opened for him, her tongue meeting his, tasting the whiskey on his breath. One of his hands slid from her face down her neck, his thumb tracing her collarbone before dipping lower, skimming the top of her breast above her dress.

She gasped into his mouth.

Encouraged, his other hand disappeared beneath the table. His fingers trailed up her thigh, the sheer stockings a whisper under his touch. Higher. His fingertips found the bare skin of her inner thigh and she jerked, a bolt of pure sensation shooting straight to her core. She was already wet, aching with a need that felt both vengeful and entirely, wonderfully her own.

His fingers didn’t ask. They stroked, a firm, knowing pressure over the damp silk of her panties. Oh god. Her head fell back against the booth as he pressed the heel of his hand against her, creating a perfect, maddening friction. She could feel the eyes of the other patrons, could hear the murmur of conversations, and it only made the secret thrill more intense. This was her revenge, playing out in real time, a private performance for an audience of one—herself.

“You’re so wet,” he breathed against her neck, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties, sliding beneath.

He found her center, slick and hot. One finger, sliding into her with an ease that made her moan. Then two, curling inside her, stretching her, finding a rhythm that had her hips lifting off the seat to meet his thrusts. His thumb circled her clit, and she saw stars behind her eyelids, her breath coming in sharp, silent gasps. This stranger’s hand was giving her more pleasure in a dank bar booth than her husband had in their king-sized bed in a decade.

“I live around the corner,” Cole said, his voice ragged with his own desire. “Come home with me.”

She just nodded, her body making the decision for her.

His apartment was a masculine space, all clean lines and dark wood. He didn’t turn on the main light, just a lamp in the living room that cast long shadows as he led her straight to the bedroom. The door clicked shut, sealing them in a new world.

Without a word, her eyes locked on his, Jazzy reached for his belt. The buckle opened with a sharp clink. The button of his jeans. The rasp of the zipper. She reached into the opening of his boxers and wrapped her fingers around him.

Her breath caught. He was thick, heavyset, and already rock hard. So much bigger than her cheating husband. The comparison was a victory, a wave of vengeful satisfaction so potent it made her dizzy. She sank to her knees on the plush carpet, looking up at Cole.

She took him into her mouth slowly, savoring the salt-and-musk taste of him, the way his stomach muscles clenched under her palms. She swirled her tongue around the broad head, then took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. A groan, deep and guttural, ripped from his throat. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, just holding on.

Yes. Her phone was in her clutch on the floor. She grabbed it, never breaking rhythm, her other hand working the base of his shaft. The camera flash illuminated the dark room. Click. A picture of her, eyes locked on the lens, his impressive length filling her mouth. Click. Another, a close-up. Perfect. Proof. A weapon.

She rose, a new power thrumming through her veins. She reached behind her back, found the zipper of her dress, and let it fall to the floor in a puddle of black silk. She stepped out of it, standing before him in just her black lace bra, stockings, and heels. His gaze was a physical touch, hot and ravenous.

She fell back onto his bed, the comforter cool against her bare skin. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside. Then she spread her legs for him, letting him see all of her.

“This is how I like it,” she whispered, her voice husky.

She brought her fingers to her slick folds, circling her clit with two fingers, showing him the pace, the pressure. She slipped two fingers inside herself, moaning at the stretch, her back arching off the bed. Watch me. See what you’re missing.

He was on her in an instant, replacing her hand with his mouth. His tongue was relentless, lapping at her, sucking her clit into the heat of his mouth. He drove her higher, faster than she’d ever gone, his hands gripping her hips, holding her in place as she bucked against his face. The orgasm crashed over her, a seismic, blinding wave that tore a raw scream from her throat.

Before she could even come down, he was moving up her body, positioning himself at her entrance. She guided him in, gasping as he filled her, the stretch exquisite, overwhelming. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. This. This was what she needed.

She rolled him over, climbing on top, needing control. She rode him with a fierce, primal rhythm, her hands braced on his hard chest. She found her phone again. Click. A picture of her astride him, her breasts swaying, her face a mask of ecstasy. Click. His hands on her hips.

“Fuck, Jazzy,” he groaned, his eyes dark with lust.

He flipped her onto her hands and knees with a strength that made her gasp. He entered her from behind, each thrust deeper, harder. The slap of skin on skin echoed in the room. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles. It was too much, it was everything. She came again, a second, sharper climax that clenched around him, her inner muscles milking his length.

With a final, deep grind, he buried himself inside her, his own release pouring into her with a guttural cry. He collapsed beside her, both of them breathing in ragged unison.

She lay there for a single, blissful moment before the mission came rushing back. Her phone was in her hand. She selected the most damning photo—her on her knees, him in her mouth—and attached it to a text to her husband.

The whoosh of the sent message was the most satisfying sound she’d ever heard.

She dressed quickly, the silk of her dress feeling like armor once more. Cole watched her from the bed, a sated, lazy smile on his face.

“I had a really good time, Jazzy.”

“So did I, Cole. Thank you.” She meant it. “We should do this again.”

Stepping out into the cool night air, she felt lighter than she had in years. The stone of betrayal was gone, replaced by a fierce, glowing ember of possibility. She wasn’t just getting revenge. She was getting her life back.

17 - HAILEY’S OFFICE REVENGE
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"You’re married, Hailey. I shouldn’t be doing this," Tim murmured, his breath hot against her ear as his hands slid up her thighs, the fabric of her pencil skirt bunching at her waist.

Hailey’s heart pounded, her body betraying her as she leaned into his touch. "I know," she whispered, her voice trembling. "But I don’t care anymore."

—

It had started innocently enough. Hailey had joined Brickwell Enterprises three months ago, fresh out of a career slump and eager to prove herself. Tim Brickwell, the CEO, was everything she’d expected—arrogant, commanding, and impossibly confident. He had a way of walking into a room that made everyone stop and take notice. His broad shoulders filled out his tailored suits perfectly, and his piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through her.

At first, she’d found him insufferable. He was the kind of man who expected the world to bend to his will, and he made no effort to hide it. But as the weeks went by, she began to notice the little things—the way he’d smile when she cracked a joke in meetings, the way he’d linger by her desk just a little too long, the way his gaze would flicker over her when he thought she wasn’t looking.

It was subtle, but it was there. And it made her stomach twist in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

She’d tried to ignore it. She was married, after all. George was her husband, her partner, the man she’d vowed to spend her life with.

—

But then she’d found the texts.

It had been an accident, really. She’d been looking for a recipe on his phone when the notifications popped up—flirty messages from a woman named Jessica, followed by ones from someone named Lauren, and then another, and another. Her heart had shattered as she scrolled through the evidence of his infidelity.

She’d confronted him that night, her voice shaking with anger and betrayal. He’d tried to deny it at first, but the truth was written all over his face. "It didn’t mean anything," he’d said, his tone dismissive. "It was just… fun."

Fun. The word had echoed in her mind as she’d packed her bags and moved into a hotel. Fun. As if her heartbreak was nothing more than a minor inconvenience.

—

And then there was Tim.

He’d noticed her change in demeanor almost immediately. "You’ve been quiet lately," he’d said one afternoon, leaning against her desk with that infuriating smirk of his. "Everything okay?"

She’d forced a smile. "Just… personal stuff."

He’d studied her for a moment, his gaze intense. "You know, if you ever need to talk…"

She’d brushed him off, but the seed had been planted. And as the days went by, it grew, fed by her anger and her loneliness and the way he looked at her when he thought she wasn’t paying attention.

Today, she’d decided to take control. She’d dressed in a tight black dress that hugged her curves, paired with heels that made her legs look endless. She’d seen the way his eyes had darkened when she walked into the office, the way he’d struggled to keep his composure.

—

And now, here they were, in a seedy motel room on the outskirts of town.

Tim’s hands were everywhere, his touch electric as he kissed her with a hunger that made her head spin. She could feel the hard planes of his chest through his shirt, the way his muscles flexed as he pulled her closer.

"God, you’re beautiful," he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire.

She didn’t respond, too lost in the sensation of his hands on her body, the way he made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years.

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark as he looked at her. "Are you sure about this?"

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. "I’m sure."

That was all the encouragement he needed. He kissed her again, his hands moving to the zipper of her dress. She felt the fabric slide down her body, pooling at her feet as he stepped back to admire her.

"Fuck," he breathed, his gaze raking over her. "You’re even more stunning than I imagined."

She felt a flush of heat spread through her as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head to reveal the sculpted muscles of his chest and abs. Her eyes dropped lower, to the bulge in his pants, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

He stepped closer, his hands sliding around her waist as he kissed her again, his tongue sliding against hers. She could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her, and she moaned softly, her hands moving to his belt.

He let her undo it, his breath hitching as she pushed his pants down, freeing his cock. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around him.

"Hailey," he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth.

She could feel the weight of him on her tongue, the way he filled her mouth as she sucked him, her lips sliding up and down his length. He was big, bigger than she’d expected, and she had to fight the urge to gag as she took him deeper.

"Fuck, that’s good," he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly as she worked him.

She could feel the tension building in him, the way his muscles tightened as he got closer. But then he pulled back, his hands on her shoulders as he lifted her to her feet.

"Turn around," he said, his voice low and commanding.

She obeyed, her heart racing as she bent over, her hands on the edge of the bed. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his voice rough with need.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed into her, filling her completely. She moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move, his hips slamming against hers.

"God, you feel amazing," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her.

She could feel the pleasure building, the way her body responded to him as he thrust into her. And then he reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her ass.

She tensed for a moment, but then she relaxed, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through her. He pushed his finger inside, stretching her as he continued to fuck her.

"Tim," she moaned, her voice trembling as he added a second finger.

"Shh, I’ve got you," he murmured, his voice soothing as he prepared her.

And then he was pressing his cock against her ass, pushing in slowly. She gasped, the sensation overwhelming as he filled her completely.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move.

He pushed her closer to the edge with each thrust. And then she was coming, her body trembling as the orgasm washed over her. He followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he came, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily as they came down from the high. And then he pulled out, turning her around to kiss her deeply.

"I’m glad you were finally ready to cheat on George," he murmured against her lips. "I’ve wanted this for a long time."

She looked up at him, her heart racing. "It’s over with George," she said, her voice steady. "I want to be with you."

He smiled, his eyes dark with promise. "Good. Because I’m not letting you go."

18 - GETTING HER REVENGE BODY
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Bianca stood in front of the full-length mirror in her apartment, her breath hitching as she traced the curves of her body with her fingertips. The reflection staring back at her was soft, round, and undeniably her, but it wasn’t the her she wanted to see. Not anymore. Not after what had happened.

Her heart clenched as the memory of Jeff’s betrayal flooded her mind—the way he’d laughed with her best friend, the way they’d whispered secrets when they thought she wasn’t looking, and the way she’d finally caught them in her own bed.

She clenched her fists, her nails digging into her palms. This isn’t about him, she told herself, but deep down, she knew it was. She wanted him to see what he’d lost. She wanted to make him regret it.

With a deep breath, she grabbed her phone and scrolled through the fitness app she’d downloaded the night before. Her eyes landed on a profile—Colby, a personal trainer with a chiseled jawline, piercing blue eyes, and a smile that could melt butter. His bio boasted years of experience helping clients transform their bodies, and his reviews were glowing. She hesitated for only a moment before hitting the “Book Now” button.

—

Two days later, Bianca found herself standing in the middle of a brightly lit gym, her stomach churning with nerves. She tugged at the hem of her workout tank top, self-conscious about how it clung to her curves. What if he thinks I’m too big? she thought, her cheeks flushing. But before she could spiral further, a deep, smooth voice cut through her thoughts.

“Bianca?”

She turned, and there he was. Colby. Tall, muscular, and even more handsome in person. His blue eyes scanned her face, and a warm smile spread across his lips. “You ready to get started?”

She nodded, her throat suddenly dry. “Yeah. I mean, yes. Ready.”

He chuckled, the sound low and reassuring. “Good. Let’s start with some basics.”

The next hour was a blur of stretching, squats, and lunges. Colby was patient but firm, guiding her through each movement with a steady hand. His fingers brushed against her waist as he corrected her posture, and Bianca felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her. She glanced at him, but his expression was focused, professional. It’s just part of the job, she told herself, trying to ignore the way her body reacted to his touch.

By the time they finished, Bianca was drenched in sweat, her muscles trembling. Colby handed her a water bottle, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiled. “You did great. Seriously. You’ve got potential.”

She flushed, taking a sip of water to hide her grin. “Thanks. I, uh, I really needed this.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “You wanna talk about it?”

She hesitated, then shook her head. “Not really. Just… life stuff.”

He nodded, understanding flickering in his eyes. “Alright. But if you ever want to vent, I’m a good listener. In the meantime, how about we schedule our next session? I’ve got some specialized equipment at my place. It’s more private, and we can really push you.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Your place?”

He grinned. “Yeah. Don’t worry, I’m not a creep. Promise.”

She laughed despite herself. “Okay. That sounds… good.”

—

Two days later, Bianca pulled up to Colby’s house, her stomach aflutter. She smoothed her hands over her workout leggings, took a deep breath, and rang the doorbell. He answered almost immediately, dressed in a tight black tank top and shorts that left little to the imagination. His biceps flexed as he leaned against the doorframe, a playful smirk on his lips.

“Hey, Bianca. Let’s get to work.”

The session was intense. Colby pushed her harder than he had at the gym, guiding her through a series of exercises that left her gasping for breath. His hands were everywhere—on her shoulders, her hips, her thighs—and each touch sent a spark of heat through her. She tried to focus, but it was impossible not to notice the way his eyes lingered on her curves, the way his breath hitched when their bodies brushed.

“You’re doing amazing,” he murmured, his voice low and husky as he helped her out of the bench press.

She flushed, her chest heaving. “Thanks. You’re… a really good trainer.”

He chuckled, his eyes darkening. “Glad you think so.”

As they moved to the next exercise, Colby’s hand lingered on her waist a moment longer than necessary. Bianca’s heart raced, and she glanced at him, her breath catching at the intensity in his gaze. For a moment, neither of them moved. Then, slowly, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, tentative kiss.

Bianca froze, her mind racing. This is wrong, she thought, but her body betrayed her, leaning into him as the kiss deepened. His hands slid down her back, pulling her closer, and she melted against him, her hands tangling in his hair.

When they finally broke apart, Bianca was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. Colby’s eyes searched hers, his voice rough with desire. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

She swallowed, her body trembling with anticipation. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t hesitate. His lips crashed against hers again, hungry and demanding, as he lifted her into his arms and carried her toward the bedroom. Bianca’s mind was a whirlwind of sensations—his hands on her skin, his mouth on her neck, the heat of his body pressing against hers. He laid her gently on the bed, his eyes raking over her figure as he slowly peeled off her clothes.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion as he revealed her curvy body.

She shivered under his gaze, her insecurities melting away as he lowered his head to her chest, his lips capturing one of her nipples. She gasped, her back arching as he sucked and teased, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peak. His hand found its way between her thighs, stroking her through her soaked panties until she was trembling with need.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice barely a whisper.

Colby didn’t make her wait. He stripped off his clothes, his erection straining against his briefs, and Bianca’s breath hitched at the sight of him. He was every bit as perfect as she’d imagined. He climbed onto the bed, his body hovering over hers as he kissed her deeply, his hand trailing down her stomach to her core.

He slid his fingers inside her, curling them just right, and Bianca moaned, her hips bucking against his hand. “You’re so wet,” he growled, his breath hot against her neck. “I need to taste you.”

Before she could respond, he was between her legs, his tongue lapping at her folds with a hunger that made her dizzy. She tangled her fingers in his hair, her moans growing louder as he teased her clit, his tongue working her into a frenzy. When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body shuddering with pleasure.

Colby didn’t give her time to recover. He kissed her again, his lips tasting of her, and positioned himself at her entrance. “You ready?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

She nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. He slid into her slowly, inch by agonizing inch, and Bianca moaned, her nails digging into his back. He filled her completely, his thickness stretching her in the best way possible. He began to move, his hips grinding against hers, and Bianca lost herself in the rhythm, her moans mingling with his.

Bianca felt the pleasure building with each thrust. Finally, Colby pushed her over the edge. Her eyes rolled back as she climaxed, her fingers gripping the sheets. Colby kept going, drawing out the satisfaction until they were completely exhausted. They flopped to the bed, a tangle of limbs.

“Did you like that?” Colby asked, pulling Bianca closer.

Bianca could only nod, her body still humming with pleasure.

Not only had Bianca improved her fitness, but she’d also found a new lover. After Jeff’s infidelity, she never thought she’d find love again. But during her quest to get her revenge body, she’d realized that Jeff’s opinion didn’t matter anyway.

Bianca gave Colby a kiss. “You know, I’m really glad I met you,” she whispered.

19 - GETTING EVEN
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Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge Part 1: A Boyfriend’s Betrayal by Brandi Moore:

I drove through the darkened city streets with no particular destination, the images of Kaleigh and Brett playing on loop in my mind. I was emotionally lost, devastated by the betrayal. My boyfriend and my best friend, the two people who I should have been able to trust, had deceived me.

I’d already confronted Brett, emptying his stash of emergency cash before storming out of the apartment. Now, I needed to talk to Kaleigh.

Her apartment wasn’t far, and the drive felt like a blur. My mind raced, replaying the scene over and over. How long had this been going on? Was it just this once? Or had they been sneaking around behind my back for months? My hands tightened around the steering wheel. I needed to know.

When I pulled into the parking lot, I wasted no time. I practically sprinted to her door, my heart pounding in my chest. I knocked, hard and fast, my breath coming in short, uneven gasps. The door swung open, but it wasn’t Kaleigh standing there.

It was Nick.

Kaleigh’s boyfriend. Tall, muscular, with that rugged handsomeness that always made me glance twice. His dark hair was tousled, and he was wearing a loose tank top that showed off his sculpted arms. He looked surprised to see me, his brows furrowing as he took in my disheveled state.

“Danica?” he asked, his voice laced with concern. “Are you okay?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. Instead, I pushed past him, stepping into the apartment. My eyes darted around the room, searching for Kaleigh, but she wasn’t there. The place was quiet, save for the faint hum of the TV in the background.

“She’s not here,” Nick said, closing the door behind me. “What’s going on? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I turned to face him, my chest heaving as I tried to find the words. How do you even start this conversation? I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone, my fingers trembling as I unlocked it and pulled up the video. I handed it to him without a word.

He took it, his eyes narrowing as he stared at the screen. I watched his expression change, the color draining from his face as the realization hit him. His jaw clenched, and for a moment, he didn’t say anything. He just stood there, frozen, his grip tightening on the phone.

“Kaleigh and Brett,” he finally said, his voice low and strained. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

I shook my head, tears welling up in my eyes. “I wish I was.”

He handed the phone back to me, running a hand through his hair as he let out a bitter laugh. “Unbelievable. I knew something was off with her lately, but I never…” He trailed off, shaking his head. “What the hell are we supposed to do now?”

I wiped at my tears, a strange sense of determination washing over me. “We get even.”

Nick looked at me, his brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

I met his gaze, a small smile playing on my lips. “We make them regret ever betraying us. Let them see how it feels.”

A slow grin spread across his face, his eyes lighting up with a mix of anger and something else. Something darker. “I like the way you think.”

Before I could react, he closed the distance between us, his hands cupping my face as he leaned in. His lips met mine in a heated kiss, the taste of him flooding my senses. I didn’t pull away. Instead, I kissed him back, my hands tangling in his hair as the passion between us ignited.

His hands slid down to my waist, pulling me closer as his tongue explored my mouth. I could feel the heat radiating off his body, his muscles tense and ready. He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged as he looked down at me.

“You’re sure about this?” he asked, his voice husky.

I didn’t hesitate. “Positive.”

His lips crashed into mine again, this time more urgent. His hands fumbled with the buttons of my dress, pulling it down over my shoulders until it pooled at my feet. I stood there in just my bra and panties, feeling a rush of adrenaline as his eyes raked over my body.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” he murmured, his hands sliding up my sides.

I reached for my phone, my fingers trembling slightly as I unlocked it and opened the camera app. “Let’s make them regret everything.”

Nick smirked, his hands sliding to my hips as he knelt in front of me. His lips brushed against the thin fabric of my panties, sending a shiver up my spine. I held the phone steady, filming as he hooked his fingers into the waistband and pulled them down, exposing me to him.

His breath was warm against my skin, and then his tongue was on me, licking and teasing in all the right places. I moaned, my free hand tangling in his hair as he worked me over. The camera captured every detail—the way his tongue swirled around my clit, the way his lips sucked and nibbled. It was intoxicating, and I couldn’t help but let out a breathy gasp.

“Nick…” I whispered, my voice shaky.

He didn’t stop. Instead, he intensified his efforts, his tongue plunging deeper as his fingers slipped inside me. My legs trembled, and I had to lean back against the wall for support. The pleasure was overwhelming, and I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“I’m gonna cum,” I warned, my voice barely above a whisper.

He didn’t let up. His tongue worked in tandem with his fingers, pushing me over the edge. My body convulsed as the orgasm ripped through me, my moans echoing through the apartment. I panted, trying to catch my breath as Nick stood up, a satisfied grin on his face.

“Your turn,” I said, my voice husky as I handed him the phone.

He took it, his eyes dark with desire as he guided me to the couch. I bent over, my hands gripping the back as he positioned himself behind me. I could feel the tip of his cock pressing against me, and I let out a soft moan as he slid inside.

He started slow, his thrusts deep and deliberate. The camera captured every moment—the way his cock disappeared inside me, the way my body moved with his. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with my breathy moans and his low growls.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his pace quickening.

I couldn’t respond. My mind was too consumed with the pleasure coursing through me. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me back onto him with each thrust. I could feel myself getting close again, the tension building in my core.

“I’m gonna cum,” I whimpered, my nails digging into the couch.

“Do it,” he growled, his hips slamming into me.

The orgasm hit me hard, my body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over me. Nick followed shortly after, his cock pulsing inside me as he filled me with his cum. We both collapsed onto the couch, breathing heavily as the high slowly faded.

After a few moments, Nick handed me the phone, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Think they’ll like the video?”

I grinned, leaning over to press a kiss to his lips. 

I couldn’t wait to see the look on Brett and Kaleigh’s faces when they found out what we’d done. I hit send, texting the video to their phones. We could only wait for Kaleigh and Brett’s reactions.

But now, I had to make some important decisions. I couldn’t go back to the apartment I’d shared with Brett—not after the way he’d hurt me. After I said goodbye to Nick, I sat in my car, plotting my next move. Where would I go from here?

20 - PAID FOR SEX BY HER DAUGHTER’S HUSBAND

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Cheating / Sex Work / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

Pete’s suburban house was like all the others on the street: manicured lawn, two-car garage, a solemn dignity that felt both inviting and judgmental. He answered the door himself, and a jolt, sharp and unexpected, went through her. He was handsome. Not in the polished, corporate-client way she was used to, but with a rugged, easy confidence that made her breath catch.

“Jada? Right on time. Come in.” His smile was easy, his eyes appraising, and he handed her the envelope without ceremony. She slipped it into her bag, the transaction complete before she’d even stepped fully inside. Efficient, she thought, a professional appreciation cutting through her usual detached numbness.

After her divorce, Jada had fallen on hard times. Her kids blamed her for the split, and she hadn’t talked to them in years. She was all alone with nowhere to turn when she lost her job. She’d reluctantly turned to sex work to make ends meet. But she had to admit, the money was good, and she enjoyed the freedom. And it was nice to know that men still found her attractive, even though she was nearly fifty-years old.

Pete led her through a tastefully decorated living room and into a master bedroom. It was then, as her eyes adjusted to the softer light, that she saw it. On the dresser, framed in silver, was a wedding photo. Her heart didn’t just skip a beat; it stalled, seized by an icy vice. The beaming bride, her hair in an elaborate updo, her smile radiant and full of a future she believed in, was Anna. Her daughter. And the groom, looking younger but unmistakable, was Pete.

The air vanished from the room. Her professional composure shattered. “That… that photo,” she whispered, her heart racing. “You’re married?”

Pete followed her gaze, and a low, easy laugh rumbled in his chest. “Yeah, that’s the wife. Don’t tell me you’ve never seen a wedding photo before, honey. I know the deal.”

“No,” Jada insisted, her voice gaining a panicked strength. “You don’t understand. Anna. She’s my daughter.” She turned to leave, her body moving on a primal instinct of flight, but his hand was on her arm, gentle but firm.

He didn’t look shocked. He looked… intrigued. A dark, hungry spark ignited in his eyes. “Is that right?” he murmured, his thumb stroking her forearm. “Well, I’ll be damned.” He didn’t let go. Instead, he stepped closer, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I don’t care. Honestly… it just makes this a whole lot hotter.” He reached into his wallet, pulled out another thick stack of bills, and placed it on top of her clutch. “Let’s not waste the opportunity. The price just doubled.”

Jada stared at the money. It was more than she made in a week. It was rent. It was freedom from another maxed-out credit card. Her mind screamed, a chaotic whirlwind of morality and maternal failure. But beneath the shock, a treacherous, long-dormant heat began to uncoil in her belly. The sheer audacity of it. The taboo. The power. Anna had broken her heart when she cut off contact. And now, here was Jada’s revenge, served up by her own son-in-law and wrapped in hundred-dollar bills.

Her hesitation crumbled. She gave a slow, deliberate nod. “Okay.”

A predatory grin spread across Pete’s face. “I knew you’d see it my way.”

Her fingers, which felt numb moments before, now moved with a new purpose. She unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet. She stood before him in just a black lace bra and matching panties, her body—toned from a desperate need to feel desirable again—on full display. His gaze was a physical touch, hot and approving.

“Damn, Anna never told me her mom was this fucking hot,” he breathed, closing the distance.

He didn’t kiss her mouth. His hands went to her breasts, cupping them through the lace before expertly unhooking the bra. It fell away, and his mouth was on her immediately, his tongue circling one nipple while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. A sharp, sweet gasp escaped her. This is wrong, this is so wrong, her mind chanted, but her body arched into his mouth, begging for more. The betrayal was a potent aphrodisiac, fueling a fire she’d thought was ash.

He sank to his knees, his hands hooking into the sides of her panties and pulling them down her legs. He kissed the inside of her thigh, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her soft skin. Then his tongue found her core, and Jada’s head fell back. He licked her with a focused intensity, a man who knew exactly what he was doing. He flattened his tongue against her clit, applying a perfect, steady pressure that made her knees buckle. He held her up, his strong arms around her thighs, as he devoured her. Her moans were not performances; they were raw, involuntary sounds ripped from a place of deep, forgotten pleasure.

“You taste incredible,” he growled against her, the vibration pushing her closer to the edge.

He stood, finally shedding his own clothes, and her eyes widened. He was thick, and hard, and beautifully built. Without a word, she took him in her hand, guiding him to her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the salt and musk of him, before taking him deep. She used every skill she’d learned, every trick that made men lose their minds, and Pete was no different. His groans were his approval, his hands tangling in her hair.

“Enough,” he finally gasped, pulling her up and onto the bed.

He positioned himself between her legs, and with one powerful, deep thrust, he was inside her. She cried out, the fullness a shock and a relief. He set a punishing, rhythmic pace from the start, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. This is your husband, Anna, a wicked part of her mind sang. I’ll hurt you, like you hurt me.

“You like that?” he grunted, his eyes locked on hers. “You like how your son-in-law fucks?”

“Yes,” she moaned, the admission freeing her entirely. “God, yes.”

He shifted, his voice a dark promise. “I want to take your ass, Jada.”

A fresh wave of dizzying taboo washed over her. She’d never… but for him, in this moment, she would. She rolled over, presenting herself to him on her hands and knees. She heard the cap of a lube bottle snap open, felt the cool gel on her most forbidden place. He pressed against her entrance, and she held her breath.

“Relax for me,” he whispered, and then he was pushing in, slowly, inexorably, stretching her in a way that was almost painful before transforming into a mind-blowing fullness.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something frantic and desperate. The slap of his skin against hers was the only sound in the room besides their ragged breathing. She felt her climax building again, a tidal wave of sensation fueled by depravity and a shocking, genuine ecstasy. When it crashed over her, it was violent, her body clenching around him, milking his length as she screamed into the comforter. His own release followed, a guttural roar as he emptied himself deep inside her.

They collapsed, a mess of sweat and spent passion. Silence descended, heavy and profound. Jada slowly got up, her body humming, her mind reeling. She dressed with trembling hands, avoiding the wedding photo, unable to look at Pete.

He watched her, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “I want to see you again.”

She paused, her hand on the doorknob. The part of her that was a mother, a woman with a conscience, screamed no. But the part of her that was alive, desired, powerful, and finally, thrillingly free, won out. She had enjoyed it. She had loved every sinful, degrading, liberating second of it.

She glanced back at him, her professional mask sliding back into place, though now it felt like a different person entirely behind it. “You have my number.”
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