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1 - A BASKETBALL WIFE’S BETRAYAL
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The roar of the victory party was a dull thrum in Sarah’s veins, a familiar soundtrack to her life. She moved through the sprawling modern living room with the practiced ease of a seasoned hostess, refilling bowls of gourmet chips, offering chilled bottles of local craft beer to Matt’s enormous teammates. She was the perfect basketball wife, her smile as polished as the hardwood floors.

Her husband, Matt, the night’s hero after sinking a game-winning three-pointer, held court by the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline. He clapped a friend on the back, his laugh booming, but his eyes slid right over her as she passed. Again. Lately, it felt like she was just another piece of expensive furniture in their perfect, sterile life.

A presence materialized at her side. “Need a hand with that, Sarah?”

Justin. Matt’s teammate, the power forward known for his aggressive plays and, according to locker room gossip whispered in her ear at other parties, his equally aggressive conquests. He took the tray of empty bottles from her hands, his fingers brushing against hers. A jolt, sudden and electric, shot up her arm.

“I’ve got it,” she said, her voice a little tighter than she intended.

“I know you do.” His voice was a low, intimate murmur meant only for her. He didn’t move away. His gaze was intense, tracing the line of her neck, dipping to the modest V of her silk blouse. “Just looking for an excuse to talk to you. You’re the real MVP tonight. This party is incredible.”

She felt a flush creep up her chest. “It’s just chips and beer, Justin.”

“It’s the way you do it. The way you are.” He leaned in closer, the scent of his cologne—something dark and spicy—cutting through the smell of beer and sweat. “Matt’s a lucky man. Doesn’t seem to remember that lately, though, does he?”

Her breath hitched. It was as if he’d reached into her mind and pulled out her deepest, most private insecurity. She took a half-step back, the wall cool against her back. “You shouldn’t say that.”

“Why not? It’s true.” His smile was dangerous, knowing. “I watch you at every game. Sitting there, so supportive, so beautiful. A man should appreciate what he has.”

Before she could form a reply, Matt stumbled over, slinging a heavy arm around Justin’s neck. “There you are! Great shot earlier,” he slurred, his words thick with alcohol. He didn’t even look at Sarah.

Justin just grinned, clapping Matt on the back. “Just complimenting the hostess on her spread, man. Killer game tonight.”

The moment was broken, but the charge of it lingered on Sarah’s skin for the next hour as Matt drank himself into a stupor, finally passing out, fully clothed, in a leather armchair, his head lolled back, snoring softly. The party began to wind down, a few teammates slapping Justin on the shoulder on their way out, throwing a “Get him to bed, Sarah!” her way.

And then, they were almost alone. Just the low hum of the dishwasher, the soft snores from the chair, and the tense, crackling silence between her and Justin.

He didn’t say a word. He just looked at her from across the room, his expression unreadable. Then, he started toward her. Each step was deliberate. Predatory. Her heart began to hammer against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of panic and something else, something hot and urgent she hadn’t felt in years.

He stopped inches from her. She could feel the heat radiating from his body. “He’s not going to wake up,” Justin murmured, his voice rough.

This was the line. The point of no return. She looked at Matt, a monument to neglect, then back at Justin, a promise of pure, uncomplicated desire. The last thread of her resistance snapped.

“No,” she whispered, the word tasting like both a sin and a salvation. “He’s not.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across his face. He didn’t ask. He simply took her hand, his grip firm and sure, and led her down the hall to the master bedroom. He closed the door, and the click of the lock was the loudest sound she’d ever heard.

In the dim light, he turned to her. His hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. Then his mouth was on hers. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. Hard and hungry, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting of beer and want. She kissed him back with a desperation that shocked her, her hands fisting in his shirt.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I’ve wanted to do that since the first time I saw you.”

His hands went to the buttons of her blouse, popping them open one by one with frustrating slowness. He pushed the silk from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His knuckles grazed the swell of her breast above her lace bra, and a sharp gasp escaped her lips. He knelt before her, his hands on her hips, his lips following a torturously slow path down her stomach. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her trousers and her panties, dragging them down her legs in one fluid motion.

She stood before him, completely bare, her skin pebbling in the cool air. His gaze was like a physical touch, heating her everywhere it landed. “So fucking perfect,” he growled, the words vibrating against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh.

He lifted her leg over his shoulder, burying his face between her legs without hesitation. His tongue was a flat, hot stroke against her core, and her knees nearly buckled. Oh god. It was nothing like she was used to. This was not perfunctory. This was worship. He licked and sucked, exploring every fold, finding a rhythm that had her grasping at his hair, her hips rising off the bed to meet his mouth. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, and her world dissolved into a white-hot pinpoint of sensation. A cry was torn from her throat as she climaxed, shuddering violently around his fingers.

He stood, stripping off his own clothes, and her eyes went wide. Matt was well-endowed, but Justin… Justin was built. Thick and long and veined, he was fully erect, and the sight of him sent a fresh pulse of liquid heat through her.

She didn’t wait for him to guide her. She pushed him onto the edge of the bed and knelt between his legs. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum there. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that went straight to her core. She took him deeper, her hands gripping his thighs, using her lips and tongue until his hips began to piston upward.

“Enough,” he rasped, pulling her up. He laid her back on the bed, covering her body with his. He positioned himself at her entrance, and with one powerful, relentless thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that made her see stars.

He didn’t start slow. He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the very beginning, each drive of his hips hitting a spot deep inside her that Matt had never once found. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper, meeting each thrust with a grind of her own. The bed slammed against the wall in a steady, rhythmic crash.

“Quiet, baby,” he breathed into her ear, his own voice strained. “Wouldn’t want to wake up your husband.”

The illicit thrill of it, the danger, made her clench around him tighter. He groaned, low and appreciative. He rolled them over, letting her ride him, her hands braced on the hard planes of his chest. The new angle was even more intense. She rocked against him, her head thrown back, chasing another climax that was building, coiling tight in her belly.

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

She obeyed instantly, getting on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, and his hands gripped her hips. When he entered her this time, it was even deeper, the penetration so profound it stole the air from her lungs. He fucked her with a raw, animalistic hunger, each thrust a masterpiece of carnal physics. She buried her face in the duvet to stifle her screams, the fabric muffling the sounds of their slick, frantic coupling.

She felt him tense, his rhythm becoming erratic. “I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his fingers digging into her flesh.

It was all she needed to shatter. Her second orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming vortex of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own release. She felt him pulse inside her, a hot, claiming rush, his own groan a harsh sound in the quiet room.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He collapsed beside her, and the reality of what they’d just done came crashing down. Guilt, cold and sharp, lanced through her. She thought about the man sleeping down the hall, then about the man whose sweat now cooled on her skin.

Justin rolled out of bed and started pulling on his clothes, his movements efficient, calm. As if he hadn’t just shattered her world and put it back together all wrong.

“I should get going,” he said, his voice now casual, detached.

She nodded, her throat tight, and began to dress with trembling hands. The silk of her blouse felt like a lie against her skin. She followed him out of the room, the ghost of his touch still burning between her legs. The guilt was a heavy stone in her stomach, but beneath it, a new, terrifying hunger was already beginning to stir. She couldn’t believe what she had just done.

But as she walked Justin to the door, she knew with a terrifying, thrilling certainty that she wanted more.

2 - A PRISON PENPAL AFFAIR
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“Tell me you want this, Jackie. Tell me this is what you’ve been dreaming about.”

His voice was a low, gravelly rumble against her neck, a sound she had only ever heard through the tinny speaker of a prison phone. Now it vibrated through her entire body, real and overwhelming.

God, yes, she thought, but her voice was trapped in her throat, choked by a decade of guilt and a single, electrifying bolt of desire. Instead, she grabbed the rough fabric of his shirt and crushed her mouth to his again, her answer a silent, desperate prayer.

—

It had started with a letter. A lark, really. Something to distract her from the icy silence that had settled over her home like a permanent frost. Damien, her husband of ten years, had become a ghost in his own house, his presence marked only by the slam of his office door and the cold criticism he served with dinner.

“Another burnt offering, Jackie? Trying to poison me and collect the insurance?”

She’d found the pen pal program online, a hollow attempt to feel like she was doing something good for someone else, to feel a connection, any connection that didn’t leave her feeling small and worthless. Mark’s profile picture showed a man with tired eyes that still held a spark, a sharp jaw clenched not in anger, but in what she later learned was resolve.

Their first letters were cautious. Hers were filled with sanitized complaints about a “difficult roommate.” His were grateful, witty, and astonishingly self-aware. He never made excuses for where he was, only spoke of the books he was reading and the man he was trying to become.

The phone calls came later, once he’d earned the privilege. Their first conversation lasted fifteen minutes. He asked about her. Not the curated version she presented to the world, but her. What music made her cry? What did she dream about when she was a little girl? He listened, truly listened, in a way Damien had stopped doing years ago.

Months melted away, measured not in days but in the growing pile of letters hidden in a shoebox at the back of her closet and the illicit, heart-pounding minutes on the phone she took in the grocery store parking lot. She fell in love with his mind, his patience, his rough-hewn honesty. And today, the day of his release, she had told Damien she was visiting a sick aunt, her heart hammering against her ribs as the lie slid so easily from her tongue.

—

Now, in this dim, anonymous room that smelled of bleach and dust, the fantasy was flesh and blood. Mark’s hands, calloused and strong, framed her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks as he deepened the kiss. It wasn’t gentle or questioning. It was possessive, a claiming of something that had been promised through a thousand written words.

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes searching hers. “Jackie,” he breathed, her name a sacred word on his lips. His fingers went to the buttons of her blouse, fumbling slightly. The simple, human clumsiness of it shattered her last remnant of hesitation.

“Let me,” she whispered, her own fingers joining his, until the pale blue silk fell open. He pushed it from her shoulders, his gaze dropping to her lace-clad breasts. A low groan escaped him.

“So much more beautiful than I ever imagined.”

He buried his face in the valley between her breasts, his hot breath searing through the lace. He hooked his fingers in the straps of her bra and peeled it down, his mouth finding one taut, desperate nipple. His tongue swirled around the peak, a slow, torturous circle before he drew it deep into the warmth of his mouth, suckling hard.

A sharp cry tore from her. Her knees buckled, but he held her upright, his arm a solid band around her waist. The sensation was unbearable, a direct line of pure, aching pleasure that shot straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. He worshipped her breasts, lavishing each one with equal attention until she was writhing, her nails digging into his shoulders.

He dropped to his knees before her, his hands sliding down her sides to the waistband of her pencil skirt. He unzipped it with a sharp tug, letting it pool at her feet. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her panties and stockings, dragging them down in one smooth, devastating motion until she stood bare before him, exposed in the murky light.

He didn’t just look. He devoured her with his eyes, his hands running up the outside of her trembling thighs. “Perfect,” he growled. “Fucking perfect.”

He pulled her towards him, his mouth finding the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. He nipped, he soothed with his tongue, moving inexorably closer to the heat that was now a throbbing, desperate ache. And then his tongue was on her, a flat, broad stroke that parted her folds and tasted her deeply.

Jackie’s head fell back, a long, guttural moan echoing in the small room. He held her hips firm, anchoring her as his tongue began a relentless, expert assault. He licked and probed, finding her most sensitive spot and circling it with a precision that felt clairvoyant. He knew her body better than she did, it seemed, as if he’d memorized a map from her breathy descriptions over the phone.

“Right there, Mark… oh God, don’t stop…”

Her words were a broken mantra. The guilt was there, a faint, shrill alarm at the edge of her consciousness—Damien’s face, their sterile home, the vows she was grinding into the motel carpet. But it was drowned out by the roaring tide of sensation. This wasn’t just sex; it was liberation. Each flick of his tongue was a word from his letters, each suckle a promise he’d made. She was coming apart under the ministry of his mouth, her orgasm building like a storm.

Just as she was about to shatter, he pulled away, leaving her gasping and empty. He rose, his own breathing ragged. He unbuttoned his jeans, the sound of the zipper deafening. He pushed them down, and his cock sprang free, thick and hard and veined, standing proudly from a thatch of dark hair.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. The sight of him, finally, after all the whispered descriptions, fanned the flames inside her into an inferno. She sank to her own knees, taking him in her hand. He was silk over steel, hot and heavy. She leaned forward and took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the sensitive tip, tasting the salty pre-cum there.

He cursed, a raw, shattered sound. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, as she took him deeper. She worked him with her mouth, her hand stroking what she couldn’t take, losing herself in the power she had to make this strong man groan and tremble.

“I need to be inside you, Jackie,” he rasped, pulling her to her feet. “Now.”

He guided her to the edge of the bed. She climbed onto the faded comforter and straddled him, lowering herself onto his aching hardness in one slow, exquisite slide. They both cried out as he filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fit. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, feeling the full, unbelievable reality of him.

Then she began to move.

Her hips found a rhythm, a slow, rolling grind that made him groan her name. She rode him, her hands braced on his chest, her head thrown back. The pleasure was all-consuming, a tight, coiling tension building deep within her with every rise and fall. She could feel his eyes on her, watching the sway of her breasts, the ecstasy on her face, and it only fueled her.

“Harder,” he gritted out, his hands grabbing her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh. He thrust up to meet her, changing the angle, hitting a spot that made her see stars.

“Oh, fuck,” she screamed, the vulgarity feeling divine on her tongue.

He rolled her over onto her back in one powerful motion, never breaking their connection. He drove into her, again and again, each thrust a punctuation mark to their story. The slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her high-pitched whimpers—it was the only music that mattered. He hooked her leg over his arm, plunging even deeper, and she shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around him like a fist.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, his own release a hot, pulsing flood as he cried out her name into the sweaty crook of her neck.

They collapsed together, a tangled, breathless mess of limbs. The room was silent except for the sounds of their slowing breath and the distant hum of traffic. The world, with all its complications, began to seep back in through the cracks in the blinds.

Jackie lay in the crook of his arm, her head on his chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of his heart. The guilt was gone, burned away in the fire they’d just stoked. There was only a vast, certain clarity.

She traced a circle on his skin. “I’m leaving him, Mark.”

He went still beneath her. “What?”

She lifted her head to look at him, her eyes clear and unwavering. “I’m leaving Damien. This… you… this is real. I want a life. With you.”

A slow, brilliant smile spread across his face, the first true, unguarded one she’d ever seen. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” she whispered, the words a vow. “We can start over. We can build something new.”

He pulled her closer, his embrace fierce and full of promise. “Then we will,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “Starting right now.”

But as he held her, his eyes drifted over her shoulder, fixed on the dark, blank screen of the motel television. A faint, unreadable shadow flickered across his face, there and gone in an instant, a silent counterpoint to her hopeful certainty.

3 - SUBMITTING TO SIR CHARLES
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The glow of Charles’s monitor was a siren’s call. From her cubicle, Katherine could just see the corner of his screen, and the distinct, stark black-and-white design of a forum she knew all too well. Vertias. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of recognition and panic. She’d spent countless nights scrolling through that site, a secret window hidden among her mundane browser tabs, a private world where she didn’t have to be Katherine, the devoted wife. She could just be… herself.

That night, home alone, the pull was irresistible. Her fingers flew across the keyboard, accessing her own long-dormant account, her husband’s soft snoring from the bedroom a distant, guilty echo. She searched his username, the one she’d glimpsed on his screen: SirCharles. Her breath hitched. His posts were prolific, articulate, and devastatingly dominant. He wrote about the profound trust of power exchange, the artistry of sensation, the craving for a submissive who truly yearned to serve. It was everything she’d ever fantasized about and everything her marriage lacked.

She messaged him. A simple, tentative greeting from a new anonymous account. SeekingGuidance.

The conversations that followed were a revelation. Online, she could voice her deepest, most shameful desires. She confessed her hunger for the bite of a crop, the humiliation of a command, the exquisite surrender of handing over control. He was sharp, perceptive, and gloriously demanding. He drew her fantasies out of her, one by one, until she felt known in a way she never had before.

The next day at the office, the air was thick with unspoken words. She waited until the bullpen was nearly empty, her palms slick with sweat. She walked to his office door, leaned against the frame.

“I rather enjoyed our chat last night, Sir Charles,” she said, her voice barely a whisper.

He looked up from his paperwork, his sharp blue eyes widening for a fraction of a second before a slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “SeekingGuidance, I presume. This is… an interesting development.”

—

The club was all dark wood and low lighting, a world of whispered negotiations and the soft, percussive sound of impact play. Charles’s hand was a brand on the small of her back, guiding her through the labyrinthine halls to a private room. The door clicked shut, sealing them in a sanctuary of their own making.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice dropping into the register she’d only ever read in his posts. It was not a request.

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the floor. Her skirt followed, then her bra, her panties. She stood before him, completely bare, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin. His gaze was a physical touch, scanning every inch of her, assessing, approving.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. He unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss. He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free his erection. He was thick and hard, already glistening at the tip. “On your knees.”

She sank down, the plush carpet soft beneath her. She took him in her hand first, feeling the weight of him, the heat. She leaned forward, her tongue tracing the veined length before taking the head into her mouth. She swirled her tongue, tasting his saltiness, and he groaned, a low, rich sound that vibrated through her.

His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, setting a slow, deep rhythm. “That’s it. Take me. All of me.”

She relaxed her throat, letting him slide deeper, each thrust a surrender. Her own need was a throbbing pulse between her legs, a desperate, wet ache. She was lost in the act, in the submission, in the pure, carnal service of it.

He pulled himself from her mouth with a wet pop. “Turn around. Bend over the bench. Hands on the other side.” She obeyed, her body humming with anticipation. The leather of the padded bench was cool against her stomach and breasts.

She heard the whisper of leather through air a moment before the first strike landed. Crack. A line of pure, bright fire bloomed across her ass. She gasped, her fingers gripping the far edge of the bench. Crack. Another, lower this time, the pain melting instantly into a deep, radiating heat. Each strike was a punctuation mark in a sentence of pleasure, driving every other thought from her mind. There was only the sting, the ache, and his approving murmur.

The strikes ceased. She heard the click of a cap, then the cold, slick press of lubricant against her most forbidden entrance. She tensed for a second, a lifetime of inhibition rising up, but his hand smoothed over the warmed skin of her ass.

“Relax,” he soothed. The pressure returned, insistent and gradual. The silicone bulb of the plug stretched her, a delicious, full feeling that made her moan into the leather bench. He pushed it home, and the feeling of being filled, claimed, was utterly intoxicating.

His fingers found her pussy then, sliding through her slickness with an appreciative groan. “So wet. So ready for me.” He circled her clit, once, twice, a teasing promise, before plunging two fingers inside her. She cried out, rocking back against his hand, the dual sensations of being filled in both holes overwhelming her.

He withdrew his fingers. She felt the blunt, hot head of his cock press against her entrance. He gripped her hips. “Mine,” he growled, and drove into her in one smooth, powerful thrust.

She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy. He filled her completely, the plug in her ass making every movement of his cock inside her pussy feel more intense, more exquisite. He set a brutal, perfect pace, each slam of his hips jolting through her. Her world narrowed to this room, to this man, to this fucking. The slap of skin on skin, their guttural moans, the scent of sex and leather—it was all there was.

She could feel her climax coiling deep within her, a taut wire about to snap. “Please,” she begged, the word torn from her. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” he ordered, his voice strained with his own impending release.

It was the command she needed. The orgasm shattered her, wave after wave of convulsing pleasure wracking her body. Her internal muscles clenched around his cock in a frantic, rhythmic pulse, milking him, pulling him over the edge with her.

With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, insistent rush of his release flood her. He held himself there, pulsing inside her, his body slumped over hers.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, he slowly pulled out. He gently removed the plug, the sensation a strange, empty echo. He delivered one last, stinging slap to her well-marked ass, a possessive punctuation.

He turned her around, his hands cupping her face. Her body was trembling, boneless, and utterly spent.

“You did incredibly well,” he said, his thumb stroking her cheek. His gaze was intense, serious. “I’d like to keep seeing you. Regularly.”

Katherine’s mind, fogged with endorphins and pleasure, suddenly cleared. Her marriage. Her husband sleeping peacefully at home. The life she was supposed to want. It all crashed down on her.

But the memory of his cock inside her, the feel of the whip, the sheer rightness of his command, was a far more powerful force.

She looked into his eyes, her voice hoarse but certain. “Yes.”

4 - SEDUCING THE PROFESSOR’S SON

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

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.

5 - 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.”

6 - 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.

7 - THE DOCTOR’S AFFAIR

MF / Cheating / Kissing / Masturbation / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“God, Rhonda… you feel…”

The words were a ragged prayer against her neck, his breath hot and desperate. Her own moan was a raw, unfiltered thing, torn from a place inside her she’d forgotten existed. The cheap motel room air was thick with the scent of their sweat and sex, the scratchy comforter beneath her a stark contrast to the smooth, hard planes of Jason’s chest.

—

It had started hours earlier, in the sterile, fluorescent glow of the ICU.

Their fingers had brushed while adjusting the lead lines on a patient’s monitor. A simple, clinical accident. But the jolt that shot up Rhonda’s arm was anything but clinical. It was lightning. She’d snapped her hand back as if burned, her eyes flying to his. His gaze, usually so focused and professional, held a mirror of her own shock, a flicker of something hot and forbidden.

The tension built throughout the long shift, a silent, screaming thing between them as they moved around each other, their professional masks firmly in place. It was only after the patient was stabilized, only after the hushed quiet of the nursing station enveloped them, that he finally broke.

“I’m leaving, Rhonda. Took a position at St. Luke’s.”

Her heart plummeted. “Oh. That’s… that’s great, Jason. Congratulations.”

He shook his head, his voice dropping to a low, intense whisper. “No. It’s not. It’s running. Because every day I stand next to you, I want to touch you. I want to…” He ran a hand through his hair, the gesture uncharacteristically agitated. “I’m in love with you. And it’s wrong. I have a wife. You have a husband. So I have to go.”

The confession hung in the air, immense and terrifying. Her own carefully constructed walls crumbled. “I feel it, too,” she breathed, the admission feeling both like a betrayal and a liberation. “Maybe it’s better if you leave.”

He’d stepped closer then, the space between them electric. “Is it?” His hand came up, his thumb brushing her lower lip. It was the lightest touch, but it shattered her completely. And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claim. A deep, hungry devouring that tasted of coffee and pent-up years of longing. Her hands fisted in his scrubs, pulling him closer, her professional composure evaporating. When they broke apart, gasping, his eyes were dark with a need that matched her own.

“I need to make love to you,” he whispered, his forehead resting against hers. “Just once. Please.”

She didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

—

The motel was his idea. Anonymous. A place where no one would know the dedicated nurse or the respected doctor. The door had barely clicked shut behind them before he had her pinned against it, his mouth finding hers again while his hands roamed her body, mapping the curves he’d only ever imagined through her uniform.

He peeled her blue scrubs off with a reverence that made her shiver, each brush of his fingertips against her skin a new electric shock. He knelt, worshiping her with his mouth, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down her stomach, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of her plain cotton panties. He drew them down her legs slowly, his eyes never leaving hers, and the intensity in his gaze made her feel more exposed and desired than she had in a decade.

He carried her to the bed, laying her back on the stiff covers. “I’ve dreamed of this,” he murmured, his voice husky. “Of seeing you like this.”

A boldness she didn’t recognize in herself took over. Holding his smoldering gaze, she let her legs fall open. She brought her hand down, her fingers sliding through her own wetness, a soft gasp escaping her lips at the contact. Oh god. She was so ready for him. She circled her clit, her hips giving a slight, involuntary lift, a silent show just for him. Look what you do to me.

A guttural sound ripped from his throat. He fumbled with his own clothes, shoving his trousers and boxers down just enough to free his erection. He was thick and hard, and he wrapped his fist around himself, stroking slowly as he watched her touch herself. The sight of him, this powerful man brought to such a raw state by watching her, sent a fresh wave of desperate heat through her.

She sat up, pushing his hand away. “Let me.”

She lowered her mouth to him, her tongue tasting the single, salty bead of moisture at his tip. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, swirling her tongue around his length, savoring the weight and texture of him, the way his hips jerked faintly with her rhythm. Mine. Just for right now, he’s mine.

“I can’t wait,” he finally gasped, pulling her up. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He laid her back and positioned himself at her entrance. The first push was exquisite, a slow, stretching, filling sensation that made her cry out. He was so much more than her husband, Nick. He filled a void she hadn't even let herself acknowledge. He stilled, buried to the hilt, his face a mask of agonized pleasure. “Rhonda…”

Then he began to move. A slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more frantic, more primal. Her nails dug into his back as he drove into her, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. The room filled with the sounds of their bodies meeting, their ragged breaths, her broken pleas for more, harder, yes, right there.

She climbed on top, needing control, needing to take all of him. She rode him with a ferocity that shocked her, her head thrown back, her breasts bouncing with the motion. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, his eyes dark and fixed on where their bodies joined. The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, unbearable and urgent.

He flipped her onto her hands and knees, entering her from behind with one powerful thrust. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. His hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he pounded into her. It was too much. The dual sensations, the sheer illicit thrill of it all, sent her shattering over the edge. A raw, screaming orgasm ripped through her, her inner muscles clenching around him like a vice.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep thrust and a guttural cry, he spilled into her, his body shuddering violently against hers.

They collapsed onto the sweaty sheets, a tangled, breathless heap of limbs. He pulled her close, his heartbeat a wild drum against her back. The guilt arrived instantly, a cold, sharp knife twisting in her gut. My husband. His wife. What have we done?

But curled against Jason’s body, feeling the possessive weight of his arm around her, it felt more right than anything had in years.

“It can’t be just once,” Jason whispered into her hair, his voice firm, resolute. “I can’t let this be once. I’m going to leave her.”

The words should have terrified her. Instead, a fierce, hopeful thrill shot through her. She turned in his arms to face him, seeing her own desperate longing reflected in his eyes.

“I’ll leave Nick,” she heard herself say, the decision crystalizing in the post-coital haze. It wasn’t a question. It was a promise.

8 - A NEW LIFE WITH ROB
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“I can’t do this. You’re married, Gina.”

The words hung in the motel room’s stale air, sharp and final. Rob turned away from her, running a hand through his dark hair, his broad shoulders tense. The cheap floral bedspread seemed to mock the gravity of the moment.

Gina’s heart hammered against her ribs. This is it. He’s going to walk out. The thought was a physical pain, a sudden, hollow ache worse than all the lonely nights on her couch while Caleb stared at his phone.

“He doesn’t see me,” she whispered, the confession torn from a place deep inside she’d sealed shut years ago. “I’m just… furniture in his life. But you… you listened. You made me feel…” She struggled for the word, the one that had kept her typing late into the night. “Important.”

The silence stretched. A car door slammed somewhere in the parking lot.

Rob turned back. His eyes, usually warm with laughter as they bantered about demi-glace and the perfect sear on a scallop, were now dark and searching. “So what are you doing here, then? If you’re so unhappy, why are you still with him?”

The question wasn’t an accusation anymore. It was an invitation. A challenge.

“I’m… scared,” she admitted.

“Don’t be,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, sure rumble. He closed the distance between them, his hand coming up to cradle her jaw. His thumb stroked her cheek, a touch so unlike Caleb’s absent-minded pats. This was intentional. Devouring. “Be sure. Be here. With me.”

—

It started innocently enough.

Gina had always been an avid cook. Looking for new recipes, she made an account on a food forum. After posting her famous meatloaf, she got a message from Rob, an accomplished chef. This sounds delicious. Can’t wait to try it myself. One message turned into two, and soon they were communicating daily.

Gina could talk to Rob. Really talk. He understood her in a way that Caleb never would. A romance blossomed, but Gina was holding back something. She couldn’t tell Rob she was married. She was terrified he’d stop talking to her. But when he wanted to meet in person, she could no longer hide the truth.

—

Now, they were in a seedy motel room. Gina had confessed everything, her heart racing. And Rob was still here.

She surged forward, crushing her mouth to his.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was weeks of pent-up desire and stolen fantasies unleashed. It was salt and need and the faint, clean taste of the mint he’d popped in his mouth before she arrived. His lips were demanding, his tongue exploring her mouth with a possessiveness that made her knees weak. Her hands fisted in the soft cotton of his shirt, pulling him closer, desperate to erase any space between them.

This. This was what had been missing. Not just the sex, but the wanting. The feeling of being truly, desperately desired.

His hands were everywhere, mapping the curve of her spine, cupping her backside, pulling her hips flush against his. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection even through their clothes, a promise of what was to come. A shiver of pure, undiluted anticipation raced through her.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes were blown black with lust. “I need to see you. All of you.”

His fingers went to the button of her jeans, undoing it with a quick, practiced flick. He pushed them down her hips, along with her panties, his knuckles brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. The air, once stale, now felt electric against her newly bared skin. He knelt, helping her step out of the tangled fabric, his gaze hot and focused on the thatch of curls at the junction of her thighs.

Then he stood and made quick work of his own clothes. He shoved his pants and boxer briefs down in one fluid motion.

Gina’s breath hitched. Oh, God.

He was… more than she had imagined. Thick and long and already glistening at the tip. A primal thrill, mixed with a flutter of nervousness, coiled low in her belly. Without a word, driven by a hunger she no longer recognized in herself, she sank to her knees on the scratchy motel carpet.

She looked up at him, her eyes locking with his as she took him in her hand. He was velvety steel, hot and heavy against her palm. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the single bead of moisture at his tip. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through her.

Encouraged, she took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the weight of him on her tongue. She swirled her tongue around the head, then dipped lower, taking more of him until her lips met her fist. His hands tangled in her hair, not pushing, just holding, grounding himself as she began to move. Up and down, her head bobbing, her world narrowing to the taste of him, the sound of his ragged breathing, the way his thighs trembled.

“Gina… fuck,” he rasped. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

He gently pulled her to her feet, his kiss feverish now. He tore at her blouse, buttons pinging against the lamp on the nightstand. He unhooked her bra and tossed it aside. His mouth found her breast, his tongue circling her nipple before drawing it deep. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure that made her cry out and arch her back, pressing herself further into his mouth. He suckled hard, nipping and laving until she was writhing against him, her fingers clawing at his shoulders.

He laid her back on the bed, the garish bedspread rough against her bare skin. He didn’t join her yet. Instead, he hooked his hands under her knees, pushing her legs up and apart, opening her completely to his gaze. She felt exposed, wanton, and more aroused than she could ever remember.

He lowered his mouth to her.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her jolt. The second made her moan. He feasted on her as if she were the most exquisite dish he’d ever prepared, his tongue licking and probing with an expert’s knowledge. He found her most sensitive spot and focused there, a relentless, delicious pressure that had her hips lifting off the bed, seeking more. She was drowning in sensation, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter inside her. Right there, don’t stop, oh God, right there…

Just as she felt she might splinter, he rose above her, his body a welcome weight. He reached down, guiding himself to her entrance. The broad head of his penis pressed against her, and for a heart-stopping moment, he just held there, letting her feel the immense pressure.

Then he pushed inside.

It was a slow, stretching, exquisite invasion. She was so wet, so ready for him, but he was so big. She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as he filled her completely, every inch. He stilled, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness.

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

She opened her eyes. The intensity in his gaze was almost too much to bear.

He began to move. A slow, deep withdrawal followed by a powerful, driving thrust that rocked her whole body. Each stroke was a claim. He set a punishing rhythm, each snap of his hips hitting a spot deep within her that made her see stars. The sounds in the room were obscene and beautiful: the slap of skin on skin, their ragged moans, the creak of the cheap box spring.

“You feel… incredible,” he grunted, his pace increasing. “So tight. So fucking perfect.”

She could only nod, her ability to form words gone, replaced by a crescendo of pure feeling. The tension he’d built with his mouth was coiling again, tighter, hotter, ready to break. He sensed it, changing his angle slightly, driving into her with even more purpose.

“Come for me, Gina,” he growled against her ear. “Let go. I want to feel you come on my cock.”

It was the permission, the raw command in his voice, that shattered her. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, blinding wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his length as she cried out, her body bowing off the bed.

Feeling her climax, his own control broke. With a final, deep, possessive thrust, he buried himself inside her and groaned her name, his own release pulsing into her in hot, endless waves.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor. They lay like that for long minutes, slick with sweat, hearts pounding against each other, the air thick with the scent of sex and spent passion.

He eventually rolled to the side, pulling her with him, tucking her against his chest. His fingers traced idle patterns on her arm.

“I’m going to leave him,” she whispered into the silence, the words clear and sure now. The decision felt inevitable, born in the aftermath of the most powerful connection she’d ever felt.

Rob kissed her forehead, his arms tightening around her. “Good. I can’t wait to start our life.”

9 - CHEATING WITH THE NEIGHBOR
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“Just say yes, Aimee.”

Greg’s voice was a low hum in the dim motel room, his breath warm against her lips. His thumb traced the line of her jaw, a touch so unlike Nathan’s—not a demand, but a question.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the one thought screaming in her mind: I’m a married woman. But the words that came out were a shaky whisper. “Okay.”

That single word was the match. Greg’s mouth was on hers instantly, not with the rushed, perfunctory pecks she’d grown used to, but with a slow, devastating possessiveness. His kiss was an exploration, a rediscovery of a territory he’d been dreaming of for months. His tongue swept into her mouth, and she tasted the faint, sweet hint of the wine from dinner and something uniquely, intoxicatingly him.

—

It had started hours earlier, standing at her own mailbox. Nathan had forgotten to take the trash out—again—and the argument had been brewing all morning.

Greg had been unloading groceries next door. He’d seen her frustrated tears, the way she angrily swiped them away. He didn’t offer empty platitudes. He just said, “He’s a fool, Aimee. You deserve to be looked at like you’re the only woman in the world.”

Then, to her surprise, he’d asked her out on a date.

Dinner had been a revelation. At a small Italian place across town where no one knew them, Greg listened. He asked about her art, her thoughts, her dreams Nathan had long since dismissed as frivolous. He made her laugh, a real, belly-deep laugh she hadn’t felt in years. With every shared joke, every moment of easy silence, the chasm in her own marriage yawned wider, deeper. Greg saw her. Nathan just saw the wife who was supposed to be there.

—

Now, in this room that smelled of cheap air freshener and possibility, Greg was unraveling her. His hands were under her blouse, cool against the feverish skin of her back. He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with a want that made her knees weak. “I need to see you. All of you.”

He undressed her with a reverence that felt sacred. Each button of her blouse was a tiny unveiling, followed by the soft press of his lips to the newly exposed skin—her collarbone, the swell of her breast above her lace bra. When he finally slipped the straps down her arms and her breasts fell free, he didn’t just grab them. He knelt before her, his hands gentle on her waist as he took one taut nipple into his mouth.

Ah, god. Her head fell back. Nathan was rough, direct. Greg was… worshipful. His tongue swirled and teased, his teeth grazing with just the right amount of pressure to make her gasp and fist her hands in his hair. He lavished the same attention on her other breast while his hands worked her skirt down her hips until it pooled at her feet. He kissed a trail down her quivering stomach, his fingers hooking into the sides of her panties.

He looked up at her, his gaze searing. “So perfect.”

He drew her panties down her legs, and she stepped out of them, standing completely bare before him for the first time. The air was cool on her heated skin, but his gaze was warmer. He rose, shedding his own clothes with an efficiency that stole her breath. And then she saw him. All of him. He was thick and hard and magnificently erect, his size a promise of the fullness to come.

He guided her back onto the faded floral bedspread, the fabric rough against her back. He settled between her legs, but didn’t enter her. Instead, he lowered his head.

The first slow, flat stroke of his tongue up her center made her cry out. It was so different. Where Nathan’s efforts were clumsy and brief, Greg’s were intentional, masterful. He held her hips down gently as he feasted on her, his tongue circling her clit with maddening precision before delving deep inside her.

The sensations built like a symphony, each lick and suck a new note of pure, undiluted pleasure. She was writhing, bucking against his mouth, her breaths coming in ragged sobs. “Greg… I’m… I’m going to…”

He didn’t stop. He drove her right over the edge, his name a broken prayer on her lips as she shattered, waves of bliss crashing through her so violently she saw stars behind her eyelids.

Before she could even come down, she pushed at his shoulders, a new, raw hunger taking over. She needed to taste him. She guided him onto his back and straddled his hips, leaning down to take his length into her mouth.

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pure ecstasy. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the velvety head, taking him as deep as she could, reveling in the way his body tensed and his hands gripped the sheets. The power was intoxicating.

“Enough,” he finally rasped, his voice strained. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He didn’t have to ask twice. She rose above him, positioning herself, and sank down onto him in one slow, breathtaking glide. They both cried out. He filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fullness that was almost too much to bear. For a moment, she just sat there, impaled, adjusting to the glorious feel of him.

Then she began to move.

Rising up until just the tip remained inside him, then plunging back down, setting a rhythm that was all her own. His hands gripped her hips, his eyes locked on where their bodies joined. “Look at you… fucking yourself on my cock. You’re incredible.”

The crude, passionate words sent another jolt of desire through her. She rode him harder, faster, her own pleasure coiling tight again. He suddenly flipped them over, pinning her to the mattress without ever slipping out of her. The new angle was deeper, more primal. He drove into her, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see white.

“Turn over,” he growled into her ear.

She did, eagerly, getting on her hands and knees. He kneeled behind her, his hands on her hips, and entered her from behind. This was animalistic, raw. The slap of skin on skin filled the room. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

It was too much. The pressure broke, and she came again, her inner muscles clenching around him in violent spasms. Her cry of release triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust, he groaned her name, his own climax pulsing into her, his body shuddering against hers.

They collapsed together onto the mattress, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs. He gathered her against his chest, his heartbeat a wild rhythm against her back. The silence was heavy, filled only with their slowing breaths.

The confusion she’d held at bay came rushing back. The guilt. The sheer, terrifying magnitude of what she’d just done. But beneath it all was a crystal-clear certainty: she had never, ever felt this wanted. This satisfied.

She turned in his arms to face him. “Greg… I… I need some time.”

He brushed a damp strand of hair from her cheek, his touch infinitely gentle. “I’m not going anywhere, Aimee. I’ll wait for you for as long as you need.”

10 - A BARGAIN WITH THE WARDEN
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The phone receiver felt cold and heavy in Carrie’s hand, a stark contrast to the feverish heat of her own skin. Albert’s voice, usually so confident, was a thin, reedy thing scratched out over the prison line.

“They’re gonna hurt me, Carrie. Seriously. I owe them… it’s bad. You gotta do something.”

His fear was a palpable thing, snaking through the wire and coiling tight around her heart. Each desperate word was a hammer blow to her resolve. She promised him, her voice trembling, that she would fix it. She had to.

The county jail was a monolithic slab of concrete and despair. Every echoing click of her heels on the polished floor sounded like a countdown. She was shown into an office that was too large, too opulent for the building that contained it. Warden Jeff Andrews sat behind a vast oak desk, a man carved from the same stern material as the institution he ran. He didn’t stand when she entered, just watched her with a cool, assessing gaze as she poured out her concerns about Albert.

A low, dismissive laugh rumbled in his chest. “Albert Smith? That little weasel? It’s his own fault he’s in there. Plays with fire, gets burned.” He leaned back, his eyes roaming over her body, from her anxious eyes down to the way her hands clenched in her lap. “A woman like you… you shouldn’t be wasting your tears on a jailbird. You need a real man.”

Carrie’s face flushed with a mix of indignation and a strange, unwanted thrill at his blatant appraisal. “I just need him to be safe.”

Andrews steepled his fingers. “Safety is a commodity here. It can be purchased.” He let the silence hang, thick and heavy. “I can make his problems disappear. His debt. The threats. All of it.”

Hope, sharp and painful, lanced through her. “How?”

A slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “You submit to me. Right here, right now. You do exactly as I say, and I give you my word your boyfriend will have a peaceful stay. He’ll never know.”

The air left her lungs. Betrayal. The word screamed in her mind. This is a betrayal. But Albert’s terrified voice echoed, drowning it out. He’ll never know. And he’ll be safe. The logic was perverse, undeniable. Her choice was already made the moment she walked in. She gave a single, jerky nod.

“I agree,” she whispered, the words tasting like ash.

“Good girl.” The praise felt like a brand. “Now. Take off your clothes. Let me see what I’m buying.”

Her fingers were clumsy, shaking as she unbuttoned her blouse. The air in the room felt cool against her newly exposed skin. She let the garment fall to the floor, followed by her skirt, her bra, her panties. Soon, she stood completely bare before him, her arms crossed over her chest in a feeble attempt at modesty.

He rose from his chair, a mountain of authority and intent. He unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. He was big, thick and veined, already fully hard. Her mouth went dry. He grasped her firmly by the shoulders and guided her down until her knees pressed into the rough industrial carpet.

“Open,” he commanded, his voice a low growl.

She parted her lips, and he guided himself inside. The first touch of him on her tongue was a shock, smooth and salty. He let her set a timid rhythm for a moment before his hands came up to frame her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. He took control, his hips pumping slowly, then deeper, faster. She relaxed her throat, letting him slide deeper, the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat making her eyes water. A guttural sound escaped her, half-gag, half-moan. The loss of control was terrifying and, to her shock, intensely arousing.

He pulled back, her lips making a soft pop as he slid out. He quickly cleared a space on his desk, sweeping a ledger and a pen set onto the floor with a clatter. “Up. On the desk. On your back.”

She obeyed, the cold wood a shock against her heated skin. She lay back, her legs dangling over the edge, completely exposed to him. He unbuttoned his shirt, his eyes dark with hunger as he looked down at her. He produced a small, sleek black vibrator from a drawer, clicking it on. A low hum filled the air.

He didn’t touch her with it immediately. He just held it close, letting the vibration tease the air millimeters from her clit. A desperate whimper escaped her. “Please…”

“Please, what?” he murmured, tracing lazy circles in the air. “Tell me what you want, you pretty little slut.”

The dirty word sent a jolt straight through her core. “Please… touch me.”

He finally pressed the humming device against her, and her back arched clear off the desk. A cry was torn from her throat as the intense vibrations erupted through her entire body, a direct line to every nerve ending. He circled her clit with expert precision, watching her come undone. Just as she was teetering on the edge, he pulled it away, leaving her gasping and empty.

He replaced the vibrator with his mouth.

His tongue was flat and hot and ruthless. He licked a broad stripe through her slick folds before zeroing in on her clit, sucking it gently, then flicking it with the very tip of his tongue. Carrie’s hands flew to his head, not to push him away, but to hold on as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She was moaning openly now, past caring about anything but the incredible things his mouth was doing.

He rose up, positioning himself at her entrance. He pushed inside her with one smooth, devastating thrust that stole the breath from her lungs. She was so wet, so ready, that he slid in to the hilt in one go. A choked cry, part surprise, part overwhelming ecstasy, escaped her.

He fucked her with a powerful, relentless rhythm, each stroke hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. He grabbed her ankles, hooking them over his shoulders, tilting her hips and plunging even deeper. The change in angle was exquisite. She could feel every inch of him, stretching her, filling her completely. Her moans became shrill, pleading sounds. Her orgasm built, a tight coil of pleasure deep in her belly, and then snapped. It ripped through her, a convulsive, mind-blanking wave of sensation that made her scream his name as her body clenched around his cock.

Before she could even come down, he was pulling out, helping her shaky legs off his shoulders. “Turn over. Bend over the desk.”

Her body, pliant and buzzing, obeyed. She bent forward, her cheek pressed against the cool wood, her hips raised. She felt his thumb, slick with her own arousal, circle her other entrance. He pressed against the tight ring of muscle, and she gasped, her whole body tensing.

“Relax,” he commanded, and she heard the squirt of a lubricant bottle.

The cold gel was a shock, followed by the slow, insistent pressure of his thumb working it into her. Then it was replaced by the broad head of his cock. He pressed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion. There was a sharp, stinging pinch of pain that melted almost instantly into a feeling of being so full, so completely possessed. He began to move, short, careful strokes at first, then longer, deeper ones.

The friction was incredible, a different, darker pleasure than before. It felt forbidden. Each thrust sent jolts of pure, unadulterated sensation through her. She was moaning into the desktop, pushing back against him, meeting his rhythm. Another orgasm, unexpected and seismic, began to build from the depths of her core, fed by the filthy, thrilling reality of what was happening. It crashed over her with stunning force, her internal muscles clamping down on him in violent, pulsing waves.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural groan, he drove into her as deep as he could, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her with hot, pulsing jets.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. He pulled out, and she felt the messy, warm trickle of their combined release. He smoothed a hand over her back, almost tenderly.

“You have my word,” he said, his voice rough but steady. “Albert will be perfectly safe.”

Carrie stayed bent over the desk for a second longer, the weight of what she’d done—and the shocking, undeniable intensity of her own pleasure—settling over her. “Thank you,” she breathed, the words feeling utterly inadequate.

She dressed slowly, her body humming, every movement a reminder. She didn’t look at him as she left, closing the heavy office door behind her. The guilt was there, a sharp, acidic knot in her stomach. But beneath it, a treacherous, thrilling heat still simmered. She had done it for Albert. It was for Albert. But as she walked down the sterile corridor, her legs still weak, she had to admit to herself that a part of her, a deep, hidden part, had enjoyed every single, sinful second of it.

11 - FORBIDDEN ATTRACTION IN PARIS

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

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

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

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

—

This is how it began.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She answered by lifting her hips, taking him in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hannah and Gabriel rushed to put on their clothes.

“We’ll be down in a minute,” Hannah hollered, her mind spinning with guilty thoughts. She knew it was wrong, yet part of her hoped they could do it again before the trip was over.
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The hum of the ship’s engine was a low, constant vibration beneath Diane’s feet, a feeling that mirrored the restless energy coursing through her. She swirled the amber liquid in her glass, the ice cubes clinking a soft, lonely rhythm. Across the small table, Jack laughed at something the bartender said, his smile so easy, so genuine, that it made her chest ache with a confusing mixture of resentment and desire.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His arms tightened around her. “I know.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Fancy meeting you here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, God… Charlie…”

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

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

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

Jessie nestled against his side, the warmth of his body seeping into hers. The guilt was a dull, distant throb, easily ignored under the overwhelming haze of satisfaction. She couldn’t believe what she had just done. But as his arm tightened around her, she knew with absolute certainty that she wanted more.
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“Wait,” Amanda breathed, her voice a strained whisper against his lips. “We can’t… I’m married.”

Harry’s mouth didn’t leave her skin, his kisses trailing a searing path down her neck. “He’s not here,” he murmured, the words vibrating against her frantic pulse. “We are.”

—

An hour earlier, it had all seemed so harmless.

The newsroom was a tomb, the only light coming from the blue glow of Amanda’s editing screen. Another day, another city council scandal. Her husband, Mark, would be asleep already, his breathing a steady, predictable rhythm she could set her watch to. Predictable. Safe. Dead.

“Long day?”

She jumped. Leaning against her cubicle partition was Harry, the new production assistant. So young. Early twenties, all tousled dark hair and a smile that seemed to light up the room. He’d been at the station for three weeks, a burst of chaotic, infectious energy that made her feel both ancient and oddly seen.

“The longest,” she said, saving her project and stretching. A joint in her back popped. “Just another thrilling episode of municipal politics.”

“Sounds brutal. I’m heading out. A few of us are grabbing a drink at O’Malley’s down the street. You should come.” His gaze was direct, unflinching. It wasn’t an offer to join the group. It was an invitation for her.

The protest was automatic, poised on her tongue. I’m married. I should get home. But the words died before they were born. The empty house, the silent bedside table. What’s the harm? “Just one,” she said, her heart hammering a guilty, thrilling rhythm against her ribs.

There was no “few of us.” The bar was dim, smelled of stale beer and hope. They slid into a cracked vinyl booth, and he didn’t bother with small talk. He asked about her. Not the news, not her job, but what she wanted. What she dreamed about before the dreams got practical. His knee brushed hers under the table and she didn’t move it away. The second whiskey sour went down too easy, liquid courage melting the frost around her inhibitions.

“You’re incredible, you know that?” Harry said, his voice low. “The way you command the studio. It’s all anyone can look at.”

“Flattery will get you nowhere,” she said, but her smile betrayed her.

“I’m not flattering you. I’m stating a fact.” He leaned closer. The space between them crackled. “Your husband is a very lucky man.”

There it was. The line. The moment to shut it down, to reaffirm the boundary, to be the responsible adult.

She looked into his eager, hungry face and leaped over it.

“He doesn’t seem to think so anymore.”

The words hung in the air, a confession and an invitation. Harry’s eyes darkened. He reached out, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric. It had been years since a man had looked at her like that, like she was a feast and he was starving.

—

That’s how they ended up in the doorway of her car in the deserted parking garage, his body pressing her against the cool glass of the window. That’s when she uttered her weak, final protest.

“He’s not here. We are.”

His mouth captured hers again, swallowing her doubt. This kiss wasn’t like the tentative ones from her youth, or the perfunctory pecks from her marriage. This was all heat and hunger and teeth. His hands slid down her back, gripping her hips, pulling her against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection through his trousers, and a bolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through her. Her own hands, seemingly of their own volition, fisted in his shirt.

“My place is a frat house,” he panted against her mouth. “There’s a motel two blocks away.”

She nodded, her mind a roaring static of yes.

The room was exactly what she expected. Faint smell of bleach over something vaguely sour. A garish floral bedspread. But she barely saw it. The door clicked shut and he was on her again, his hands urgent on the buttons of her blouse. The crisp professional fabric gave way, and his mouth found the lace edge of her bra, his tongue tracing the swell of her breast. A low moan escaped her, a sound she barely recognized as her own.

He pulled back, his eyes blazing. “I need to see you. All of you.”

He made quick work of his own clothes, stripping off his shirt to reveal a toned, youthful torso. Then his jeans. His boxers.

Amanda’s breath hitched. Oh, god.

He was… magnificent. Thick and long and already glistening at the tip. Her mouth actually watered, a primal response she thought had been civilized out of her decades ago. My husband… The thought was a ghost, instantly banished by the living, breathing reality in front of her.

She dropped to her knees on the scratchy carpet.

Looking up at him, she took him in her hand first, feeling the weight and heat of him, the silken skin over solid steel. She leaned forward and swiped her tongue across the head, tasting his salt and musk. He groaned, a deep, ragged sound, and tangled his hands in her perfectly styled hair.

That was all the encouragement she needed.

She took him into her mouth, as deep as she could, her lips stretching around his girth. She used her tongue, her hands, everything she had, losing herself in the rhythm and the taste of him.

His hips began to move in a shallow thrust, his groans growing louder. “Amanda… fuck… your mouth is…”

He pulled her up suddenly, kissing her fiercely as he walked her backward toward the bed. He peeled away her skirt, her pantyhose, her bra, his touch frantic and worshipful all at once. He laid her back on the garish spread, his eyes devouring her naked body.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, and she almost believed him.

He didn’t rush. He mapped her with his mouth, kissing her breasts, her stomach, the inside of her thighs. He hovered over her center, his hot breath ghosting over her damp curls. Then his tongue found her.

It was an expert’s touch. Long, slow licks that made her back arch, then focused, circling pressure on her clit that made her cry out. He held her hips down, feasting on her, and the world narrowed to that single, exquisite point of contact. The coiling tension built, tighter and tighter, a spring wound to its breaking point.

“Please,” she begged, though she didn’t know what she was begging for. More. Less. Everything.

He understood. He rose above her, positioning himself. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and he paused, looking into her eyes.

“Do you want this?” he asked, the question raw and necessary.

“Yes.”

He drove into her in one smooth, deep stroke, filling her completely, stretching her in a way she hadn’t felt in a decade. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. He was so big, the sensation bordering on painful for a glorious second before pure pleasure swamped her.

He set a relentless, powerful pace from the start, each thrust shaking the cheap bedframe, knocking the headboard against the wall. Thump. Thump. Thump. The sound was obscene. She loved it. She wrapped her legs around his waist, meeting him thrust for thrust, every nerve ending on fire. She was mindless, just a body chasing a feeling she’d forgotten existed.

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

She obeyed without hesitation, getting on her knees, presenting herself to him. He kneeled behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her from behind, and the new angle was even deeper, more intense. He fucked her with a raw, animalistic power that shattered the last remnants of her control. One of his hands snaked around to her front, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The dual assault, the taboo of it all, the sheer physical perfection of his body driving into hers. The coil snapped. A scream was torn from her throat as her orgasm ripped through her, violent and endless, her inner muscles clenching around him in desperate, rhythmic waves.

Feeling her climax, his own control broke. His thrusts became erratic, brutal. With a guttural roar, he plunged into her one last time, deep, and she felt the hot, pulsing release of his orgasm flooding into her. He collapsed over her back, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged, broken gasps.

In the heavy silence that followed, the guilt descended like a shroud. Mark. My career. This cheap motel. She’d risked everything for twenty minutes of animal passion.

Harry rolled off her, pulling her into his arms. He nuzzled her hair. “That was…”

“I know,” she whispered, the guilt already warring with a deep, humming satisfaction.

He held her tighter. “This stays between us. Our secret.”

Amanda closed her eyes, the image of his body, the feel of him inside her, already burned onto the back of her eyelids. The guilt was real. The fear was paralyzing.

But as she lay in the crook of his arm, listening to his heartbeat slow, she knew with terrifying certainty that she was already addicted. She’d tasted the spark again, and she would burn down her whole life to keep it.

15 - A TABOO HALLOWEEN HOOK UP
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“My brother just left to get more beer.”

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

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

“Karl?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he buried his face between her legs.

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

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

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

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

He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He pushed inside.

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

Then he began to move.

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

“Harder, Richard, please!”

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

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

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

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

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

She nestled closer, breathing in his scent now mixed with her own. “I know,” she murmured against his chest. But as she lay there, feeling the steady, strong beat of his heart against her cheek, she knew it was a lie. The emptiness he left inside her was already aching to be filled again. She wanted more.
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The 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.

18 - 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.”

19 - WHAT HAPPENS IN VEGAS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, god.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then his tongue was on her.

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

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

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

“No,” she breathed. “No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We are definitely doing that again.

20 - A CHEATER EXPOSED?


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She thrust the phone at him. “This.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She wanted to do it again.

21 - A WIFE’S FORBIDDEN SURRENDER

MF / Age Gap / BDSM / Cheating / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The drive home was a blur of streetlights and simmering guilt. Gigi’s body thrummed with a deep, satisfying ache, a secret symphony playing just beneath her skin. Each tender spot on her backside, a reminder of the flogger. The pleasant fullness, a ghost of the plug. The raw, sensitive state between her legs, a testament to how thoroughly Quentin had claimed her. She could still smell him on her skin, a musky, masculine scent she’d tried to scrub away in the motel’s inadequate shower, but which seemed to have seeped into her very pores.

Her husband was already asleep when she slipped into bed, the mattress dipping under her weight. He grunted, rolled over, and began to snore softly. The sound was so familiar, so mundane. It was the soundtrack of her safe, passionless life. Lying there in the dark, the silence was deafening compared to the moans and filthy promises that had filled that shabby room just hours before. She replayed every moment, her body tightening with a fresh wave of desire that made her feel both terrified and exhilarated. This is wrong, a voice chided. You’re a married woman. He’s a decade younger than you. But a louder, more primal voice purred, This is what alive feels like.

Two days later, her phone buzzed on the kitchen counter as she was packing her husband’s lunch. A simple deli sandwich, just the way he liked it. The screen lit up with a message from Quentin. Her heart executed a frantic tap dance against her ribs.

Quentin: The sight of you, bound and begging on that cheap motel comforter, is going to be stuck in my head all week.

She nearly dropped the jar of mayonnaise. She typed, deleted, and typed again, her fingers clumsy.

Gigi: I shouldn’t have done it. I’m too old for you. I’m married.

The reply was immediate.

Quentin: But you did. And you loved it. Your body doesn’t lie, Gigi. I felt how much you loved it.

He was right. She had. Oh God, she had. The memory of his hands on her, the authority in his voice, the sharp sting followed by a bloom of heat—it all coalesced into a throbbing need low in her belly. She was already wet. She glanced at the clock. Her husband wouldn’t be home for hours.

Gigi: It was… intense.

Quentin: It was just the beginning. I want to see you again. Friday night. Same place.

This was the precipice. She could step back, block the number, and return to her neatly ordered world of grocery lists and PTA meetings. Or she could jump. She thought of Quentin’s toned body, the way his eyes darkened with possession when he looked at her, the feel of his cock stretching her, filling her completely. The choice was no choice at all.

Gigi: Okay.

Friday arrived with the sluggishness of a condemned day. She dressed with a nervous energy, choosing plain cotton underwear beneath her sensible slacks, a secret joke only she understood. She told her husband she was meeting an old college friend for drinks, the lie slipping out with a practiced ease that shamed her for a fleeting second. The motel room was identical, but it felt different this time. It felt like hers.

Quentin was already there. He leaned against the dresser, dressed in black jeans and a tight-fitting t-shirt that showcased the lean muscle of his arms and chest. He didn’t smile. His gaze was intense, appraising.

“You came back,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

“I did,” she breathed, her own voice barely a whisper.

“Take off your clothes. I want to see what’s mine.”

The command, so direct, so devoid of the gentle negotiation of her married life, sent a jolt straight to her core. She obeyed, her movements less hesitant than before. Each garment that fell to the floor felt like shedding a layer of her old self. Soon, she stood before him, naked, her skin pebbling in the cool air, her nipples hard and aching.

He pushed off the dresser and closed the distance between them. He didn’t touch her, just circled her slowly, his eyes missing nothing. “You’ve been thinking about this,” he stated.

“Yes,” she admitted, a hot blush spreading across her chest.

“What exactly did you think about?” He stopped behind her, his breath warm on her neck. “Was it the flogger? The way the pain melted into pleasure?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her head tilting to the side almost involuntarily.

“Or was it the plug? The delicious fullness it gave you while I played with your clit?”

“Yes…”

“Or,” he said, his voice dropping even lower as his hands came to rest on her hips, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin there, “was it my cock? The way I fucked you until you couldn’t remember your own name?”

A whimper escaped her lips. “All of it.”

“Good girl.” The praise was like a drug. He turned her to face him, his eyes blazing with a dark fire. “On the bed. On your back.”

She complied, scrambling onto the mattress, her heart hammering. He opened his bag, and this time, he pulled out a set of leather cuffs connected to a spreader bar. Her eyes went wide. He saw her look and gave a slow, wicked smile.

“Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of you.” He secured the cuffs to her ankles, the leather cool and firm against her skin.

Then he gently guided her legs apart, attaching the cuffs to the bar, holding her open and exposed in a way that was utterly, devastatingly vulnerable. A fresh wave of want, hot and slick, soaked her. He then took her wrists, pulling them above her head and cuffing them to the wrought-iron headboard. She was utterly bound, completely at his mercy.

He stood at the foot of the bed, just looking at her. The intensity of his gaze was its own form of touch. She was spread out for him, a feast, and he was a starving man. He finally shed his own clothes, his erection springing free, thick and demanding. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her widely parted legs.

He didn’t enter her. Not yet. He just ran his hands up the insides of her thighs, making her shiver. He leaned down, and his mouth found her core. He didn’t just kiss her; he devoured her. His tongue was a wicked instrument, licking, circling, plunging inside her. He sucked her clit into his mouth, and her back arched off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. The restraints made the sensations more acute, more inescapable. She was trapped in a vortex of pure, undiluted pleasure.

“Please,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Quentin, please.”

He lifted his head, his chin glistening. “Please what?”

“I need you. I need to feel you inside me.”

He moved up her body, his weight settling on her, the head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He was poised there, a delicious, torturous threat. “Who do you belong to right now, Gigi?”

The question shouldn’t have thrilled her. But it did. It absolutely did. “You,” she gasped. “I belong to you.”

With a groan of pure conquest, he thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful stroke. She cried out, the sound one of utter fulfillment. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, each drive hitting a spot deep within her that made her see stars. The bed rocked against the wall, the sound a primal drumbeat to their fucking. She was completely full, completely taken, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure. Her climax built quickly, a terrifying, wonderful pressure.

“I’m going to… I can’t…” she sobbed, her fingers clutching at the restraints.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice gritty with effort.

Her eyes, which had been squeezed shut, flew open. She met his dark, possessive gaze.

“Cum for me,” he growled. “Now.”

The command shattered her. Her orgasm exploded through her, a convulsive, mind-blanking wave of ecstasy that clenched around his thrusting cock like a vise. Her cries were muffled by his mouth crashing down on hers as he followed her over the edge, his own release a hot, pulsing flood inside her.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweating, breathless heap of limbs and leather. After a long moment, he gently unbuckled the cuffs, his hands rubbing feeling back into her wrists and ankles. He pulled her against his side, and she nestled there, listening to the frantic hammering of his heart begin to slow. The silence was comfortable, charged. He finally spoke, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her shoulder.

“Next time,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble in the quiet room, “I think we should try the balcony.”

22 - 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.”

23 - FROM BETRAYAL TO PASSION

MFF / Cheating / Group Sex / Threesome / Best Friends / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Dildo / PIV Sex

The betrayal was a physical ache, a cold stone lodged deep in Jenny’s gut. It had been three days since she’d found the texts, three days of silent tears and a hollowed-out feeling where her heart used to be. Now, Max sat across from her, his face a mask of wretched guilt, his promises to fix it sounding hollow and pathetic.

“There’s nothing you can do,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady, a stark contrast to the turmoil inside. “Nothing.”

His shoulders slumped in defeat. But then, the idea bloomed in her mind, dark and twisted and perfect. It was the only thing that made a shred of sense, the only way to reclaim the power he and Shelby had stolen from her.

“Actually,” she whispered, watching his eyes snap up to meet hers. “There is one thing.”

When Shelby arrived, her eyes were red-rimmed, her hands wringing together. “Jenny, I am so, so sorry. It was a terrible mistake, it meant nothing—”

“I know,” Jenny interrupted, her tone cool. “And you want to fix it? You’ll do anything?”

Shelby nodded, a desperate, jerky motion. “Anything.”

“Good. Both of you. Bedroom. Now.”

The air in the room was thick with tension and unspoken history. Max looked confused, Shelby fearful, but they followed her silent command. Jenny stood before them, the architect of this fragile, dangerous new reality.

“You broke my trust,” she stated, her gaze flicking between them. “You connected behind my back. So now, you’re going to connect in front of me. All of us. Together.”

Shelby’s jaw dropped. Max’s eyes widened. “Jen, are you… are you sure?” he stammered.

“It’s the only way I move past this,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument. She turned to Shelby. “You said anything.”

Shelby swallowed hard, then gave a slow, tentative nod. “Okay. Yes. Anything.”

Jenny stepped forward, closing the distance between her and Shelby. She cupped her best friend’s cheek, seeing the familiar face that had shared secrets and laughter now etched with shame and a flicker of something else—anticipation. Jenny leaned in, her lips meeting Shelby’s in a kiss that was nothing like their playful, drunken experiments in college. This was deliberate. Punishing. Claiming. Shelby’s lips were soft and tasted of mint, and she yielded instantly, a soft whimper escaping her as Jenny’s tongue sought entrance.

As they kissed, Shelby’s hands, trembling slightly, went to the hem of Jenny’s shirt. She peeled it up and over her head, letting it fall to the floor. Her fingers fumbled with the clasp of Jenny’s bra, finally releasing it to bare her breasts to the cool air and Max’s hungry gaze. Jenny broke the kiss and guided Shelby backwards until her knees hit the edge of the bed. She lay back, a queen upon her disordered court, and looked at Max.

“You can start,” she said.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He moved to the bed, his mouth latching onto one of her nipples with a feverish need. His tongue was hot and wet, circling the taut peak before he sucked, hard, sending a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core. She arched her back with a sharp gasp, her fingers tangling in his hair. This was hers. This pleasure was hers to give and to take.

While Max worshipped her breasts, Shelby knelt on the floor at the side of the bed. She placed soft, apologetic kisses along the inside of Jenny’s thigh, her hands gently spreading her legs. Jenny watched her, this woman who had been her sister in all but blood, now bowing at her altar. Then Shelby’s tongue found her.

It was a flat, slow lick from her opening all the way up to her clit, and Jenny’s hips jerked off the bed. Shelby moaned against her, the vibration exquisite, and then dove in with a focused intensity that stole Jenny’s breath. She licked and suckled, her tongue tracing frantic, perfect patterns on Jenny’s most sensitive flesh. Jenny’s head thrashed on the pillow, a string of incoherent praises and curses falling from her lips. She was hurtling toward a climax, the betrayal forgotten, replaced by a blinding, all-consuming physical need.

“The toy,” Jenny panted, pointing a shaky finger toward the nightstand drawer. “Get it. Now.”

Shelby retrieved the sleek silicone dildo, her eyes questioning. Jenny just nodded, spreading her legs wider in invitation. Shelby coated the toy with a squirt of lubricant from the same drawer and, without breaking eye contact, pressed the cool, smooth tip against Jenny’s entrance. She pushed it inside, a slow, delicious invasion that made Jenny cry out. Shelby began to fuck her with it, a steady, rhythmic pumping that filled her perfectly.

Jenny’s eyes were locked on Max, watching him watch them, his hand stroking his own hard length. A sharp, hot spike of jealousy pierced the haze of her pleasure. He was enjoying this. He was enjoying watching Shelby take her. The thought should have enraged her, but instead, it fanned the flames of her arousal higher, hotter. It was a confusing, powerful cocktail of emotions—vengeance, power, and raw, uncut lust.

“Your turn,” Jenny breathed, pulling the toy from herself. “I want to watch you with him.”

Shelby climbed onto the bed, straddling Max’s hips. She guided him inside her, sinking down with a deep, throaty moan that was so genuine it made Jenny’s stomach clench. Jenny watched, mesmerized, as her best friend rode her boyfriend. She saw the bliss on Max’s face, the way his hands gripped Shelby’s hips, and instead of the pain she expected, a new, wicked heat bloomed within her. She had orchestrated this. She was the source of this pleasure.

The sight of them together, moving in a carnal rhythm that was once a secret, was now the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. She needed to be part of it again. Now.

She crawled up the bed, positioning herself over Max’s face. He understood instantly, his hands coming up to grip her thighs as he pulled her down onto his mouth. His tongue delved into her with a newfound fervor, licking away the mixed evidence of her own arousal and Shelby’s attentions. Jenny ground against his face, her eyes closed, lost in the dual sensations of his talented mouth and the rhythmic rocking of the bed from Shelby’s movements.

Then she switched again, moving down his body. She pushed Shelby gently off of him, earning a gasp of surprise, and took Max’s slick, hard cock into her mouth. She could taste it—the distinct, musky-sweet flavor of Shelby’s excitement mingling with his own unique scent. The taste of the betrayal was literal now, on her tongue, and instead of bitterness, she found it intoxicating. She sucked him deeply, her own moans vibrating around his shaft, claiming what was hers and taking back what was taken.

Max groaned, his control snapping. He flipped her onto her back, his weight a familiar and welcome anchor. He drove into her in one powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt inside the wet, welcoming heat that was meant only for him. This was different. This was theirs. He fucked her with a desperate, possessive intensity, each stroke a plea for forgiveness, each one answered by her eager, rising hips. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a frenzy of her own. She was so close, the coil of pleasure tightening to a breaking point.

“I’m yours,” he grunted against her neck, his pace becoming frantic, erratic. “Only yours, Jenny.”

His words were the final key. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of release that clenched around him, milking his own climax from him. She felt him pulse deep inside her, a hot, claiming rush that sent another, smaller aftershock quaking through her body.

They collapsed into a sweaty, panting heap. A moment later, Shelby curled against Jenny’s side, her head on her shoulder, one hand resting on Max’s heaving chest. The three of them were a tangled mess of limbs and spent passion.

Jenny took a deep, shuddering breath, the cold stone of betrayal finally gone, replaced by a warm, sated glow. “Okay,” she whispered into the quiet room. “I think I can move on now.”

Max breathed a sign of relief. “I’m glad we’re okay now.”

But as Jenny thought about it, she realized that she loved Max and she loved Shelby. And she loved having sex with both of them. “From now on, no more secrets, Max. Let’s open our relationship,” she declared.

24 - A HUSBAND’S SECRET DESIRES

MF / BDSM / Public / Blowjob / Cock Worship / Flogging / PIV Sex / Anal

The steering wheel was cold under Diane’s palms, a stark contrast to the hot jealousy coiling in her stomach. Two blocks ahead, her husband Max’s sedan moved with a purpose it never had on their Sunday drives. He’d been distant, his phone always face-down, his kisses quick and perfunctory. Tonight, she’d decided, she would get answers.

He turned into a part of the city she never frequented, finally parking in front of a nondescript, run-down building with a single, faintly glowing red light above a black door. Diane parked a discreet distance away, her heart hammering against her ribs as she watched him stride inside. This was it. The secret. The other woman.

Taking a shaky breath, she got out and followed, pushing the heavy door open.

The sensory overload was instantaneous. The air was thick with the scent of leather, sweat, and something sweetly musky. A low, throbbing bass beat vibrated through the soles of her shoes. Her eyes, wide with disbelief, tried to make sense of the tableau before her. In the dim, crimson-lit space, bodies were intertwined in ways she’d only ever seen in the darkest corners of the internet. A woman, bound to a St. Andrew’s cross, arched her back as a flogger landed on her shoulders with a thwack that was almost drowned out by her guttural moan. Elsewhere, a couple was entangled on a plush couch, her cries of pleasure echoing in the cavernous room.

Diane’s initial shock began to melt, replaced by a strange, unwelcome heat that pooled low in her belly. This was arousal. Raw, unfiltered, and terrifying. She moved through the shadows, her gaze frantically searching for her husband.

And then she saw him.

He was seated on a low, throne-like chair, looking more powerful and confident than she had ever seen him. And at his feet, a woman in black lace was on her knees, her head bowed, pressing reverent kisses to his leather shoes. Worshipping him.

The heat in Diane’s core turned to ice, then back to a raging fire. Without thinking, she stepped out of the shadows. “Max.”

His head snapped up. For a fleeting second, surprise flickered in his eyes, then it was gone, replaced by an unnerving calm. He looked down at the woman. “Give us the room.” The submissive rose without a word and slipped away silently.

“Diane. This isn’t what you think,” he began, his voice a low rumble.

“It looks exactly like what I think,” she shot back, her voice trembling. “You’re cheating.”

“No,” he said, his gaze unwavering. “I have… desires. Needs you’ve never shown any interest in. Needs I didn't think you could handle.”

The accusation, the sheer assumption, cut deeper than the sight of the other woman. Her own hidden, now-awakened curiosity flared into defiance. “You never gave me a chance to try,” she breathed, the words leaving her lips before she could stop them. “You never even asked.”

Max studied her, his eyes tracing the flush on her cheeks, the rapid rise and fall of her chest. He saw not just anger, but the arousal she was trying to hide. He hesitated, a war behind his eyes. “This isn’t a game, Diane.”

“I know.” Her voice was steadier now. “I want to try.”

He stood up, his height suddenly imposing. He didn’t speak, just took her hand and led her away from the main floor, down a quieter hallway, and into a small, private room. The door clicked shut, sealing them in a space dominated by a leather-padded bench and a wall hung with various implements.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice devoid of its usual warmth. It was the voice of a Dom.

Her fingers, clumsy with a mixture of fear and thrilling anticipation, went to the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the floor, followed by her bra, her slacks, her panties. Soon she stood completely bare before him, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly alive.

Max unbuckled his belt, the sound starkly loud in the quiet room. He freed his cock, already thick and hardening. “Worship it.”

Diane sank to her knees on the cool concrete floor, the position feeling strangely natural. She leaned forward, her heart pounding in her ears. She started slowly, pressing a soft, closed-mouth kiss to the tip, tasting his unique, musky scent. She let her tongue dart out, a tentative lick along the prominent vein on the underside.

A low groan escaped him. Encouraged, she took more of him into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. She swirled her tongue, exploring his silken-soft skin over iron-hard tension.

That’s when his control snapped. His hand fisted in her hair, not gently, and he held her firmly in place. “Open,” he growled.

He began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force, fucking her mouth with a possessive intensity that shattered her world. Tears welled in her eyes from the pressure in her throat, but a corresponding throb of pure need pulsed between her own legs. This was what he needed. This surrender. This power.

He pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop, his breathing ragged. “Over the bench. Now.”

She obeyed, bending over the cool leather, her hands gripping the other side. She heard the whisper of leather through a loop, then the swish-thwack as the flogger landed across her shoulders. She yelped, the sting sharp and bright. A second blow landed lower, on the sensitive curve of her ass, and the pain bloomed into a deep, throbbing pleasure that made her push her hips back, begging for more.

He delivered a few more strikes, each one layering sensation upon sensation, until her skin was on fire and her mind was blissfully, wonderfully empty of everything but feeling.

Then he was behind her, his body covering hers. She felt the broad head of his cock nudge against her soaked entrance. With one powerful, unrelenting thrust, he filled her completely. She cried out, a raw sound torn from her throat as he set a punishing rhythm, each deep stroke hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. His grip on her hips was bruising, anchoring her as he claimed her, as he showed her this hidden part of himself.

He slowed, pulling out almost completely. She heard the cap of a bottle snap open, felt the cool slickness of lube as his fingers prepared her other entrance. She held her breath. This was the final frontier. He positioned himself again, the pressure intense and unfamiliar. Then he pushed.

A sharp, burning stretch stole her breath, then gave way to an incredible feeling of fullness as he slid deep into her ass. “Max,” she moaned, the name a prayer.

He moved within her, each thrust a masterclass in sensation—the slight friction, the overwhelming depth, the way his pubic bone ground against her sensitized clit with every movement. The dual fires of pain from the flogging and the exquisite pleasure of his possession coalesced into an unbearable tension. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seismic event that clenched around him, milking his own release.

With a guttural shout, he pulsed inside her, his own climax echoing hers. He stayed buried within her for a long moment, both of them breathing in ragged harmony.

Finally, he pulled out and helped her stand, his hands surprisingly gentle on her tender skin. He looked at her, his expression one of awe and newfound respect.

“You’re a natural submissive,” he admitted, his thumb brushing a tear from her cheek she hadn’t realized had fallen. “This changes everything. From now on, we come here together.”

He tossed her clothes to her. As she dressed, her body humming with aftershocks, he took her hand. They walked out of the room, and then the club, not as a suspicious wife and a cheating husband, but as something new. Something undiscovered. Hand in hand.

30 - A WIFE’S FORBIDDEN SURRENDER

MF / Age Gap / BDSM / Cheating / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The drive home was a blur of streetlights and simmering guilt. Gigi’s body thrummed with a deep, satisfying ache, a secret symphony playing just beneath her skin. Each tender spot on her backside, a reminder of the flogger. The pleasant fullness, a ghost of the plug. The raw, sensitive state between her legs, a testament to how thoroughly Quentin had claimed her. She could still smell him on her skin, a musky, masculine scent she’d tried to scrub away in the motel’s inadequate shower, but which seemed to have seeped into her very pores.

Her husband was already asleep when she slipped into bed, the mattress dipping under her weight. He grunted, rolled over, and began to snore softly. The sound was so familiar, so mundane. It was the soundtrack of her safe, passionless life. Lying there in the dark, the silence was deafening compared to the moans and filthy promises that had filled that shabby room just hours before. She replayed every moment, her body tightening with a fresh wave of desire that made her feel both terrified and exhilarated. This is wrong, a voice chided. You’re a married woman. He’s a decade younger than you. But a louder, more primal voice purred, This is what alive feels like.

Two days later, her phone buzzed on the kitchen counter as she was packing her husband’s lunch. A simple deli sandwich, just the way he liked it. The screen lit up with a message from Quentin. Her heart executed a frantic tap dance against her ribs.

Quentin: The sight of you, bound and begging on that cheap motel comforter, is going to be stuck in my head all week.

She nearly dropped the jar of mayonnaise. She typed, deleted, and typed again, her fingers clumsy.

Gigi: I shouldn’t have done it. I’m too old for you. I’m married.

The reply was immediate.

Quentin: But you did. And you loved it. Your body doesn’t lie, Gigi. I felt how much you loved it.

He was right. She had. Oh God, she had. The memory of his hands on her, the authority in his voice, the sharp sting followed by a bloom of heat—it all coalesced into a throbbing need low in her belly. She was already wet. She glanced at the clock. Her husband wouldn’t be home for hours.

Gigi: It was… intense.

Quentin: It was just the beginning. I want to see you again. Friday night. Same place.

This was the precipice. She could step back, block the number, and return to her neatly ordered world of grocery lists and PTA meetings. Or she could jump. She thought of Quentin’s toned body, the way his eyes darkened with possession when he looked at her, the feel of his cock stretching her, filling her completely. The choice was no choice at all.

Gigi: Okay.

Friday arrived with the sluggishness of a condemned day. She dressed with a nervous energy, choosing plain cotton underwear beneath her sensible slacks, a secret joke only she understood. She told her husband she was meeting an old college friend for drinks, the lie slipping out with a practiced ease that shamed her for a fleeting second. The motel room was identical, but it felt different this time. It felt like hers.

Quentin was already there. He leaned against the dresser, dressed in black jeans and a tight-fitting t-shirt that showcased the lean muscle of his arms and chest. He didn’t smile. His gaze was intense, appraising.

“You came back,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

“I did,” she breathed, her own voice barely a whisper.

“Take off your clothes. I want to see what’s mine.”

The command, so direct, so devoid of the gentle negotiation of her married life, sent a jolt straight to her core. She obeyed, her movements less hesitant than before. Each garment that fell to the floor felt like shedding a layer of her old self. Soon, she stood before him, naked, her skin pebbling in the cool air, her nipples hard and aching.

He pushed off the dresser and closed the distance between them. He didn’t touch her, just circled her slowly, his eyes missing nothing. “You’ve been thinking about this,” he stated.

“Yes,” she admitted, a hot blush spreading across her chest.

“What exactly did you think about?” He stopped behind her, his breath warm on her neck. “Was it the flogger? The way the pain melted into pleasure?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her head tilting to the side almost involuntarily.

“Or was it the plug? The delicious fullness it gave you while I played with your clit?”

“Yes…”

“Or,” he said, his voice dropping even lower as his hands came to rest on her hips, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin there, “was it my cock? The way I fucked you until you couldn’t remember your own name?”

A whimper escaped her lips. “All of it.”

“Good girl.” The praise was like a drug. He turned her to face him, his eyes blazing with a dark fire. “On the bed. On your back.”

She complied, scrambling onto the mattress, her heart hammering. He opened his bag, and this time, he pulled out a set of leather cuffs connected to a spreader bar. Her eyes went wide. He saw her look and gave a slow, wicked smile.

“Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of you.” He secured the cuffs to her ankles, the leather cool and firm against her skin.

Then he gently guided her legs apart, attaching the cuffs to the bar, holding her open and exposed in a way that was utterly, devastatingly vulnerable. A fresh wave of want, hot and slick, soaked her. He then took her wrists, pulling them above her head and cuffing them to the wrought-iron headboard. She was utterly bound, completely at his mercy.

He stood at the foot of the bed, just looking at her. The intensity of his gaze was its own form of touch. She was spread out for him, a feast, and he was a starving man. He finally shed his own clothes, his erection springing free, thick and demanding. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her widely parted legs.

He didn’t enter her. Not yet. He just ran his hands up the insides of her thighs, making her shiver. He leaned down, and his mouth found her core. He didn’t just kiss her; he devoured her. His tongue was a wicked instrument, licking, circling, plunging inside her. He sucked her clit into his mouth, and her back arched off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. The restraints made the sensations more acute, more inescapable. She was trapped in a vortex of pure, undiluted pleasure.

“Please,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Quentin, please.”

He lifted his head, his chin glistening. “Please what?”

“I need you. I need to feel you inside me.”

He moved up her body, his weight settling on her, the head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He was poised there, a delicious, torturous threat. “Who do you belong to right now, Gigi?”

The question shouldn’t have thrilled her. But it did. It absolutely did. “You,” she gasped. “I belong to you.”

With a groan of pure conquest, he thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful stroke. She cried out, the sound one of utter fulfillment. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, each drive hitting a spot deep within her that made her see stars. The bed rocked against the wall, the sound a primal drumbeat to their fucking. She was completely full, completely taken, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure. Her climax built quickly, a terrifying, wonderful pressure.

“I’m going to… I can’t…” she sobbed, her fingers clutching at the restraints.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice gritty with effort.

Her eyes, which had been squeezed shut, flew open. She met his dark, possessive gaze.

“Cum for me,” he growled. “Now.”

The command shattered her. Her orgasm exploded through her, a convulsive, mind-blanking wave of ecstasy that clenched around his thrusting cock like a vise. Her cries were muffled by his mouth crashing down on hers as he followed her over the edge, his own release a hot, pulsing flood inside her.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweating, breathless heap of limbs and leather. After a long moment, he gently unbuckled the cuffs, his hands rubbing feeling back into her wrists and ankles. He pulled her against his side, and she nestled there, listening to the frantic hammering of his heart begin to slow. The silence was comfortable, charged. He finally spoke, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her shoulder.

“Next time,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble in the quiet room, “I think we should try the balcony.”

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

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

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

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

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

One bed.

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

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

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

“Yeah?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This is wrong. This is so wrong.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

26 - 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.

27 - A NEW BODY, A NEW LIFE
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The towel felt heavy in her hands, not from moisture, but from the weight of another futile evening. Nina stood in the master bathroom, the marble cool under her bare feet, and wiped a clear circle into the steamed mirror. The woman staring back had softness where there used to be muscle, a gentle rounding of her hips and belly that her husband’s eyes slid over as if she were a piece of furniture. For the tenth night in a row, he’d already been snoring when she came to bed.

Something had to change.

That something began the next morning at Iron Haven Gym. The air smelled of disinfectant and sweat, a foreign, intimidating perfume. She felt every single one of her forty-two years and every extra pound in her leggings as she awkwardly approached a free weight rack.

“Need a spot?”

The voice was warm, confident. She turned to find its owner. Kyle. His name was stitched on the front of his tight staff shirt. He was all defined lines and sun-kissed skin, probably not even thirty. His smile wasn’t predatory; it was open, encouraging.

“I… I might,” Nina admitted, her voice barely a whisper over the clanging weights.

He became her guide, her anchor. His hands were careful, professional, but their presence on her back as she attempted a squat sent a jolt through her system that had nothing to do with exercise. He corrected her form with a gentle touch on her elbow, a guiding press on her lower back. He sees me, she thought, a dangerous, thrilling idea. He’s actually looking at me.

After the session, as she packed her water bottle, he leaned against the gym’s front desk. “You killed it today. Seriously.”

“Thanks to you,” she said, a genuine smile touching her lips for the first time in months.

“Hey, I know it’s forward, but… want to hang out sometime? Not as a trainer. Just… us.”

The word husband perched on her tongue, a bitter, automatic defense. But she pictured the empty side of the bed, the silent dinners. The word dissolved. “I’d like that.”

—

His apartment was exactly what she expected—clean, modern, with a faint, clean scent of laundry detergent. A bottle of red wine sat open on the counter. Two glasses in, the careful small talk began to fray at the edges. He was telling a story, laughing, and she was watching the way his throat moved. The space between them on the couch, once vast, had shrunk to nothing.

He stopped talking. The silence was thick, charged. His eyes dropped to her lips. This is it. This is the point of no return.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of guilt and desire. The guilt was a weak, shadowy thing next to the raw, pulsing want that coiled hot in her belly. She gave him a single, almost imperceptible nod.

He closed the distance. His kiss wasn’t tentative. It was sure, deep, tasting of Cabernet and mint. A low moan escaped her as his tongue met hers, the sensation so intensely foreign and familiar all at once it made her head spin. Her hands came up, one tangling in the surprisingly soft hair at the nape of his neck, the other sliding down the hard plane of his chest.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her cheek. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that.”

In answer, her fingers found the button of his jeans, then the zipper. The metallic rasp was the loudest sound in the room. She slipped her hand inside the warm confines of his boxers, her fingers closing around the hot, rigid length of him. He was already so hard, velvet over steel. A sharp, gratifying hiss escaped his lips as she began to move her hand, a slow, firm stroke that made his hips buck slightly.

“Fuck, Nina,” he groaned, his own hands sliding under her shirt to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples through the lace of her bra.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The pleasure-pain of his grip on her sensitive flesh and the powerful, primal feel of him in her hand shattered the last of her reservations. She needed more. She slid off the couch, her knees meeting the soft rug. She looked up at him, at the dark, hungry look in his eyes, and it made her feel powerful, beautiful, seen.

She tugged his jeans and boxers down over his hips, freeing him completely. He was magnificent. Leaning forward, she took him into her mouth.

The taste of him was musky, uniquely male. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the prominent vein on the underside before taking him deeper, her head beginning to bob in a rhythm she’d almost forgotten.

His groans were her soundtrack, his hands tangling in her hair, not forcing, just feeling. “Your mouth… god, your mouth is incredible,” he choked out.

He pulled her up, his kisses desperate now. Clothes became a frustrating barrier. He peeled her shirt over her head, unsnapped her bra. Her breasts spilled into his hands and he didn’t just look; he worshipped. He bent his head, drawing a taut nipple into the wet, searing heat of his mouth. The pull went straight to her core, a direct line of electric pleasure that made her cry out. His tongue lashed and suckled, his teeth grazing with just enough edge to make her knees buckle.

He led her to the bedroom, a dimly lit space dominated by a large bed. He laid her back, his eyes dark with lust as he hooked his fingers in the waistband of her leggings and panties, dragging them down her legs in one smooth motion. She was completely bare, completely exposed under his gaze. And for the first time in years, she didn’t feel the urge to cover herself.

He knelt at the foot of the bed, pushed her legs apart, and buried his face between them.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back arch off the mattress. Oh god. This was different. This wasn’t the perfunctory, rushed foreplay she was used to. This was a feast. He devoured her, his tongue circling her clit with agonizing precision before plunging deep inside her. He gripped her thighs, holding her open, and the sounds he made were of a man starved. The coil in her belly tightened, spiraling tighter and tighter with every flick, every suck. She was panting, her hands fisting the sheets, a keening wail building in her throat. The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a blinding, shattering wave of pleasure that left her trembling and breathless.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving, sheathing himself in a condom with a practiced, hurried motion. He covered her body with his, the weight of him anchoring her back to earth. He was hard and hot against her thigh. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips.

“I need to be inside you,” he murmured, his voice gruff.

“Yes,” was all she could manage, already lifting her hips to meet him.

He guided himself to her entrance, and then he was pushing in. So full. The stretch was exquisite, filling a void she’d refused to acknowledge existed. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly became something more urgent, more primal. Each thrust was a claiming, a hard, driving punctuation to the months of neglect. The headboard tapped a steady rhythm against the wall. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, her heels digging into the small of his back.

She could feel another climax building, this one deeper, more consuming. The guilt was a distant whisper, utterly drowned out by the slap of skin on skin, his guttural groans in her ear, the sheer, animalistic pleasure of being so thoroughly fucked. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Kyle, please.”

Her plea undid him. His thrusts became erratic, losing their rhythm for pure, driving need. “Nina… I’m gonna…”

That was all it took. Her name on his lips as he came triggered her own release. Her inner muscles clenched around him, a series of tight, pulsating waves that milked his own orgasm from him. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy as the sensations rocked through her, her body bowing against his.

He collapsed onto her, spent, his weight a comforting burden. They lay like that for long minutes, slick with sweat, hearts hammering in a slowing, synchronized rhythm. His breath was warm against her neck.

As the haze of pleasure began to recede, a single, crystalline thought formed in her mind, clear and undeniable amidst the aftermath. It wasn’t a thought of regret. It was a resolution. The life she had been tolerating was over. The body she had been hiding was hers to reclaim.

She turned her head, her lips brushing his ear. “I want to see you again.” Her voice was quiet, but it held a new strength, a certainty that had been missing for a very long time. "Tomorrow."
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The fluorescent lights of the precinct buzzed with a tired hum, the only sound in the vast, empty bullpen. For Carol, the noise echoed the static that had filled her life for years. Ten years of marriage to Chuck had settled into a comfortable, silent numbness. But the numbness had been violently shaken today, replaced by a wild, electric current that had a name: Jason.

He was at the adjacent desk, head bent over the incident report, his brow furrowed in concentration. Fresh from the academy, all earnest intensity and sharp, youthful angles. He’d saved her life that afternoon. A routine disturbance call that had gone sideways, a knife flashing in the dim light of an alley. Her heart had hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a cage, and then Jason was there. A blur of blue, a grunt of effort, the suspect subdued.

In the adrenalized silence that followed, with her pulse roaring in her ears, she’d grabbed the front of his uniform vest and crushed her mouth to his. It wasn’t a thought; it was a raw, instinctual reaction to the violent reaffirmation of being alive. She’d pulled away just as fast, her professional armor slamming back into place with a sickening crunch of guilt. ”I’m so sorry. That was… unprofessional.”

Now, hours later, the memory of that brief, searing contact was a brand on her lips.

She took a steadying breath, the chair groaning as she pushed back from her desk. “Jason.”

He looked up, his blue eyes clear and focused on her. “Yeah, partner? You finish your section?”

“We need to talk.” Her voice was tighter than she intended.

A flicker of concern crossed his face. He nodded, rolling his chair back to give her his full attention. The air between them grew thick, charged with everything they hadn’t said.

“About what happened earlier…” she began, her fingers nervously tracing a scratch on her desk. “It can’t happen again. It was a mistake. A moment of… high emotion. I’m your senior officer. I’m married.” The words tasted like ash. “I’m going to put in for a transfer. It’s for the best.”

His face fell, the earnestness replaced by something raw and desperate. “No. Carol, don’t. Please.”

“Jason, it’s the only way—”

“No,” he interrupted, his voice low but fierce. He stood up, his tall frame suddenly dominating the space between their desks. “You can’t. I won’t let you disappear because of some… some idea of what’s right. Don’t you know? Carol, I’m in love with you.”

The world tilted. The buzzing fluorescents, the stacks of paperwork, the decade of quiet disappointment with Chuck—it all receded into a dull background roar. All that was left was him, his confession hanging in the air between them, terrifying and beautiful.

She stared at him, her professional resolve shattering. “You… what?”

“Since my first day,” he whispered, taking a step closer. “The way you command a room without even raising your voice. Your strength. Your smile. I thought I was crazy. But today, when you kissed me… I knew I wasn’t alone in this.”

His honesty was a key, turning a lock deep inside her she’d thought was rusted shut. The caution, the fear, the guilt—it all burned away in the heat of that confession. She wanted him. The thought was a clean, sharp truth.

She didn't know who moved first. One moment they were standing apart, the next, her hands were fisting in his shirt, pulling him down, and his mouth was on hers. This was nothing like the desperate clash in the alley. This was deep and hungry, a claiming. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of coffee and pure, unadulterated want. A low moan escaped her throat, a sound she hardly recognized as her own.

Her hands slid from his chest, down the firm planes of his stomach, until her fingers found the hard ridge of his erection straining against his uniform pants. He groaned into her mouth, his hips bucking involuntarily against her touch.

“Carol,” he breathed, the word a prayer and a plea.

Without a word, her eyes locked on his, she sank to her knees on the cold linoleum floor. Her fingers, once so steady when she handled her service weapon, now trembled as she unbuckled his belt, popped the button of his trousers, and slowly drew down the zipper. The scent of him, musky and male, filled her senses. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down.

His cock sprang free, thick and fully erect, the flushed head gleaming in the harsh office light. She heard his sharp intake of breath as she leaned forward, her hot breath ghosting over his sensitive skin. This is it. The point of no return. The thought was exhilarating.

She didn’t tease. She opened her mouth and took him in, her tongue flattening against the throbbing underside as she slid down his length. He was silk-over-steel, and the guttural, broken sound that ripped from his throat was the most powerful thing she’d ever heard. Her hands gripped his hips, holding him steady as she began to move, establishing a slow, deep rhythm. Each time she took him to the back of her throat, his fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding, just feeling.

“God, your mouth…” he choked out, his body tensing. “I’m not gonna last…”

She pulled back, releasing him with a soft, wet pop. She looked up at him, her lips swollen, her own need a crashing wave inside her. He understood. In a frenzy of motion, he swept an arm across the surface of her desk, sending paperwork, a stapler, and a half-empty coffee mug clattering to the floor.

He helped her up, his kisses frantic now, and lifted her onto the cleared space. The cold laminate was a shock against the backs of her thighs. He stood between her legs, his hands rough and urgent as he unbuttoned her trousers and yanked them down her legs, along with her sensible underwear. The cool air kissed her damp, exposed skin, making her shiver.

He dropped to his knees before her, his hands spreading her thighs wide. He didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue finding her core with unerring accuracy. Carol’s head fell back with a cry as he licked a slow, torturous stripe from her entrance to her clit. Oh god. His mouth was hot and relentless, his tongue circling, flicking, sucking. He feasted on her like a man starved, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding up to palm her breast through her uniform shirt.

The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, unbearably fast. Her hips rolled against his face, meeting each devastating flick of his tongue. She was babbling, a stream of profane pleas and his name, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on the slick desktop. The orgasm tore through her, a silent, searing explosion that left her trembling and boneless.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was on his feet. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips. His hands gripped her waist, turning her with a firm urgency until she was bent over the desk, her palms flat on the cool surface. She heard the rustle of clothes, the tear of a foil packet—a hurried, necessary interruption—and then the blunt, insistent pressure of his tip at her entrance.

He entered her with one long, smooth thrust that stole the air from her lungs. So full. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her in a way Chuck never had, never could. He stilled for a moment, buried to the hilt, both of them panting. Then he began to move.

His pace was relentless, each powerful thrust driving her forward on the desk. The slap of skin against skin, their ragged breaths, and the creak of the government-issue furniture were the only sounds in the empty precinct. He gripped her hips, angling her perfectly, and with a shift, he went even deeper, hitting a spot that made her see stars.

“Jason…” she moaned, the word torn from her.

“Feel me,” he grunted, his rhythm becoming frantic, losing its polish. “Feel how much I want you.”

She felt her second climax building, a tidal wave gathering force. Her inner muscles clamped down around him, milking his length, and she screamed his name as she came, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy. The violent clenching of her around him was his undoing. With a final, shuddering thrust, he buried himself deep and stilled, his own release pulsing into her as a guttural groan was torn from his chest.

He collapsed over her, his sweat-slicked chest pressed against her back, his breath hot on her neck. For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, the aftermath settling around them like dust.

Reality, cold and complicated, began to seep back in. The risk. Her marriage. Their careers. The confusion was a lead weight in her stomach, but beneath it was a molten core of satisfaction. She knew, with a certainty that frightened her, that she wanted more.

He pulled out gently, his hands tender as he helped her upright. He tucked a strand of damp hair behind her ear, his expression a mix of awe and concern. “Carol…”

She pressed a finger to his lips, her own voice husky. “This stays between us. Our secret.”

He nodded, his eyes serious. “Our secret.”

She looked around the ransacked office, at their discarded clothes, the evidence of what they’d done scattered across the floor. She was risking everything. But as she looked at his face, still flushed with passion, she thought, It’s worth it.
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The island air was thick with the scent of salt and blooming jasmine, a heavy, sensual perfume that clung to Veronica’s skin. She took a slow sip of her rum cocktail, the ice clinking softly, and watched Shaun over the rim of her glass. He was leaning against the bamboo bar, his posture relaxed, his smile easy. So young, she thought, so…vital.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His mouth was on her then, his tongue delving into her core with a fervor that made her cry out. He licked and sucked, his tongue tracing intricate patterns over her most sensitive flesh. He was relentless, driving her higher and higher with every stroke, every flick. Her hips rose off the bed, meeting his mouth, chasing the exquisite torment. She’d never been eaten out like this—Roger’s efforts were timid, almost clinical. Shaun’s was a worship, a devouring. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a blinding, white-hot wave that left her shuddering and gasping for air.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him into her.

He filled her completely, a stretching, breathtaking fullness that made her see stars. He began to move, each thrust deep and punishingly perfect. He hit places inside her she didn’t know existed. Her nails dug into the hard muscles of his back as he drove into her, the slap of their skin a primal rhythm in the quiet room. She could feel another orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter deep within her.

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

She obeyed instantly, getting onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, his grip firm on her hips. This angle was even deeper, more intense. He fucked her with a raw, animalistic power that shattered her completely. Her cries were muffled by the bedding as her second orgasm ripped through her, a convulsing, mind-blowing release that left her weak.

Feeling her clench around him sent him over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, his own release a hot, pulsing flood. “Veronica,” he groaned, his body collapsing over hers.

They lay there for a moment, a tangled, sweating heap, the only sound their ragged breathing. Reality, cold and sharp, began to seep back into the room. Veronica’s guilt descended like a shroud.

They moved quickly, silently, pulling on clothes, straightening the bed. The evidence of their sin was erased, but the scent of sex and sweat still hung in the air. They stood facing each other, the tension now fraught with anxiety instead of desire.

“We can’t ever…” Veronica started, her voice trembling.

“I know,” Shaun interrupted, his hand reaching out to squeeze hers. “It stays here. Our secret.”
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The scent of sizzling bacon filled the kitchen, a familiar Saturday morning ritual. Marianne moved on autopilot, her mind a thousand miles away from the frying pan. Across the island, James sat, his presence a constant, low hum in the periphery of her life. Her stepson. The word still felt foreign, an ill-fitting label for the twenty-four-year-old man who had invaded the quiet order of her marriage.

“Smells amazing, Marianne,” he said, his voice a warm baritone that seemed to vibrate through the granite countertop.

She offered a tight smile, not meeting his eyes. “Just breakfast.”

A comfortable silence settled, broken only by the pop of grease. It was this ease that unnerved her most. Greg, her husband, was always a flurry of muttered to-do lists and half-finished conversations, a man perpetually late for his own life. James was different. He was still. Observant. Present.

“Dad already gone?” James asked, sipping his coffee.

“Big account. He left at six.” She slid a plate of eggs and bacon toward him, her fingers brushing against his. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up her arm. She pulled her hand back as if burned.

His eyes, the same shade of ocean blue as his father’s but somehow deeper, held hers. “He works too hard.”

“Someone has to,” she said, the old resentment—directed at Greg, at the situation, at this grown man living in her home—lacing her words. She busied herself with wiping a non-existent spot on the counter.

James stood, his chair scraping softly. He didn’t move toward the door. He moved toward her. The kitchen suddenly felt very, very small.

“Maybe,” he said, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur. “But it leaves a lot of quiet hours in this big house. Don’t you think?”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But the thought was a weak whisper, drowned out by the roaring in her ears. He was close enough now that she could smell the clean scent of his soap, see the faint stubble shading his jaw.

“James…” It was meant to be a warning. It came out a breathy plea.

He didn’t hesitate. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. His touch was not tentative, not like a boy’s. It was sure. Knowing. His eyes searched hers, not for permission, but for the desire he already knew was there. The last of her resistance crumbled, burned away by a heat that started deep in her core.

She surged forward, closing the infinitesimal gap between them. Her lips found his, and it was nothing like kissing Greg. This was not a familiar, comfortable press. This was a claim. His mouth was hungry, demanding, and she met that demand with a desperation that shocked her. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer as his tongue slid against hers, tasting of coffee and a dark, thrilling promise.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her mouth. “My room. Now.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a command, and she was desperate to obey. He took her hand, leading her not as a hesitant lover, but with a confident pull that made her pulse thrum. The walk down the hall was a blur, a dizzying rush of guilt and raw, unadulterated need.

The door to his room clicked shut. The world outside ceased to exist. There was only the rumpled bed, the faint masculine smell of his space, and the frantic beating of her own heart.

He turned to her, his gaze dark with intent. He didn’t fumble with his jeans. He simply undid the button and fly, pushing them down his hips along with his boxers. And then he was free.

Marianne’s breath hitched. Oh, god. Greg was… adequate. James was something else entirely. He was thick and long, already fully hard, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. A primal part of her brain, the part that cared for nothing but sensation, calculated the delicious, impossible stretch to come.

“See something you like?” he murmured, an arrogant, sexy smirk playing on his lips.

Wordlessly, she sank to her knees. The hardwood floor was hard against her knees, but she barely felt it. Her world had narrowed to the veined, silken steel in front of her. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the single pearl of moisture beaded at the tip. Salty. Musky. His. She took him into her mouth.

She heard his sharp intake of breath, felt his hand fist in her hair. Not pulling, just holding. Guiding. She worshiped him with her mouth, tracing the prominent vein with her tongue, taking him deeper until her lips stretched around his girth and she felt the head of his cock nudge the back of her throat. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, lost in the rhythm and the ragged sound of his breathing above her.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice rough.

He pulled her to her feet, his hands going to her clothes. Her shirt was ripped over her head, her bra clasp undone with a frustrating ease that spoke of vast experience. His mouth was on her breast, his tongue circling her nipple before drawing it deep, sucking until she cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He pushed her leggings and panties down in one swift motion, leaving her naked and trembling before him. His eyes raked over her body, hot and possessive.

“On the bed,” he ordered. “Show me. Show me how you touch yourself when you’re thinking about this.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her cheeks, but the command in his voice was an aphrodisiac. She lay back on his sheets, spreading her legs. Her fingers, slightly trembling, found her wetness. She was soaked, her folds slick and swollen. She circled her clit, a soft moan escaping her lips as she slipped two fingers inside herself. God, she was so ready.

He watched, stroking his own length with a slow, tight fist. “That’s it. Just like that. You’re so fucking beautiful.”

He couldn’t wait any longer. He moved over her, his body a delicious weight. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He was so much bigger. For a terrifying, thrilling second, she wondered if she could take him.

Then he pushed.

A cry was torn from her throat—a mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure as he filled her, stretching her in a way she’d never known was possible. He buried himself to the hilt, pausing to let her adjust to the incredible, burning fullness.

“Okay?” he breathed, his forehead against hers.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes. Please.”

It was all the encouragement he needed. He withdrew almost completely and then slammed back into her. The pace was punishing, animalistic. Each thrust was a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core. The headboard slammed against the wall in a frantic rhythm, matching the pounding of her heart. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every powerful drive with a lift of her hips. She was mindless, a creature of pure sensation, every nerve ending screaming its approval.

“Fuck, Marianne,” he grunted, his muscles straining. “You feel… unbelievable.”

He shifted, rolling them over without ever slipping out of her. “Your turn. Ride me.”

She straddled him, taking his length inside her again, gasping at the new, deeper angle. She placed her hands on his chest for leverage and began to move, rising and falling, controlling the rhythm. She threw her head back, her breasts bouncing, her hair a wild mess. She could feel the coil of her orgasm tightening, an unbearable pressure building with every grind of her hips against his.

He reached between them, his thumb finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

That was all it took.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, seismic shock that shattered her into a million pieces. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in violent, rhythmic pulses. A raw, guttural cry was ripped from her throat as waves of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her trembling and weak.

The sight of her coming undone atop him was his undoing. With a deep, guttural groan, he gripped her hips and thrust up into her one last, final time. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release flooding her, and the sensation triggered another, smaller aftershock that made her whimper.

Spent, she collapsed onto his chest, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together. His arms came around her, holding her close as their ragged breaths slowly began to steady. The reality of what they had just done, the betrayal, the sheer magnitude of it, began to seep through the haze of endorphins.

A cold knot of guilt tightened in her stomach, a stark contrast to the warmth of his seed still inside her. She had just fucked her husband’s son in their home. And as she lay there, listening to the steady beat of his heart, one terrifying, exhilarating thought rose above the guilt.

She wanted more.
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The box was heavier than she’d expected. Martina had only meant to tidy the cluttered bedroom closet, a small attempt to feel less like a burden in her sister’s home. But the plain cardboard container, shoved to the back behind winter sweaters, had tipped, its contents spilling across the floor with a clatter that sounded like a gunshot in the quiet house.

Oh god. Her face flushed instantly, a hot wave of mortification. A collection of silicone, leather, and steel lay scattered at her feet. A sleek black vibrator, a set of leather cuffs connected by a short chain, a blindfold, a formidable-looking dildo. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she scrambled to gather the illicit items, her heart hammering against her ribs.

The creak of the bedroom door made her freeze.

Clarence stood in the doorway, his tall frame filling the space. His eyes, dark and unreadable, scanned the scene: Martina on her knees, the box upturned, its private contents on full display. A long, silent moment stretched between them, thick and suffocating.

Martina shot to her feet, her cheeks burning. “I’m so sorry! I was just cleaning and—I didn’t mean to—I’ll just—” She stammered, backing away, desperate to flee the overwhelming awkwardness.

She practically ran from the room, retreating to the guest bathroom where she splashed cold water on her face, trying to calm her racing pulse. Idiot. Stupid, clumsy idiot. The shame was a physical weight on her chest.

A soft knock came at the door a few minutes later. “Martina?” Clarence’s voice was low, calm.

She opened the door, unable to meet his gaze. “I am so, so sorry, Clarence. That was a huge invasion of privacy.”

He leaned against the doorframe, his expression not angry, but curiously intense. “It’s just… stuff,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “But it does make me wonder.” He paused, his eyes finally capturing hers. “Have you ever tried anything like that?”

The question was so direct, so utterly unexpected, that all the air left her lungs. She could only stare, her mouth slightly apart.

He took a step closer, the space between them crackling with a new, dangerous energy. “Amaya… she thinks it’s all silly. She doesn’t seem interested.” The confession hung in the air, a testament to a deep, private loneliness. His gaze was unwavering, seeing right through her flustered exterior. “But you… you looked intrigued.”

Martina’s breath hitched. She was. God help her, she was. The sight of the toys had sparked a curiosity that was quickly burning away her shame. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all the permission he needed. In one fluid motion, he closed the distance, his hand cupping her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. “I’ve thought about this,” he murmured, his voice husky. “Since you moved in.”

Her resolve shattered. The guilt was there, a sharp pang for her sister, but it was drowned out by a roaring, desperate need. She nodded again, more firmly this time. “Yes.”

He didn’t smile. His expression was one of pure, predatory focus. He took her hand and led her not to the guest room, but to the master bedroom—his bedroom with Amaya. The intimacy of the violation sent another thrilling jolt through her.

He stood before her, his eyes drinking her in. “Let’s start with this,” he said, his voice soft but laced with command.

His fingers went to the buttons of her blouse, slowly working each one free. He pushed the fabric from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His knuckles grazed the swell of her breasts above her lace bra, and a shiver racked her body. He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, then knelt to peel her jeans and panties down her legs, leaving her utterly bare before him.

He reached into the now-familiar box and pulled out the large, realistic dildo. He held it out to her. “I want to watch you,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Show me how you touch yourself.”

Her hands trembled as she took the cool, silicone weight from him. Lying back on the vast bed that smelled of him and her sister, she parted her legs. She was exposed, vulnerable, more turned on than she could ever remember. She guided the tip to her slick entrance, a soft gasp escaping her lips as she pushed it inside. Oh… It was fuller, thicker than her own fingers. She began to move it, slowly at first, then with more purpose, her hips rising to meet each thrust. Her eyes locked with his, watching as he watched her, his hand stroking the prominent bulge in his trousers.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice rough. “Fuck yourself with it. Show me how much you need it.”

She lost herself in the rhythm, her pleasure building, a tight coil winding in her core. Just as she felt herself nearing the edge, he stopped her. “Not yet.” He produced the leather cuffs. “Give me your wrists.”

She obeyed without hesitation. He buckled one cuff around each of her wrists, the leather cool and firm against her skin. He attached them to the posts of the headboard, pulling them taut so she was stretched out, completely at his mercy. A thrill of helplessness and anticipation shot through her.

“Please…” she begged, her voice a whisper.

He picked up the vibrator. He didn’t turn it on right away. Instead, he traced the hard plastic over her skin, circling her breasts, her stomach, the inside of her thighs, teasing her until she was writhing against the restraints.

“Clarence, please…”

Finally, he flicked the switch. A low hum filled the air. He brought it to her clit, circling the sensitive nub with an agonizingly light pressure. Martina cried out, her back arching off the bed. The vibration was exquisite, relentless, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her entire body. She was babbling, a stream of incoherent pleas and moans.

He moved the vibrator away, and before she could protest, his mouth was on her. His tongue replaced the toy, licking and sucking with a fervor that stole her breath. He ate her pussy like a starving man, his hands gripping her hips, holding her down as she bucked against his mouth. The sensation was overwhelming, the heat of his tongue, the scratch of his stubble, the incredible skill of his motions. The coil inside her wound tighter, tighter, until she was certain she would break.

Just as her orgasm threatened to crash over her, he pulled away again. She whimpered in frustration. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of his zipper, and then he was there, the blunt, hot head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance.

He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

He filled her in one long, deep stroke, stretching her, completing her. A guttural moan was torn from both their throats. He began to move, setting a punishing, relentless pace from the very start. Each thrust was a claim, each grunt a testament to his own pleasure. The bed rocked against the wall with the force of it.

Martina was utterly consumed. The feel of him inside her, the leather cutting into her wrists, the knowledge of whose bed she was in—it all fused into a white-hot point of ecstasy. She came with a raw, screaming cry, her body clamping down around him in violent, pulsing waves. Her climax seemed to go on forever, milking him, pulling his own release from him. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, groaning her name as he spilled his warmth deep inside her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, gently, he unbuckled the restraints from her wrists, kissing the red marks they left behind.

He collapsed beside her, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her stomach. “This stays between us,” he said, his voice quiet but firm.

“Of course,” Martina breathed, the guilt already seeping back in, cold and sharp. No more. This is the last time. But as she felt his seed trickle between her thighs, she knew it was a lie she would tell herself again and again.
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“I’ve wanted this for so long,” he breathed against her lips, his voice husky with a need that mirrored her own.

Jennifer’s mind screamed a frantic, internal no, but her body, humming with a treacherous electricity, arched toward his. Her fingers tangled in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer, swallowing his confession with a kiss that tasted of guilt and desperate, years-long wanting.

—

It had started over dinner.

The silence in the dining room had been a heavy, awkward thing. Ned’s empty chair was a monument to his perpetual absence, leaving Jennifer alone with the young man she’d helped raise. Ralph, at nineteen, was all lean muscle and quiet intensity, a far cry from the scrawny boy she’d first met a decade ago. Tomorrow, he’d be gone, starting his freshman year at a college three states away. The relief Jennifer had expected to feel was curiously absent, replaced by a hollow, aching sorrow she didn’t dare examine.

“He’s not coming home, is he?” Ralph’s voice cut through the quiet, not accusing, just stating a fact.

Jennifer looked up from her uneaten chicken. “Your father? He’s just… swamped at the office. You know how the merger is.”

“Right.” Ralph pushed his plate away, his gaze fixed on her. It was a new kind of look, one that had been developing over the summer. It didn’t feel like a son looking at his mother. It felt like a man looking at a woman. It made her skin prickle. “It’s my last night here. Seems like he’d make an effort.”

“He will tomorrow, for the drive,” Jennifer said, her voice softer than she intended. “He’s proud of you, Ralph.”

“Are you?” The question was sudden, sharp.

“Of course I am.”

“That’s not what I mean.” He leaned forward, his elbows on the table, and the air in the room seemed to thin. “I’m not a kid anymore, Jennifer. I haven’t been for a while. And… God, this is going to sound so messed up.”

Her heart began a frantic drumbeat against her ribs. Don’t say it, she pleaded silently. Please, don’t ruin everything.

“I look at you,” he continued, his voice dropping to a near-whisper, “and I don’t see my stepmom. I see this… beautiful, incredible woman. And it’s all I can think about. I’m so confused, and I’m sorry, but I had to tell you before I left.”

The world tilted. Every forbidden fantasy she’d ruthlessly suppressed, every lingering glance she’d chastised herself for, came rushing to the surface in a dizzying wave. She should stand up. She should give him a gentle, maternal talk about boundaries and confusion. She should be the adult.

Instead, she heard herself whisper, “You’re not confused.”

And then she was standing, and he was standing, and the space between them vanished. His hands came up to cradle her face, his touch surprisingly gentle for someone who looked so strong. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, and when his lips met hers, it wasn’t the hesitant kiss of a boy. It was hungry, assured, and it unraveled her completely.

That was how they ended up pressed against the hallway wall, his body hard against hers, his mouth leaving a trail of fire down her neck. Her sensible cardigan was already on the floor.

“My room,” she gasped, pulling away, her own breath coming in short, sharp pants. She took his hand, leading him down the familiar hall, away from the life they knew, toward the precipice.

Inside her bedroom, with the door shut against the world, the reality of what was happening crashed into her. The queen-sized bed she shared with Ned seemed to mock her. Ralph stood by the door, looking suddenly young again, his eyes wide with a mixture of awe and fear.

Jennifer’s maternal instinct flickered, and for a second, she thought she could still stop this. But then he took a step toward her, and the raw desire in his gaze extinguished all doubt. She closed the distance between them, her fingers going to the button of his jeans.

Her hands trembled only slightly as she popped the button and drew down the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She pushed the denim and his boxers down over his hips in one motion, and his cock sprang free, thick and erect, proudly jutting from a thatch of dark hair. He was already a man in every sense of the word.

A low, needy sound escaped her throat. She sank to her knees on the plush carpet, her eyes locked with his. She took him in her hand, feeling the silken heat of his skin, the powerful throb of his pulse. She leaned forward and flicked her tongue against the velvety head, tasting a single, salty drop of his anticipation.

His groan was a broken thing. “Jennifer…”

His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she took him into her mouth. She worshiped him with her lips and tongue, tracing his length, sucking him deep until she felt him hit the back of her throat. She hollowed her cheeks, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had his hips bucking involuntarily. The weight of him, the taste of him, the ragged sounds of his pleasure—it was everything she’d secretly craved.

She pulled away, rising on unsteady legs. “Now you,” she murmured, her voice husky.

She reached for the hem of her simple cotton dress and pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in only her plain white bra and panties, feeling more exposed than if she were completely naked. His gaze raked over her body, hot and possessive, and any last shred of hesitation burned away.

“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed, his voice full of reverence.

He moved behind her, his hands skimming up her sides to the clasp of her bra. He fumbled with it for a second before it gave way. He turned her to face him, pushing the straps from her shoulders, letting her breasts spill free. He didn’t just look; he studied her, his eyes darkening as they settled on her hardened nipples.

He lowered his head, and his mouth closed over one peak. The sensation was electric, a jolt of pure pleasure that arced straight to her core. He suckled her, his tongue circling, his teeth grazing with just the right amount of pressure. A cry was torn from her lips as her head fell back. He lavished the same attention on her other breast, his hands roaming over her back, pulling her flush against him.

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them, now completely bare before her stepson. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he drank her in.

“Lie down,” he said, his voice rough with want.

She moved backward onto the bed, settling against the pillows. He followed, kneeling between her legs, his gaze fixed on the apex of her thighs. He didn’t hesitate. He lowered his head and his tongue found her in one long, slow, devastating lick.

Jennifer’s back arched off the bed. “Oh, God… Ralph…”

He was an eager, natural student. His tongue explored every fold, every sensitive nerve, circling her clit before plunging inside her. He feasted on her, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her open for him. The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, winding tighter and tighter with every lap of his tongue, every soft suck. Her fingers twisted in the sheets, her hips rising to meet his mouth, chasing the building crescendo.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he pulled away, his chin glistening. He moved over her, his body covering hers, the head of his cock pressing against her wet, aching entrance. He looked into her eyes, a silent question hanging between them.

She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him into her.

He sheathed himself inside her in one smooth, deep thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He was big, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was almost too much. A guttural moan was torn from his throat, and he buried his face in her neck.

For a moment, he was still, letting her adjust to the feel of him. Then he began to move. His rhythm was frantic at first, the clumsy, passionate thrusts of youth, but it quickly found a hard, driving pace. Each stroke was a claim. The slap of skin against skin, their ragged breaths, and her own desperate whimpers were the only sounds in the room.

He fucked her with a raw, unbridled intensity that Ned had never possessed. It was overwhelming, consuming. She met his every thrust, her nails digging into the sweat-slicked skin of his back.

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

She eagerly rolled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her from behind, and the new angle was breathtaking. He went deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. His thrusts became harder, more possessive.

“This is what you wanted,” he panted, driving into her. “Isn’t it?”

“Yes!” she cried out, the admission freeing her completely. “Yes, yes, yes!”

His pace became punishing, a relentless piston that pushed her higher and higher. The world narrowed to the feeling of him pounding into her, the sound of their bodies joining, the scent of their sex. The coil that had been building since his first touch snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, convulsing wave of pleasure that made her scream into the comforter. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length.

The feel of her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and groaned her name like a prayer as he came, his release pulsing hot and deep inside her. He collapsed over her back, spent, his body weight a comforting anchor.

They stayed like that for a long moment, their harsh breaths slowly returning to normal. He softened inside her and eventually slipped out. He rolled onto his side, pulling her with him, spooning her against his chest. His arm draped over her waist, his fingers splayed across her stomach. The silence now was comfortable, intimate.

“We can’t ever tell anyone,” Jennifer whispered into the darkness, the guilt beginning to seep back in at the edges of her bliss.

“I know,” Ralph murmured, nuzzling her hair. “It’s our secret.” He held her tighter. “I’m still leaving tomorrow.”

“I know.” And she did. The distance would be a blessing, a necessary barrier. But as she felt the steady beat of his heart against her back, and the warm, sticky evidence of their sin between her thighs, she knew one thing for certain. This wouldn’t be the last time.

33 - A DISRESPECTFUL BROTHER-IN-LAW’S DESIRES
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“Are you fucking kidding me with that noise?” Kate’s voice was a blade, sharp and cold, as she threw open the door to the spare room.

Jasper didn’t even flinch. He was sprawled on the bed, the laptop propped on his stomach, the unmistakable, rhythmic moaning echoing off the walls. He just smirked, his eyes flicking from the screen to her furious form in the doorway. “Something you need, Kate? Or are you just here for the show?”

“Turn it off. Now.” She took a step into the room, the scent of stale popcorn and cheap beer hitting her. “My husband is at work, and I will not have his degenerate brother polluting our house with this… this garbage.”

He paused the video with a lazy click. The sudden silence was somehow louder. “Polluting?” He sat up slowly, a predator uncoiling. “Seems to me you’re the one who came barging into my room. Maybe you like the garbage.” His gaze traveled over her, lingering on the way her crossed arms pushed her breasts together, down to her clenched fists. “Maybe you’re curious.”

She should have left. She should have turned, called Michael, and had this man-child thrown out on the street. Every sensible, wifely fiber of her being screamed at her to do just that. But that smirk… that infuriating, confident, knowing smirk held her captive. Michael’s smiles were gentle, reassuring. Jasper’s promised sin.

“You’re disgusting,” she spat, but the heat had left her voice.

“Yeah,” he said, standing up and closing the distance between them in two easy strides. He was so close she could smell the faint, musky scent of him beneath the stale food. “But you’re still here.” He didn’t touch her, just loomed, letting his presence wash over her. “That uptight prick you married… does he ever make you feel like this?” He gestured vaguely to the frozen, lurid image on the screen.

Michael. The thought of her husband, so proper, so predictable, so… safe, was the final push. It was the catalyst that shattered her resolve into a thousand glittering, dangerous pieces. A lifetime of being good warred with a sudden, desperate need to be bad.

Her hand moved of its own volition, grabbing a fistful of his t-shirt and yanking him down to her. The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision of teeth and clashing lips, a raw transfer of all her pent-up frustration and seething curiosity. And he met her with equal ferocity, his tongue plunging into her mouth, claiming it. One hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back to deepen the angle, while the other slid down her back, pressing her flush against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection against her stomach, and a bolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through her.

This was nothing like with Michael. This was a wildfire.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “That’s what I thought,” he murmured, his voice a low growl against her lips.

His hands went to the waistband of his sweatpants, and he shoved them down just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard, curving up towards his stomach. God, he’s huge.

The sight of it, so blatant and demanding, made her knees weak. Without a word, she sank to the floor before him, the rough carpet scratching her knees. She didn’t hesitate. She took the length of him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tasting the salty pre-come that already beaded there.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. “Fuck, Kate.”

His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she worked him. She took him deeper, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth, her world narrowing to the feel of him sliding over her tongue, the sounds he was making, the musky, masculine scent of him filling her senses. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, and his hips gave an involuntary jerk.

“Enough,” he rasped, pulling her up by her arms. His eyes were dark with hunger. “My turn.”

He made quick work of her clothes, yanking her shirt over her head and unsnapping her jeans. In moments, she was naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool air of the room. He backed her toward the bed, his mouth descending on one nipple, sucking it deeply into the heat of his mouth while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. Pleasure, sharp and almost painful, lanced through her, and she cried out, her head falling back.

He laid her down on the messy sheets and shoved her legs apart, kneeling between them. He didn’t ask. He just dove in, his tongue spearing into her without preamble. It was messy and relentless, a masterclass in crude, effective cunnilingus. He licked broad stripes through her wetness before zeroing in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth while two of his fingers thrust deep inside her.

Her hips came off the bed, a broken sob escaping her lips as the coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter. “Jasper… oh god…”

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped. He flipped her onto her hands and knees with a strength that left her breathless. She felt him positioned behind her, the blunt, wet head of his cock nudging at her entrance. And then he was inside her, filling her in one long, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a punishing rhythm, each drive of his hips pushing her further up the bed, the sound of their bodies slapping together obscenely loud in the small room. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing rough, tight circles that made her see stars. The other hand trailed lower, through her slickness, past where they were joined.

She felt the pad of his thumb press against her other hole, a question, a promise. She gasped, but didn’t pull away. She pushed back against him, a silent, desperate answer. He spit, a crude, wet sound, and then his thumb was pressing inside, a delicious, stretching invasion that made her clench around his cock inside her.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grunted, his pace never faltering. “You like being filled with my cock.”

Before she could even form a thought, his thumb was gone, replaced by the insistent pressure of his cock’s head. He pushed, and there was a moment of blinding, exquisite pressure, a burn that quickly melted into a deep, impossible fullness as he sank into her ass.

She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy as he began to move again, this rhythm slower, more deliberate, each thrust a calculated invasion that touched something primal deep within her. She was completely at his mercy, impaled and used, and she had never felt more alive. The dual sensations, the filthy words he growled into her ear, the way his hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise—it was all too much.

Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a seismic event that clenched every muscle in her body, her ass milking his cock in rhythmic pulses that tore a ragged shout from his throat. He plunged into her one last time, his own release hot and deep inside her as he collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the mattress.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, he slid out of her. The sudden emptiness was a shock.

Kate scrambled off the bed, her hands shaking as she gathered her clothes, not looking at him. The guilt was a cold wave, dousing the afterglow. She had just cheated on her husband. In their own home. With his brother.

She was almost at the door when his voice, lazy and satisfied, stopped her. “Same time tomorrow?”

She refused to turn around. “Never. This never happened.”

But as she fled down the hallway, the sticky evidence of their betrayal cooling on her inner thighs, she knew it was a lie.

34 - A BROTHER-IN-LAW’S VISIT
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The first two days of Rob’s visit were an exercise in sheer tolerance for Misty. He was a thunderstorm in her quiet living room, all loud laughs and boisterous stories about high-stakes deals and luxury cars. Every anecdote was a not-so-subtle brag, a performance for an audience of two where Dave was the appreciative crowd and Misty was the reluctant critic.

But on the third evening, something shifted. Dave’s phone rang with the particular shrillness that meant the hospital was calling him in for an emergency surgery. With a hurried apology and a kiss on Misty’s cheek, he was gone, leaving her alone with the brother she’d spent forty-eight hours silently judging.

“Well,” Rob said, slumping back onto the couch. “Guess it’s just us.”

“Guess so,” Misty replied, her tone neutral. She moved to the armchair, putting a comfortable distance between them.

Rob grabbed the remote. “Movie?”

She simply nodded, taking a sip of her wine. He scrolled through options, his earlier bravado seeming to dim without his brother there to witness it. He chose a slick-looking action film, and they lapsed into a silence that was surprisingly less awkward than she’d anticipated.

Halfway through the movie, he got up and returned from the kitchen with two fresh glasses of red wine. “Figured you could use a refill.”

“Thanks,” she said, and this time, her gratitude was genuine. He hadn’t just refilled his own.

As the explosions continued on screen, their conversation started up again, quieter this time. He asked about her work, her art, and actually listened to her answers. The arrogant facade cracked, revealing snippets of a drier, more self-deprecating wit. She found herself laughing, really laughing, at one of his jokes. Her eyes traced the line of his jaw, the way his forearms flexed as he gestured. He’s not just obnoxious, she admitted to herself. He’s… solid. Commanding.

The credits began to roll. The room was dark, lit only by the flickering TV screen.

“That was better than I expected,” Misty said, finishing the last of her wine.

Rob turned to her, his expression unreadable in the dim light. “Lots of things are.”

The air grew thick, charged with a tension that had nothing to do with the movie. His gaze dropped to her lips, then back to her eyes. He didn’t move, simply waited, a question hanging in the space between them.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was wrong. This was so wrong. But a treacherous, curious heat was spreading through her core, overpowering the guilt.

He leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. She didn’t. Oh god. His lips met hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry and confident, a claiming. His hand came up to cradle her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek as his tongue swept into her mouth. The taste of him—red wine and something uniquely, dangerously Rob—flooded her senses. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her throat, and she melted into him, her hands gripping his shoulders.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Tell me to stop, Misty.” His voice was a low, gravelly command that did things to her insides.

She couldn’t form the words. Instead, she kissed him again, her answer clear. His hands moved from her face, sliding down her back, pulling her flush against him on the couch. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against her thigh, and a fresh wave of desire, sharp and urgent, shot through her.

His fingers found the hem of her sweater. “This needs to go.” He didn’t ask; he informed her. He pulled it over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it to the floor. His eyes darkened as they took in her lace bra. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous.” His calloused palms skimmed up her sides, making her shiver, before deftly unfastening the clasp. Her breasts spilled free, and he groaned, lowering his head to take a nipple into his hot mouth.

She cried out, her head falling back as he suckled and teased, his tongue circling the taut peak. The sensations were overwhelming, electric. One of his hands slid down her stomach, past the waistband of her leggings, past her panties. His fingers, so sure and skilled, found her soaked, aching center.

“So wet for me already,” he murmured against her breast, the vibration making her squirm.

He began to stroke her, a slow, torturous rhythm that had her hips lifting off the couch to meet his hand. He slid one finger inside her, then two, curling them just right, hitting a spot that made her see stars. Her moans grew louder, unabashed, as he fingered her with relentless precision, his thumb drawing tight circles on her clit.

“I need to taste you,” he growled, his voice thick with need. He slid down her body, hooking his fingers into her leggings and panties and pulling them down her legs in one swift, practiced motion.

He settled between her thighs, his hands spreading her wide. The first lick was a slow, flat stroke from her entrance to her clit. Misty’s back arched off the couch, a strangled gasp torn from her lips. He didn’t let up, his tongue lapping and probing, devouring her with a single-minded intensity that left her mindless. He sucked her clit into his mouth, and her thighs trembled on either side of his head. She fisted her hands in his hair, holding him there as the coil of pleasure tightened, tighter, until it snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that left her shuddering and breathless beneath him.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, stripping off his own clothes. His body was all hard muscle and tan skin. He knelt over her, his cock, thick and erect, jutting toward her. He reached for a wallet, pulling out a condom and sheathing himself with a quick, efficient motion.

He positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locked on hers. “Look at me.”

She did. He pushed inside her in one long, stunning thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She was so exquisitely full, stretched to accommodate him. He paused, letting her adjust, a sheen of sweat already on his brow.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep strokes at first, each one making her whimper. But quickly, the pace intensified. He drove into her, hard and fast, his hips slapping against hers. The lewd, wet sound of their joining filled the room. Every thrust sent jolts of pleasure radiating through her entire body. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his frantic rhythm.

“God, yes, right there,” she moaned, her nails digging into his back.

He fucked her with a raw, primal energy that Dave never had, a complete surrender to sensation. The couch creaked in protest. He shifted, pulling her up, turning her around. “On your knees. Over the couch.”

She complied without thought, bending over the back of the couch, presenting herself to him. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, and plunged into her from behind. This angle was deeper, more intense. He hit a place inside her that made her cry out with every pistoning thrust.

She felt another orgasm building, a tidal wave of pleasure gathering force at her core. His pace became brutal, frantic. “I’m gonna cum,” he grunted, his voice strained.

“Me too, don’t stop, please don’t stop!” she begged.

His thrusts became shorter, harder, perfectly angled. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in frantic circles. That was all it took. Her second orgasm exploded through her, a blinding, convulsing wave of pleasure that made her clench around him violently. With a guttural roar, he followed her over the edge, his own release pumping into the condom as he shuddered against her.

They collapsed together on the couch, a tangled, sweaty heap of limbs and satiated exhaustion. The only sound was their ragged breathing. After a long moment, he disposed of the condom and pulled her against his chest.

He kissed her temple, his voice a whisper in the dark. “Dave can never know.”

“Never,” she breathed, the guilt already coiling like a cold snake in her stomach. But as she felt his strong arm around her, and the lingering aftershocks of pleasure still humming through her body, another thought, dark and thrilling, pushed the guilt aside. I hope he doesn’t leave for a long time.

35 - COMFORTED BY HER STEPDAD
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The sterile scent of the hospital still clung to her clothes, a persistent, grim reminder of the fragile woman sleeping fitfully in the room behind them. Tabby leaned against the cool brick wall outside the main entrance, the evening air doing little to clear the heavy dread from her lungs. Mark stood beside her, a solid, quiet presence. He didn’t speak. He just was. And in the chaotic storm of her mother’s illness, his stillness was the only anchor she had.

“She looked so small today,” Tabby whispered, her voice cracking on the last word.

Mark turned to her, his face etched with a matching grief. “I know, kiddo. I know.”

The old endearment, one he’d used since she was a teenager, usually made her smile. Tonight, it sent a completely different, illicit shiver down her spine. He’s not my dad, she reminded herself for the thousandth time. He was the man who’d married her mother five years ago, the man who’d fixed her car and made terrible puns at the dinner table. The man she’d inexplicably, undeniably, begun to crave.

He moved then, closing the small space between them. His arms, strong and sure, wrapped around her shoulders, pulling her into his chest. It was a gesture of comfort, one he’d offered a dozen times over the past difficult weeks. But this time, everything felt different. The press of his body against hers wasn’t just reassuring; it was electrifying. She could feel the hard plane of his chest, the warmth of him seeping through her thin blouse. His scent, a mix of clean soap and the faint, musky hint of a long day, invaded her senses, and something deep within her clenched with a desperate, aching need.

Her carefully constructed walls, built on a foundation of this is wrong and he’s your stepfather, crumbled into dust.

She tilted her head back, her eyes meeting his. The words tumbled out, a raw, terrified confession she could no longer contain. “Mark… I… God, I think about you. All the time. In ways I shouldn’t.”

His body went rigid against hers. Shock flared in his hazel eyes, followed by a dark, swirling emotion she couldn’t name. He didn’t push her away. He didn’t let go. The silence stretched, taut and trembling between them.

“Tabby,” he breathed, his voice a low, rough scrape. “We can’t.”

“I know,” she said, her heart hammering against her ribs. “But do you…?” She couldn’t finish the question.

His answer was a quiet, devastating truth. “Yes.”

It was all the permission she needed. She surged up, closing the final inch between them, and crushed her lips to his. For a heartbeat, he was still, a statue of conflicted desire. Then, with a guttural groan that vibrated through her entire body, he gave in. His arms tightened around her, one hand sliding up to cradle the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. His kiss wasn’t gentle or comforting. It was hungry. It was full of the same pent-up, forbidden desperation that had been consuming her.

He tasted of coffee and mint and a raw masculinity that made her knees weak. Her hands clutched at his shirt, pulling him closer, wanting to erase any space, any doubt, between them. When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathless.

“Tabby… your mother…” he started, but the protest was weak, his eyes glued to her swollen lips.

“She’s sleeping. She doesn’t have to know,” Tabby whispered, her own desire making her bold. “Please. Just for tonight.”

He didn’t speak another word of refusal. Taking her hand, he led her the short distance to his car, then on the silent, tense drive to the house that suddenly felt charged with a new, dangerous energy. The front door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a private world of shadow and sin.

In the dim light of the hallway, he turned to her. His hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. “Are you sure?” The question was a low, serious rumble.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she answered, her voice trembling not with uncertainty, but with anticipation.

That was all he needed. His mouth claimed hers again, this kiss deeper, more possessive. His hands began to move, slowly, methodically. He unbuttoned her blouse, each released button a tiny victory against propriety. The fabric fell open and his warm palms slid over her shoulders, pushing the garment down her arms. It dropped to the floor in a soft heap.

His eyes darkened as they traveled over her simple lace bra, and a shudder ran through him. “So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick.

He turned her around, his fingers deftly unhooking her bra. He slipped the straps down her arms and she let it fall, baring herself to him and the cool air of the room. His hands came around to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they pebbled into hard, aching points under his touch. A low moan escaped her lips as he pinched them gently, sending jolts of pure pleasure straight to her core.

He spun her back to face him and his mouth descended, capturing one taut peak. The heat, the wetness of his tongue, the gentle suction—it was too much and not enough. She cried out, her head falling back as she tangled her hands in his hair, holding him to her. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until she was gasping and writhing against him.

Her own hands worked frantically at his clothes, pushing his jacket off, fumbling with his belt buckle. He helped her, yanking his shirt over his head, unbuckling his pants and letting them, and his boxers, fall to the floor. And then he was there. Fully naked.

Her breath hitched. He was… magnificent. All hard muscle and taut skin. And standing thick and heavy between his legs, his erection was every secret fantasy she’d ever harbored made breathtakingly real. It was long, thick, and powerfully veined, curving slightly upwards. She reached out a trembling hand, wrapping her fingers around the heated velvet-steel of his length. He hissed through his teeth, his hips bucking slightly at her touch.

“Bedroom. Now,” he commanded, his voice ragged.

He led her to the nearby room—her mother’s room, their room—but the thought was a distant, unimportant echo. He laid her down on the comforter, his eyes devouring her as she sprawled before him. He knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed, hooked his hands under her knees, and drew her to the edge. He pushed her thighs apart, opening her completely to his gaze.

“Perfect,” he growled, and then his mouth was on her.

His tongue delved into her core, a slow, luxurious stroke that made her back arch off the bed. He licked and suckled, exploring her folds with an intensity that was utterly focused. He found the swollen, hypersensitive bud of her clit and circled it with the very tip of his tongue. Slow… so agonizingly slow. She whimpered, her fists clenching the sheets. He dragged his tongue through her slick heat again, then fastened his mouth on her clit and sucked.

The world exploded behind her eyelids. Pleasure, white-hot and blinding, radiated out from her center. She cried out, a raw, wanton sound she didn’t recognize as her own. He didn’t let up, his tongue flicking over her, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking a spot deep inside that made her see stars. She was bucking against his mouth, completely at the mercy of the sensations he was wringing from her body. The coil of tension in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter, a glorious, unbearable pressure.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the very edge, he pulled away. She groaned in protest, her body screaming for release. He moved up her body, his weight settling over her, the head of his cock pressing insistently against her wet entrance.

“Look at me, Tabby,” he said. She forced her eyes open, meeting his heated gaze. “I need to be inside you.”

“Yes,” she begged. “Please.”

He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion. She was so ready for him, so wet, but he was so big. He stretched her, filled her in a way that was almost too intense to bear. He paused, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers, his breath coming in ragged gasps that matched her own. “Okay?” he whispered.

“More,” she moaned. “All of you.”

With a groan of pure need, he sank the rest of the way home, burying himself to the hilt inside her. The feeling was shattering. A perfect, dizzying fullness. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew more frantic. Each thrust was a masterclass in pleasure, hitting that deep, glorious spot with unerring accuracy. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the quiet room. He dropped his head to her neck, biting and sucking at the sensitive skin there as he drove into her, again and again.

“I need to feel you,” he rasped against her ear. “Turn over.”

Obediently, her entire body thrumming with need, she got onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He slid back into her soaked depths in one smooth, powerful thrust. The new angle was deeper, primal. He fucked her with a possessive, animalistic rhythm that stole the breath from her lungs. One hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

It was the final push she needed. The climax ripped through her, a seismic, uncontrollable wave. She screamed his name as her inner muscles convulsed around his driving length, milking him, pulling him deeper into the vortex of her pleasure. Her vision whited out, her entire being consumed by the raw, electric ecstasy of her release.

Feeling her clench around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the root, and she felt the hot, pulsing jet of his release filling her. He collapsed over her back, his body shuddering with the force of his own orgasm, his breath hot against her spine.

For a long time, they stayed like that, joined, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. Eventually, he softened and slipped out of her. He rolled onto his side, pulling her with him, spooning her against his chest. He tucked the comforter around them.

The guilt came then, swift and cold, dousing the afterglow. She was lying in her mother’s bed, in the arms of her mother’s husband. The weight of their betrayal was a physical pressure on her chest.

“We can’t… we can’t ever do that again,” Mark whispered into her hair, his voice laced with the same shame she felt. “It was a mistake.”

“I know,” Tabby lied, her voice small. She pressed her back against his warm, solid chest. But as she felt his arm tighten around her, as the memory of his possession burned bright in her mind, she knew the truth. It wasn’t a mistake. It was a hunger. And she was already starving for more.
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“Promise me you won’t tell him,” Jayla whispered, her voice ragged, the words muffled against Alexander’s sweat-slicked chest.

His low chuckle vibrated through her. “Tell him what? That I just fucked my future stepmother senseless on his twelve-thread-count Egyptian cotton sheets?”

She shivered, the crude words both a shock and a thrill. This was a mistake. A catastrophic, delicious, world-ending mistake.

—

It had started over lunch, just a few hours ago.

The clink of fine china echoed in the sunlit conservatory. Jayla took a delicate sip of iced tea, the condensation cool against her fingertips. Across the glass table, Alexander Peters watched her, his gaze intense, unblinking. He was everything his father wasn’t: young, virile, with a predatory handsomeness that seemed to suck the air from the room.

“He’s playing the back nine,” Alexander said, his voice a smooth baritone. “He’ll be gone for hours. You can drop the act.”

Jayla forced a light laugh. “I don’t know what you mean, Alexander.”

“Don’t you?” He leaned forward, his elbows on the table, and the movement was so deliberate, so physical. “A woman like you. This.” He gestured vaguely at the opulent room, the immaculate grounds beyond the glass. “And a man like my father. It’s a simple equation.”

Her carefully constructed composure began to crack. He knew. Of course he knew. Everyone knew. They just had the decency not to say it. “I love your father,” she said, the lie tasting as rehearsed as it was.

Alexander’s smile was a sharp, knowing thing. “Do you? Do you really love the way his old-man hands feel on you? The sound of his breathing at night?” He let the question hang, a grenade with the pin pulled. “Or do you just love what his hands can buy you?”

The heat of a blush crept up her neck. She looked away, focusing on a perfect white orchid. Don’t engage. Don’t.

He stood then, a predator uncoiling. He didn’t walk around the table; he moved through it, his presence overwhelming the space between them until he was standing over her. The scent of him, clean soap and something inherently male, washed over her.

“A beautiful woman like you,” he murmured, his voice dropping to an intimate timbre that skated over her skin. “You deserve to be worshipped by hands that know what to do with you. By a body that can keep up with yours.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Every logical, greedy cell in her brain screamed at her to get up, to walk away, to secure the fortune that was so nearly hers. But a deeper, more primal part of her was leaning into the heat radiating from him, was breathing him in.

Resist. Resist.

He reached out, his fingers not quite touching her cheek. “One kiss,” he said, his eyes holding hers captive. “Just one. To see if I’m wrong.”

That was the moment her resistance didn’t just break; it shattered. It vaporized. With a small, desperate sound, she closed the infinitesimal gap between them, her lips meeting his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a collision. His mouth was hot and demanding, his tongue sweeping past her lips with a confidence that left her dizzy. One hand tangled in her hair, tilting her head back, while the other splayed across the small of her back, pressing her flush against the hard planes of his body. The world, the plan, Grayson—it all melted into a distant hum.

He broke the kiss, his breathing as ragged as hers. Without a word, he took her hand and led her from the conservatory, up the grand staircase, and into the master suite.

Now, standing by the vast bed, the reality of what was happening crashed into her again. “Alexander, we can’t—”

“We already are,” he interrupted, his voice leaving no room for argument. His fingers went to the buttons of her silk blouse. He worked them slowly, deliberately, his knuckles brushing against the lace of her bra underneath. Each touch was a tiny electric shock. He pushed the blouse from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His eyes darkened as they roamed over her. “Now the skirt.”

Her fingers trembled as she unzipped the side, letting the fabric slide down her hips. She stood before him in just her lace bra and panties, more exposed under his gaze than she’d ever been naked with his father.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice husky.

She obeyed, settling back onto the cool duvet. He didn’t join her. He just stood at the foot of the bed, watching her, his eyes burning with hunger.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

Her breath hitched. “What?”

“I want to watch you. Show me how you do it when you’re alone. When you’re thinking about what you really want.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her. This was a level of intimacy, of erotic command, Grayson had never even conceived of. Slowly, almost shyly, she let her hand slide down her stomach, past the waistband of her panties. Her eyes fluttered closed.

“Look at me,” he growled.

Her eyes snapped open, meeting his. She found her clit, a slick, needy bud beneath her fingers, and circled it. A soft moan escaped her lips as she fell into a rhythm, her hips beginning a subtle undulation against her own hand. She was putting on a show for him, and the sheer deviance of it made her wetter than ever.

As she pleasured herself, he unbuckled his belt, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops obscenely loud. He unzipped his trousers and freed his cock.

Jayla’s rhythm faltered. Oh, god. It was… more. Thicker, longer, harder than his father’s. He fisted himself, stroking in time with the movements of her fingers, a dark mirror of her own pleasure.

She couldn’t take it anymore. “Please,” she begged, the word torn from her.

That was all the invitation he needed. He was on the bed in an instant, hooking his fingers in her panties and pulling them down her legs. He didn’t kiss her. He just buried his face between her thighs.

His tongue was a revelation. It was not the tentative, polite lapping she was used to. It was a ruthless, expert assault. He licked broad, flat strokes that made her back arch, then focused on her clit with a suction that bordered on pain, before plunging his tongue deep inside her. He held her hips down, pinning her as she thrashed beneath him, her moans escalating into breathless, shattered cries. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearable, and then snapped. She came against his mouth with a guttural scream, her vision whiting out.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving over her, positioning himself. The blunt, insistent head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He looked down at her, his expression fierce.

“Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she gasped, clutching at his shoulders.

He drove into her in one devastating, perfect thrust, filling her completely, stretching her in ways she’d never been stretched. She cried out, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. He set a punishing pace from the start, each deep, hard stroke hitting a spot inside her that Grayson had never found. The bed rocked against the wall, the sound a frantic rhythm to their coupling. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with a desperate roll of her hips. This wasn’t duty. This was need.

“You feel that?” he grunted, his voice strained. “That’s what you really wanted, isn’t it?”

“Yes! God, yes!” she moaned, her mind blank of everything but the sensation of him pistoning into her.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees with a strength that left her breathless. The new angle was even deeper, more animalistic. He gripped her hips, slamming into her from behind. She could only brace herself and take it, each impact pushing a cry from her lips. She felt another orgasm building, even bigger than the first, coiling at her core.

“I’m going to come,” she warned him, her voice cracking.

“Not yet,” he commanded, slowing his pace. He pulled out, turning her onto her back again. “Ride me. I want to watch you take every inch.”

She straddled him, sinking down onto his rigid length with a gasp. Now she was in control. She rose and fell, setting a frantic, bouncing rhythm, her breasts swaying, her head thrown back. His hands gripped her thighs, his eyes glued to where their bodies joined. The sight of it, the feel of him hitting her deepest point over and over, pushed her over the edge. Her climax ripped through her, a silent, seizing wave of ecstasy that clenched around him.

With a guttural roar, he followed her over, his own release triggering as he thrust up into her one final time. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, and collapsed onto his chest, spent and trembling.

They lay there for a long time, tangled together, the only sound their slowing breaths. That’s when the fear returned, cold and sharp.

“Promise me you won’t tell him,” she whispered.

Alexander stroked her hair, his touch almost gentle now. “My secret is safe with me,” he murmured. But as she lay there, listening to the steady beat of his heart, Jayla knew the safest thing would be to never let this happen again.

She also knew, with a thrilling, terrifying certainty, that she absolutely would.
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The call came on a Tuesday afternoon, the phone screen flashing with an unknown number. Ava’s heart gave a little skip. Please let this be about the application, she thought, swiping to answer.

The voice on the other end was polished, smooth, like warmed honey. “Ava? This is Caroline Thorne. I’m calling regarding your application for the housekeeper position.”

Ava’s grip on the phone tightened. “Yes, hello, Mrs. Thorne. Thank you for calling.”

“We were very impressed with your resume,” Caroline continued, her tone brisk but pleasant. “My husband and I would like to meet you. Are you available to come to the estate this afternoon for an interview?”

An hour later, Ava’s old sedan crunched up a long, private driveway, winding through immaculately manicured grounds. And then the house came into view. Mansion was too small a word for it. It was a monument of glass and steel, all sharp, modern angles that somehow managed to look inviting.

The woman who opened the massive front door was just as polished as her voice. Caroline Thorne was probably in her late forties, dressed in a simple but undoubtedly expensive cream-colored sheath dress. Her blonde hair was pulled into a sleek chignon, not a strand out of place. She offered a cool, professional smile.

“Ava, right on time. Please, come in.”

The interior was staggering. A vast, open foyer gave way to a sunken living area with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline in the distance. The air smelled faintly of lemon polish and something floral. Everything gleamed.

“Xavier?” Caroline called out, her voice echoing slightly in the vast space. “The applicant is here.”

A moment later, a man emerged from a hallway. Xavier Thorne was… arresting. Tall, with thick, dark hair shot through with distinguished silver at the temples. He wore a tailored charcoal grey suit that fit his broad shoulders perfectly. But it was his eyes that held her—a piercing, intense blue that seemed to take in every detail of her, from her nervous smile down to her sensible interview shoes.

“Ava,” he said, and her name sounded different in his mouth. Deeper. More significant. He didn’t extend a hand, just gave a slow, appraising nod. “A pleasure.”

The interview itself was a blur. Caroline asked most of the questions—about experience, references, availability. But Ava was hyper-aware of Xavier’s presence. He leaned against a marble countertop, his silent observation feeling heavier than his wife’s direct inquiries. His gaze lingered on her face, her hands, and a slow, warm flush crept up her neck.

When Caroline finished, she glanced at her husband. He gave an almost imperceptible nod.

“Well,” Caroline said, turning back to Ava with a warmer smile. “I think you’re perfect for us. The job is yours, if you’d like it. You can start immediately.”

Ava’s breath caught. “Really? Oh, thank you! Yes, of course. I’d love to.”

And just like that, she was employed. Caroline gave her a brisk tour, pointing out supplies, outlining priorities, and then excused herself for the remainder of the afternoon, leaving Ava alone in the silent, sprawling house.

She threw herself into the work, polishing the vast stretches of dark wood, vacuuming plush rugs that swallowed the sound whole, cleaning the pristine windows until they seemed to disappear. It was physical, grounding work, but her mind kept drifting back to that intense blue stare. He’s married. He’s your boss. Stop it.

The sun was beginning to set, casting long, golden shadows across the floors, when a sharp buzz from the intercom panel by the door made her jump. She pressed the button. “Yes?”

“Ava.” Xavier’s voice was a smooth, low baritone that seemed to vibrate through the speaker and directly into her bones. “Please come to my study. Now.”

Her stomach did a little flip. Caroline had left for a charity event an hour ago, leaving Ava alone in the vast house with him. She smoothed her simple cotton dress, took a steadying breath, and made her way to the heavy oak door at the end of the hall.

He was standing by the window, silhouetted against the dying light, a crystal tumbler of amber liquid in his hand. The room was a testament to masculine power: dark wood, leather-bound books, the faint, spicy scent of his cologne.

“You’ve done excellent work today,” he said, not turning around. “The place hasn’t looked this cared for in years.”

“Thank you, sir. It’s a beautiful home.”

He finally turned, his gaze intense, appraising. It felt like he was looking right through her dress. “It is. And it requires beautiful things to fill it.”

He took a step closer, and then another, until he was standing right in front of her. The space between them crackled with a sudden, unexpected charge. You shouldn’t, a voice in her head whispered. What about his wife?

“Caroline was right,” he murmured, his eyes tracing the line of her jaw, then dipping lower. “You are perfect.”

“Mr. Thorne, I…”

“Xavier,” he corrected softly, lifting a hand to gently tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear. His fingertips grazed her cheek, and a shiver racked her body. “There’s no need for formalities behind closed doors.”

“Caroline…”

“Doesn’t need to know,” he finished, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. His thumb stroked her lower lip. “Some pleasures are meant to be discreet. Don’t you think?”

Every rational thought screamed for her to step back, to run. But her body was betraying her, warmth pooling low in her belly, her skin humming where he touched her. He’s so powerful. So desired. And he wants me. The sheer illicit thrill of it was a potent aphrodisiac.

He saw the hesitation in her eyes, the quickening of her breath. It was all the answer he needed.

He closed the final inch between them, his mouth capturing hers in a kiss that was nothing like she’d ever experienced. It wasn’t sweet or tentative; it was hungry, possessive, and utterly confident. His tongue claimed her mouth, and she melted against him, her own hands coming up to clutch at the expensive wool of his suit jacket. The taste of him, whiskey and mint and pure, unleashed desire, flooded her senses.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathing heavily. His dark eyes burned with a fire that made her knees weak. Without a word, his hands went to his belt, the click of the buckle echoing in the silent room. He unzipped his trousers and freed himself.

Ava’s breath hitched. He was thick and already fully erect, a prominent vein tracing its length. The sight was intimidating, exhilarating. He’s so big.

A knowing smile played on his lips. “I think you know what to do.”

The last vestiges of her resistance crumbled. She sank to her knees on the plush Persian rug, the position feeling both submissive and powerfully erotic. She looked up at him, at this commanding man now presented to her, and took him in her hand. The skin was like silk over steel. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took the broad head into her mouth.

A low groan rumbled in his chest. “Yes, just like that.”

She relaxed her jaw, letting her tongue swirl around the tip, tasting his unique, musky flavor. She bobbed her head slowly, taking him deeper with each pass, one hand working the base of his shaft. His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, his hips making tiny, involuntary thrusts. The power she felt was dizzying; to have this man at her mercy, to hear his breath catch because of her mouth.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice thick.

He pulled her to her feet, his hands urgently peeling her simple dress from her body until she stood naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool air of the study. His gaze was a physical caress, roaming over her breasts, her narrow waist, the flare of her hips.

“Turn around,” he commanded. “Bend over the desk.”

She obeyed, leaning forward until her palms were flat on the cool, polished mahogany. She felt exposed, wanton, alive. She heard him step closer, then the sharp, stunning crack of his palm connecting with her ass cheek. A gasp tore from her lips, followed instantly by a wave of heat and a throbbing need. He spanked her again, on the other side, the sting morphing into a deep, radiating pleasure.

He positioned himself behind her, the blunt head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He thrust into her with one smooth, powerful motion, filling her completely. A cry was torn from her throat—a mix of surprise and sheer bliss at being stretched so perfectly. He set a brutal, possessive pace from the start, each drive of his hips slamming the desk into the wall with a rhythmic thud.

His grip on her hips was iron-clad. “You feel even better than I imagined,” he grunted, his rhythm never faltering. “So tight around my cock.”

Ava was lost in a haze of sensation, the slap of skin on skin, the deep, internal friction that was coiling her tighter and tighter. Just as she felt herself nearing the edge, he stilled.

She heard the click of a cap. A moment later, a cool, slick finger was circling her other hole, pressing insistently. She tensed for a second, but the memory of his touch, his kiss, his ownership, made her relax, pushing back against his finger in silent invitation.

“I’m going to take this now,” he whispered, and it wasn’t a question.

He replaced his finger with the slick, broad head of his cock. The pressure was immense, a burning stretch that was entirely new. She whimpered, burying her face in her arms as he pushed past the initial resistance, a slow, inexorable invasion that stole her breath. And then he was inside, buried to the hilt, a fullness so complete it bordered on pain before transforming into the most intense pleasure she had ever known.

He began to move again, a slower, deeper rhythm that touched something primal within her. The pleasure was unbearable, a coil wound to its breaking point. Every nerve ending was on fire. His thrusts became more frantic, his own control shattering.

“Come for me,” he demanded, his voice a ragged growl.

It was the command that sent her over. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of convulsing pleasure that clenched around his thrusting length. The intense, milking contractions of her ass were his undoing. With a guttural cry, he plunged deep and held there, pulsing as he emptied himself inside her.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. He slowly pulled out, and she felt a sudden, aching emptiness. He gently turned her around to face him. He was already tucking himself back into his trousers, the powerful billionaire restored, but his eyes still smoldered.

He leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “What happens in this study, stays in this study. Understood?”

Ava could only nod, her mind reeling, her body still humming with the aftershocks. She gathered her dress, her hands trembling.

As she slipped out the door, the weight of the secret settled on her, heavy and thrilling. She couldn’t believe what had just happened.

But the aching, satisfied throb between her legs knew one thing for certain: she desperately wanted it to happen again.
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"No."

The word was a soft, breathy whisper, but in the heavy silence of the master bedroom, it sounded like a gunshot.

Xavier didn't frown. He didn't argue. He simply watched her, his dark eyes holding hers with an intensity that made her feel physically pinned to the spot. He leaned back against his wife’s vanity, his posture deceptively relaxed. "No, you don't want this? Or no, you don't believe me?"

Ava's mind was a frantic, screaming mess, a stark contrast to the perfect stillness of the opulent room. She’d been replaying his touch from the previous day on a loop for twelve hours.

This morning had been exquisite torture. Polishing silver, dusting shelves, all while feeling Xavier’s eyes tracking her every move from his home office doorway. Every bend, every reach, was performed under his silent, searing appraisal. Her skin had hummed with a current of pure want, her panties dampened by ten o’clock. When Caroline, crisp and impeccable in her tailored dress, had announced she was heading to a long lunch and some shopping, Ava’s heart had begun to hammer against her ribs like a trapped bird.

The moment the front door clicked shut, his voice came from the top of the stairs. Smooth. Certain. "Ava. My bedroom. Now."

And now here she was.

He’d laid it out with brutal, emotionless clarity. He’d fallen madly in love with Caroline, but she’d refused to marry him without an airtight prenuptial agreement. If Xavier cheated, Caroline got half of his vast fortune.

After a few years of marriage, he’d realized that he wanted things that Caroline couldn’t give him. He had a hunger for submission that Caroline simply couldn’t understand. She’d grown cold and disinterested, and Xavier was left with a longing that he couldn’t satisfy—until he met Ava.

"It's… it's wrong," Ava managed, her voice trembling.

"Probably," he agreed, his tone flat. He pushed off the vanity and took a single step toward her. The air crackled. "But it's also inevitable. I've watched you. I see the way you look at me when you think I don't notice. The flush on your cheeks. You don't just want a man, Ava. You want this. You want to please."

He was right. God help her, he was right. The guilt was a cold rock in her stomach, but it was no match for the wildfire he’d ignited in her blood. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

A slow, devastating smile spread across his face. It wasn't a kind smile. It was a predator's smile, and it made her knees weak.

"Then let's begin. Get naked."

His command brooked no argument. Her fingers, clumsy with a heady mix of fear and thrilling anticipation, went to the buttons of her standard-issue housekeeping dress. She let it pool at her feet. Then her sensible bra, her plain cotton panties, until she stood shivering in the cool, conditioned air, utterly exposed.

Xavier didn't move, just drank her in with those dark eyes, making her feel more seen than she ever had in her life. Then, he began to undress. It wasn't a striptease; it was a revelation. A crisp white shirt, peeled away to reveal a sculpted chest and defined abdomen. Trousers, shed to show powerful thighs. And then, him. Thick, long, and already fully erect, curving proudly up toward his navel. A tremor of pure, primal want shot through her.

From a drawer, he produced soft leather cuffs. He guided her gently but firmly to the massive four-poster bed, securing one wrist, then the other, to the ornate posts above her head. The leather was cool and supple against her skin. She was bound. Helpless. His.

Next, a blindfold. The world vanished into perfect, velvety blackness. Her other senses exploded into hyper-awareness. The scent of his cologne, of the clean linen. The sound of his calm, steady breathing.

Then, a new sensation. A cold, gentle pinch at her right nipple, followed by a subtle, building pressure. A clamp. He repeated it on the left. The initial sting melted into a deep, radiating ache that centered her entire being on those two sensitive points. She gasped.

"Shhh," he soothed, his voice right by her ear.

A low buzz filled the air, and then the vibrator touched the first clamp. The sensation wasn't just on her nipple; it was a seismic shock that rattled down her spine and settled in a throbbing pulse between her legs. He traced each clamp, the vibrations singing through her nerves, making her arch her back off the mattress, a low moan torn from her throat.

He was a maestro of sensation, moving the device down the tense plane of her stomach, circling her navel, then lower. So much lower. The second the buzzing head made contact with her swollen clit, she cried out, her hips bucking instinctively off the bed.

"Please…" she begged, her voice a ragged thing. "Xavier, please."

"Please, what?" he asked, his tone conversational, even as he kept the vibrator pressed against her, circling that desperate, aching nub.

"Please, let me… I need to…"

"To cum?" he finished for her. "No. Not yet. You need to learn patience. You need to learn to take what I give you."

He removed the vibrator. The loss was a physical pain. But then his hands were on her thighs, pushing them apart. And then his mouth.

His tongue was a brand. Hot, wet, impossibly skilled. He didn't just lick; he devoured. His tongue lashed her clit with relentless, perfect pressure, then delved deep inside her, fucking her with it. He sucked. He nibbled. He reduced her to a writhing, sobbing mess, her pleas becoming incoherent. The pleasure was a tidal wave, building and building, threatening to shatter her. Just as she felt herself teetering on the very edge, he pulled away again, leaving her gasping and empty.

She heard the tear of a foil packet, but he discarded it. "I want to feel you," he growled, his voice thick with desire.

And then he was on her, his weight a delicious anchor. The broad, silken head of his cock pressed against her dripping entrance. He paused, letting her feel the immense pressure, the promise of being stretched. Then, with one powerful, relentless thrust, he was inside. All the way inside.

Ava screamed. The fullness was overwhelming, exquisite. He was so deep, touching a place that had never been touched. He didn't wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, punishing rhythm, each plunge rocking her entire body, making the restraints pull taut, sending fresh jolts of sensation from the clamps on her breasts. The slap of his skin against hers was a lewd, rhythmic counterpoint to her ragged cries.

She was tumbling, falling, lost in a vortex of pure sensation. The pressure coiled again, tighter, hotter, fuelled by every thrust, every grunt that escaped his lips.

"Now," he commanded, his voice guttural, as he pistoned into her. "Cum for me."

It was the permission she didn't know she needed. The orgasm detonated, a white-hot explosion that ripped through her, shaking her to her core. Her inner muscles clamped around him, milking him desperately as waves of pure ecstasy wracked her body. Her scream was muffled by his shoulder as he drove into her one last, final time, his own roar echoing in her ear as he emptied himself deep inside her, his hot release pulsing within her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Gently, he pulled out. She heard the soft clicks as he unbuckled the cuffs from her wrists. The blindfold followed, and she blinked up at the ornate ceiling, her body boneless, humming, completely spent.

He leaned over her, brushing a damp strand of hair from her forehead. "You did so well, Ava." From the nightstand, he retrieved a collar. It was simple, black leather, with a small, discreet silver ring. It wasn't a cruel device, but a statement. He fastened it around her neck. It fit perfectly. A secret sign of Ava’s submission.

He left her there to recover. Later, as she finished her duties, the soft weight of the collar against her collarbone was a constant, thrilling reminder. The vacuum cleaner hummed, but all she could hear was his voice. The smell of lemon polish filled the air, but all she could smell was him. The guilt was still there, a sharp, cold shard in her gut. But it was drowned out by the almost painful throb between her legs, the lingering ache in her breasts, and the terrifying, undeniable truth. She’d been claimed by Xavier Thorne.
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The old Honda’s sputter turned into a death rattle, a final, shuddering gasp before the engine died completely. Melissa steered it to the dusty shoulder, the silence that followed ringing in her ears. Shit. Not a house or a streetlight in sight, just a tunnel of overgrown oaks under the vast, darkening sky. She fumbled for her phone, her heart sinking as the blank screen refused to wake. Dead. Of course it’s dead.

A long, lonely walk later, a bass rhythm pulsed through the quiet country air, a throbbing heartbeat that grew louder with every step. It led her to a sprawling modern house, lights blazing against the twilight. A party. Relief, sharp and sweet, flooded her. She could use a phone.

The man who answered the door was all easy confidence and a disarming smile. “Well, hello,” he said, his voice a warm baritone. “Lost?”

“My car broke down. My phone’s dead. I just… I just need to call a tow truck,” Melissa explained, her words tumbling out in a rush.

“Nate,” he said, stepping aside. “Come on in. Phone’s right through here.”

He led her not into a quiet study, but into the heart of the thunderous music. The living room was a swirl of moving bodies, a kaleidoscope of bare skin and decadent pleasure. A woman was arched over the back of a leather armchair, moaning as a man moved behind her. On a large fur rug, two men were exploring a woman’s body with their hands and mouths. Melissa froze, her face flushing with a heat that had nothing to do with the summer night. An orgy. A real, live, tangled mess of an orgy.

Nate watched her, his gaze knowing. “See something you like?”

“I… I should go.” Her feet, however, refused to move.

“The phone’s in the kitchen,” Nate said, his smile never fading. “But the party’s in here. Your choice.”

Melissa made the call on a cordless phone tucked away in the sprawling kitchen, her back to the spectacle, her voice shaky. The news was worse than she feared. “Two hours? Are you serious?” She hung up, the heavy receiver clattering into its cradle.

Nate leaned against the marble island, a glass of amber liquid in his hand. “Looks like you’ve got some time to kill.”

“I have a boyfriend,” she blurted out, as if saying it aloud would fortify her own resolve.

“I’m sure he’s a great guy,” Nate said smoothly, moving closer. “But he’s not here. And this is.” His finger gently traced the line of her jaw. “One night. No names. No strings. Just feeling good.”

Her protest, the word “no,” dissolved on her tongue as his lips met hers. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming, a confident, deep exploration that tasted of whiskey and sin. The thought of her boyfriend was a distant echo, utterly powerless against the raw, magnetic pull of Nate’s mouth on hers, his hands sliding down to grip her hips.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with intent. “Let’s get you more comfortable.” His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, peeling it from her shoulders. Her bra followed, and the cool air hit her hardened nipples, making her gasp. He cupped one breast, his thumb circling the taut peak. “So perfect.”

A woman with fiery red hair and a mischievous smile, Amy, glided over. Nate didn’t even look at her, his eyes locked on Melissa’s. “Amy, why don’t you get our new friend warmed up? Be a good girl and taste her.”

Before Melissa could process the command, Amy was on her knees, her hands sliding up Melissa’s trembling thighs, pushing her skirt up around her waist. This is really happening. Amy’s breath was hot through the lace of her panties. Then, with a deft hook of a finger, the fabric was pulled aside.

The first flat stroke of Amy’s tongue was electric. Melissa’s head fell back as a low moan was ripped from her throat. Amy’s mouth was wicked magic, licking and sucking with a practiced precision that made Melissa’s knees buckle. Nate caught her, lowering her onto a deep, plush couch, spreading her legs wide.

As Amy’s tongue focused on her clit, a relentless, blissful pressure, Nate descended, capturing a nipple in his hot mouth. He sucked hard, his tongue flicking the sensitive bud while his teeth grazed it gently. The dual assault was overwhelming. Pleasure, sharp and coiling, built deep in her core, fed by the slick, rhythmic motion between her legs and the delicious pull at her breast. She was panting, her fingers tangling in Nate’s hair, her hips rising off the couch to meet Amy’s mouth.

“That’s it,” Nate murmured against her breast. “Just let go.”

He stood up, his own clothes disappearing with startling speed. He was all hard muscle and intent. He turned her over, his hands firm on her hips, bending her over the back of the couch. The soft leather pressed against her cheek. She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock press against her entrance, already slick and ready from Amy’s attention.

He pushed inside her with one smooth, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs. So full. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. He set a relentless pace, each deep stroke hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. Amy knelt beside the couch, her hand stroking herself as she watched, her eyes glazed with lust.

Then another man, Shawn, appeared. He was naked, his cock hard and jutting out. He didn’t ask. He simply guided himself to her lips. Dazed, consumed by the feeling of Nate pounding into her from behind, Melissa opened her mouth. He slid inside, the salty taste of him mingling with her own scent on Amy’s face.

It was the ultimate surrender. Nate’s thrusts grew harder, more frantic, driving her face onto Shawn’s length. She was being used, thoroughly and completely, and a wild, animalistic part of her adored it. The orgasm began as a tight coil deep in her stomach, fed by Nate’s grunts, the feeling of Shawn’s hands in her hair, the sight of Amy’s frantic fingers.

It exploded through her, a silent, seizing wave of pure ecstasy that shattered her into a million pieces. Her inner walls clenched around Nate’s cock in rapid, uncontrollable pulses.

Feeling her climax, Shawn groaned, a deep, guttural sound. “I’m gonna cum,” he warned, but he didn’t pull away. He thrust forward one last time, and the hot, bitter rush filled her mouth. She swallowed instinctively, the act itself sending a secondary, shameful thrill through her spent body.

Nate roared his release, pulling out of her and painting her lower back and ass with hot, sticky stripes of his own climax.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing and the distant throb of music. Melissa stayed bent over the couch, boneless and utterly spent. The world slowly came back into focus. Nate patted her hip gently. Amy and Shawn drifted away, merging back into the party’s flow.

Melissa slowly straightened up, her body humming, her skin tingling. She found her clothes in a pile, dressing with trembling fingers. She didn’t look at anyone as she slipped out the front door, the humid night air feeling alien on her sensitized skin.

The walk back to her car was a dream. She could still feel the ghost of Nate inside her, the taste of Shawn on her tongue. The tow truck’s flashing yellow lights appeared in the distance. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. It was a night she would never forget.

40 - VELVET DUNGEON REVENGE
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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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