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1 - A STEPDAUGHTER’S FIRST TIME

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / Virgin / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The front door slammed, and the sound of muffled, hiccupping sobs followed. Vince looked up from his laptop in the living room. Melody. His wife was pulling a double at the hospital, which meant he was the only one home.

He found her in her bedroom, curled on her side on the purple comforter, face buried in a pillow. Her shoulders shook.

“Hey,” he said softly from the doorway. “What happened?”

She just cried harder. He stepped in, sitting carefully on the edge of the bed. He was her stepdad, had been for five years, but the line between comforting parent and… something else had always felt thin, charged with an electricity he refused to name. She was eighteen. An adult. But not to you, he’d always told himself. Not really.

“Melody, talk to me. Did something happen with Chad?”

At her boyfriend’s name, she rolled over. Her mascara was a wreck, her eyes puffy and red. She looked devastatingly young and heartbreakingly beautiful. “He broke up with me,” she whispered, voice thick.

“Why? What did he do?”

She sat up, wiping her nose with the back of her hand. “He… he kept pushing. To go further. All the way. I told him I wasn’t ready, that I wanted it to be special, and he just… he called me a prude. Said I was wasting his time.” A fresh tear tracked through the smudges on her cheek. “He said no guy would wait for that.”

A hot, protective anger flared in Vince’s chest. “He’s an idiot. And he’s wrong. You set a boundary. A good man respects that.”

“But what if he’s right?” Her gaze, suddenly clear and intense, locked onto his. “What if I’m just… scared?”

“It’s okay to be scared. It’s a big thing.”

The room felt too warm, the air too still. Melody stretched out on the bed, the movement making her oversized sweatshirt ride up, exposing a strip of smooth, pale stomach. Vince forced his eyes away.

“It wouldn’t be scary,” she said, her voice dropping to a near-whisper, “if it was with someone I trusted completely. Someone I… wanted.”

A warning bell clanged in Vince’s mind. “You’ll find that person, Mel.”

“I already have.”

The words hung between them, tangible and dangerous. Vince’s mouth went dry. He knew. He’d known from the way her eyes sometimes lingered on him, from the casual touches that lasted a beat too long. He’d buried it, ignored it, drowned it in guilt.

“Melody…” His voice was a strained rasp.

“I know it’s wrong,” she rushed out, her own voice trembling now with a different kind of emotion. “I know Mom would… God. But I can’t stop thinking about you. How kind you are. How safe I feel with you. I don’t want my first time to be with some boy who doesn’t care. I want it to be with you. I want you to show me.”

Every moral, societal, and marital rule screamed at him to stand up, to walk out, to be the adult. But a deeper, darker current pulled him under. The attraction he’d denied for years surged to the surface, raw and undeniable. She was an adult. She was pleading with him. And he wanted it.

He didn’t move. “This is a line we can’t uncross.”

“I know.” She uncurled herself, shifting closer on the bed. The scent of her shampoo, something sweet like coconut, filled his space. “Please, Vince.”

Her use of his name, not ‘Dad’, was the final shove. With a groan that was half anguish, half surrender, he closed the distance between them.

The first kiss was hesitant, a soft brush of his lips against hers. Then she made a small, desperate sound in the back of her throat, and her hands came up to frame his face. The kiss deepened, turning hungry, messy. Her lips were impossibly soft, and she tasted of salt and strawberry lip gloss. His control shattered.

His hands slid under her sweatshirt, pushing it up. She broke the kiss just long enough to raise her arms, letting him pull it over her head. She wore a simple lace bra beneath, white. Her breasts were full, perfect. He stared, his breath catching.

“Touch me,” she breathed.

He fumbled with the clasp, his fingers clumsy. It fell away. Her nipples were pale pink, already taut. He lowered his head, taking one into his mouth. She gasped, her back arching off the bed. He swirled his tongue around the peak, then sucked gently, then harder. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him there.

“Oh, God… Vince…”

He switched to the other breast, giving it the same worshipful attention, his hand kneading the soft flesh he’d abandoned. Her moans were continuous now, little melodic sighs that went straight to his groin. He kissed down the quivering plane of her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her soft cotton shorts and her panties beneath, dragging them both down her legs in one motion.

She was bare beneath, and she was exquisite. He settled between her legs, spreading her gently with his hands. She was already glistening, her folds flushed and swollen. The scent of her arousal, musky and sweet, was the most intoxicating thing he’d ever smelled.

“What are you…” she started, but her question became a sharp cry as he leaned in and licked a slow, firm stripe from her entrance to her clit.

He didn’t answer with words. He answered with his mouth. He licked and probed and sucked, learning her rhythm. He found the tight, eager bud of her clit and focused there, flicking his tongue over it in rapid circles. Her hips bucked off the mattress. Her thighs tightened around his head. Her pleas were a broken mantra.

“Right there… don’t stop… please, please…”

He slid a finger inside her, then two. She was so tight, so hot, so wet. She clenched around him, and her cries pitched higher. He curled his fingers, searching, and when he found that spongy spot inside her, he pressed.

Her orgasm hit her like a storm. Her whole body went rigid. A shattered scream tore from her throat as she ground herself against his mouth, her inner walls pulsing wildly around his fingers. He rode it out with her, gentling his tongue until she was a trembling, boneless heap on the bed.

Before she could recover, he was stripping off his own clothes. His erection sprang free, thick and aching. He knelt on the bed beside her.

Her eyes, heavy-lidded and sated, widened at the sight of him. She reached out, her fingers wrapping tentatively around his length. Her touch was fire. She stroked him once, twice, her grip unsure but electric.

“Show me,” she whispered again.

He guided her head down. Her first lick was timid, just a kittenish lap at the tip. Then she took him into her mouth. It was hot, wet, and awkwardly perfect. She bobbed her head, her tongue experimenting, her hand working his base. The sight of her, lips stretched around him, her hair spilling over his thighs, was enough to make him see stars. He threaded his fingers through her hair, not forcing, just holding.

“Enough,” he gritted out, pulling her gently away. “I need to be inside you.”

He positioned himself over her, his weight on his elbows. He looked into her eyes, seeing trust, desire, and a flicker of fear. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. Please.”

He notched his head at her entrance. He pushed, just an inch. She was incredibly tight, a silken, clutching heat. She whimpered, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Okay?” he murmured.

“More. Give me all of you.”

He sank deeper, slowly, letting her body stretch to accommodate him. When he was fully sheathed, they both groaned in unison. He was buried to the hilt in a scalding, perfect embrace. He held still, letting her adjust, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her lips.

Then he began to move.

Short, shallow thrusts at first. Then longer, deeper strokes. Each one dragged a moan from her lips. He fucked her in a steady, building rhythm, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper with every plunge.

“Harder,” she begged, her head thrashing side to side. “Fuck me harder, Vince.”

He obeyed, slamming into her with a force that shook the bedframe. Her cries became screams of pure pleasure. He could feel her inner muscles beginning to flutter again, tightening around him like a velvet fist. The coil in his own belly wound unbearably tight.

“I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum!” she sobbed.

“Do it,” he growled. “Cum for me.”

Her second climax was even more violent than the first. Her back arched spectacularly, and she chanted his name like a prayer as her pussy gripped and milked his cock in relentless waves. It shattered his last shred of control.

With a raw, guttural shout, he drove into her one last, deep time and let go. Hot pulses of his release filled her, each spasm wracking his body as he collapsed on top of her, spent and breathless.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, the distant sound of a car door shutting outside.

Reality.

They both froze.

“Mom,” Melody whispered, her eyes flying wide with panic.

They scrambled apart, a tangle of limbs and urgent whispers. He grabbed his clothes, dressing with frantic speed. She yanked her sweatshirt back on, not bothering with the bra, pulling her shorts up. They were both still panting, the smell of sex thick in the air.

As Vince fumbled with his belt, his eyes met hers across the rumpled bed. He was guilty. He’d crossed the line, and there was no going back. But deep down, he wanted to do it again.

2 - A VIRTUAL REALITY ROMANCE

MF / Virgin / College / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The sterile glow of Gracie’s laptop screen was a familiar comfort, a world of logic and predictable outcomes. At eighteen, she spoke the language of code fluently, but the language of flirtation, of touch, remained a complete mystery. Listening to her roommate recount her latest hookup, Gracie had felt a familiar heat of awkwardness creep up her neck. She’d buried herself deeper in her work, the click-clack of her keyboard a shield against a world of intimacy she couldn’t decipher.

That’s why she’d downloaded the new VR social app, ‘Nexus’. It was easier to be brave when you were just an avatar. And in that digital space, she found Jacob.

His avatar wasn’t flashy, but it exuded a quiet, unshakable confidence that made her own simplistic digital form feel suddenly shy. For weeks, they met in simulated gardens and on virtual beaches, talking for hours. He was witty, sharp, and he listened to her talk about coding problems with genuine interest. The flirtation was a slow, delicious burn, a game of intellectual chess that consistently left her breathless. He never pushed, only teased, building a tension so palpable she could feel it humming in her veins long after she took the headset off.

When he suggested meeting at the massive video game expo downtown, her first instinct was to panic. This is it, she thought. The moment the digital fantasy crashes into awkward, sweaty-palmed reality. But his voice, calm and sure through the audio feed, had settled her. “It’s just me, Gracie. The same guy who thinks your algorithm for detecting trolls is genius.”

Seeing him in person was like watching a high-resolution texture load over a low-poly model. Jacob was… more. His quick wit was even faster, his laughter warmer. He wasn’t just a game developer; he was a lead designer on a title she adored, and his passion was infectious. The gentle demeanor she’d sensed through the screen was real, a calm center in the roaring chaos of the expo hall.

Now, in the quiet opulence of his hotel suite, the distant city lights painting shifting patterns on the ceiling, that built-up tension had reached its breaking point. The air between them was thick with it. He was looking at her, not as a brilliant coder or a quirky avatar, but as a woman. His gaze was a physical touch.

Her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. Summoning a courage she didn’t know she possessed, she closed the small distance between them and pressed her lips to his.

It wasn't a graceful kiss. It was rushed, fueled by weeks of pent-up wanting. But he met her with a soft, surprised sound that melted into a low groan, his hands coming up to cradle her face, slowing her down, teaching her the rhythm with the gentle sweep of his tongue. When they finally broke apart, both were breathing heavily.

“I want you to be my first,” she whispered, the words hanging in the air between them, a confession and a plea.

His eyes darkened, but his smile was tender. “Are you sure, Gracie?”

“Never been more sure of anything in my life.”

He nodded, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Then we go slow. You tell me everything you’re feeling. Every single thing.”

He started with her shirt, the soft cotton brushing over her sensitized skin as he lifted it. Each button of her jeans was a tiny revelation, the drag of the zipper a shockingly loud sound in the quiet room. He kissed every new inch of skin he uncovered—the hollow of her throat, the slope of her shoulder, the delicate curve of her breast above her simple lace bra. When he finally unsnapped it, his breath hitched. “You’re so beautiful, Gracie.”

He laid her back on the plush duvet, his mouth closing over one nipple, then the other, his tongue swirling and teasing until she was arching off the bed, her fingers tangled in his hair. He worshipped her with his lips and tongue, tracing a path down her stomach, nipping gently at her hip bones, until he reached the waistband of her plain cotton panties. He hooked his fingers in them and drew them down her legs, his eyes never leaving hers.

Then it was his turn. He stood, and with a few efficient movements, he was naked. The air left Gracie’s lungs in a soft whoosh. He was all lean muscle and taut skin, and god, he was big. Thick and heavy and utterly intimidating. A fresh wave of nervousness washed over her, but it was chased away by a bolt of pure, liquid heat.

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his length, learning the feel of him, velvety soft skin over steel. He groaned, his head falling back. “Your touch… fuck.” Encouraged, she leaned forward, pressing a timid kiss to the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum beading there. His hissed inhale was all the approval she needed. She took him into her mouth, slowly, letting her tongue explore the sensitive vein on the underside. She found a rhythm, sucking gently, swirling her tongue around the head, lost in the intoxicating sounds she was pulling from him, the way his hands fisted in the sheets.

He gently pulled her back up, kissing her deeply, his taste still on her lips. “I wanna taste you,” he murmured, pushing her back onto the mattress.

He settled between her legs, his hands spreading her open for his gaze, for his mouth. The first flat stroke of his tongue across her slit made her cry out. It was an electric shock of pure pleasure. He licked into her, deep and slow, then focused on her clit, circling it with a relentless, perfect pressure. She was already teetering on the edge, her hips bucking against his face.

Then his thumb found her other hole, circling the tight, virgin pucker. She gasped. “Jacob…”

“Just a little,” he breathed against her, his voice thick with desire. “Trust me.”

She nodded, feverish, lost in sensation. He pressed a single, slick finger against the tight ring of muscle, applying a gentle, persistent pressure as his tongue lashed her clit. The dual assault was overwhelming, a confusing, exquisite mix of mild burn and blinding pleasure. The pressure built, coiling tightly in her core until it snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, seizing wave that left her shuddering and gasping beneath him, her vision whiting out.

Before she could even come down, he was moving over her, his body covering hers. He sheathed himself in a condom, then guided his cock to her entrance. He pushed inside with a slow, inexorable pressure, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was just on the right side of painful. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, wanting all of him. He began to move, a deep, rhythmic pace that stole the breath from her lungs. Every thrust was a lesson in pleasure, hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

Just as she felt another climax beginning to build, he stilled. “I’m not done with you,” he whispered, his voice rough.

He rolled them over, pulling her on top of him for a deep, possessive kiss before maneuvering her onto her hands and knees. The new position left her feeling exposed, vulnerable. She heard the cap of a bottle click open, then the cool, slick sensation of lube against her most forbidden place. She tensed.

“Breathe, Gracie,” he soothed, massaging the tight muscle, preparing her. “Just breathe for me.”

The blunt head of his cock pressed against her. It was a much more intense pressure, a fuller, deeper stretch. He pushed slowly, inch by agonizingly slow inch, until he was fully seated inside her, his body flush against her back. He held still, letting her adjust, peppering her spine with kisses.

“Okay?” he breathed.

“Yes… oh god, yes…”

He began to move, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, longer strokes. The sensation was incredible, a full, aching pressure that rubbed against every nerve ending. The initial stretch melted into a deep, rolling pleasure that mingled with the aftershocks from her first orgasm. He gripped her hips, his rhythm becoming faster, more urgent, his grunts of pleasure music to her ears. She met him thrust for thrust, the slapping of their skin a wild rhythm in the quiet room. This felt debauched, perfect, his. Another orgasm, different from the first, built and crashed over her, a tidal wave of ecstasy that made her clench around him convulsively.

Her convulsing muscles pushed him over the edge. With a guttural groan, he buried himself deep inside her, his own release shuddering through him. He collapsed over her back, both of them a sweaty, trembling heap on the rumpled sheets.

After a few moments, he gently pulled out and disposed of the condom before gathering her into his arms, pulling the covers over them. He held her close, his heartbeat a steady drum against her ear. The silence was comfortable, filled with the scent of sex and his cologne.

He kissed her forehead. “Gracie,” he murmured, his voice sleep-roughened and utterly sincere. “I think I’m in love with you. I want to be with you. For real.”

Her heart, already so full, swelled until she thought it might burst. She curled tighter into his embrace, a smile gracing her kiss-swollen lips. “I love you too, Jacob.”

3 - A TEACHER GIVES INTO TEMPTATION

MF / Virgin / Teacher Student / Age Gap / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The folded piece of notebook paper on his desk felt like a live wire. Allen Keller picked it up, the ghost of a floral-scented perfume clinging to it. He’d seen that loopy, feminine handwriting on enough late assignments to know it immediately. Kelly.

He’d been complaining to a colleague about the soul-crushing silence of his new apartment after the divorce, his voice low. He thought the room was empty. He was wrong.

Now, the words on the page burned him. I think you’re amazing. I listen to every word you say. I’ve never seen anyone so smart, so handsome. I think about you all the time. It was unsigned, but it didn’t need to be. It was a hand grenade disguised as a valentine.

The next day dragged. Every time his eyes met Kelly’s, a faint pink blush would creep up her neck. She’d look away, quickly, feigning intense interest in the causes of the Punic Wars. God, she’s so young, he thought, the guilt a cold stone in his gut. But another part of him, the part that had been lonely and touch-starved for months, watched the way she bit her lip in concentration and felt a dangerous, answering heat.

When the final bell rang, he made his move. “Kelly? A word, please.”

The other students filed out, their laughter echoing down the hall. The door clicked shut, leaving them in the sudden, thick quiet of the empty classroom. Sunlight streamed through the windows, illuminating dust motes dancing in the air.

He held up the note. “This was left on my desk yesterday.” His voice was harder than he intended, a teacher’s voice, a wall of authority. “It was highly inappropriate. It can’t happen again. Do you understand?”

Her face crumpled. The confident, blushing girl from moments before vanished, replaced by a mortified child. Her eyes, a deep, liquid brown, welled up instantly, and a single tear traced a path down her cheek. She looked down at her scuffed sneakers, shoulders slumping in utter defeat. The sight was a physical blow to his chest.

“Hey… no. Don’t cry.” The teacher façade cracked. He stepped closer, the space between them shrinking from professional to personal in a heartbeat. He put a hand on her shoulder, a gesture meant to comfort. Her sweater was soft under his palm. She was trembling.

“I’m so sorry,” she whispered, her voice thick with tears. “I just… I thought…”

“It’s okay,” he murmured, his thumb moving of its own volition, stroking a faint, reassuring circle on her shoulder. Her skin was warm beneath the thin cotton.

She looked up then, her eyes searching his, and he was lost. The air crackled, heavy with everything unsaid. The attraction he’d ruthlessly suppressed for months roared to the surface, obliterating duty, reason, consequence. He saw it reflected in her gaze—not just admiration, but a raw, startling want.

He didn’t decide to kiss her. His body simply closed the final inch. His lips met hers, and they were even softer than he’d imagined, tasting faintly of strawberry lip gloss and salt from her tears. It was a hesitant brush at first, a question.

She answered by surging into him, her hands coming up to clutch at the lapels of his jacket, pulling him closer. A small, desperate sound escaped her throat. The sound undid him completely.

His arms wrapped around her, one hand tangling in the silk of her hair, the other splaying against the small of her back, pressing her body flush against his. The kiss deepened, turning hungry, exploratory. Her tongue met his, shyly at first, then with a confidence that made his head spin. This was no innocent crush. This was a woman awakening, and he was the spark.

He was hard, painfully so, and the evidence of it pressed against her stomach. She gasped into his mouth, not pulling away, but grinding against him instinctively. The friction was exquisite torture.

Her small hand slipped between them, fumbling with the button of his trousers, then the zipper. He should stop this. He knew he should. But his brain had short-circuited, every nerve ending screaming for more. The rasp of the zipper was the loudest sound in the world.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in ragged pants, and looked him dead in the eye as she slipped her hand inside his open fly. Her fingers wrapped around his length, and the feel of her cool, smooth skin on his heated flesh was an electric shock. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound from the base of his throat, his hips bucking involuntarily into her touch.

“Kelly…” he breathed, a final, weak protest.

“I’ve wanted to,” she whispered, her eyes dark with desire. “I’ve thought about this.” Her fist began to move, a slow, tentative stroke that rapidly gained confidence. She learned his rhythm quickly, her thumb slicking over the head of his cock, smearing the bead of moisture that had gathered there. Pleasure, sharp and bright, lanced through him. He could only watch, mesmerized, as this beautiful girl jerked him off in his classroom.

Then she sank to her knees.

“No, you don’t have to—” he started, but the words died as she looked up at him, her expression one of pure, wicked determination.

Her tongue darted out, a pink flash, and she licked a long, slow stripe from the base of his shaft to the tip. The warmth, the wetness, the visual of her on her knees… it was nearly enough to finish him right there. He braced a hand against a student desk, his legs turning to water.

She took him into her mouth.

It was awkward, inexperienced, and utterly the most erotic thing he had ever experienced. The hot, wet suction of her lips, the tentative flick of her tongue against his most sensitive spot. She moved her head slowly, taking more of him than he thought possible, her hands gripping his thighs for balance. He tangled his fingers in her hair, not guiding, just feeling, as the world narrowed to this single, devastating point of sensation. The sounds she made, little humming moans of concentration and pleasure, vibrated through him.

He couldn’t take it. He gently pulled her to her feet, her lips swollen and slick. He kissed her again, crushing her to him, his hands everywhere at once. He yanked her sweater over her head, revealing a simple, lacy white bra. He unhooked it with a practiced flick, and her breasts spilled into his hands. They were perfect, firm and full, with taut nipples that pebbled under his thumbs. He bowed his head, taking one into his mouth, sucking deeply, and her cry of pleasure was a drug.

He unbuttoned her jeans, pushing them and her panties down her hips in one frantic motion. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside, standing naked and gloriously unashamed in the afternoon sun. Her body was a revelation—slim, pale, every curve a temptation.

He lifted her, her legs wrapping around his waist, and placed her on the edge of his solid oak desk, scattering graded papers to the floor. He knelt before her, spreading her legs. The scent of her arousal, sweet and musky, filled his senses. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue finding her core.

She cried out, her back arching off the cool wood of the desk. She was already so wet, so ready. He licked and suckled, tracing patterns on her sensitive flesh, drinking her in. He found the tight, throbbing bud of her clit and focused there, relentless, until her thighs were trembling against his ears and her breath was coming in broken sobs. “Please… Mr. Keller… Allen… please…”

He stood, his own body screaming for release. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her wet heat. One thrust was all it would take.

“I… I’ve never…” she gasped, her eyes wide, glazed with passion and a flicker of fear. “I’m a virgin.”

The words were a bucket of ice water. He froze, every cell in his body warring with itself. This was the line. The uncrossable line. His career, her innocence—it all hung in the balance.

He hesitated, panting. “Kelly… are you sure? Absolutely sure?”

She looked at him, all traces of the shy student gone, replaced by a woman certain of her desire. She nodded, reaching down to guide him. “Yes. I want you. I want this.”

It was all the permission he needed. He pushed forward, slowly, the resistance giving way to an overwhelming, velvety tightness. She was so small, so impossibly tight around him. She gasped, a sharp intake of breath, her nails digging into his arms.

He stilled, letting her adjust, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. “Okay?” he whispered.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her hips making a small, experimental circle. “Please don’t stop.”

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly spiraled into something more frantic, more primal. The desk rocked against the floor with each thrust, a rhythmic thudding that was the only sound besides their ragged breathing and the wet, slick sounds of their joining. He drove into her, again and again, each plunge wringing a desperate moan from her lips. He watched her face, her eyes screwed shut in concentration, her mouth open in a perfect ‘O’ of pleasure.

Her inner muscles began to flutter around him, a frantic, rhythmic clenching. “I’m… I’m gonna…” she cried out, her head thrashing from side to side.

Her climax hit her, a wave that crashed over her, her entire body seizing up. The feeling of her pulsing around his cock was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he pushed deep, as deep as he could go, and spilled himself inside her, his own release a blinding, shattering explosion that seemed to last forever.

He collapsed against her, spent, his forehead resting on her shoulder, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together. They stayed like that for a long moment, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal.

Reality seeped back in, cold and unwelcome. He pulled out and they quickly, silently, gathered their clothes and dressed, avoiding each other’s eyes. The room was a mess, a testament to what they’d done.

“Kelly,” he finally said, his voice hoarse. “This can’t… no one can ever know. My job… everything…”

She looked at him, her expression unreadable. She smoothed down her sweater. “Your secret is safe with me.” A small, secret smile played on her lips. “I want to do it again.”

She slipped out the door, leaving him alone in the silent, sun-drenched room. He sagged against the desk, the ghost of her heat still on the wood. What the hell have I done? The thought was a scream in his mind. But beneath the panic, a darker, thrilling current surged. He wanted more, too.

4 - FIGURE DRAWING AND FORBIDDEN DESIRES

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

The charcoal whispered across the thick, textured paper, a soft, rhythmic scratch that was the only sound in the dim apartment. Drake’s focus was absolute, his entire world narrowed to the curve of a shoulder, the delicate line of a collarbone.

His eighteen-year-old stepsister, Tina, held the pose on the worn velvet couch, a living sculpture. She was considering a career in art, just like Drake. Their parents had suggested she shadow him at art school—a way for her to see what being an artist was all about. She’d suggested figure drawing on the final night of her visit. First, he had posed for her. Now, it was her turn.

“Just a few more minutes,” he murmured, his hand moving swiftly to capture the languid drape of her arm.

“I’m not tired,” she said, her voice steady, though her gaze burned with an intensity that had nothing to do with art. “I want to try something else.”

He looked up, meeting her eyes. “What did you have in mind?”

“I want to pose nude.”

The charcoal stick slipped from his fingers, rolling off the drafting table and leaving a smudged trail on the floor. No. Impossible. Wrong. The words were a dull roar in his head, instantly drowned out by a surging, primal heat that coiled in his gut. He tried to form a protest, but his throat was too dry.

“Tina… we can’t.”

“Why?” she challenged, her chin tilting up. “It’s art. You sketch nude models in class all the time. Are you saying my body isn’t worthy of being art?”

“That’s not it,” he breathed, his eyes already undressing her, tracing the invisible lines he ached to make real. “It’s… different. You’re my stepsister.”

“Only if we make it different.” Her fingers went to the hem of her loose linen shirt. She didn’t break eye contact as she pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the floor. Her bra was simple, white cotton. His breath hitched. This was the point of no return, and she was charging across it.

He should stop her. He knew he should. But his hands remained frozen on the table, his sketchpad forgotten. He was an artist, and the subject was unveiling herself. How could he look away?

Her hands went behind her back, and the bra clasp came undone. It joined the shirt on the floor. Her breasts were small, pert, with pink, taut nipples that puckered in the cool air of the room. A soft, involuntary sound escaped him.

She stood, her movements graceful and deliberate, and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her soft shorts. She pushed them down, along with her panties, in one fluid motion, stepping out of the pooled fabric. She stood before him, completely bare, her skin glowing in the warm lamplight.

“Draw me, Drake,” she whispered.

His hands were trembling as he found a new piece of paper. He began to sketch, his lines frantic at first, then becoming more assured as he lost himself in the topography of her. The gentle slope of her waist, the sweet flare of her hips, the dark triangle of hair at their junction. His cock strained painfully against his jeans, each stroke of the charcoal mirroring the throbbing ache within him.

He was so hard it was a dull, constant pain. He couldn’t focus on the lines, only on the woman they described.

“I can’t do this,” he finally groaned, dropping the charcoal. He wasn’t talking about the drawing.

“I know,” she said, her voice soft but sure. She walked toward him, a naked nymph crossing the small space. She didn’t try to cover herself. “I don’t want you to just draw me.”

She stopped inches from him. He could feel the heat radiating from her skin, smell her clean, soapy scent mixed with something deeper, more primal.

“I’ve wanted this all week,” she confessed, her eyes wide and earnest. “I’ve never… been with anyone. I’m a virgin. And I want you. I want you to be my first.”

The admission shattered his last shred of resistance. A virgin. The thought was terrifying and intoxicating. “Tina… our parents… it’s…”

“They aren’t here,” she said, her hand coming up to rest on his chest. He flinched at the contact, electricity arcing through him. “It’s just us. Please, Drake. Don’t make me leave tomorrow without knowing what it’s like to be with you.”

He was lost. All the reasons why it was wrong melted away under the scalding heat of his desire. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek, and finally, finally brought his lips to hers.

The kiss was not gentle. It was a hungry, desperate clash of teeth and tongues, a week of suppressed longing exploding into being. His hands were everywhere, sliding down her back, gripping her bare ass, pulling her tight against the rigid proof of his need. She moaned into his mouth, her own hands fumbling with the button of his jeans.

He broke the kiss, breathing heavily. “Are you sure? Absolutely sure?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her eyes dark with desire. “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

That was all he needed. He stripped off his clothes in frantic haste, his own skin buzzing with anticipation. He led her back to the couch, the site of her pose, now destined to be the site of her initiation. He laid her down, her body a pale contrast against the dark velvet.

His artist’s eye took over once more, but now his tools were different. He reached for the jar of brushes on the table, selecting one with soft, fine bristles. He dragged the tip of it, dry, over her skin. It trailed lightly over her stomach, around the curve of her breast, never quite touching her nipple. She shivered, a gasp catching in her throat.

“Drake…” she whimpered.

He abandoned the brush, replacing its synthetic bristles with his mouth. He kissed his way down her body, a slow, worshipful descent. He laved her nipples with his tongue, first one, then the other, until she was arching off the couch, her fingers tangling in his hair. He continued down, over the quivering plane of her stomach, nuzzling the soft hair at the apex of her thighs.

He parted her folds with his thumbs, revealing her slick, pink center. She was exquisite. He leaned in and breathed her in, a musky, sweet scent that was wholly her, before he lowered his mouth and tasted her.

She cried out, her hips bucking off the couch. He held her firmly, his tongue finding her clit, circling it, flicking it, learning the rhythm that made her moans turn into incoherent pleas. He slid one finger inside her, feeling the incredible, tight heat of her virginity, and she clenched around him with a shocked gasp. He added a second finger, stretching her gently, preparing her, his tongue never ceasing its relentless, luxurious assault.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she panted, her body tensing.

He drove her over the edge, his mouth sealed to her, drinking her in as she came with a sharp, keening wail, her body shuddering violently under his hands.

Before she could even come down, she was pushing at his shoulders, her eyes hazy with pleasure and a new determination. “I’m ready,” she breathed.

She urged him onto his back and straddled his hips, her slick heat teasing the head of his cock. She took him in her hand, guiding him to her entrance. He looked up at her, at her perfect breasts, her flushed face, the bold desire in her eyes.

“Go slow,” he urged, his voice rough.

She nodded, biting her lip. She lowered herself onto him, an inch at a time. He felt her incredible tightness, the slight resistance, and then the yielding as she took him fully inside her with a soft, broken cry. She was so hot, so impossibly tight. She held still for a moment, her inner muscles fluttering around him as she adjusted.

Then she began to move. Tentatively at first, a slow, rocking grind that made him see stars. Then she found her confidence, her rhythm, rising and falling on his shaft, her head thrown back in ecstasy. He gripped her hips, helping her, meeting her thrust for thrust. The sight of her above him, taking her pleasure from his body, was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.

“I want to feel you… deeper,” she moaned.

In a swift move, he rolled them over, pinning her beneath him. He hooked her legs over his arms, opening her completely, and plunged into her. This angle was deeper, more primal. Each thrust was a claim. Her cries grew louder, more frantic, filling the small apartment. He could feel his own climax coiling, a tight spring in the base of his spine.

“Look at me,” he demanded.

Her eyes, glazed with passion, found his.

“I’m going to come inside you,” he growled, the words filthy and perfect.

“Yes. Now. Please, Drake, now.”

Her inner walls clenched around him in a powerful, milking rhythm, and her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt and spilled into her, his release crashing over him in wave after blinding, devastating wave.

He collapsed on top of her, spent, their sweat-slicked bodies sticking together. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He shifted his weight off her but pulled her tight against his side, her head on his chest. He stared at the ceiling, the reality of what they had just done settling over him like a fog.

Her voice was a sleepy murmur against his skin. “I’m not going to be able to forget this. I’m not going to be able to forget you.”

His arms tightened around her. The fear of their parents discovering them was a cold knot in his stomach, but it was utterly dwarfed by the warm, possessive satisfaction thrumming through his veins. He knew, with a certainty that shook him, that he was already addicted.

5 - ANNA’S SEXUAL EDUCATION

MF / Virgin / College / Romantic / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“Are you sure?” Riley’s voice was a low, gravelly hum against her ear, his hands pausing at the waistband of her jeans.

Anna’s breath hitched. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. This is it. This was the moment she’d both fantasized about and feared. She could still pull back, make an excuse, return to the safety of her dorm and her quiet, untouched life. But the memory of her roommates’ laughter, their easy chatter about hookups and exploits, steeled her resolve. She wasn’t going to be left behind anymore.

“Yes,” she breathed out, the word barely a whisper but ringing with a certainty that surprised her. “I’m sure.”

His lips curved into a soft, approving smile. “Okay then.”

_

The decision had been born out of sheer frustration three weeks prior. Anna sat on her bed, trying to study, while Chloe and Maya dissected their weekends with surgical precision.

“—and then he just looked at me, you know?” Chloe was saying, painting her toenails a vicious red. “Like he wanted to devour me. We didn’t even make it back to his place. The stacks in the library, can you believe it?”

Maya giggled, shoving Chloe’s shoulder. “Slut. At least I had the decency to use a bed. This guy from the rugby team? Total animal. I could barely walk the next day.”

Anna kept her eyes glued to her textbook, the words blurring into nothing. She felt like a visitor in her own life, a spectator to everyone else’s adventures. At eighteen, her sexual experience was a short, awkward, and frankly disappointing chapter she preferred to forget. The boasted conquests of her roommates felt like a foreign language she didn’t speak.

The next day, she saw the flyer tacked to a bulletin board outside the student union: Campus Wellness Initiative: Exploring Intimacy & Consent. A 4-week workshop. It was clinical. Safe. Empowering, the text promised. She signed up before she could talk herself out of it.

The class was held in a pleasantly lit seminar room. And there was Riley. He wasn’t much older than the students, maybe mid-twenties, with kind eyes and a calm, grounding presence. He spoke about communication, about desire as a conversation, about the power of a simple “yes” and the equal power of “no.” He made it sound less like a performance and more like a discovery.

Anna found herself speaking up during the second session, her voice small but clear. “How do you know what you want if you’ve… never really had it?”

Riley had focused his full attention on her, and it wasn’t intimidating. It was… warm. “That’s a great question,” he said, his voice sincere. “You start by giving yourself permission to be curious. And you find a partner who honors that curiosity, not one who rushes it.”

Their conversations after class started with workshop formalities—I liked your point about non-verbal cues—and slowly deepened. They’d talk over bad coffee, and Anna found herself telling him about her insecurities, the pressure she felt. He never judged; he just listened.

Which is how she ended up here, in his tidy, book-lined apartment, her pulse thrumming as his fingers worked the button of her jeans.

_

The shush of her zipper sounded unnaturally loud. Riley knelt before her, his movements deliberate and unhurried. He hooked his fingers into the denim and guided it down her hips, down her thighs, letting the rough material whisper against her skin until she could step free. His knuckles brushed the inside of her knee, then her calf, a trail of fire following his touch.

He looked up at her, his gaze holding hers as his palms slid back up her legs, over the lace of her simple cotton panties. She trembled under his hands, a full-body shudder of anticipation. “You are so incredibly beautiful, Anna,” he murmured, his voice full of awe.

His thumbs hooked into the waistband of her panties and drew them down, his breath warm against the newly bared skin of her stomach. She was completely exposed to him now, standing in the soft light of his living room. The air felt cool on her naked skin, a stark contrast to the heat building within her.

He didn’t move to take his own clothes off. Instead, he guided her gently to the rug, cushions from the sofa already arranged on the floor. He laid her down as if she were something precious, and followed her down, settling between her thighs.

The first touch of his mouth on her inner thigh was electric. He placed a series of soft, open-mouthed kisses along the sensitive skin, working his way inward with agonizing slowness. She sank her fingers into his hair, not to guide him, but to anchor herself. Her head fell back, a low moan escaping her lips as his tongue traced a slow, deliberate circle around her center, teasing, learning her shape.

“Riley…” His name was a plea on her lips.

He answered by finally, finally bringing his mouth to her. A slow, flat stroke of his tongue from bottom to top made her hips jerk off the cushion. He held her steady, his hands firm on her hips, as he explored her. He didn’t just devour her; he tasted her. He licked and suckled, finding a rhythm that had her mewling, her back arching. The coil of pleasure in her belly tightened with every flick of his tongue, every soft hum of approval from him. The world narrowed to this point of exquisite contact, to the building pressure threatening to shatter her. She came with a broken cry, her body convulsing under his masterful mouth, waves of pure sensation washing over her until she was boneless and breathless.

Before she could fully float down, she pushed at his shoulders, a new kind of determination seizing her. “My turn.”

She guided him onto his back, her hands fumbling only slightly with the buckle of his belt. She revealed him slowly, her eyes taking in the hard lines of his body. He was already fully erect, and she wrapped her fingers around his length, earning a sharp hiss from him. She loved the weight of him in her hand, the smoothness of his skin over the hard ridge beneath.

Leaning down, she mimicked his patience. She breathed him in, then touched her tongue to the tip, tasting the saltiness of him. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that fueled her confidence. She took him into her mouth, slowly, letting her tongue swirl around the head before sinking down further. Her hand worked in tandem with her mouth, and she lost herself in the rhythm, in the sounds she was pulling from him, in the way his hands fisted in the rug beneath them. The power was intoxicating.

When he gently pulled her off, his eyes were dark with need. “I need to be inside you, Anna. Now.”

She simply nodded, her own need roaring back to life. He sheathed himself with a condom in a swift, practiced motion, and then he was over her, guiding himself to her entrance. He pushed in with one slow, inexorable thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She was so sensitive, so full. He stilled, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers. “Okay?” he whispered.

She could only nod, wrapping her legs around his waist to pull him deeper.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that built with each thrust. The angle was perfect, each movement hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. His thrusts became harder, more urgent. “Turn over,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

She obeyed without hesitation, getting on her knees, presenting herself to him. He kneaded the flesh of her hips, his grip possessive. When he entered her from behind, the change was immediate and shocking. It was deeper, more primal. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a slick, rhythmic slap. She met him thrust for thrust, driving herself back against him, chasing the new, overwhelming peak he was building inside her. She felt wild, untamed, completely connected to the raw physicality of the act.

Her second climax ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave that clenched around him. It was enough to push him over the edge. He called out her name, his body shuddering as he found his own release.

They collapsed together onto the cushions, a tangled, sweaty heap of limbs. He pulled her back against his chest, his arms a secure band around her. She could feel the wild hammering of his heart against her spine, slowly beginning to calm.

She lay there, enveloped in his warmth, the scent of their sex a sweet, musky perfume in the air. The anxiety, the feeling of being left behind, was gone. In its place was a profound, humming peace. She felt… whole.

6 - A STEPSISTER’S EROTIC DISCOVERY
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“Look at you,” Charles murmured, the words a dark, velvety hum that seemed to vibrate through the very air. “So perfect. So ready.”

Allie’s breath hitched, a sharp, desperate little sound. Her wrists, bound by soft black cuffs, strained against the leather restraints tethered to the bedposts above her head. Her naked body, pale and trembling, was a pristine canvas he had every intention of claiming.

He let the tips of the black feather tickler drift down her side, from the delicate curve of her underarm to the gentle flare of her hip. Her skin pebbled instantly, a wave of goosebumps following the feather’s torturously light path. She squirmed, a low whimper escaping her parted lips.

“Please…” she breathed, the word barely more than an exhalation.

“Please what?” Charles asked, his voice laced with a calm authority that belied the frantic pounding of his own heart. He dragged the feather back up, this time tracing the inner swell of her breast, circling ever closer to a taut, rose-colored nipple.

She arched her back, a silent plea. “I don’t know…”

He smiled. Oh, but you will.

—

It had started less than an hour ago, an unexpected earthquake in his carefully controlled world. The arrival of his father, his bright and chatty stepmom, and her—Allie, his eighteen-year-old stepsister, all long limbs and wide, curious eyes. They’d come for a pre-Christmas visit, filling his quiet apartment with noisy cheer before heading out to brave the holiday crowds, leaving a trail of discarded coats and the scent of his stepmom’s perfume in their wake.

Allie had stayed behind, complaining of a headache. Charles had been retrieving aspirin from his bathroom when he heard the soft thump from his bedroom.

He found her kneeling by his closet, the black lacquer box—the one he kept locked and hidden behind a stack of sweaters—sitting open on the floor before her. An array of polished leather, gleaming metal, and dark silicone lay spilled across the carpet like a pirate’s forbidden treasure. Her fingers were hovering over a pair of silver nipple clamps, her expression a mixture of shock and intense, burning curiosity.

“Allie.” His voice was sharper than he intended, laced with a panic he quickly tried to smother.

She jumped, snatching her hand back as if burned. Her cheeks flushed a deep, pretty crimson. “Charlie! I… I was looking for an extra blanket and I… it fell. I’m so sorry.”

He strode over and knelt, starting to gather the items with a haste that felt clumsy. “It’s fine. Just… don’t touch this stuff. It’s not for you.”

“Why?” she asked, her embarrassment seemingly overridden by her fascination. She pointed. “What’s that one for?” It was a delicate, wicked-looking little flogger.

“You’re too young for this,” he said firmly, the statement feeling hollow even as he said it. She was eighteen. A legal adult. And the way she was looking at the objects, not with fear, but with a raw, open hunger, was sending a jolt straight to his groin.

“I’m not a kid,” she insisted, her voice dropping to a whisper. Her eyes met his, and the charge between them was sudden and undeniable. “Show me.”

The two words hung in the air, a challenge and an invitation. He could see it then, the same restless desire to push boundaries that he recognized in himself. It was wrong. She was his stepsister. His father’s wife’s daughter. A thousand alarms blared in his mind.

But a deeper, darker impulse silenced them all. The part of him that craved control, that thrived on the yielding of another, saw a perfect, untouched opportunity. His gaze traveled over her—the innocence in her face, the woman’s body hinted at beneath her sweater.

His decision was a physical sensation, a tight, hot coil winding in his stomach. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice now a low, intimate rasp.

She nodded, her breath coming quicker. “Yes.”

That was all it took. The dam broke. “Then take your clothes off. All of them. Lie on the bed.”

And she did. Without a word of protest, with a trust that was both terrifying and electrifying, she peeled away her layers until she was bare, lying back on his dark duvet, her skin glowing in the low winter light. He’d gotten the box, his hands steady now, his focus absolute.

—

Now, back in the present moment, he discarded the feather. He picked up the silver clamps, letting them dangle from his fingers. Her eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t flinch. He leaned over her, his shadow falling across her body. With a deft movement, he fastened the first clamp to her nipple. She gasped, a sharp intake of air as the pressure bit into the sensitive flesh. He secured the second one, and a full-body shudder wracked her frame. A thin, high moan escaped her lips—not of pain, but of startled, intense sensation.

He watched her, mesmerized, as the dull ache began to mingle with a throbbing heat, her back arching again, presenting her bound, clamped breasts to him. He reached for the vibrator, a sleek black wand. He didn’t tease. He flicked it on, its low buzz suddenly the loudest thing in the room, and pressed it directly against her clit.

Her reaction was instantaneous and glorious. Her hips jerked off the bed. A choked, guttural cry was torn from her throat. “Ohgod!”

He held it there, firm and unwavering, watching her unravel. Her thighs trembled. Her head tossed side to side on the pillow. The noises she made were raw, unfiltered, a symphony of pleasure-pain that fed the beast inside him. He moved the vibrator in slow, tight circles, and her moans became a continuous, breathy stream.

He set the vibrator aside, its buzz still humming against the sheets. Her eyes were glazed, her lips swollen from where she’d been biting them. He took the wrist restraints next, buckling them securely, the click of the clasps final and authoritative. She tested them once, a weak pull against the straps, and the vulnerability in that small action made his cock twitch painfully against his zipper.

He picked up the vibrator again, but this time, he selected a different attachment—a smooth, life-like dildo. He coated it with lubricant, the sound slick and obscene. “Open your legs wider,” he commanded.

She obeyed, spreading herself for him completely, utterly exposed. He guided the tip to her entrance, watching her face. Her eyes were locked on his, filled with a heady mix of trust, fear, and aching need. He pushed it into her, a slow, inexorable invasion. She cried out, her inner muscles clamping down around the silicone intruder as he worked it in and out, establishing a rhythm that had her gasping, her hips trying to meet his thrusts.

He couldn’t wait any longer. He unzipped his pants, freeing his aching erection. He brought the tip to her lips. “Open.”

She did, and he slid his cock into the wet heat of her mouth. He watched himself disappear between her lips, her eyes watering as he hit the back of her throat. He fucked her mouth with shallow, controlled thrusts, the gagging sounds she made only fueling his desperation. This is wrong, this is so wrong, a voice chanted in the back of his mind. He ignored it, focusing on the exquisite tightness, the absolute submission.

He pulled out, her saliva glistening on his length. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her slick, stretched opening. He was poised to plunge into the heart of her.

“Charlie, wait,” she panted, her voice strained. “It’s… it’s my first time. I’ve never…”

The words should have been a bucket of ice water. They should have broken the spell. But they didn’t. They only made the possessiveness roar louder within him. He would be her first. The thought was a dark, triumphant fire. He saw the hesitation in his own mind, a fleeting image of his father’s face, but it was swept away by a tidal wave of pure, carnal need.

“I know,” he said, his voice gravelly with lust. “Just relax.” And he pushed forward, breaching her virginity with one smooth, firm stroke.

She yelped, a sharp sound of genuine pain, her body stiffening beneath him. He held still, buried deep inside her, feeling the incredible, hot tightness of her virgin pussy grip him like a fist. He gave her a moment, letting the initial shock subside, dropping kisses onto her shoulder, her neck.

Then he began to move. Slowly at first, then harder, deeper, establishing a punishing rhythm that rocked the entire bed. Her cries transformed, the pain melting into something else, something primal and hungry. Her nails dug into her own palms within the restraints. “Yes… oh, fuck, yes…” she moaned, her hips rising to meet his thrusts.

He could feel her climax building, the fluttering tension coiling tighter and tighter inside her. He drove into her, over and over, each slam of his hips punctuated by her ragged gasps. When she came, it was with a shattered scream, her body bowing off the bed, her inner muscles convulsing around his cock in relentless, milking waves. The sensation was too much. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and poured his release into her, his own orgasm a blinding, shattering explosion that seemed to tear a piece of his soul out with it.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Slowly, reality began to seep back in. He leaned over, his hands trembling slightly now, and unbuckled the restraints from her wrists.

She brought her arms down slowly, wincing at the stiffness. She looked up at him, her eyes hazy and sated. A faint, red mark was already blooming on one wrist.

He pulled out of her, the action feeling suddenly profoundly intimate and wrong. He stood, turning away to compose himself, to tuck himself back into his pants. The silence stretched, heavy and loaded.

“No one can ever know about this, Allie,” he said, his back to her, his voice rough. “This was a mistake.”

He heard the sheets rustle as she sat up. When he finally turned to look at her, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, hugging her knees to her chest, but her gaze was not one of regret. It was one of fierce, awakened hunger.

“A mistake?” she said, her voice surprisingly steady. A slow, secretive smile touched her lips. “It didn’t feel like a mistake. I want to do it again.”

7 - SECRET JOURNAL, TABOO LUST

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Stepdad / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“We need to talk, Sherry.”

The words were a bucket of ice water. She froze, her hand still on the banister, one foot on the bottom stair. Her stepdad, Max, stood in the doorway to the living room, his expression unreadable.

“Okay…?” she said, her voice tight. “About what?”

He didn’t answer immediately. He just looked at her, and the weight of his gaze made her skin prickle. He ran a hand through his dark hair. “It’s… it’s about your journal.”

The world tilted. Her journal. The one she kept hidden under the loose floorboard beneath her bed. The one filled with pages and pages of him. Her stomach clenched, a cold dread washing through her. No. No, no, no.

“You… you read it?” The words were a choked whisper. Humiliation, hot and sharp, burned her cheeks. She was going to be sick. This was it. Her secret, her most private, shameful, exhilarating fantasy, laid bare.

He nodded, his jaw tight. “I was looking for the spare fuse box key. I saw the board was loose. I’m so sorry, Sherry. I shouldn’t have.”

Tears of anger and violation welled in her eyes. “You had no right.” She wanted to scream, to run, to disappear.

“I know,” he said, his voice low, rough. “And I was going to pretend I never saw it. But I couldn’t.” He took a step closer. The air in the hallway grew thick, charged. “Because I… I feel it, too.”

Sherry’s breath hitched. What?

He closed the distance between them in two quick strides. He was so close she could smell his cologne, the clean scent of his shirt. “I read those words,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a husky register that made her knees weak. “And I’ve thought those same things. For a long time.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This wasn’t happening. This was a dream, one of her own feverish fantasies spun out of control.

“I know it’s wrong,” he continued, his eyes boring into hers, dark with a hunger she’d only ever imagined. “I’m your stepfather. But when I found a pair of your panties in the laundry… God, Sherry. I couldn’t help myself. I’ve jerked off with them, thinking of you.”

The crude, shocking confession shouldn’t have thrilled her. It should have disgusted her. But a bolt of pure, white-hot electricity shot straight to her core, and a desperate, aching wetness bloomed between her legs. Her anger melted away, replaced by a trembling, overwhelming need.

She saw the truth in his eyes, the same war between guilt and desire that she fought every day. Without another word, she reached for him. Her fingers curled into the soft cotton of his shirt, and she pulled his mouth down to hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision. A release. His lips were firm and demanding, tasting of coffee and mint. His tongue swept into her mouth, and she met it with her own, a low moan escaping her throat. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her burning cheeks. This was so much better than her dreams. It was real. The scratch of his stubble, the heat of his body, the possessive way his tongue claimed her mouth.

He broke the kiss, breathing heavily. “Your mom won’t be back for hours.” It wasn’t a question. It was a promise.

He took her hand, his grip firm, and led her down the hall. Not to her room. To theirs. To the bedroom he shared with her mother. The sheer wrongness of it sent another illicit thrill through her.

He backed her toward the large bed, his eyes never leaving hers. His fingers went to the hem of her sweater, pushing it up and over her head. He tossed it aside. His knuckles brushed against the swell of her breast above her lace bra, and she shuddered. He made quick work of her jeans, unbuttoning, unzipping, peeling them down her legs along with her panties until she stood naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, his gaze raking over her. “So much more beautiful than I ever imagined.”

He laid her back on the cool duvet, following her down, covering her body with his. His mouth found hers again, then trailed down her neck, to the frantic pulse pounding at its base. He kissed a slow, searing path down her body. His tongue swirled around one nipple through the lace, then the other, before he unhooked the bra and drew a taut peak into his mouth, sucking deeply. She arched her back, a cry tearing from her lips. The sensations were overwhelming, each flick of his tongue, each scrape of his teeth sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

He continued his southward journey, his lips and stubble grazing her stomach, her hips. He hooked his hands under her knees, pushing her legs apart, opening her completely to him. She was exposed, vulnerable, more turned on than she had ever been in her life.

He didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her legs.

Sherry cried out, her fingers twisting in the bedsheets. His tongue was flat and hot against her, licking a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit. He focused there, circling the swollen, hypersensitive bud with a torturous rhythm. Oh, god. Her hips lifted off the bed, seeking more pressure, more friction.

He groaned against her, the vibration nearly pushing her over the edge. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars. His mouth sucked her clit, his fingers pistoned in and out, and the world dissolved into a vortex of pure sensation. Her orgasm crashed over her, violent and shuddering, her inner muscles clenching around his fingers as she whimpered his name.

Before she could even come down, he was stripping off his own clothes. She watched, breathless, as he revealed his body. And then she saw it. His cock was thick and hard, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. It was bigger than she’d fantasized, and a new kind of ache, a greedy need, blossomed inside her.

He knelt on the bed between her splayed legs. He gripped his length, stroking himself once as he looked at her slick, wanton body. He positioned himself at her entrance. The broad head pressed against her, stretching her. He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion.

She gasped as he filled her, inch by incredible inch. The stretch was intense, a perfect, full feeling that wiped her mind clean. Oh my god. Max. He’s inside me. He began to move, setting a deep, rolling rhythm. Each thrust was a revelation. She could feel every ridge of him, the way her body clung to him. He braced himself above her, his muscles corded with strain, watching her face as he took her. The slap of their skin together was a lewd, rhythmic music in the quiet room. He drove into her, harder, faster, chasing his own pleasure now. She met his thrusts, wrapping her legs around his waist to take him deeper.

“Roll over,” he grunted, his voice ragged. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed without thought, presenting herself to him. His hands smoothed over her ass, gripping the flesh. She heard the click of a cap. A cool, slick finger pressed against her other hole, circling, then slowly pushing inside. She tensed for a second, then forced herself to relax. The intrusion was strange, then shockingly intimate. He worked a second finger in, stretching her, preparing her. The shameful, taboo act made her clench around nothing, desperate to be filled.

He replaced his fingers with the blunt head of his cock. “Relax, baby,” he murmured, pressing forward.

It was a sharper, more intense stretch. She buried her face in the pillow as he penetrated her, filling that forbidden, tight channel completely. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, before he began to move. His grip on her hips was iron-clad as he thrust into her ass, each movement sending shockwaves through her. The pleasure was different, darker, overwhelming. She was completely his, taken in every way. The friction, the fullness, the sheer wrongness of it all coiled the tension in her belly again, tighter and tighter.

“I’m gonna come,” he groaned, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic.

His words were the final trigger. Her second orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seizing climax that made her asshole clench and spasm around his pumping cock. The sensation pushed him over the edge. With a guttural roar, he drove deep and held there, pulsing inside her, his warm release flooding her. He collapsed over her back, both of them spent and slick with sweat.

Later, tangled in the sheets that smelled of him and sex and her mother’s perfume, the guilt began to creep in at the edges of her bliss. But it was a feeble thing compared to the satiated ache between her legs and the memory of his weight on her.

He stroked her hair. “This has to be our secret,” he whispered. “No one can ever know.”

She nodded against his chest, the promise feeling both like a prison sentence and a key to paradise. “Our secret.”

8 - A ROMANCE WORTH WAITING FOR

MF / Virgin / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Handjob / Fingering / PIV Sex

The air in Jimmy’s apartment was thick with the scent of cheap candles and unspoken desire. A month of torturous, chaste dating had led to this moment, with Carol pressed against him on his second-hand sofa, her mouth soft and yielding under his. Her hands, which had always previously rested so demurely on his shoulders or chest, were now tangled in his hair, pulling him closer.

He could feel the frantic beat of her heart against his own, a wild drumming that matched his own rising pulse. When she finally broke the kiss, her breath was a warm, shaky whisper against his lips.

“Jimmy,” she murmured, her voice husky. “I’m ready.”

He stilled, pulling back just enough to search her face. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, but her gaze was steady. This was the girl who had spoken so fervently about her faith, her values, the promise she’d made to herself and her God. “Carol… are you sure?” he asked, his own voice rough with a mixture of hope and fear. “We don’t have to. I can wait. I’ll wait.”

A soft, certain smile touched her lips. She brought a hand to his cheek, her touch impossibly gentle. “I’m sure. I want you. I want this. With you.”

Those words were a key turning in a lock deep inside him. He stood, his legs feeling less than solid, and took her hand. He led her the short distance to his bedroom, the world narrowing to the feel of her fingers laced with his and the pounding of his own heart.

The overhead light was too harsh, too clinical. He clicked on the small lamp on his nightstand, casting the room in a warm, intimate glow. They stood beside the bed, and the enormity of the moment hung between them. He saw a flicker of nervousness cross her features, and he moved slowly, giving her every chance to change her mind.

His fingers went to the hem of her soft cotton top. “Okay?” he whispered.

She nodded, her breath catching as he lifted it over her head. He let it fall to the floor, his eyes drinking in the sight of her. She was wearing a simple, white lace bra, and the contrast of the pure fabric against her flushed skin was the most erotic thing he had ever seen. He reached around her, his fingers fumbling only slightly with the clasp. It gave way, and the bra joined her top on the floor.

Her breasts were perfect, full and pale, with nipples that were already taut, dusky peaks. He cupped one, his thumb brushing over the tight bud, and a sharp, sweet gasp escaped her lips. He bent his head, taking the other into his mouth, laving it with his tongue, and her knees buckled. He caught her, holding her up as he worshipped her, her moans a symphony he never wanted to end.

He guided her to sit on the edge of the bed and knelt to remove her shoes, her socks, then the button of her jeans. He peeled them down her legs, along with her panties, revealing her to him completely. She was beautiful, all soft curves and trembling anticipation. He stood then, quickly shedding his own clothes, his cock springing free, hard and aching for her.

She reached for him then, her small hand wrapping around his length. Her touch was tentative at first, a gentle exploration that sent jolts of electricity straight to his core. Then her grip firmed, her fingers learning the shape of him, the sensitive skin, the bead of moisture that gathered at his tip. She stroked him, her eyes wide with fascination and a dawning hunger, and he thought he might come apart right there.

He joined her on the bed, covering her body with his, kissing her deeply as his hand slid down the flat plane of her stomach. He found the heat between her legs, the slick, hidden folds. She gasped into his mouth as he touched her, a broken, needy sound. He circled her clit with a slow, steady pressure, and her hips lifted off the mattress, seeking more.

“Jimmy, please,” she begged, her voice a ragged whisper.

He shifted down her body, kissing a trail down her torso, over the gentle swell of her belly, until he was between her thighs. He nudged her legs wider apart and lowered his mouth to her. Her taste exploded on his tongue, sweet and musky, uniquely her. He licked a long, slow stripe through her slick folds, and her entire body shuddered. He focused on her clit, circling it, sucking it gently, lavishing it with attention until her moans became high-pitched cries and her hands fisted in his sheets.

He could feel her getting closer, her muscles tensing, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding that spot within her that made her cry out. Her inner muscles clenched around his fingers, and he knew she was right there, on the very edge.

He moved back up her body, lining himself up at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, which were glazed with pleasure. “Last chance to back out,” he breathed, his own control hanging by a thread.

She shook her head, wrapping her legs around his hips. “Now, Jimmy. I want to feel you.”

He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable press. He felt the brief, tight resistance, the final barrier of her innocence, and then he was inside, enveloped by her incredible, liquid heat. She gasped, a sharp intake of breath, and her eyes flew open. He held perfectly still, letting her adjust, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her lips.

“Okay?” he murmured against her skin.

She nodded, a slow, dazed movement. “It’s… full. You feel… oh.”

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that soon built into something more primal, more urgent. Her whimpers of adjustment transformed into moans of sheer pleasure. She met his thrusts, her hips rising to meet his, each movement drawing him deeper. The sound of their bodies joining, skin against skin, filled the room. He fucked her harder, driven by a hunger he’d suppressed for weeks, each thrust a claiming, a promise. She clung to him, her nails digging into his back, her cries growing louder, more frantic.

“I want to be on top,” she breathed suddenly.

In a fluid motion, he rolled them over, never slipping out of her. She straddled him, her hair falling around her face like a curtain as she began to move. She rose and fell, taking him into her depths, finding a rhythm that made her throw her head back in ecstasy. He watched her, mesmerized—the bounce of her breasts, the flush on her skin, the absolute look of raw, unfiltered pleasure on her face. He reached up to thumb her clit in time with her movements, and that was all it took.

Her orgasm ripped through her. Her inner walls clamped down on him like a velvet fist, milking his length, and she let out a long, trembling cry as she came apart above him. The sight and feel of her climax shattered his own control. With a guttural groan, he thrust up into her one last time, his own release crashing over him, pumping into her in hot, pulsing waves.

She collapsed onto his chest, both of them slick with sweat, breathless and boneless. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He held her close, one hand stroking her damp hair.

After a long while, she lifted her head. Her eyes were soft, sated, and utterly sincere. “I love you, Jimmy,” she whispered. “I’m so glad it was you.”

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “I love you too, Carol.”

9 - THE WRONG PHOTO ALBUM

MF / Taboo / Stepbrother / Age Gap / BDSM / Bondage / Wax Play / Feather Tickler / Anal Beads / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The last of the dinner wine had been poured, the pleasantries exchanged, and Virgil’s father and stepmother had finally retired to the guest room, leaving him alone in the soft glow of his apartment’s dimmed lights. He was tidying the coffee table, proud of the evening. They’d loved his landscape portfolio, the one he used for his legitimate, respectable work. He’d almost forgotten about the other portfolio, the one hidden away.

A soft rustle made him turn. Hailey stood there, leaning against the doorframe, her expression a mixture of curiosity and something else he couldn’t quite place. At eighteen, she was all long limbs and wide, inquisitive eyes, a woman now, though a part of him still saw the awkward teen from a few years back.

“Those photos were amazing, Virgil,” she said, her voice a quiet hum. “Do you… do you have any more?”

He smiled, the proud big brother. “Sure. I’ve got another album right here.” He reached for the sleek black portfolio leaning against his bookshelf, the one he’d prepared to show them some urban architecture shots. He flipped it open on the table.

And his blood ran cold.

Staring back at him wasn’t the sleek lines of skyscrapers, but the sinuous curve of a woman’s spine, arched over a velvet-draped pedestal. Her wrists were bound with elegant black leather to the legs of the furniture, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

It was the wrong album.

He slammed it shut, his face flushing a hot, mortified crimson. “Shit. Hailey, I’m so sorry. That’s… that’s not what I meant to show you.”

But her hand was already on the cover, her curiosity overpowering any sense of shock. “Wait.” Her voice was barely a whisper. She didn’t look repulsed. She looked… fascinated. “What is that?”

He swallowed, the lie dying on his lips. The truth was a simpler, if more dangerous, path. “It’s… my other job. The one that pays the rent on this place. I take… specialist photographs.”

Her eyes, wide and impossibly blue, met his. “Specialist?” she prompted, her fingers tracing the edge of the closed portfolio.

“Bondage. Kink. Fetish work. It’s artistic, in its own way,” he explained, the words feeling clumsy and inadequate. He braced for her recoil, for her judgment.

It never came. Instead, she asked another question. And then another. Her inquiries were naive, earnest, a stream of innocent curiosity that stripped the topic of any seedy undertones and laid it bare as pure exploration. She asked about the ropes, the toys, the expressions on the models' faces.

“It’s about trust,” he found himself saying, his own professional passion cutting through his embarrassment. “Total, absolute trust. And about sensation. Focusing it, controlling it, surrendering to it.”

She was silent for a long moment, absorbing this. Then, she looked directly at him, her gaze unwavering. “I want to try it.”

Virgil’s heart hammered against his ribs. “Hailey, no. That’s… it’s completely inappropriate. You don’t know what you’re asking.”

“I’m eighteen,” she stated, a new firmness in her voice. A woman’s voice. “And I’m asking you. I trust you.” The unspoken words hung between them, heavy and electric. I want you.

Every responsible bone in his body screamed that this was a catastrophic line to cross. But a deeper, darker part of him, the part that lived in the shadows of that photo album, was already stirring, awakening at the raw offer in her eyes. He wanted it, too. The desire was a physical ache.

“Are you sure?” The question was a hoarse whisper, a last-ditch defense that he prayed she would breach.

“Yes.”

That single, solid word shattered his resistance. He reached for her, his movements suddenly deliberate, slow. This wasn’t his stepsister anymore; this was a willing subject, her trust a heady intoxicant. His fingers went to the hem of her soft cotton sweater. “Lift your arms,” he instructed, his voice low.

She complied, a slight tremor running through her as he drew the fabric over her head. He unfastened her jeans, guiding them down her hips along with her simple cotton panties until she stood naked before him in the dim light, her skin glowing, her breath coming in shallow, excited little gasps. She was perfection.

He led her to his bedroom, to the large, low platform bed. “Lie down.”

She did, her eyes never leaving his face. From a lacquered box, he drew out two long, scarlet silk scarves. “We’ll start gently.” He wrapped the impossibly soft material around each of her wrists, tying them with secure but giving knots to the wrought-iron headboard. Her arms were suspended above her, a beautiful offering. A soft, helpless sound escaped her lips as she tested the bonds. Not to escape. Just to feel their reality.

Next, the candle. He lit it, letting the pooled wax form. “This will be hot for a split second,” he murmured, his voice a hypnotic cadence. “Then just a dull warmth. Tell me if you want to stop.”

He tilted the candle over her stomach. A single, fat drop of crimson wax fell. She gasped, a sharp, shocked inhale, her body jolting against the silken restraints. But she didn’t tell him to stop. Another drop, on her inner thigh. Another, just beside her nipple. Each time, the initial searing heat melted instantly into a warm, tingling seal on her skin. He watched her, mesmerized by the play of sensation across her face.

He blew out the candle and selected a long peacock feather. He dragged the impossibly soft tip over the hardened wax on her thigh, then over the untouched, hypersensitive skin of her inner arm, the slope of her neck. She squirmed, a low moan catching in her throat. The contrast was exquisite—the sharp heat, the maddening softness.

His tools became more intimate. A string of smooth, silicone anal beads, lubricated and cool. He pressed the first one against her, and she flinched. “Relax,” he soothed, working it inside with a slow, insistent pressure until it nestled within her. Then the next. And the next, each one stretching her, filling her, a relentless building pressure that had her panting. The last bead slipped inside, and he left the string dangling.

Then, the vibrator. Small, powerful, remote-controlled. He placed the smooth bulb of it against her clit, the elastic of a delicate harness holding it perfectly in place against her slick, swollen flesh. He turned it on to its lowest setting.

A full-body shudder wracked her frame. “Oh, god…”

He watched her, his own arousal a tight, painful throb. He teased her with the remote, dialing the vibration up until her hips were pistoning off the bed, her whimpers a continuous melody of need, then down to a barely-there hum that left her desperate and begging with her eyes.

He finally stripped off his own clothes, his cock hard and eager. He didn’t remove the toys. He positioned himself between her trembling thighs, the vibrator still humming against her. He guided himself to her entrance, slick and ready. He pushed inside.

Her cry was one of pure, unadulterated bliss. She was impossibly tight, the anal beads inside her creating a delicious, internal pressure that clenched around him with every thrust. The vibrator on her clit sent shockwaves through her entire body, which translated into rhythmic contractions around his cock. He set a punishing, vigorous pace, each drive hitting a spot deep within her that made her see stars.

He held the remote, his thumb controlling her pleasure as his hips controlled his own. He watched her unravel, her back arching, the silk scarves pulling taut as she hurtled toward her peak. Her climax tore through her, a raw, screaming release that clenched around him like a fist, milking him, pulling his own orgasm from him in a hot, rushing torrent. He spilled into her, his own groan joining her whimpers, his body shuddering against hers.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, gently, he withdrew, his hands going to the knots at the headboard. He freed her wrists, massaging the feeling back into them. He carefully removed the beads, the vibrator, the little crusts of wax.

She looked up at him, her eyes dazed, sated, utterly transformed. He brushed a strand of hair from her damp forehead. “Hailey,” he said, his voice gruff. “We can never… you can never tell them.”

She reached up, her touch surprisingly steady, and traced his jaw. “I promise.”

And as he looked down at her, at the beautiful, debauched mess he’d made of his stepsister, Virgil knew it was wrong. He knew it was a line that could never be uncrossed.

But he also knew, with a certainty that terrified and exhilarated him, that he wanted to cross it again.

10 - HER UNCLE’S DIVORCE

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Uncle / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Fingering / Masturbation / Dildo / PIV Sex

Marissa stood in front of Roberto’s house, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the driveway. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the doorbell, but she forced herself to press it. The sound echoed inside, and moments later, Roberto opened the door. He looked tired, his usual sharp features softened by sadness, but his eyes lit up when he saw her.

“Marissa,” he said, his voice a little hoarse. “I’m glad you came.”

She stepped inside, the familiar scent of his home wrapping around her like a blanket. The house felt different—emptier, quieter. Aunt Mabel’s absence was palpable. Marissa followed Roberto into the living room, where they sat on the couch, the weight of the situation heavy between them.

“I just… I wanted to check on you,” Marissa said, her voice soft. “Mom told me about the divorce. I’m so sorry, Uncle Roberto.”

He shook his head, a bitter smile tugging at his lips. “Don’t be. It’s been a long time coming. Mabel and I… we’ve been living separate lives for years now.”

Marissa reached out, placing her hand on his. “I’m here for you. Whatever you need.”

Roberto looked down at her hand, his fingers tightening around hers. For a moment, neither of them spoke. The air between them grew charged, thick with something unspoken. Marissa’s heart raced as she felt his thumb brush against her skin, a gentle, almost tentative touch.

“Marissa,” he murmured, his voice low. “I don’t deserve your kindness.”

She shook her head, her throat tight. “Yes, you do. You’ve always been there for me. Let me be here for you now.”

Roberto’s gaze met hers, and for a moment, she thought she saw something flicker in his eyes—something that made her breath catch. Before she could process it, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. The kiss was soft at first, hesitant, but then it deepened, his hand cupping her cheek as he pulled her closer.

Marissa’s mind screamed at her to stop, to pull away, but her body betrayed her. She kissed him back, her hands tangling in his hair as the heat between them grew. The weight of their shared grief, their loneliness, seemed to melt away, replaced by something raw and undeniable.

Roberto’s hands slid down her back, pulling her onto his lap. She could feel the hardness of him pressed against her, and her hips moved instinctively, grinding against him. A low groan escaped his lips, and he broke the kiss, his breathing ragged.

“Marissa,” he whispered, his voice strained. “We shouldn’t…”

But she didn’t want to stop. Her body was on fire, every nerve alight with need. She kissed him again, her tongue sliding against his as her hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. Roberto didn’t resist. He helped her undo the buttons, shrugging the shirt off his shoulders as she explored the hard planes of his chest with her hands.

Her fingers traced the lines of his muscles, her touch sending shivers through him. He reached for the hem of her top, pulling it over her head and tossing it aside. His hands cupped her breasts through the fabric of her bra, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making her gasp.

Marissa’s hands moved to his belt, fumbling with the buckle as she slid off his lap and onto her knees in front of him. She undid his pants, pulling them down along with his boxers, freeing his cock. It was thick and hard, standing proudly against his stomach. She wrapped her fingers around the base, her touch tentative at first, then firmer as she began to stroke him.

Roberto’s head fell back against the couch, his hips bucking slightly as she leaned in, her lips brushing against the tip. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive head, tasting the salty pre-cum that had gathered there before taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, taking more of him with each movement. Her tongue worked against the underside of his shaft as she sucked, her fingers stroking what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. Roberto’s hips moved in time with her rhythm, his grip on her hair tightening as he fought to control himself.

“Marissa,” he groaned, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re so good at that.”

She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his as she continued to suck and stroke him. The way he looked at her—like she was the only thing that mattered—sent a thrill through her. She wanted to please him, to make him forget everything but the pleasure she was giving him.

But then he pulled her up, his hands shaking as he kissed her again, his tongue probing her mouth as he fumbled with the clasp of her bra. When it came undone, he pulled it off, his hands immediately cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

Marissa gasped, her back arching as he leaned down, taking one nipple into his mouth. His tongue swirled around the sensitive bud, making her moan. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention.

Her hips moved restlessly against his, the heat between her legs growing unbearable. Roberto’s hands moved down her body, slipping into her jeans, and she lifted her hips to help him slide them down. He pulled them off, along with her panties, leaving her bare before him.

“God, you’re beautiful,” he breathed, his eyes raking over her naked body.

Marissa’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. She wanted him to see her, to want her as much as she wanted him. Roberto reached for her hand, pulling her to her feet and leading her to the bedroom. She followed, her heart pounding in anticipation.

He laid her down on the bed, his hands running down her body, exploring every inch of her. His fingers teased her inner thighs, then moved higher, brushing against her wetness. Marissa gasped, her hips lifting off the bed as he slipped a finger inside her.

“Roberto,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he added a second finger, his thumb circling her clit.

He watched her as he moved his fingers in and out of her, his touch driving her closer to the edge. Her moans grew louder, her hips moving in time with his hand, until she came with a cry, her body trembling with the force of it.

But Roberto wasn’t done. He reached for the nightstand, pulling out a dildo. He handed it to her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Show me how you like to be fucked,” he said, his voice rough.

Marissa’s breath caught, but she took the dildo, her fingers trembling slightly as she positioned it at her entrance. She pushed it inside, her eyes fluttering closed as she began to move it in and out of herself. She could feel Roberto’s eyes on her, watching her every move, and it only made her wetter.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hands moving to her breasts, teasing her nipples as she fucked herself.

Marissa’s moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as she approached another orgasm. When it hit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed as the pleasure consumed her.

Roberto took the dildo from her, tossing it aside. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He looked into her eyes, searching for any sign of hesitation, but she nodded, her body aching for him.

He pushed inside her, filling her completely. Marissa gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders as he began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then harder, deeper. Her moans filled the room, her body responding to every movement of his.

“Roberto,” she cried, her nails digging into his skin as he pounded into her.

He leaned down, capturing her lips in a fierce kiss as he fucked her, his thrusts growing more urgent. Marissa could feel the heat building inside her, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter until it burst, sending her over the edge. She screamed his name, her body convulsing around him as he came, his seed filling her.

They lay together, their breathing ragged, their bodies intertwined. Marissa rested her head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. She knew this was wrong, that their affair could destroy everything, but at that moment, she didn’t care. She wanted him, and he wanted her. That was all that mattered.

“We have to keep this a secret,” Roberto whispered, his arms tightening around her.

Marissa nodded, but deep down, she knew this was only the beginning.




11 - FORBIDDEN PASSION AT THE BOOK CLUB

MF / Virgin / Age Gap / Teacher Student / BDSM / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Handcuffs / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The hardcover felt heavy in Elena’s lap, its title embossed in a simple, elegant font that belied the tumultuous content within. The book club’s choice this month was… bold. Across the cozy circle of armchairs, Marcus, the new professor from the college, watched her. His gaze wasn’t intrusive, just… observant. As the discussion swirled around themes of power and surrender, Elena felt her cheeks burn.

“I just think,” she stammered, her voice barely a whisper, “the idea of giving up control… of trusting someone that completely… is fascinating.”

Marcus’s lips curled into a subtle, knowing smile. “Fascination is the birthplace of exploration, Elena.” His voice was a low, resonant hum that vibrated right through her. “The character didn’t just read about it. She experienced it.”

The meeting ended, the others drifting out with chatter about coffee and the next selection. Elena lingered, pretending to study the bookshelf, her heart hammering against her ribs. He was beside her before she even heard him move.

“You said it was fascinating,” Marcus stated, not a question. “Was that just a literary critique?”

She shook her head, unable to meet his eyes. “No. I think… I think I’d like to try the things in the book.”

“Then you should.” His reply was immediate, absolute. He didn’t touch her, but his presence was a physical thing, a warmth that enveloped her. “Curiosity shouldn’t be left unsatisfied. It’s what separates the writers from the readers.”

Her breath hitched. This was insane. He was twice her age, an enigma, a professor. She was a nineteen-year-old virgin who wrote bad poetry in her childhood bedroom. Yet, when he finally extended a hand, not to take hers, but to gesture toward the door, she followed.

His house was a silent testament to a life of the mind, all dark wood and overflowing bookshelves. But he didn’t lead her to the study. He led her to the bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a world of hushed anticipation. A single lamp cast long, dancing shadows across a large, impeccably made bed.

“You told me what you want,” he said, his voice dropping into a register that was all command. No more professor. No more discussion. “Now, show me you mean it. Strip.”

The air vanished from her lungs. This was it. No gentle undressing, no nervous fumbling. This was a threshold. Her fingers, trembling and clumsy, went to the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the floor. Her jeans followed, then her simple cotton bra and panties, until she stood naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool, still air. She felt excruciatingly seen, every inch of her innocence laid bare under his appraising gaze.

A slow, approving nod. “On the bed. On your back.”

She obeyed, the soft comforter yielding beneath her. She looked up at the ceiling, her pulse a frantic drumbeat in her ears. She heard him move around the room, the soft click of a drawer opening. Then his weight dipped the mattress beside her. His scent, sandalwood and old books, washed over her.

He didn’t kiss her. His touch was pure, focused intention. His hands, warm and sure, slid up her inner thighs, coaxing them apart. She gasped. His head dipped between her legs, and his tongue, hot and impossibly soft, found her.

It was not a gentle exploration. It was a claiming. A flat, firm stroke from her entrance to the aching nub of her clit made her back arch off the bed. A low, guttural sound escaped her throat, a sound she didn’t recognize as her own. He licked and sucked, his hands holding her hips down, pinning her to the sensations. He traced intricate, maddening patterns, circling her clit before delving deep, tasting her. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearably tight, a spring wound to its breaking point. She was panting, her fingers twisting in the bedsheets, a willing captive to his mouth.

Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge, he pulled away. Her cry of protest was met with the soft rustle of leather. She opened her eyes to see him holding two padded cuffs. He didn’t ask. He simply took her wrist, his thumb stroking the frantic pulse there, and fastened it to the wrought-iron headboard. He did the same with the other, her arms now stretched above her head, utterly vulnerable. The surrender was terrifying. It was electrifying.

“Eyes on me,” he commanded softly.

She watched, mesmerized, as he retrieved a sleek, black vibrator. He flicked it on, a low, insistent hum filling the room. He brought it to her chest, circling one nipple until it tightened into a hard, sensitive peak, the vibration traveling straight to her core. He repeated the torture on the other, each pass of the device making her writhe against her restraints. She was floating, tethered to reality only by the points of pleasure he dictated.

He trailed the vibrator down her stomach, down through her damp curls, and finally pressed it against her clit.

Her whole body seized. “Please!” The word was a torn, ragged thing. “More, Marcus, please…”

The hum ceased. The silence was deafening. She heard the sharp sound of his zipper. He shed his clothes quickly, and then he was there, kneeling between her legs, his erection proud and thick. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, bending her almost in half, opening her completely. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, a blunt, insistent pressure.

“This is what you wanted,” he murmured, his own breath ragged. “Your first lesson.”

He pushed. A sharp, stunning burst of pain made her gasp, a single, bright tear escaping the corner of her eye. He stilled, letting her body adjust, stretch, accept him. The pain faded, replaced by a profound, stretching fullness. He was so deep. Then he began to move.

Slow, at first. Withdrawing almost completely before sinking back into her wet heat. Each thrust went deeper than the last, each one stoking the fire he’d built with his mouth and his toys. His pace quickened, becoming harder, more urgent. The smack of skin on skin, her muffled cries, his low groans—it was a primal symphony. She was completely possessed, every thrust a punctuation mark in a sentence she’d only ever read about. The coil wound tight again, tighter than before, amplified by the helplessness of her bound wrists, the sheer force of his possession.

She came with a shattered cry, her vision whiting out, her inner muscles clenching around him in wave after wave of devastating pleasure. It was the trigger for his own release. With a final, deep grind, he let out a guttural groan, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, the intimate warmth spreading inside.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing. Gently, he lowered her legs, his touch surprisingly tender now. He leaned over her, his lips brushing her forehead as he unbuckled the restraints. The freed blood rushed back into her wrists with a pleasant tingle.

He collapsed beside her, pulling her against his side. Her head found the crook of his shoulder, her body humming, every nerve ending alight and sighing with satisfaction.

“I…” she started, her voice hoarse. “I enjoyed that. I really did.”

Marcus chuckled, a low, rich sound that vibrated through his chest and into hers. “I know.”

Elena traced a lazy circle on his skin. “I’m glad it was you.” She looked up at him, her shyness replaced by a new, burgeoning confidence. “I have a feeling you have a lot more to teach me.”

12 - A NIGHT OF WINE AND ROMANCE

MF / Virgin / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The third glass of wine was a mistake. Sophia could feel its warmth spreading through her limbs, a pleasant, liquid courage that made the soft lamplight in Evan’s apartment seem to glow just for her. She curled her feet beneath her on his plush sofa, watching him as he told a story about a disastrous hiking trip, his hands moving expressively through the air.

He was so handsome. It was a thought that had repeated in her mind like a mantra since their blind date weeks ago. And he’d been so understanding. So patient. When she’d told him she was waiting for marriage, a declaration that had sent other guys scrambling for the check, he’d simply smiled and said, “I admire that. Your boundaries are yours to set.”

Now, those boundaries felt less like a fortress and more like a curtain she desperately wanted to pull aside.

“Evan,” she said, her voice softer than she intended, cutting off his story about the bear encounter.

He stopped immediately, his focus entirely on her. “Yeah? Everything okay?”

She took a steadying breath, the words feeling both terrifying and inevitable. “I don’t want to wait anymore.”

The silence in the room was absolute. He simply looked at her, his dark eyes searching hers. “Sophia,” he said, his voice a low, careful rumble. “Are you sure? Truly sure? I meant what I said. There’s no pressure.”

“I know,” she whispered, her courage solidifying under his gaze. “That’s why I’m sure. I want you to be my first.”

He was off the couch in an instant, his hand extended. She took it, and he pulled her to her feet, his other hand cupping her jaw. He didn’t kiss her right away, just held her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. The tenderness of the gesture made her heart clench. This is right.

Then his lips were on hers.

It wasn’t like their previous goodnight kisses. This was a promise. A claiming. His mouth moved over hers with a new intensity, his tongue sweeping past her lips to taste her, to explore. She met his hunger with her own, a surprising, primal need awakening deep within her. Her hands came up to clutch at his shoulders, holding on as the world tilted.

He broke the kiss only to murmur, “Bedroom,” against her mouth, his voice thick with a desire that sent a fresh thrill through her.

He led her down the short hall, never breaking contact, his palm a brand on the small of her back. The bedroom was dim, lit by the same soft golden light as the living room. He turned her to face him, his fingers going to the buttons of her blouse. He took his time, undoing each one with a deliberate slowness that was its own exquisite torture. The fabric fell open, and his heated gaze dropped to her simple lace bra.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, the words a prayer.

He unclasped the bra, and it joined her blouse on the floor. The cool air hit her naked skin, and she shivered, but his hands were there instantly, warming her. He palmed her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they tightened into hard, aching peaks. A soft gasp escaped her lips.

“I’ve dreamed of this,” he murmured, lowering his head.

His mouth closed over one taut nipple, and Sophia’s head fell back. Oh god. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure firing from her breast to the molten core between her legs. He suckled her, his tongue laving, his teeth grazing with just the right amount of pressure. He worshipped one breast, then the other, until she was writhing against him, her fingers tangled in his hair.

He sank to his knees before her, his hands on her hips, guiding her back until her legs hit the edge of the mattress. He looked up at her, his eyes dark with want. “I need to taste all of you,” he said, his voice gruff.

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her skirt and panties, sliding them down her legs in one smooth motion. She stepped out of them, standing naked before him, her skin flushing under his devouring gaze. He urged her to lie back on the bed, and she complied, her heart hammering against her ribs.

He settled between her thighs, spreading her open for him. The first touch of his tongue was a revelation. A soft, tentative lick that made her entire body jolt. Then another, firmer this time, tracing her folds. He groaned, the sound vibrating through her, and then he feasted.

There was no other word for it. He ate her pussy like a man starved, his tongue delving deep, flicking over her clit, tasting every secret part of her. Sophia was lost in a whirlwind of sensation. Her hips lifted off the bed of their own accord, seeking more pressure, more friction, more. She was moaning, a continuous, breathy sound she barely recognized as her own. The coil of pleasure in her belly tightened, winding itself into a knot of pure, undiluted need. She was close, so close to shattering.

“Evan… I’m… I’m going to…”

He doubled his efforts, sucking her clit into his mouth, and she came apart. A broken cry tore from her throat as the orgasm crashed over her, waves of pleasure radiating out from her center, leaving her trembling and boneless.

Before she could even catch her breath, he was moving, standing to shed his own clothes. Her eyes, heavy-lidded with pleasure, watched him. His chest was lean and defined, his erection springing free from his boxers. It was… big. Thick and hard and veined, and a new, different kind of heat pooled in her belly.

He came back to the bed, and she reached for him. “Let me,” she whispered.

She took him in her hand, marveling at the silken steel feel of him. She guided him to her mouth, tentatively flicking her tongue over the head. He hissed in a breath, his hand gently cupping the back of her head. Emboldened, she took more of him, learning his taste, the way he throbbed against her tongue. His groans were the most erotic sound she’d ever heard.

“Sophia,” he gasped, gently pulling away. “I want to be inside you.”

He covered her body with his, his weight a delicious anchor. He reached between them, guiding himself to her entrance. He paused, looking into her eyes. “Tell me,” he urged, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Please, Evan. Now.”

He pushed inside, and there was a sharp, brief sting of pain that was quickly swallowed by an overwhelming feeling of fullness. He was buried deep, a perfect, stretching fit. He held still, letting her adjust, brushing the hair from her forehead, kissing her tenderly.

“Okay?” he murmured.

“Yes. Move. Please, move.”

He began to rock into her, a slow, steady rhythm that quickly stoked the embers of her desire back into a flame. The initial discomfort was gone, replaced by a building, coiling pleasure. This is what it’s supposed to be like.

His thrusts grew harder, faster, each one hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust. The room filled with the sound of their ragged breathing and the slick, rhythmic sound of their bodies joining.

“Turn over,” he growled, his voice guttural.

She did, on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He kneeled behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and entered her again from behind. The new angle was deeper, more intense. He fucked her with a powerful, primal rhythm that stole the air from her lungs. One of his hands slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, circling it in time with his thrusts.

It was too much. The dual stimulation, the raw possessiveness of his movements, the sight of his muscular form moving over her… it built a second, more powerful orgasm within her, a tidal wave gathering force.

“Evan! I’m going to cum!” she cried out, her voice breaking.

“Let go, baby,” he commanded, his own rhythm becoming frantic. “Cum for me.”

The wave broke. Her vision whited out as an earth-shattering climax ripped through her, her inner muscles clenching around him in violent, rhythmic pulses. Her scream was muffled by the comforter.

Her climax triggered his own. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one final, deep time, and she felt the hot, wet pulse of his release filling her. He collapsed over her back, both of them spent and breathless.

After a moment, he gently pulled out and rolled onto his side, gathering her into his arms. She nestled against his chest, listening to the frantic hammer of his heart slowly return to normal. A profound, liquid happiness flowed through her. She had thought she was saving herself for a concept, for a title—a husband. But this, this was what she had been saving herself for. This connection. This man. This… fun.

She tilted her head up to look at him, a sleepy, sated smile on her face. “So that’s what all the fuss is about.”

He laughed, a low, rich sound, and tightened his arms around her. “Just wait,” he said, his voice a warm promise against her hair. “There’s more.”

13 - A TABOO ROCK CONCERT ROMANCE

MF / Virgin / Taboo / Stepbrother / Age Gap / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The bass vibrated through the floorboards and up into Katie’s bones, a physical sensation that was both thrilling and terrifying. On stage, drenched in sweat under the hot lights, was Jonas. Her stepbrother. Her idol. He was a different person up there, all raw energy and throaty vocals, his fingers flying over the fretboard of his guitar. She watched, mesmerized, from the edge of the mosh pit, feeling an unfamiliar, hot twist low in her belly.

Later, outside the venue, the cool night air did little to quell the heat in her veins. She found him by the tour van, laughing with the rest of the band.

“Jonas! That was amazing!” she gushed, throwing her arms around his neck, inhaling the scent of cigarette smoke and his particular, musky sweat.

He hugged her back, a brotherly pat on the shoulder. “Hey, kiddo. Glad you made it. Parents worried?”

“They said I could come if I came straight to you after,” she said, not letting go. “Can I… can I come back to your hotel? Just for a bit? I don’t want the night to end.”

He hesitated, his smile faltering. “Katie, I don’t know. It’s late. You’re…”

“Eighteen,” she insisted, the word feeling heavy and significant on her tongue. “Please? Just one drink from your fancy minibar.”

He saw the desperate hope in her wide eyes, the same look she’d given him when she’d begged him to teach her guitar chords years ago. With a resigned sigh that felt more like a surrender, he nodded. “One drink. Then I’m calling you a cab.”

The hotel room was a mess of discarded clothes, guitar cases, and room service trays. Jonas navigated the chaos with a practiced ease, heading straight for the minibar. He pulled out two small bottles of beer, popping the caps and handing one to Katie.

She took it, her fingers brushing his. A spark. Did he feel it too? She took a long swallow, the bitter liquid cold and calming. She took another, then another, feeling the alcohol melt the last of her nervous inhibitions.

“You were incredible tonight,” she said, her voice softer now. “I couldn’t take my eyes off you.”

“Thanks, Katie-Cat,” he said, using the old childhood nickname. He was leaning against the dresser, watching her.

“Don’t call me that.” The words came out sharper than she intended. She put the empty bottle down with a definitive clink. “I’m not a kid anymore, Jonas. Look at me. Really look at me.”

And for the first time, he did. He saw the womanly curve of her hips in her tight jeans, the swell of her breasts under her concert t-shirt, the determined, hungry set of her jaw. The little sister was gone, replaced by this breathtaking, nerve-wracking stranger.

“Katie…” His voice was a low warning.

“I don’t want anyone else,” she whispered, stepping closer. The space between them crackled. “I’ve never wanted anyone else. I want you to be my first.”

The admission hung in the air, thick and shocking. Jonas felt the world tilt. Wrong. This is so wrong. But the heat flooding his system, the hard, sudden ache in his groin, argued a different, more primal truth.

“We can’t,” he breathed, but it was a weak protest, his body betraying his words as he didn’t move away.

“We can,” she insisted, and then she closed the distance, pressing her mouth to his.

It was hesitant at first, just a soft, unsure pressure. Then his resolve shattered. A low groan escaped him as his hands came up to cup her face, his lips moving over hers, parting them. The taste of her—spearmint gum and cheap beer—was intoxicating. His tongue met hers, and a jolt of pure, undiluted desire shot straight through him.

He walked her backward until her legs hit the edge of the bed. His fingers, usually so deft on guitar strings, fumbled with the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head. The sight of her in a simple lace bra stole the air from his lungs. So beautiful. He unhooked it, letting it fall away, and his mouth was on her breast before she could even gasp.

He sucked one taut, pink nipple into the heat of his mouth, lavishing it with his tongue, nipping gently with his teeth. Her back arched off the bed, a sharp, keening cry ripped from her throat. “Jonas!” Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her as he worshipped her other breast, drowning in the softness of her, the sweet, salty taste of her skin.

He unbuttoned her jeans, peeling them and her panties down her legs in one fluid motion. She was naked now, laid bare before him, trembling. He knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed, hooking her legs over his shoulders. He could see her, all of her, glistening and pink and utterly perfect. He didn’t tease. He leaned in and buried his face between her legs.

Her cry was half-shock, half-ecstasy. His tongue was flat and firm against her core, licking a slow, steady stripe from her entrance to her clit. She bucked against his mouth. He held her hips down, his grip firm, as he devoured her. He explored every fold, every sensitive hidden spot, learning what made her whimper and what made her scream. He focused on her clit, circling it with the tip of his tongue, then sucking it gently.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out, her body tightening like a coil.

“Let go, Katie,” he murmured against her, his breath hot on her wet skin. “Come for me.”

The command, growled against her most intimate place, shattered her. Her orgasm crashed over her, a tidal wave of sensation that made her vision whiten at the edges. She convulsed around nothing, crying out his name as her body shook with the force of it.

As she came down, panting, he stood and stripped off his own clothes, his erection standing hard and proud. She stared, wide-eyed, a fresh wave of desire washing over her fatigue. “I want to,” she whispered, pushing herself up.

She knelt before him on the bed, taking his length in her small hand. She was inexperienced, tentative, but her eager enthusiasm was its own aphrodisiac. She leaned forward and licked the drop of moisture from his tip, making him hiss. Then she took him into her mouth.

The heat was staggering. She couldn't take all of him, but she tried, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue swirling around the head. The sight of his little sister, her eyes closed in concentration, her mouth stretched around his cock, was the most erotic thing he had ever seen. He let her explore for a moment, his hands gently in her hair, before gently pulling her away. “Not yet,” he rasped. “I want to be inside you.”

He laid her back on the rumpled sheets, positioning himself between her thighs. He guided himself to her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her wet heat. He looked into her eyes, a final, silent question. She nodded, biting her lip. “Please.”

He pushed in, slowly, so slowly, breaching her tightness. She gasped, a sharp intake of breath, her nails digging into his arms. He stilled, letting her adjust, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. “Okay?” he murmured.

“More,” she begged, her hips lifting, taking him deeper.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that made her whimper with each thrust. Her tightness was a silken fist around him, overwhelming. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in deeper still. Her pleas became a mantra. “Harder, Jonas. Please, harder.”

He lost control. The careful, gentle pace vanished, replaced by something raw and animalistic. He drove into her, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. The headboard hammered a frantic rhythm against the wall. Her cries were loud, uninhibited, filling the small room. He flipped her over onto her hands and knees, entering her from behind, and the new angle made them both groan in unison.

He gripped her hips, pounding into her, watching himself disappear into her body. The slap of skin on skin was obscenely loud. She was meeting him thrust for thrust now, her back arched, her head thrown back. “I’m gonna come again,” she wailed, her inner muscles beginning to flutter around him.

That was all it took. Her climax triggered his, a cataclysmic eruption that ripped through him. He thrust deep, as deep as he could go, and held there, groaning her name as he emptied himself inside her, his own release seemingly endless.

They collapsed onto the bed in a heap of sweaty, spent limbs. He was still half on top of her, his face buried in her hair, the weight of what they had just done crashing down on him. A cold knot of guilt tightened in his stomach.

Katie felt his shift in mood. She turned in his arms, her eyes soft and sated. She cupped his cheek. “Hey. Don’t. Don’t. That was… it was everything I wanted. Everything.” She kissed him, slow and deep. “Our secret, okay?”

He nodded, pulling her closer, the warmth of her body seeping into his. “Our secret,” he repeated.

14 - THE WRONG ADDRESS

MF / BDSM / Public / Buttplug / Fingering / Fisting

Nadine adjusted the strap of her backpack as she stood in front of the nondescript building, the address on the flyer clutched in her hand. The evening air was crisp, the kind that made her shiver just enough to remind her she was alive. She had been eager to find a study group since starting college in this new town. Making friends wasn’t exactly her forte, but she was determined to try.

The building looked… bland. A single-story brick structure with a metal door and a buzzer to the right. No signs, no windows, nothing to suggest it was anything other than a vacant office space. She double-checked the flyer. This has to be it, she thought, pressing the buzzer.

The door clicked open almost immediately, and a wave of bass-heavy music spilled out, muffled but insistent. Nadine hesitated, glancing around as if someone might appear to explain this sudden shift in atmosphere. She stepped inside, the door closing behind her with a heavy thud.

The interior was nothing like she expected. The walls were dark, the air thick with the scent of sweat and something musky. The music pulsed louder now, vibrating through her chest. She craned her neck, trying to make sense of the space. It wasn’t a study group meeting place—it was a club. But not just any club.

Her eyes widened as she took in the scene. A woman in leather lingerie was bent over a stool, her wrists bound to its legs as a man brought a flogger down across her back in rhythmic strokes. A couple nearby was entangled on a velvet couch, the woman’s head bobbing lazily in the man’s lap while another man thrust into her from behind. Everywhere she looked, people were touching, moaning, fucking.

Nadine’s heart raced, her body stiffening as she tried to process what she was seeing. This isn’t real. This can’t be real. She gripped the flyer tighter, her knuckles whitening. She must have gone to the wrong address. But before she could turn and flee, a voice cut through the haze.

“First time here?”

She spun around to see a man leaning casually against the wall, his arms crossed. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline that seemed almost too perfect. His dark eyes gleamed with amusement as he took her in.

“I—I think I’m in the wrong place,” Nadine stammered, her voice barely audible over the music.

The man chuckled, pushing off the wall and taking a step closer. “Nah, you’re exactly where you need to be. I’m Luther.” His voice was smooth, almost hypnotic. “And you are?”

“Nadine,” she replied, her name tumbling out before she could think better of it.

“Nadine,” he repeated, as if tasting the syllables. “Well, Nadine, you look like you could use a drink. Or maybe something… else.” His gaze dropped to her lips, then lower, and she felt a flush of heat spread through her chest.

“I should probably go,” she said weakly, but her feet refused to move.

Luther smirked, stepping closer still. “You don’t want to go. I can see it in your eyes. You’re curious. And curiosity, my dear, is the first step to unlocking everything you’ve been too afraid to explore.”

Her breath hitched as he reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair away from her face. His touch was light, almost fleeting, but it sent a shiver down her spine.

“Come with me,” he said, his voice low and inviting. “Let me show you what this place is really about.”

Nadine hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. She should leave. She knew she should leave. But something about the way he looked at her, the way he spoke to her, made her feel something she hadn’t felt in a long time. Desire.

“Okay,” she whispered, the word barely audible over the thrum of the music.

Luther’s smile widened, and he took her hand, leading her through the club. They passed couples in various states of undress, the air thick with the sounds of pleasure. She couldn’t help but steal glances, her cheeks burning but her curiosity piqued.

He led her down a hallway, the noise of the club fading slightly as they approached a curtained-off area. Luther pulled the curtain aside, revealing a small room lit by dim, red lighting. Inside was a bench, padded and angled, with restraints hanging from its edges. The walls were lined with shelves filled with an array of toys—whips, ropes, vibrators, and things she couldn’t even name.

“This is my private space,” Luther said, stepping inside and letting the curtain fall closed behind them. “Only the most intriguing guests get invited here.”

Nadine’s heart was pounding now, her mouth dry as she took in the room. “I… I don’t know if I…”

He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Nadine. But I think you want to. I think you’ve been longing for something like this. Am I wrong?”

She swallowed hard, unable to tear her eyes away from his. “No,” she admitted quietly.

Luther smiled, reaching out to cup her cheek. His thumb brushed over her skin, a gesture so tender it made her ache. “Good. Let me take care of you.”

He began to undress her slowly, his movements deliberate, as if savoring every inch of her skin she revealed. Her blouse slipped from her shoulders, her jeans pooling at her feet. Soon, she stood before him in nothing but her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“On the bench,” he instructed, his voice firm but gentle.

She obeyed, lying back on the padded surface. He reached for the restraints, binding her wrists above her head. The leather cuffs were soft but unyielding, and she felt a thrill of vulnerability as he secured them.

“Relax,” he murmured, his hands trailing down her arms, her sides, her thighs. “Just feel.”

His fingers found their way between her legs, stroking her through the thin fabric of her panties. She gasped, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. He pushed the fabric aside, his fingers sliding into her wetness with ease. She moaned, her hips bucking against his hand.

“So eager,” he chuckled, his voice dark with desire. “But patience, Nadine. Good things come to those who wait.”

Just as she was on the brink of climax, he withdrew his fingers, leaving her whimpering. She watched through hooded eyes as he reached for something on the shelf. A small, sleek black device that hummed softly as he turned it on.

“This might feel… strange at first,” he said, his tone almost playful. “But I think you’ll enjoy it.”

He spread her legs wider, his fingers teasing her ass until she was gasping again. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he pressed the vibrating buttplug against her tight entrance.

Her breath caught as he pushed it in, the sensation electric. Her eyes rolled back, a moan tearing from her throat as the vibrations sent shockwaves through her body.

“Good girl,” Luther purred, his fingers returning to her pussy.

He began with two, then three, stretching her as he worked her into a frenzy. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure.

By the time his entire hand was inside her, she was trembling, her orgasm building with every thrust. He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered, “Let go.”

And she did. Her body convulsed, waves of ecstasy crashing over her as Luther’s hand worked her through it. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small room.

When he finally pulled away, she was a quivering mess. He removed the buttplug, her body clenching at the sudden emptiness.

“You’re incredible,” he said, his voice filled with admiration. “I’d like to see you again, Nadine. If you’re willing.”

She blinked up at him, her mind still foggy from the intensity of it all. “Willing?” she echoed, her voice hoarse.

He smiled, his fingers brushing over her cheek. “To explore. To learn. To let me show you just how much pleasure you’re capable of.”

She hesitated, but the memory of what had just happened was still fresh, igniting something deep inside her.

“What do you say, Nadine?” Luther asked, his voice low and inviting. “Ready to take the next step?”

She opened her mouth to respond, the words catching in her throat. But before she could answer, he leaned in closer, his breath warm against her skin.

“Say yes,” he whispered, his lips brushing hers. “And I’ll show you a world you’ve only ever dreamed of.”

She hesitated, her heart pounding as she looked into his eyes. “I…”

Before she could finish, Luther’s lips claimed hers in a searing kiss, his hands roaming her body once more.

“Is that a yes?” he murmured against her mouth, his voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” Nadine whispered. “Teach me.”

15 - THE COACH’S PRIVATE TRAINING

MF / BDSM / Sports / Age Gap / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Nikita’s legs trembled as she held a handstand on the balance beam, her muscles straining under the pressure. Mitch stood just below her, his hands firmly gripping her waist to steady her. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, a familiar warmth pooling low in her stomach. She could feel the heat of his breath on her skin, the faint scent of his cologne mingling with the sterile smell of the gym.

“Hold it,” Mitch commanded, his voice low and steady. “Focus, Nikita. You’re wobbling.”

She tried to steady herself, but her mind was elsewhere. God, his hands… She could feel every callous on his palms, every rough edge of his fingers as they pressed into her flesh. She’d been training with him for years, but lately, his touch felt different. It wasn’t just professional anymore. There was something else, something electric that made her heart race and her breath catch.

Nikita’s concentration faltered, and in an instant, she lost her balance. Her body tipped, and she landed hard on the mat below, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. Mitch’s hands were on her instantly, pulling her upright, his grip almost too tight.

“What the hell was that?” he snapped, his dark eyes piercing through her. “You’re better than this, Nikita. You know you are.”

She flinched at his tone, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled, avoiding his gaze. “I just—I got distracted.”

Mitch sighed, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. “Distracted? You can’t afford to be distracted. Not if you want to be the best.”

Nikita nodded, but her mind was still buzzing. It wasn’t just his words that stung—it was the way he was looking at her, like he could see right through her, like he knew exactly what she was thinking. Does he feel it too? She wondered, her heart pounding in her chest.

Mitch stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “Listen,” he said, his voice softening just a fraction. “I’m not just your coach. I want to be more than that. I want to be your mentor, someone you can trust completely. But you have to do as I say. Do you understand?”

Nikita’s breath hitched. There was something in his tone, something that sent a thrill through her. “I understand,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Good,” Mitch said, his eyes never leaving hers. “Now, let’s try that again. And this time, focus.”

They resumed the training session, Mitch pushing her harder than ever before. Every touch, every correction, felt like fire against her skin. Nikita was hyper-aware of his presence, of the way his body moved around hers. She could feel his eyes on her, watching her every move, and it only fueled her determination. She wouldn’t let him down.

By the time the session ended, Nikita was exhausted but exhilarated. Mitch had pushed her to her limits, and she had risen to the challenge. He looked almost… impressed. It was a rare expression for him, and it sent a rush of pride through her.

“Not bad,” he said, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “You’re stronger than you think, Nikita. But there’s still room for improvement.”

She nodded, catching her breath. “Thank you, Coach.”

Mitch hesitated for a moment, then said, “Come on. Let’s go back to my place. I want to show you something.”

Nikita’s heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but she wasn’t about to say no. She followed him out of the gym, her mind racing with possibilities.

When they arrived at his house, Mitch led her straight to the bathroom. He turned on the faucet, filling the tub with steaming hot water. “Get in,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Nikita hesitated only for a moment before she began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. She could feel Mitch’s eyes on her, watching her every move. She stepped into the tub, the hot water enveloping her body, and let out a soft sigh.

Mitch lit a few candles, the flickering light casting a warm glow over the room. Then, he knelt beside the tub, a small box in his hands. He opened it, revealing a collection of sex toys. Nikita’s breath caught in her throat as he picked up a vibrator, turning it on with a soft hum.

“This will help you relax,” Mitch explained, his voice low and soothing.

He moved the vibrator closer, and Nikita’s eyes fluttered shut as he pressed it against her clit. A soft moan escaped her lips, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Good girl,” Mitch whispered, his free hand brushing against her stomach beneath the water. “Just let go.”

Nikita’s mind was a haze of sensation as Mitch worked the vibrator over her, his touch both gentle and commanding. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension building inside her. Then, he pulled the vibrator away, and she whimpered in protest.

Mitch chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Patience,” he said, his hand slipping beneath the surface of the water.

Nikita’s breath hitched as she felt something cold and smooth pressing against her entrance. It was a dildo, and Mitch was guiding it into her with practiced ease.

“Oh, God,” Nikita gasped, her back arching as the dildo filled her.

Mitch moved it slowly at first, then faster, his grip firm as he fucked her with it. Nikita’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edges of the tub as she surrendered to the pleasure.

“That’s it,” Mitch encouraged, his voice thick with desire. “Come for me, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small bathroom. Mitch didn’t stop until she was spent, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

When he finally pulled the dildo out, Nikita was panting, her mind still reeling. Mitch stood, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he said, “Let’s move to the bedroom.”

Nikita nodded, her legs still shaky as she stepped out of the tub. Mitch wrapped a towel around her, his touch surprisingly gentle. He led her to the bedroom, his hand resting on the small of her back.

“Lie down,” he instructed, his voice firm but not unkind. Nikita obeyed, stretching out on the bed, her heart pounding in anticipation.

Mitch grabbed another toy, this one smaller and more slender. He coated it with lubricant, his movements slow and deliberate. Nikita’s breath quickened as she realized what he was about to do.

“Relax,” Mitch murmured, his voice soothing. “You’re doing great.”

He pressed the vibrator against her asshole, and Nikita’s body tensed.

“Easy,” he said, his hand gently massaging her lower back. “Just breathe.”

Nikita did as she was told, forcing herself to relax as Mitch worked the vibrator into her ass. The sensation was strange at first, but as he turned it on, a low hum vibrating through her, it quickly turned into something much more pleasurable.

“Oh, fuck,” Nikita moaned, her fingers gripping the sheets as Mitch began to move the vibrator, fucking her ass with it.

She could hear the sound of his zipper, and then she felt his cock pressing against her, hot and heavy.

“You’re doing so well,” Mitch praised, his voice thick with need.

He pressed the head of his cock against her asshole, and Nikita’s breath hitched. “Just take it, Nikita. You can handle it,” he whispered.

The first push was slow, deliberate, and Nikita’s body stretched to accommodate him. She let out a low moan, the sensation overwhelming but not painful. Mitch groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed deeper, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice strained.

He began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then faster, harder. Nikita’s moans filled the room, her body trembling with pleasure as Mitch fucked her ass with a raw intensity.

“Mitch,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she felt herself getting closer. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice harsh with need. “Let go, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her with a force that left her breathless. She screamed his name, her body shuddering as he continued to thrust into her. Mitch groaned, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her, his cum leaking out as he finally pulled out.

Nikita lay there, panting, her mind a blur of pleasure and exhaustion.

Mitch leaned over her, his lips brushing against her ear. “You were incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “I want to train you in more than just gymnastics. I want to teach you about sex, about submission. Are you ready for that?”

Nikita’s heart raced, but there was no hesitation in her voice. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his with a newfound determination.

Mitch smiled, a satisfied glint in his eyes. “Good,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

As Mitch drove her home later that evening, Nikita couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of anticipation. She had always admired Mitch, but now… now there was something more. Something deeper. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

The car pulled up to her apartment, and Mitch turned to her, his gaze intense. “We’ll start your new training tomorrow,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Be ready.”

Nikita nodded, her heart pounding as she stepped out of the car. She watched as Mitch drove away, a small smile playing on her lips. She was ready.

16 - ROMANCE ON A RAINY DAY

MF / Virgin / Romantic / College / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The taste of rain was still on his lips, cool and clean from the walk across campus, but the heat of his mouth quickly dissolved it. Helen kissed him with a frantic need that surprised even herself, her back pressed against the cold wood of her dorm room door the moment it clicked shut. Alex met her urgency with his own controlled passion, his hands framing her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks before his fingers slid into her hair.

This was it. The frantic, buzzing energy that had been building for weeks—it all narrowed to this single point: Alex’s mouth on hers, his body a warm, solid wall against her front.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in soft pants that fogged the air between them. The only light came from her desk lamp, painting the small room in warm gold and deep shadow. “Alex,” she breathed, the word more plea than name.

His dark eyes searched hers, so full of a tenderness that once would have made her hesitate. Not tonight. “Helen,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “We don’t have to—”

“I know we don’t have to.” She cut him off, her fingers fumbling for the hem of her sweater. “I want to.”

She saw the conflict in his face, the sweet, maddening protectiveness that had made her wait. It was that very quality that made her sure. He wasn’t just after one thing. He cared. And that care was about to unravel her completely.

With a resolve that stole her breath, she pulled the soft wool over her head and let it fall to the floor. His gaze dropped to her simple lace bra, and the conflict in his eyes was swallowed by pure, unadulterated heat. That look. That was the look she’d wanted to see.

“Are you sure?” he asked, but his hands were already moving, tracing the line of her collarbone, making her shiver.

“Yes,” she gasped, arching into his touch. “Please, Alex. Make it special by being you. Just… be you.”

That was all the permission he needed. His mouth found hers again, a deeper, hungrier kiss that spoke of unleashed desire. His hands roamed her back, expertly unsnapping her bra with a practiced ease that sent a fresh thrill through her. The straps slid down her arms, and the cool air brushed her bare skin a second before his palms did, cupping her breasts, his thumbs swirling over her already taut nipples.

A low moan escaped her throat, a sound she hardly recognized as her own. He worshipped her with his hands and mouth, dipping his head to take one pebbled peak between his lips. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pure pleasure shooting straight to her core, which was already aching and wet.

He sank to his knees before her, his hands hooking into the waistband of her jeans and her panties. He looked up at her, his expression one of pure reverence, as he slowly drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing completely bare and exposed under his intense gaze. She felt a flutter of self-consciousness, but it was drowned out by the raw hunger in his eyes.

He guided her back onto the bed, and she sank into the comforter, her heart hammering against her ribs. He followed, a predator with a gentle soul, kissing a blazing trail down her stomach, over the sensitive curve of her hip, along the inside of her thigh. He nudged her legs apart, and she opened for him, a silent, willing offering.

The first touch of his tongue was a revelation.

It was soft, an experimental lick that made her entire body jolt. Then another, firmer, tracing her soaked folds until he found the aching center of her need. He groaned against her, the vibration rippling through her, and then his mouth was on her in earnest. His tongue lashed her clit in slow, deliberate circles before plunging deep inside her.

Helen’s head thrashed against the pillow. Her fingers tangled in his soft hair, not to guide him, but to hold on as he devoured her. The pressure built, a coil winding tighter and tighter deep in her belly. Whimpers and broken pleas fell from her lips, a litany of yes and more and right there. The world shrunk to the four walls of her dorm room, to the feel of his stubble against her tender inner thighs, to the exquisite torture of his mouth. The coil snapped. A wave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy crashed over her, her back arching off the bed as a silent scream was torn from her throat.

She was still shuddering with the aftershocks when he rose above her, shedding his own clothes with frantic haste. And then he was there, as naked as she was. Her eyes widened. Oh. Her friends’ whispered descriptions of their boyfriends had not done it justice. He was thick and hard and veined, and a new, sharp spike of desire, mingled with a faint thread of nervousness, shot through her.

“It’s okay,” he murmured, seeing the flicker in her eyes. He kissed her softly. “We’ll go slow.”

He sheathed himself in a condom with a quick, sure motion, and then he was hovering over her, his weight braced on his arms. The broad head of his cock nudged against her entrance, slick with her own arousal. He paused, his eyes locked on hers.

She nodded, unable to speak, and wrapped her legs around his waist.

He pushed in.

There was a sharp, brief sting of intrusion, a sudden fullness that stole her breath. He stilled, letting her adjust, kissing her tears away. “You’re okay,” he whispered against her lips. “You’re so beautiful. So perfect.”

And then he began to move. Slowly at first, shallow thrusts that stretched her, filled her, completed her in a way she hadn’t known was possible. The brief pain was gone, replaced by a building, friction-fired pleasure that began to mirror her first climax. She met his thrusts, her hips rising to meet his.

“Faster,” she begged, digging her heels into his back.

A groan ripped from his chest and he obeyed, his rhythm shifting, deepening. The slow, gentle pace vanished, replaced by something primal and urgent. The headboard began a steady tattoo against the wall, a rhythm section to their ragged breathing and the wet, slick sound of their joining. He drove into her, each thrust hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She was mindless, a creature of pure sensation, clinging to him as he pistoned into her.

“Turn over,” he grunted, his voice strained.

She scrambled onto her hands and knees, and the new angle was even more intense. He knelt behind her, his hands grasping her hips tightly, and plunged back inside. Deeper. He filled her completely. One hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, furious circles as he pounded into her from behind.

She was fracturing, coming apart under his relentless assault. Her moans were loud, uninhibited, filling the small room. She felt the tension coiling in him, his thrusts becoming erratic, his grip on her hip bruisingly tight.

“Helen… I’m…,” he choked out.

“Now,” she cried out, her own climax detonating, a supernova that wiped out every thought, every coherent sense except for the feeling of him pulsing deep inside her, his own release roaring through him as he collapsed over her back, his hot breath gusting against her shoulder. Their combined moans echoed around them, a symphony of satisfaction.

They stayed like that for a long moment, spent and connected, until he gently pulled out and rolled them onto their sides, gathering her against his chest. His heart thundered against her back, a wild drum matching her own. His arms wrapped around her, holding her close as their breathing slowly, gradually, returned to normal.

A profound, warm happiness settled over her. The awkward conversations, the feeling of being left behind, it was all worth it for this quiet, perfect moment. She had been right to wait. She had been right to choose Alex.

17 - NEW NEIGHBOR, NEW LOVE

MF / College / Romantic / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Brenda stood outside Tom’s door, her heart pounding in her chest. She had been rehearsing what she wanted to say all day, but now that she was here, her mind felt blank.

Since Brenda had moved to the apartment complex, Tom had quickly become a good friend. After moving out of the college dormitory, she’d felt out of place. But Tom had shown her around the neighborhood, making her feel at home.

Brenda took a deep breath, raised her hand, and knocked softly. The sound echoed down the hallway, and for a moment, she thought he might not be home. But then she heard footsteps approaching, and the door swung open.

Tom stood there, his tall frame filling the doorway, a warm smile spreading across his face. “Brenda,” he said, his voice smooth and inviting. “Hey, come on in.”

She stepped inside, her nerves making her feel jittery. The apartment was neat and cozy, with a faint scent of sandalwood in the air. Tom gestured toward the couch. “Have a seat. You want something to drink?”

“No, I’m good,” she replied, sitting down and folding her hands in her lap. She could feel his eyes on her, and it made her pulse quicken.

Tom sat down beside her, his gaze curious. “So, what’s up? You seemed a little… off when you knocked.”

Brenda hesitated for a moment, her fingers fidgeting. “I’ve been thinking,” she began, her voice soft but steady. “About us. About how much I’ve enjoyed spending time with you since I moved here. And I… I think I have feelings for you, Tom.”

His expression softened, and he reached out, placing a hand on her knee. “Brenda,” he said, his tone gentle. “I’ve been feeling the same way. I just didn’t want to rush things and make you uncomfortable.”

Her heart skipped a beat at his words. “Really?”

“Really,” he confirmed, his thumb rubbing small circles on her knee. “You’re amazing, Brenda. I’ve been wanting to tell you how I feel, but I wasn’t sure if you’d feel the same.”

Brenda felt a wave of relief wash over her, followed by a surge of desire. Without thinking, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. Tom responded immediately, his hand moving to the back of her neck as he deepened the kiss. His lips were soft but insistent, and Brenda could feel the heat building between them.

Her hands found their way to his chest, clutching at the fabric of his shirt as their tongues met. The kiss grew more passionate, their breaths mingling as they explored each other’s mouths. Tom’s hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer until she was practically sitting in his lap.

Their kisses became hungrier, more urgent, and Brenda could feel the growing hardness beneath her. She broke the kiss, her chest heaving as she looked into his eyes. “Tom,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

He didn’t need words to understand what she wanted. His hands moved to the hem of her shirt, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed, and then his mouth was on her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipples. Brenda gasped, her head falling back as pleasure shot through her.

His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh. She could feel herself getting wet, her underwear damp with arousal. Tom’s lips traveled lower, leaving a trail of kisses down her stomach until he reached the waistband of her jeans.

He glanced up at her, his eyes dark with desire. “Can I?”

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps as he unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down her legs, taking her panties with them. Brenda was completely exposed now, and the way Tom was looking at her made her feel both vulnerable and incredibly turned on.

Her legs instinctively parted as he leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit. She moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the couch as he began to eat her out with slow, deliberate strokes. His tongue circled her clit, then dipped inside her, tasting her. Brenda’s hips bucked against his mouth, her arousal building with every flick of his tongue.

“Oh my God, Tom,” she whimpered, her body trembling with pleasure.

His tongue worked magic, driving her closer and closer to the edge. She could feel it building, a tight coil of pleasure in her lower abdomen that was ready to snap.

Just as she was about to come, Tom pulled back, leaving her panting and desperate. He stood up, his hands moving to the waistband of his pants. Brenda watched, her heart racing as he unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down, revealing his thick, hard cock.

She licked her lips, her eyes locked on his erection. Without a word, she slid off the couch and knelt in front of him, her hand wrapping around the base of his shaft. She guided the tip into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deeper.

Tom groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, sucking him with increasing intensity. She could feel him twitching in her mouth, the taste of him driving her wild. Her hand moved in sync with her mouth, stroking him as she took him as deep as she could.

He let out a deep growl, pulling her hair gently to lift her head. “Brenda,” he said, his voice rough with need. “I want to be inside you.”

She nodded, her body aching with desire. He helped her up, guiding her back onto the couch. She straddled him, her wetness coating his cock as she positioned herself over him. Slowly, she lowered herself onto him, feeling him stretch her as he filled her completely.

Her hands gripped his shoulders as she began to move, her hips grinding against his. Tom’s hands gripped her waist, helping her ride him with slow, deliberate strokes. Brenda’s moans filled the room, her pleasure building with every thrust.

“You feel incredible,” Tom murmured, his hands moving to her breasts, squeezing and kneading them as she rode him.

Brenda could feel herself getting close, her body tightening around him. She leaned in, their lips meeting in a heated kiss as she increased her pace. Their movements became frantic, their bodies slamming together in a desperate pursuit of release.

“Brenda,” Tom groaned, his hands tightening on her hips. “I’m close.”

“Me too,” she panted, her nails digging into his shoulders. “Oh God, I’m gonna—“

Her words were cut off by a sharp cry as she came, her body convulsing around him. Tom followed moments later, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her. They clung to each other, their breaths ragged as they rode out the waves of pleasure.

When their bodies finally stilled, Brenda rested her forehead against his, a soft smile playing on her lips. “That was amazing,” she murmured, still catching her breath.

Tom brushed a strand of hair from her face, his gaze tender. “Brenda,” he said softly. “Will you be my girlfriend?”

She nodded, her heart swelling with happiness. “Yes,” she whispered. “I’d love to.”

Tom kissed her again, his lips lingering on hers. Brenda couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

18 - A FORBIDDEN COLLEGE CONFESSION

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

Emma’s heart pounded as she stood outside Jake’s dorm room, her fingers nervously clutching the strap of her bag. She had been replaying this moment in her head for weeks, ever since she realized how deeply she felt for him.

He has a girlfriend, she reminded herself. But the weight of her confession pressed against her chest, and she couldn’t hold it in any longer. She raised her hand and knocked, the sound echoing down the empty hallway.

The door creaked open, and there he was, Jake, his messy brown hair falling into his eyes, a worn book tucked under his arm. He smiled warmly, but Emma could see the flicker of surprise in his expression.

“Hey,” he said, stepping aside to let her in. “Wasn’t expecting you. Everything okay?”

Emma stepped inside, her eyes darting around the small room. It was cluttered with books and notes, the scent of coffee lingering in the air. She took a deep breath, her hands trembling slightly.

“I… I need to tell you something,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jake tilted his head, concern knotting his brow. “What’s going on?”

She stared at him for a moment, her heart racing. This was it. The moment she’d been both dreading and longing for. She swallowed hard, her words tumbling out before she could stop them.

“I have feelings for you, Jake. Strong feelings. I know you’re with Kelsey, and I shouldn’t be saying this, but I can’t keep it inside anymore.”

The room fell silent, the weight of her confession hanging in the air. Jake stared at her, his expression unreadable. For a moment, Emma thought she’d made a terrible mistake, that she’d ruined everything. But then, he stepped closer, his eyes searching hers.

“Emma…” he murmured, his voice soft. “I… I feel it too. I’ve been trying to ignore it, but I can’t. You’re all I think about.”

Her breath caught in her throat, her chest tightening. She hadn’t expected this. She hadn’t dared to hope. Jake reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Are you sure?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Jake didn’t answer with words. Instead, he leaned in, his lips meeting hers in a kiss that was both gentle and desperate. Her eyes fluttered closed, her hands grasping at his shirt as she melted into him.

The kiss deepened, their bodies pressing together, the heat between them growing unbearable. Jake’s hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer, his breath warm against her skin. Emma’s fingers tangled in his hair, her heart racing as she kissed him back with everything she had.

Jake’s hands slid under her shirt, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip, sending a wave of heat through her. She gasped against his lips, her body trembling.

“Jake…” she murmured, her voice barely a whisper.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” he said, his voice low and thick.

He stepped back for a moment, his eyes locked on hers as he slowly pulled his shirt over his head, revealing the lean muscles of his chest. Emma’s breath hitched, her fingers itching to touch him.

She didn’t hesitate. Her hands reached out, her fingers tracing the lines of his chest, the warmth of his skin sending a jolt of electricity through her. Jake’s hands moved to the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head in one swift motion. His eyes darkened as he took her in, his gaze raking over her body.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

Emma’s cheeks flushed, her skin tingling as he reached for the clasp of her bra. It fell away, her breasts exposed to the cool air of the room. Jake’s hands cupped them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, sending a current of pleasure through her.

“Jake…” she gasped, her head falling back as he leaned in, his lips closing around one nipple, his tongue flicking against it.

She moaned, her fingers digging into his shoulders as he teased her, his mouth hot and demanding. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with sensation.

His hands moved to her waist, unbuttoning her jeans and sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, her panties the only thing left covering her. Jake’s fingers hooked into the waistband, pulling them down slowly, his eyes never leaving hers.

Emma’s heart pounded as she stood before him, completely exposed. His gaze burned into her, the intensity of it making her knees weak.

“You’re perfect,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He stepped forward, his hands grasping her hips as his lips crashed into hers again. She felt the hardness of his erection pressing against her, sending a wave of heat through her core.

Her hands moved to his belt, fumbling with the buckle as she kissed him back with everything she had. She undid the button and zipper of his jeans, her fingers wrapping around the length of him.

Jake groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand as she stroked him, her touch firm and sure.

“Emma…” he breathed, his voice shaky.

She dropped to her knees, her hands guiding him to her mouth. She took him in slowly, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank down further, her lips wrapping around him. Jake’s fingers tangled in her hair, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she took him deeper.

“God, Emma…” he moaned, his hips rocking gently against her.

She could taste him, feel him, and it drove her wild. Her tongue moved against him, her mouth hot and wet as she sucked him, her hand working the base.

Jake’s grip tightened in her hair, his moans growing louder. She could feel him trembling, his body on the edge.

“Stop, stop…” he gasped, pulling her to her feet.

He kissed her hard, his hands gripping her hips as he backed her toward the bed. She fell onto the mattress, her heart racing as he climbed over her, his lips trailing down her body.

Her breath hitched as he reached her center, his tongue lapping at her in slow, deliberate strokes. She gasped, her hands gripping the sheets as he teased her, his tongue flicking against her clit.

“Jake, please…” she moaned, her hips lifting off the bed.

He pressed her knees apart, his tongue delving deeper, tasting her. She cried out, her body trembling as he brought her to the edge, his every movement sending waves of pleasure through her.

She felt herself unraveling, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her back arched, her cries filling the room as she came, her body shuddering with the force of it.

Jake didn’t stop, his tongue working her through the aftershocks, drawing out every last bit of pleasure. When he finally pulled away, she was breathless, her body still trembling.

He kissed his way up her body, his lips finding hers again. “I need you,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Emma nodded, her hands grasping his hips as he positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed in slowly, inch by excruciating inch, until he was fully inside her. She gasped, her nails digging into his back as she adjusted to the feeling of him, the fullness of him.

“You okay?” he whispered, his lips brushing against her ear.

“Yes,” she breathed, her hips lifting to meet his.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deep, each one sending waves of pleasure through her. Her legs wrapped around his hips, pulling him deeper, their bodies moving together in a rhythm that felt natural, inevitable.

The room was filled with the sound of their moans, their breath mingling as they moved together. Emma’s hands roamed over his body, her nails raking down his back, her teeth sinking into his shoulder.

“Emma…” he gasped, his thrusts growing faster, harder.

She could feel herself climbing again, the pressure building inside her with every thrust. Her body tightened around his cock, her cries growing louder as she teetered on the edge.

“Jake, I’m so close…” she moaned, her hands gripping his ass, urging him on.

“Let go,” he whispered, his lips brushing against hers.

She cried out, her body convulsing around him as the orgasm ripped through her, intense and overwhelming. Jake’s hips slammed into hers, his breath catching as he came, spilling himself deep inside her.

They collapsed together, their bodies tangled, breathless. Jake pressed a kiss to her forehead, his arms wrapping around her.

Emma lay there, her mind racing as the weight of what they’d done settled over her. He’s with Kelsey. The thought lingered, a pang of guilt knotting her stomach.

“What happens now?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Jake was silent for a moment, his fingers tracing patterns on her skin.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “But I can’t keep pretending. I can’t keep pretending I don’t want you.”

Emma closed her eyes, her heart aching. She knew this wasn’t the end. It couldn’t be.

“What about Kelsey?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Jake sighed, his hand cupping her cheek. “I’ll figure it out. I promise.”

Emma nodded, her body curling into his. But deep down, she knew the truth. This was just the beginning. And the thought terrified her.

19 - FRAT PARTY REDEMPTION

MF / College / BBW / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The bass from the music thrummed through the walls of the fraternity house, vibrating in Alyssa’s chest as she stood hesitantly at the edge of the room. The air was thick with the scent of spilled beer and sweat, the dim lighting casting shadows that made the crowded space feel both chaotic and intimate.

She clutched her red plastic cup tightly, the drink inside warm from her nervous grip. Her curvy frame, which she usually hid under oversized sweaters, was on full display tonight in a black dress that hugged her hips and accentuated her waist. She felt exposed—but for once, she wanted to be seen.

A guy with a cocky grin and dark, messy hair approached her, his eyes raking over her body in a way that made her cheeks heat. “Hey,” he said, his voice smooth and confident. “I’m Caleb. You look like you could use a refill.” He gestured to her nearly empty cup, and Alyssa managed a small smile.

“I’m okay,” she said, her voice soft. But Caleb wasn’t taking no for an answer. He plucked the cup from her hand and disappeared into the crowd, returning moments later with a fresh drink.

“Thanks,” she mumbled, taking it from him.

“You’re new here, right?” he asked, leaning in close enough that she could smell the whiskey on his breath. “I’d remember you if I’d seen you before.”

Alyssa nodded, her heart racing. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention, especially from someone like Caleb, who looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine. He grabbed her hand and pulled her onto the dance floor before she could protest. The music was loud, the beat pulsing through her as Caleb’s hands found her hips. He spun her around, pulling her back against his chest, his body grinding against hers in a rhythm that made her breath catch.

His hands slid down her sides, gripping her waist as he pressed himself harder against her. Alyssa could feel the heat radiating off him, his breath hot on her neck as he whispered something she couldn’t quite hear over the music. She closed her eyes, letting herself get lost in the moment, in the way his body moved against hers.

But when she opened her eyes, she froze. The crowd around them had parted, and everyone was watching—some laughing, others whispering behind their hands.

Caleb’s laughter rang out, loud and cruel. “Come on, guys, I told you I could do it!” he called out, his grip on her hips loosening as he stepped back.

Alyssa’s stomach dropped. The drink slipped from her hand, splattering on the floor as she turned and fled, humiliation burning in her chest. She pushed her way through the crowd, her vision blurring with tears as she stumbled out the front door and into the cool night air.

She barely made it a few steps before she heard footsteps behind her. “Hey, wait!” a voice called out. She turned to see Justin, the nerdy guy from her biology class, jogging to catch up with her. His glasses were slightly askew, and his dark hair was tousled, like he’d been running his hands through it.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice genuine and concerned.

Alyssa wiped at her eyes, shaking her head. “I’m fine,” she mumbled, though it was obvious she wasn’t.

Justin hesitated for a moment before speaking again. “What they did—it wasn’t cool. I’m sorry I didn’t say something. I just... I didn’t want to make things worse.”

Alyssa looked up at him, surprised by the sincerity in his voice. “It’s not your fault,” she said softly.

Justin offered her a small smile. “Let me walk you back to your dorm, at least. It’s late.”

She nodded, and they fell into step beside each other, the silence between them comfortable rather than awkward. When they reached her dorm, Justin hesitated at the door. “Thanks for walking me back,” Alyssa said, her voice quiet.

“Of course,” he replied, his eyes meeting hers. There was something in the way he looked at her, something kind and gentle, that made her heart skip a beat.

“Do you... want to come in?” she asked before she could stop herself. Justin blinked, surprised, but nodded.

Her dorm room was small, the only light coming from the bedside lamp she flicked on. Alyssa closed the door behind them, her heart pounding as she turned to face Justin. He was standing awkwardly in the middle of the room, his hands stuffed in his pockets.

“I think you’re really pretty,” he blurted out, his face turning red the moment the words left his mouth. Alyssa couldn’t help but laugh, the sound soft and genuine.

“I think you’re cute,” she admitted, her cheeks flushing.

They stood there for a moment, the air between them charged with something electric. Then, before she could overthink it, she stepped forward and kissed him.

The kiss started slow, tentative, but soon grew deeper as Justin’s hands found her waist. Alyssa felt a shiver run down her spine as his fingers skimmed under the hem of her dress, the fabric sliding up her thighs. He broke the kiss long enough to pull the dress over her head, leaving her in nothing but her bra and panties.

Justin’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his hands moving to cup her breasts through the fabric of her bra. “God, you’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough. He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor before his mouth found her nipple, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud.

Alyssa moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he teased her with his tongue. He moved to her other breast, giving it the same attention before his mouth trailed down her stomach, his lips brushing against her skin in a way that made her shiver.

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. Alyssa was completely exposed now, her breath coming in short gasps as Justin knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart. His breath was hot against her core, and she whimpered as his tongue flicked against her clit.

He lapped at her hungrily, his tongue moving in slow, deliberate strokes that had her thighs trembling. Justin slid a finger inside her, curling it just right as he continued to tease her clit with his tongue. Alyssa’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his face as the pleasure built inside her.

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body arching as she came against his mouth. Justin didn’t stop until she was squirming, oversensitive and breathless.

He stood then, his own need evident as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Alyssa watched him with wide eyes, her heart racing as he climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs.

He pushed inside her slowly, groaning at how tight and wet she was. Alyssa gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to thrust, his hips moving with a rhythm that had her seeing stars.

“Justin,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he drove into her deeper. The pleasure was overwhelming, her body trembling as he moved inside her.

Justin’s thrusts grew faster, his breathing ragged as he buried his face in her neck. “Alyssa,” he gasped, his voice rough. He plunged into her one last time, his orgasm hitting him hard as he spilled inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed together, their bodies tangled and sticky with sweat. Alyssa nestled against his chest, a contented sigh escaping her lips. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she belonged. Justin’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close as they lay there in the quiet of the room.

20 - SPRING BREAK AND HER STEPBROTHER

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

The house was quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioner and the occasional creak of settling wood. Cici stood in the hallway, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure it would wake the entire house. Her bare feet pressed into the cool hardwood floor as she hesitated outside Mark’s door. She hadn’t planned this. Not really. But the pull was too strong, the ache too deep to ignore any longer.

She needed him.

Ever since their parents had gotten married, Cici and Mark had been close. But slowly, Cici started noticing things about Mark—the way his eyes crinkled when he laughed, his broad shoulders, and strong biceps. She was falling in love with him, but there was no way she could tell him.

Then, they’d gone away to college. As Cici packed up and moved to the dorm, she knew she would miss seeing Mark’s handsome face every day. She tried to put him out of her mind and move on. But it was impossible. She thought about him all the time.

Now, Mark and Cici were home for spring break. And Cici had something she desperately needed to reveal before they went back to school for the next semester.

Her hand trembled as she reached for the doorknob, turning it slowly. The door opened with a soft click, and she slipped inside, her breath catching in her throat. Mark was sprawled on his bed, shirtless, the sheets tangled around his waist. The moonlight streaming through the window illuminated the muscles of his chest, the curve of his jaw, and for a moment, Cici couldn’t move. She just stared, her body humming with a mix of fear and desire.

“Mark,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He stirred, his eyes fluttering open. When he saw her, he sat up, running a hand through his messy hair. “Cici? What are you doing here?” His voice was soft, but there was something else in it—something that made her stomach flip.

She stepped closer, her heart racing. “I… I couldn’t sleep.”

He didn’t say anything, just watched her with those dark eyes that always seemed to see right through her. She swallowed hard, her pulse quickening as she climbed onto the bed, her knees sinking into the mattress. She was so close now she could feel the heat radiating from his body.

“Mark,” she said again, her voice trembling. “I can’t stop thinking about you. I know it’s wrong, but… I don’t care anymore.”

His breath hitched, and for a moment, he just stared at her, his chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. Then, without a word, he reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek. “Cici,” he murmured, his voice thick with something she couldn’t quite place.

That was all it took. She leaned in, her lips pressing against his in a kiss that was as desperate as it was tender. His hands slid into her hair, pulling her closer, and she melted into him, her body burning with a need she could no longer suppress. His lips were soft, but the way he kissed her was anything but gentle. It was hungry, demanding, and it sent shivers down her spine.

She didn’t resist when he pushed her back onto the bed, his body covering hers. His hands roamed her body, tugging at her shirt until it was off, tossed carelessly to the floor. Her skin prickled under his touch, every nerve ending on fire as his lips trailed down her neck, her collarbone, her chest. He took her nipple into his mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder, until she was gasping, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Mark,” she moaned, her back arching as he moved lower, kissing a path down her stomach.

His hands gripped her hips, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of her shorts. She lifted her hips, letting him pull them off, along with her panties. The cool air hit her wetness, making her shiver, but then his mouth was on her, and she couldn’t think anymore.

His tongue slid through her folds, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her hands gripping the sheets as pleasure built low in her belly. He was everywhere, his hands, his mouth, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. He pressed two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and she cried out, her body trembling as he worked her to the edge.

“Oh God, Mark,” she panted, her hips rocking against his face. “Don’t stop… please don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He kept going, his tongue flicking her clit as he added a third finger, stretching her, filling her until she was writhing beneath him. The pressure inside her built, tighter and tighter, until it finally snapped, sending her spiraling into ecstasy. She came with a gasp, her body tightening around his fingers as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Mark pulled back, watching her with a hunger that made her stomach clench. He stripped off his boxers, his cock springing free, thick and hard. She licked her lips, her mouth watering at the sight of him. He was even bigger than she’d imagined, and the thought of him inside her made her ache with need.

She sat up, her hand wrapping around his shaft, feeling the weight of him in her palm. She pumped him slowly, her thumb brushing over the head, spreading the precum that had gathered there. His breath hitched, his hips jerking forward, and she smiled, leaning in to take him into her mouth.

He groaned as her lips closed around him, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. She bobbed her head, her hand working the base of his cock as she sucked him, her moans vibrating against his skin. He tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her, his hips thrusting gently into her mouth. She took him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing around him, her eyes watering slightly as she swallowed him down.

“Fuck, Cici,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

She pulled back, looking up at him through her lashes. “I want you inside me,” she said, her voice husky with need.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He pushed her back onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. He positioned himself at her entrance, the tip of his cock pressing against her wetness. She gasped as he pushed inside, her body stretching to accommodate him. He was so big, so thick, and it burned a little, but the pleasure outweighed the pain.

He moved slowly at first, letting her adjust to his size, but soon he was thrusting into her, harder and faster, his hips slapping against hers. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, her hands clutching at his back as he pounded into her. Every thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through her, her body tightening around him as he filled her completely.

“Yes, Mark,” she moaned, her nails digging into his skin. “Fuck me… please, fuck me harder.”

He obliged, his pace quickening, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She could feel the tension building again, her body coiling tighter and tighter until she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her body shaking as she came, her pussy clenching around him.

Mark groaned, his hips stuttering as he thrust into her a few more times before he stilled, his cock pulsing inside her as he came. He collapsed onto her, his breath warm against her neck as he kissed her softly.

“Cici,” he murmured, his voice filled with something she couldn’t quite place.

She clung to him, her heart racing as they lay there, tangled together. “Promise me this isn’t a mistake,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He lifted his head, looking into her eyes. “It’s not,” he said firmly. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“Me too,” she admitted, her cheeks flushing. “But… what do we do now?”

“We keep it a secret,” he said, his voice steady. “For now. But someday… someday we’ll be together. I promise.”

She nodded, her heart swelling with hope as she cuddled closer to him. She knew it was wrong, but it felt so right. And she couldn’t wait for the night when they could be together again.

21 - FORBIDDEN FLAMES ON THE OVERNIGHT FIELD TRIP
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The heavy hotel door clicked shut behind her, and Janet’s entire world narrowed to the small, lamplit room and the man standing in its center. The air hummed with the residual energy of a dozen school-chaperone speeches, but all his careful professionalism was about to evaporate.

Quentin Moss ran a hand through his disheveled hair, a gesture she’d seen a hundred times at his desk, but here, now, it was intimate. Dangerous. “Janet, is everything all right? Do you need something?”

His voice was a low, worried rumble that did things to her insides. She willed her own voice not to shake. “I need to talk to you, Mr. Moss.”

“It’s late. The other teachers… the students… we should talk tomorrow.” But he didn’t move to open the door. His eyes, usually so focused on history books, were locked on her, tracing the lines of the dangerously short black dress she’d changed into, the way it clung to curves she’d always hidden under sweaters.

“There won’t be a tomorrow for this,” she said, stepping further into the room, the plush carpet muffling her steps. The scent of his cologne, something clean and spicy, filled her lungs. “After graduation… I won’t see you anymore.”

“Janet…” he began, his tone shifting into the one he used to gently correct a wrong answer. The teacher voice.

It was the spark she needed. “Don’t,” she interrupted, her courage flaring. “Don’t ‘Janet’ me like I’m still in your third-period class. I’m an adult. I graduate in three weeks.” She took another step, now close enough to feel the heat radiating from his body. “And I am so… utterly… in love with you.”

The confession hung in the air, a live wire. He stared, his jaw tight, a war playing out behind his eyes. Duty. Decorum. And something else, something hotter and much, much older. “This is wrong,” he breathed, but it sounded like a plea, not a statement.

“It doesn’t feel wrong,” she whispered, closing the final inch between them. She placed a trembling hand on his chest, feeling the solid muscle and the frantic beat of his heart through his thin cotton shirt. It’s racing. For me.

His resolve shattered. A low groan escaped his lips as his hands came up, not to push her away, but to frame her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, questioning kiss. It was a claiming. A release of years of pent-up, forbidden want. His lips were insistent, parting hers with a desperate urgency that made her knees buckle. She met his hunger with her own, her arms snaking around his neck, her fingers tangling in the hair at his nape. He tasted of mint and the dark roast coffee from the hotel lobby, and it was the most intoxicating flavor she’d ever known.

His hands slid from her face, down her neck, over her shoulders, his touch leaving trails of fire on her skin. He broke the kiss, his breath coming in ragged gusts against her neck. “We can’t,” he murmured into her skin, even as his lips found the sensitive spot below her ear.

“We are,” she gasped, arching into him, grinding her hips against the hard ridge she could feel straining against his trousers.

That broke him completely. His hands found her hips, pulling her flush against him as he devoured her mouth again. One hand slid down, cupping her ass, squeezing, pulling a soft moan from her throat. He walked her backward until her legs hit the edge of the bed, and she sank down onto the crisp duvet, looking up at him with wide, wanting eyes.

He stood over her, his chest heaving, his gaze dark with pure lust. His fingers went to his belt buckle, the click unnaturally loud in the quiet room. Then the zipper. He pushed his pants and boxers down just enough to free his erection.

Janet’s breath hitched. It was her first real look, and it was… a lot. Thick, veined, and proudly erect, the tip already glistening. For me. All of that is for me.

“Touch me,” he commanded, his voice gravelly and raw.

She didn’t hesitate. She reached out, her fingers tentative at first, wrapping around his hot, silken length. He hissed through his teeth, his eyes fluttering closed at her touch. She began to move her hand, a slow, uncertain stroke that quickly found a rhythm guided by his sharp inhales and the way his hips began to move in tiny, involuntary thrusts.

“God, Janet,” he moaned, his hand covering hers, showing her how to tighten her grip, how to twist her wrist on the upstroke. The power she felt was incredible. This man, who held all the authority in a classroom, was putty in her hands.

Drunk on that power, she leaned forward, replacing her hand with her mouth. She licked a slow stripe from base to tip, savoring his salty, masculine taste. He cried out, his fingers digging into her shoulders. She took him into her mouth, as much as she could, her tongue swirling around the head. His groans were a soundtrack to her education, each one teaching her what he liked, what made his legs tremble.

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

His hands were everywhere then, peeling the black dress over her head, unveiling her simple lace bra and panties. He made a sound of pure appreciation as he unhooked her bra, his warm hands cupping her bare breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they were hard, aching peaks.

He worshipped her with his mouth, kissing a blazing path down her stomach, hooking his fingers in her panties and drawing them down her legs. He paused, staring at her nakedness with a reverence that made her blush. Then he was on her, his weight a delicious pressure as he settled between her thighs.

He looked into her eyes, a final moment of question. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. “Please,” she whispered. “I want you to be my first.”

With a thrust that was careful yet decisive, he filled her. There was a sharp, brief stab of pain, making her gasp and stiffen. He stilled instantly, covering her face with soft, apologetic kisses. “Shhh, it’s okay. Just breathe. It will get better. I promise.”

He waited, letting her body adjust to the incredible, stretching fullness of him. And then he began to move, slow, deep strokes that soon stoked the pain into something else entirely. A building, coiling pleasure that started deep in her core and spread through her limbs like lightning. Her gasps turned into moans, her nails digging into his back.

“You feel… God… you feel incredible,” he rasped into her ear, his pace quickening, driving into her with a power that stole her breath.

He rolled them over, putting her on top. She rose above him, her hair falling around them like a curtain, and she moved, finding an instinctual rhythm that made him throw his head back in ecstasy. The sight of him, lost in pleasure because of her, was the most potent aphrodisiac.

“Turn over,” he murmured, his hands guiding her.

She got on her hands and knees, and he positioned himself behind her. This new angle was shocking, intimate. He entered her again, and this time he went deeper than she thought possible. Each thrust hit a spot that made her see stars, her cries muffled by the hotel duvet.

His rhythm became frantic, punishing, a steady, relentless piston that drove her higher and higher toward a precipice she’d only ever read about. She could feel her own climax building, a tension so tight it was almost painful.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she tried to warn him, but the words were lost in a wave of sensation.

“Come for me, Janet,” he commanded, his voice strained. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, and that was all it took.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a violent, shuddering wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own release. She felt him pulse deep inside her, his own groan long and guttural as he collapsed over her back, both of them spent and trembling.

For a long time, they just lay there in a tangled, sweaty heap, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He shifted, pulling out and gathering her into his arms, holding her against his chest. He pressed a soft kiss to her forehead.

“No one can ever know, Janet,” he whispered, his voice laced with a fear that hadn’t been there before. “My career…”

“It’s our secret,” she promised, nuzzling into his neck, her entire body humming with a sated, happy glow. She had done it. He was hers.

22 - BEAUTIFUL MUSIC IN THE BASEMENT
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The last note from Mara’s violin hung in the basement’s still air, a trembling, bittersweet resonance that seemed to echo the frantic beat of her own heart. Robert, seated close beside her on the plush basement couch, didn’t clap. He simply listened, his eyes closed, until the final vibration faded into silence.

“Perfect, Mara. Perfect,” he murmured, his voice a low thrum that felt more intimate than any applause.

She lowered the instrument, her hands trembling not from the effort of playing, but from his proximity. The scent of his cologne, mixed with the faint aroma of rosin and old wood, was intoxicating. The basement, their private, soundproofed world, felt suddenly smaller, the walls pressing in. Now. It has to be now.

“Robert, I…” she started, her voice barely a whisper. She placed the violin carefully back in its case, a stalling tactic. Her courage was failing.

He turned to her, his brow slightly furrowed with professional concern. “What is it, Mara? Is your wrist bothering you again?”

“No. It’s not my wrist.” She took a shaky breath, her gaze dropping to her hands fidgeting in her lap. “It’s… it’s you.”

A heavy silence descended. She could feel the shift in him, a subtle tightening of his posture. He knew.

“Mara,” he began, his tone gentle but layered with warning. “We shouldn’t—”

“I can’t help it,” she blurted out, finally looking up, her eyes glistening with a mixture of fear and desperate hope. “These lessons… these nights with you… it’s all I think about. You are all I think about. It’s wrong, I know it’s so wrong, but…”

He didn’t pull away. He just watched her, his eyes dark and unreadable. The air crackled between them, thick with unsaid words and forbidden Want. She saw the conflict warring in his face, the battle between propriety and pure, raw desire.

His resistance crumbled not with a shout, but with a sigh. A surrender. “God help me, Mara,” he breathed, the words a husky confession. “I feel it, too.”

That was all the permission she needed. Or maybe it was he who needed it. She wasn’t sure who moved first. One moment they were a foot apart, the next, the space between them evaporated. His hand came up to cradle her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek, and then his lips were on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a conflagration.

It was months of suppressed longing unleashed in a single, searing connection. His mouth was insistent, hot, and tasted of the coffee they’d shared hours ago. Mara moaned into him, her hands flying up to tangle in his dark hair, pulling him closer. The world outside the basement—her mother upstairs, the rest of their lives—dissolved into nothing.

His kiss was a maestro conducting her body, and she was his eager instrument. He laid her back against the soft cushions of the couch, his body a welcome weight atop hers. His lips left her mouth, tracing a burning path down the column of her throat, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin there. She arched beneath him, a low gasp escaping her as his skilled fingers, the very ones that had so often corrected her finger placement on the violin, now worked at the buttons of her blouse.

“I’ve imagined this,” he growled against her collarbone, pushing the fabric aside. “So many times.”

Her bra followed, and then his mouth was on her breast, his tongue swirling around a taut nipple before drawing it deep. A sharp, exquisite jolt of pleasure shot straight to her core, making her cry out. Her fingers scrabbled at his shirt, desperate to feel his skin. He obliged, shrugging it off, and the feel of his bare chest against hers was exquisite friction.

He worshipped her body with his mouth, moving lower, past her navel, until he reached the waistband of her leggings. He hooked his fingers into them, and with her eager lift of hips, he peeled them down, along with her panties, leaving her completely bare to his hungry gaze.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, spreading her legs. “So perfect.”

And then his mouth was on her.

His tongue was a revelation. It was not the timid probing of a boy her age. This was the work of a devoted connoisseur. He licked a slow, agonizingly deliberate stripe up her center, and her whole body jerked. He held her hips down, pinning her to the couch as he devoured her. He circled her clit with a precision that felt musical, a practiced, rhythmic torture that had her moaning incoherently into the cushion. He suckled gently, then flicked faster, reading her body’s responses like a sheet of music, building the tempo, the intensity.

The pressure coiled deep within her, tighter and tighter, a crescendo approaching its peak. “Robert… please… I’m…”

He drove her over the edge with a final, firm stroke of his tongue. Her climax shattered through her, a silent scream on her lips as her back bowed off the couch, waves of pure, unadulterated ecstasy washing over her until she was boneless and trembling.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, shedding his own trousers and boxers. His erection sprang free, thick and veined and so much bigger than she had imagined. The sight of it, glistening at the tip, sent a fresh thrill of awe and nervous anticipation through her spent body.

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his hot, hard length. He hissed through his teeth, his eyes fluttering closed for a moment. “Mara…”

She guided him to her mouth, tasting herself on him as she took the head past her lips. She worshiped him with her mouth, mimicking his dedication, using her tongue to trace the same patterns of pleasure he had on her. His groans were the most beautiful music she’d ever heard.

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

He settled back on the couch and guided her to straddle him. She sank down onto his length slowly, her eyes locked with his. The stretch was immense, a filling, perfect burn that made her whimper. She began to move, a slow, tentative rock of her hips.

He gripped her waist, his fingers pressing into her flesh. “Yes, just like that. Ride me, Mara.”

She found a rhythm, rising and falling, each thrust hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars. Her hands braced on his shoulders, her head fell back, and she lost herself in the primal motion. The only sounds were their ragged breaths, the wet, slick sound of their joining, and the soft creak of the couch springs.

He suddenly flipped her onto her hands and knees on the cushions, repositioning himself behind her. The new angle was deeper, more animalistic. He entered her again in one powerful thrust that punched a moan from her lungs.

He held her hips, controlling her completely, setting a relentless, driving pace. Each powerful drive of his hips rocked her entire body. She could feel the taut strength of his abdomen slapping against her rear. She was close again, so close, the pleasure building to another impossible peak.

“I can feel you… squeezing me…” he grunted, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more frantic.

That was all it took. Her second orgasm exploded through her, a deeper, more convulsive wave that made her gush around him, her inner muscles milking his length. The feel of her climax triggered his own. With a guttural cry, he buried himself to the hilt, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her in hot, pulsing jets.

Collapse. A heap of sweat-slicked limbs and labored breathing on the rumpled couch. He eased out of her, and she felt the immediate, guilty emptiness. He pulled her against him, her back to his chest, wrapping his arms around her. The silence returned, but it was different now. Heavy. Laden.

The guilt crashed down on her, cold and sobering. What have we done? She was naked in the arms of her stepfather. The man married to her mother.

His voice, when it came, was hushed and grave, his breath hot against her ear. “We can’t… we can’t ever let your mother find out.”

Mara swallowed hard, the reality of their transgression settling in her stomach like a stone. She nodded against his arm. “I know.”

It was wrong. A terrible, beautiful, thrilling wrong. And as she lay there in the aftermath, feeling the steady thump of his heart against her back, she knew one thing with absolute certainty.

She wanted more.

23 - TAKING MOM’S PLACE

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

The silence in the house was a living thing, thick and heavy, broken only by the soft scrape of a fork against a plate. Marcia watched Jake push his food around, his brow furrowed in a now-familiar pattern of grief.

Three weeks ago, on her eighteenth birthday, Marcia had come home from school to discover a note on the kitchen table. What it said made her burst into tears: Marcia—You’re a woman now. You don’t need me anymore. I’m tired of being a wife and mother. I want my own life. I’m leaving. Don’t try to contact me.—Mom

When Marcia’s stepfather, Jake, came home from work, she wordlessly handed him the note. He was just as devastated as she was. They held each other and cried.

Marcia knew she had to be strong. For Jake. She couldn’t take her mother’s place, but she could at least help out around the house. She tried to fill the void, taking care of the chores and having dinner on the table when he came home. But now, she was beginning to feel a bewildering ache that had nothing to do with a daughter’s concern.

“This is amazing, Marcia,” Jake said, his voice rough. He finally took a real bite of the garlic butter steak she’d prepared. “Seriously. You’re going to make some guy a hell of a wife someday.”

The words, so casually flung, landed like a spark on dry tinder. A flush crept up her neck. This wasn’t a father’s praise. This was a man’s appreciation, and it sent a forbidden thrill straight through her core. All the lingering glances, the accidental brushes of hands when she passed him a coffee, the way his gaze sometimes lingered on her in her new, more form-fitting clothes—it wasn’t her imagination.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. The words were out before she could cage them. “What if I don’t want some guy?” she whispered, her voice trembling. “What if I… what if I want you?”

Jake’s head shot up, his blue eyes wide with shock. The air crackled. “Marcia… we can’t. That’s not… it’s wrong.” But his protest was weak, his eyes darkening as they dropped to her lips.

“It doesn’t feel wrong,” she breathed, leaning forward, the table a puny barrier between them. “Nothing has felt right since she left except for being here with you.”

He was out of his chair in an instant, rounding the table. He loomed over her, a conflict of anguish and raw desire warring on his face. He cupped her cheek, his calloused thumb stroking her skin, and the touch was electric. This was really happening.

“God, help me,” he murmured, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle first kiss. It was hungry, desperate, a dam breaking after weeks of tension. His tongue plunged into her mouth, claiming her, and she met him with equal fervor, her hands tangling in his hair. He tasted of red wine and need. He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “Last chance to stop this.”

“Don’t you dare stop,” she pleaded.

With a low growl, he swept her up into his arms and carried her down the hall, not to her childhood bedroom, but into the master suite—his room. Their room. He laid her on the vast bed where her mother had slept and stood back, his eyes devouring her. Slowly, his fingers went to the buttons of her blouse. Each pop of a button was a tiny explosion. He pushed the fabric aside, his gaze hot on her simple lace bra. “So beautiful,” he breathed, his voice full of reverence.

He made quick work of her jeans, peeling them down her legs along with her panties, leaving her completely bare to his scorching gaze. He kissed his way down her body, his lips branding a trail from her mouth, over the swell of her breasts, down the plane of her stomach. He hooked his hands under her knees, spreading her open, and the cool air of the room hit her damp heat, making her shiver. So exposed. So his.

He didn’t hesitate. He lowered his mouth to her, and his tongue found her core in one swift, expert stroke.

She cried out, her back arching off the bed. Oh God. His tongue was relentless, lapping at her, circling her clit with a pressure that was pure, undiluted bliss. He held her hips down, pinning her in place as he feasted on her. The room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of his ministrations and her own ragged moans. Just as a climax began to coil tightly within her, he pulled back.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice thick. “On your knees.”

Trembling, she obeyed, presenting herself to him. She heard the rustle of his clothes hitting the floor, then the crinkle of a foil packet. The bed dipped behind her. His hands ran over the curves of her ass, possessive and firm. And then his mouth was on her again, but lower, his tongue delving into her from behind. She gasped, the sensation new and shockingly intense. He licked a slow, wet stripe from her clit to the tight ring of her ass, and she moaned, pushing back against his face, lost in the degradation and the pleasure of it.

“Jake… please… I need you inside me.”

He moved then, positioning himself behind her. She felt the blunt, immense head of his cock press against her entrance. He was so big. He pushed, just an inch, stretching her exquisitely. She whimpered, and he stilled.

“Okay?” he grunted, the strain evident in his voice.

“Yes… more.”

He drove into her with one long, deep thrust, filling her completely, a perfect, aching fit. A strangled cry was torn from her throat. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming feeling of being full of him. Then he began to move.

His pace was punishing from the start. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his length with every powerful thrust. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room. Each drive hit a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. She pushed back against him, meeting his rhythm, her moans growing louder, more urgent.

“You feel… so fucking good, Marcia,” he groaned, his fingers digging into her flesh. “So tight. All for me.”

The coil inside her wound tighter and tighter with every plunge of his cock. The pleasure was a tidal wave, building, cresting, and then it crashed over her. Her climax was violent, a raw, screaming release that clenched around him, milking his length as she shook uncontrollably.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he slammed into her one final time, his own release pulsing into the condom deep within her. He collapsed over her back, his sweat-slicked chest pressed against her, both of them breathing in ragged, shattered gasps.

After a few moments, he gently pulled out and rolled them onto their sides, spooning her, his arms wrapped tightly around her. They lay in silence, the only sound their gradually slowing breaths. He nuzzled her hair, placing a soft, almost apologetic kiss on her shoulder.

“We can’t… we can’t do this again, Marcia,” he whispered, his voice laced with regret. “It’s wrong. This is my fault.”

She turned in his arms to face him, her expression fierce and sure. “It’s not wrong if we both want it. I’m not a child anymore. I want this. I want you.”

He searched her eyes, the conflict returning. “People… they won’t understand.”

“Then they don’t have to know,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “It can be our secret.”

24 - STEPBROTHER’S NEW GIRLFRIEND

MF / Taboo / College / Cheating / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

The stale popcorn smell of the dorm common room clung to the air, but Annie barely noticed. She was too focused on the easy smile of her stepbrother, Nick, sprawled on the other end of her futon. His weekend visit was a welcome break from midterm stress, a piece of home dropped into her chaotic college life.

“So, classes are good?” he asked, thumb scrolling absently through his phone.

“They’re classes,” she said with a shrug, tucking her feet underneath her. “You’re the one with the real news. How’s the new job?”

“It’s a job.” He mirrored her shrug, but his smile widened into something private, knowing. “Pays for dates, at least.”

The word landed like a lead weight in her stomach. Dates. “Dates?” she echoed, her voice thankfully neutral.

“Yeah. Met someone. Her name’s Chloe.”

He turned his phone screen toward her. A pretty girl with a bright, uncomplicated smile was tucked under his arm in the photo. The sight was a physical blow. A cold, sharp jealousy, sudden and utterly irrational, lanced through her. He’s your stepbrother, her mind screamed, but the heat climbing her neck and the tightness in her chest screamed something else entirely.

The movie playing on her laptop was just flickering light and noise after that. She couldn’t concentrate on anything but the new, awful distance between them. The easy camaraderie of the afternoon had evaporated, replaced by a tense awareness of him as… a man. The way his forearm rested on the cushion, the familiar scent of his soap, the low timbre of his laugh at something on screen—it all suddenly felt charged, dangerous, and desperately attractive.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the drone of the film. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t sit here and pretend.

“Nick?” Her voice was a whisper, almost swallowed by the soundtrack.

“Hmm?”

“I… I have to tell you something.” She paused the movie, plunging the room into a thick, anticipatory silence. “When you said you had a girlfriend… I felt sick. I felt… jealous.”

He turned to look at her fully, his expression shifting from casual to cautious. “Annie…”

“No, let me finish. I know it’s crazy. I know it’s wrong. But I don’t think of you as my stepbrother. Not like that. I haven’t for a long time.” The confession spilled out, raw and terrifying. She stared at her hands, unable to meet his eyes. “I’m in love with you.”

The silence stretched, taut and painful. She braced for his rejection, his disgust, his retreat.

Then, a soft sigh. “Annie.” He said her name like a prayer. “Look at me.”

She forced her gaze up. His eyes, usually so light and playful, were dark, intense, swimming with a conflict that mirrored her own.

“I don’t know what to do about Chloe,” he said, his voice low and rough. “But this… this… being here with you right now… it feels so right.”

The distance between them vanished. He closed it in one swift motion, his hand cupping her cheek, his lips finding hers. It wasn’t a brotherly kiss. It was hungry and deep, a claiming. A dam broke inside her. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer, her mouth opening under his. The world narrowed to the taste of him, the scratch of his stubble, the feel of his solid chest against hers.

Their kisses grew more frantic, a desperate clash of teeth and tongue. His hands slid from her face, down her back, gripping her hips and pulling her onto his lap. She straddled him, the thin fabric of her sweatpants and his jeans a maddening barrier. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against her core, and a fresh wave of wetness soaked through her underwear. God, he’s so hard.

“I need to feel you,” she breathed against his mouth, her fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans.

He helped her, shoving them down his hips just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and veined and perfect. She wrapped her hand around him, eliciting a sharp, guttural groan from deep in his chest. So hot. So hard. She leaned down, her hair curtaining their faces, and took him into her mouth.

He cried out, a strangled sound of pure pleasure. His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on. She worshiped him with her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before taking him deep, until her nose pressed into the dark curls at his base. She savored his taste, the salt and musk of him, the way his hips twitched upward with every suck. Mine, she thought with a primal possessiveness. All mine.

“Annie, stop… stop or I’ll…” he gasped.

She released him with a wet pop, her own need becoming unbearable. She shoved her sweatpants and panties down, rising up on her knees. She held his gaze, her eyes dark with desire, as she positioned him at her entrance. Please, she thought. Please.

In one slow, exquisite slide, she took him all, sinking down until he was buried to the hilt inside her. A sharp, full feeling made her gasp, her head falling back. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most perfect way. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, feeling every throbbing inch of him.

Then she began to move. A slow, rolling grind of her hips that made him moan her name like a mantra. “Annie. God. Annie.”

She set a rhythm, bouncing on his cock, each downward stroke sending jolts of electric pleasure through her. His hands gripped her ass, fingers digging into her flesh, helping her move faster, harder. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sound of their joining.

“I want to feel you deeper,” she moaned, her energy beginning to flag.

In a fluid motion, he rolled her onto her back, never slipping out of her. He hovered over her, driving into her with renewed force, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper with every snap of his hips.

Then his hand drifted down her back, over the curve of her ass. A single, slick finger—wetted from her own arousal—pressed against her other hole. She stiffened for a second at the unfamiliar pressure, but the possessiveness of the act, the sheer taboo of it, sent a new thrill through her. She relaxed, pushing back against his finger.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He worked the tip inside, a slow, careful intrusion that burned slightly before giving way to a strange, incredible fullness. He fucked her with his finger, the dual sensation overwhelming. Just as she was adjusting to it, he replaced his finger with the blunt, leaking head of his cock.

He pushed. It was a sharper, more intense stretch, a claiming that stole her breath. He went slowly, agonizingly slowly, until he was fully seated inside her, buried in a place nobody had ever been. He held still, letting her adjust to the incredible, tight heat.

“You’re so deep,” she breathed, the words catching in her throat.

He began to move, short, shallow thrusts at first, then longer, deeper strokes that rocked her entire body. The pleasure was different, intense and almost too much, a direct line to every nerve ending. She felt owned, completely and utterly. Her moans turned into incoherent cries, her nails scratching down his back. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter at her core until it snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shuddering wave that clenched around him, milking his length. The intensity of her own climax triggered his. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself as far as he could go, his own release pulsing hot inside her as he groaned her name into the crook of her neck.

They collapsed together on the cramped futon, a tangled, sweating mess of limbs. He was still inside her, both of them breathing in ragged, shuddering gasps. The reality of what they’d done began to seep through the blissful haze. The movie’s menu screen cast a soft blue light over them.

Annie’s mind, finally clear of its lustful fog, began to whirl. He’s my stepbrother. He has a girlfriend. What did we just do?

As if reading her thoughts, Nick tightened his arms around her, his voice a soft rumble against her ear. “It’s going to be complicated, Annie. But we’ll figure it out. I promise.”

25 - A CHEERLEADER’S SEDUCTION

MF / College / Sports / Age Gap / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Janetta’s heart pounded as she stood in the middle of the gym, her bright red cheerleading uniform clinging to her toned frame. The judges’ eyes were on her, their pens poised, ready to mark her every move. She had practiced this routine a hundred times, maybe more. But now, under the glaring lights, her legs felt like jelly, her hands shaky. She took a deep breath, forcing a smile, and began.

High school cheerleading had been easy, but Janetta was in college now, and the competition was tougher. She’d have to nail this routine if she wanted to make the squad.

Her first few moves were flawless—high kicks, sharp turns, arms slicing through the air with precision. But then, as she launched into her final tumbling pass, her foot caught the edge of the mat. She stumbled, her body twisting awkwardly before she hit the ground with a muffled thud. The gym fell silent. Janetta’s face burned with humiliation as she scrambled to her feet, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She tried to finish the routine, but the damage was done.

The judges’ faces were unreadable as she walked off the floor, her dreams of becoming a Dallas Cowboys cheerleader slipping through her fingers. She couldn’t let this be the end. She wouldn’t.

Janetta found herself standing outside the office of Coach George a short while later. She knocked softly, her hand trembling.

“Come in,” his deep voice called from inside.

She pushed the door open, her heart racing. George sat behind his desk, a ruggedly handsome man in his fifties, his sharp eyes studying her as she stepped inside.

“Coach,” she began, her voice wavering. “I know I messed up out there, but I’d do anything to be on this team. Anything.”

George leaned back in his chair, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Anything?”

Janetta didn’t miss the way his gaze lingered on her body, his eyes darkening with interest. She swallowed hard, her pulse quickening. She had to do this.

“Yes,” she said, her voice steady now. “Anything.”

George stood, his tall frame towering over her as he walked around the desk. He reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Then let’s see how far you’re willing to go,” he murmured, his hand sliding down to her waist.

Janetta’s breath caught as he leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Lock the door,” he commanded, his voice low and husky.

She obeyed, her fingers fumbling with the lock before turning back to face him. George’s eyes were on her, hungry, as he stepped closer, his hands reaching for the hem of her uniform. He lifted it slowly, revealing her toned stomach, then higher, until the fabric was over her head and discarded on the floor.

Janetta stood before him in nothing but her red lace bra and panties, her body on full display. George’s eyes raked over her, his approval evident as he reached for her bra.

He unhooked it with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, her nipples hardening under his gaze. He cupped them in his hands, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, before lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth.

Janetta gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders as his mouth worked on her, his tongue swirling around her nipple, teasing and sucking until she was trembling. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, his hands roaming over her body, exploring every curve.

When he finally pulled away, Janetta was breathless, her skin flushed with desire. George cleared a space on his desk with a sweep of his arm, papers scattering to the floor.

“Up you go,” he said, his voice thick with lust.

Janetta climbed onto the desk, her legs spreading instinctively as he stepped between them. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside.

George knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs wider, his breath hot against her skin. He leaned in, his tongue darting out to tease her folds, tasting her.

Janetta moaned, her back arching as his tongue flicked over her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. He lapped at her greedily, his fingers sliding inside her, curling to find that sweet spot that made her cry out.

“George,” she whimpered, her hands clutching the edge of the desk as he devoured her, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony.

He didn’t stop until she was shaking, her orgasm building, ready to explode. But just before she could tip over the edge, he pulled away, leaving her desperate and aching.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough with need.

Janetta obeyed, bending over the desk, her ass in the air. She heard the sound of his zipper, then the feel of his hands on her hips as he positioned himself behind her.

He entered her in one smooth thrust, his cock filling her completely. Janetta gasped, her nails digging into the desk as he began to move, each thrust deeper, harder than the last.

“God, you feel amazing,” George growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, his pace relentless.

Janetta could feel every inch of him, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She moaned, her body tightening around him as her orgasm approached, fast and overwhelming.

George’s thrusts became erratic, his own release close. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in quick circles.

Janetta came with a cry, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure ripped through her. George followed, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled himself, groaning her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, both catching their breath, before George pulled out and stepped back.

“You’re on the team,” he said simply, as if nothing had just happened.

Janetta turned to face him, her body still trembling, her heart racing. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice filled with gratitude.

George nodded, a satisfied smile on his face as she gathered her clothes and dressed quickly. She left his office, her legs still unsteady, but a smile on her face.

As she walked down the hallway, her mind was already racing, wondering when her next encounter with George would be. And she couldn’t wait.
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