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1 - SEARCHING FOR FAMILY, FINDING LOVE

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“No one has to know, Jada.”

The words hung in the humid air between them, a dangerous, delicious invitation. Vince’s eyes, the same shade of hazel as her own, held hers with an intensity that made her heart hammer against her ribs. The park around them—the laughing children, the barking dogs, the gentle rustle of oak trees—seemed to fade into a distant blur. There was only him. Only this.

Only the terrifying, thrilling idea.

—

It started a few days ago. Jada, her hands still shaking from the confrontation with her parents, had driven to the address on the slip of paper. Her birth mother’s last known residence. It was a long shot, a Hail Mary pass thrown by a desperate heart. Her mother, she learned from a neighbor, had passed away years ago. But her mother had a sister. And that sister had a son. Jada had a cousin. Vince.

He’d agreed to meet her at the park. And when he’d walked toward her, it was like seeing a ghost of herself in masculine form. The same sharp cheekbones, the same full mouth, the same curious tilt of the head. He was, without a doubt, family.

But the feeling that twisted low in her belly as she shook his hand wasn’t familial. It was a sharp, primal pull. They’d talked for an hour on a sun-warmed bench, finding an easy rhythm, a shared sense of humor, and a frightening number of common interests. The attraction was a live wire, buzzing just under the surface of every glance, every casual brush of his arm against hers.

“It’s a shame, really,” she’d said, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “You’re like… the perfect guy. And you’re my cousin. The universe has a sick sense of humor.”

He’d just smiled, a slow, knowing curl of his lips. “Like I said. No one has to know.”

Now, in his apartment, the door clicking shut behind them sealed their secret world. The air was cool, smelling of clean linen and something faintly spicy. The silence was thick, charged. He didn’t turn on a light, the fading evening sun casting long, dramatic shadows across the open living space.

He turned to her, his gaze dropping to her mouth. “This is a bad idea,” she whispered, but she was already leaning into him, her body betraying her words.

“The worst,” he agreed, his voice a low rumble as his hands came up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, and then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was an inferno. His lips were firm and demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confidence that made her knees weak. She met his hunger with her own, her hands fisting in the soft cotton of his shirt, pulling him closer. The world narrowed to the slick, hot slide of his tongue, the faint taste of coffee, the scent of his skin—a scent that was somehow new and deeply familiar all at once.

He walked her backward, never breaking the kiss, his hands roaming from her face, down her neck, to her shoulders. His fingers found the thin strap of her sundress and pushed it down. The fabric whispered over her skin, pooling at her feet until she stood in only her lace underwear. The cool air pebbled her skin, but his gaze was hot as it raked over her.

“Jesus, Jada,” he breathed, his eyes dark with want.

Her own hands were busy, fumbling with the buttons of his shirt, pushing the material aside to reveal a taut, sculpted chest. She pressed her palms against the warm skin, feeling the frantic beat of his heart under her hand. His belt buckle clinked as he undid it, his jeans and boxers joining her dress on the floor.

He was magnificent. Fully erect, his length thick and straining. Without a word, driven by a need that overrode all hesitation, she sank to her knees on the soft rug. Her hands slid up his muscular thighs as she looked up at him. His expression was one of raw, unfiltered anticipation.

She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the drop of moisture already beading at his tip. He hissed, his fingers tangling in her hair. Salty. Musky. His. She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her. She swirled her tongue around the head, then slid down his length, taking him deeper until she felt him hit the back of her throat.

A guttural groan ripped from his chest. “Fuck.”

Her head began to bob, establishing a rhythm. One of her hands cupped his sac, rolling the tight spheres within, while the other gripped the base of his shaft. She lost herself in the act, in the sounds of his ragged breathing, in the feel of him pulsing against her tongue. She was claiming him, just as he had claimed her.

But he wanted more. He gently pulled her to her feet, his kiss tasting of herself, and guided her toward the bedroom. They fell onto the cool duvet in a tangle of limbs.

He kissed his way down her body—her neck, the valley between her breasts, her quivering stomach—until he was nestled between her thighs. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside. He paused, just looking at her, spread open before him. “So fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his breath hot against her most sensitive skin.

And then his mouth was on her.

His tongue was a flat, wet stroke against her entire slit, making her back arch off the bed. A broken cry escaped her lips. He didn’t tease. He feasted. His tongue circled her clit, flicking over the swollen nub with pinpoint accuracy before diving down to plunge into her entrance. He was relentless, drinking from her, his groans of pleasure vibrating through her entire body. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearable, until she was shaking, begging, her fingers clawing at the sheets.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped. He flipped her onto her stomach with a strength that left her breathless. He dragged her up onto her knees, her ass in the air. He spread her cheeks, and then his mouth was on her again, but in a place so much more forbidden.

She gasped into the mattress as his tongue traced the tight, hidden furl of her ass. Oh god. It was an intimacy so profound it stole the air from her lungs. He licked and probed, making her writhe, making her push back against his face, shameless in her need.

She felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cock at her wet entrance. He slid into her with one powerful, deep thrust that made her see stars. He filled her completely, stretching her, his pelvis grinding against her ass. He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust jolting through her, his balls slapping against her clit. The room filled with the sound of skin on skin, their ragged moans, the creak of the bed.

“You like that, cousin?” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips hard, surely leaving bruises.

“Yes! God, yes!” she cried, the taboo word only heightening her pleasure.

He fucked her like that, hard and deep, until she was mindless with need. Then he stilled. She heard the click of a cap. A moment later, a cool, slick finger pressed against her other hole, circling, preparing. She held her breath. He pressed inward, slowly, stretching her in a whole new way. The sensation was overwhelming, a delicious, full burn.

He replaced his finger with the head of his cock. “Relax for me,” he whispered, his voice strained. She took a deep breath and let it out, and he pushed.

The invasion was exquisite. A sharp, stretching pain that instantly melted into a deep, throbbing pleasure as he sank all the way in. He was so deep, so impossibly full. He began to move again, shallow thrusts at first, then longer, deeper ones. He reached around to rub her clit, his fingers knowing exactly how to move.

It was too much. The dual sensations, the filthy, wrong rightness of it all, crashed over her. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that clenched every muscle in her body, her ass milking his length.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and came, his own roar muffled against her shoulder as he spilled his warmth deep inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed, a sweaty, breathless heap of tangled limbs. He was still inside her, both of them panting, hearts racing. He nuzzled her neck, placing a soft, tender kiss there. The contrast to their frantic coupling was startling.

Jada lay there, feeling the steady thump of his heart against her back, the slick heat between her legs, the profound fullness. A slow smile spread across her face. She’d found a piece of her family. And in doing so, she’d found this. This dark, secret, incredible pleasure.

She knew it was wrong. But as his arms tightened around her, she truly, honestly didn’t care.

2 - A STORMY NIGHT TABOO CONFESSION

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The rain tapped a gentle, frantic rhythm against the windowpane of John’s apartment, a sound that mirrored the nervous beat of Joy’s heart. She stood just inside the doorway, dripping onto the welcome mat, her arms wrapped tightly around herself as if she might fly apart.

“Joy? What’s wrong?” John’s voice was laced with immediate concern, the same protective tone he’d used since they were kids. He was her rock, her sanctuary from the chaotic instability of her own home. At twenty-five, he was only four years her senior, but the gap had always felt much wider.

He ushered her in, his hand a warm, familiar pressure on her shoulder, guiding her to the sofa. The apartment smelled like him—clean laundry and faint, warm spice. Safe.

“I couldn’t stay there,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “The fighting… it was worse tonight.”

“You know you can always come here.” He sat beside her, his presence a solid, calming force. He looked at her, really looked, and she knew he could see the turmoil that had nothing to do with her parents. “But that’s not all, is it?”

She shook her head, tears welling in her eyes. This was it. The point of no return. Her stomach was a tight knot of fear and desperate want. He’s your cousin. Your family. The one person who’s always been there. The thought echoed, a warning siren she chose to ignore.

“John, I…” Her breath hitched. She forced the words out, a raw, torn confession. “I’m in love with you.”

The silence that followed was deafening, broken only by the rain and the frantic pulse in her ears. She watched his face, saw the shock, the conflict, the swift denial. But then, something else. A flicker. A recognition.

He let out a long, ragged breath, running a hand through his dark hair. “Joy… God. We can’t. You know we can’t. The family… it would destroy everything.”

Her heart shattered. She’d expected this, braced for it, but the pain was a physical blow. She started to pull away, to retreat into her shame, but his next words stopped her cold.

“But I feel it, too,” he admitted, his voice low, thick with a torment that mirrored her own. “I have for a long time. I just… I never let myself…”

The air between them crackled, charged with a forbidden energy she could almost taste. The line they had danced around for years had finally been vaporized by their mutual confession.

“No one has to know,” she pleaded, her voice barely a whisper. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his jaw. The contact was electric. “Please, John.”

That single touch was the catalyst. A low groan escaped him, a sound of pure surrender, and then his hands were framing her face, his lips crashing down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a dam breaking. It was years of suppressed longing erupting into a frantic, hungry collision. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of coffee and him, and God, it was everything. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, her body arching into his of its own volition. The world narrowed to the slick heat of his mouth, the scratch of his stubble against her skin, the overwhelming rightness of it all.

He broke the kiss, his breath coming in harsh rasps, his forehead resting against hers. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with a desire that made her core clench with needy anticipation. Without a word, he stood, taking her hand and leading her silently down the short hall to his bedroom.

The room was dim, lit only by the amber glow of a streetlamp filtering through the blinds. He turned to her, his gaze burning into her. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” she breathed, the word definitive, final.

His fingers, which had fixed her scraped knees and braided her hair as a child, now went to the buttons of her soaked flannel shirt. He undressed her with a reverence that felt like worship, each article of clothing falling to the floor a shedding of their old roles. When she stood before him in just her simple cotton bra and panties, she should have felt exposed, vulnerable. Instead, she felt powerful.

He unclasped her bra, letting it fall away. His eyes drank in the sight of her bare breasts, and a shiver racked her body under his intense scrutiny. “So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice husky.

He lowered his head, and his mouth closed over one taut nipple.

A sharp, shocked cry was torn from her lips. His tongue was hot and wet, laving, circling, then sucking deeply. The sensation was a lightning bolt straight to her core, a delicious, torturous pleasure that made her knees buckle. He caught her, his strong arm around her waist, as he lavished the same attention on her other breast, his teeth grazing ever so gently, making her cry out again.

He laid her back on the bed, the cool duvet a contrast to her feverish skin. He stood at the foot of the bed, watching her as he undid his jeans, shoving them and his boxers down in one fluid motion. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and more than she’d imagined. He fisted himself, stroking slowly as his eyes devoured her.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded, his voice rough with need. “Show me how you think about me.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her cheeks, but the command, the raw dominance in his tone, only fueled her arousal. Her hand slid down her stomach, under the elastic of her panties. She was already soaked. Her fingers found her clit, swollen and sensitive, and she gasped as she began to circle it, her hips lifting off the bed.

“That’s it,” he growled, his own hand moving faster on his length. “Let me see you.”

She was putting on a show for him, lost in the voyeuristic thrill, her fingers working her slick flesh, moans falling from her lips. But it wasn’t enough. She needed him.

As if reading her mind, he moved. He hooked his fingers in her panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside. Then he was on his knees at the edge of the bed, pushing her thighs apart. The first swipe of his tongue against her slit was a revelation.

Oh god. Her back arched off the mattress. His mouth was relentless. He didn’t just eat her pussy; he devoured her. His tongue delved deep inside her, then flattened to lap at her essence before zeroing in on her clit, sucking it into the heat of his mouth. His hands held her hips down, pinning her in place as he feasted. The coil of pleasure in her abdomen tightened to a near-painful degree, her moans becoming desperate, incoherent pleas.

“John… please… I need you… inside me.”

He rose above her, his body a silhouette against the dim light. He notched the head of his cock at her entrance, and for a heartbeat, they just stayed there, on the precipice. Then he pushed.

Her eyes rolled back as he filled her. It was a stretch, a delicious, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was everywhere, claiming her. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew more urgent. Each thrust was a perfect, mind-melting friction. The slap of skin on skin, his guttural groans, her own high, keening cries—it was a symphony of their sin.

“You feel… fuck, Joy… you feel like heaven,” he grunted into her ear, his breath hot.

He slid out of her suddenly, turning her onto her hands and knees. The new position was deeper, more animalistic. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh, and drove into her from behind. Hard. She cried out, pushing back against him, meeting every powerful thrust. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The dual assault shattered her. Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a convulsing, shattering wave of pleasure that made her vision whiten at the edges. Her inner muscles clamped down on his cock, milking him, and with a roar, he followed her over. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, the final, profound claim.

They collapsed together onto the sweat-slicked sheets, a tangle of spent limbs and labored breathing. He held her tightly against his chest, his heartbeat a wild drum against her back.

In the hazy, post-coital stillness, the guilt began to seep in, cold and insidious. He’s your cousin. This would tear their family into pieces. It was wrong. It was so terribly, dangerously wrong.

But curled against him, feeling his arms around her, it also felt more right than anything ever had.

“No one can ever know,” he whispered into her hair, his voice heavy with the same surreal mix of ecstasy and dread.

“Never,” she promised, the word a vow and a prison sentence all at once. She closed her eyes, listening to the rain, and wondered how something that felt so perfect could be the thing that might destroy everything.

3 - WORSHIPING HER COUSIN’S COCK

MF / Taboo / Cousin / Age Gap / BDSM / Cock Worship / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Teasing / PIV Sex

The knock on Dirk’s door was the loudest sound Janet had ever made. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat synced to the twenty years of stolen glances and feverish imaginings that had led her here. The silky fabric of her little black dress felt like a secret against her skin, a bold claim she wasn't entirely sure she could back up.

The door swung open, and there he was. Dirk. Her cousin, fifteen years her senior, all broad shoulders and a gaze that had always made her feel seen in a way no one else ever had. His eyes, the color of a stormy sky, widened almost imperceptibly. They didn’t travel down her body in a lewd sweep; instead, they stalled, right there on the daring neckline of her dress, then flicked back to her face, brimming with a confusion she found utterly thrilling.

“Janet? What are you doing here?”

His voice was deeper than she remembered, a low rumble that vibrated right through her. She offered a smile that she hoped was more confident than she felt. “I was in the neighborhood. Thought I’d finally take you up on that offer of a drink.”

He hesitated for a beat that felt like an eternity before stepping aside. “Sure. Come in.”

His apartment was exactly as she’d pictured it: dark leather, sleek lines, smelling of clean linen and faintly of his cologne. He moved to a minimalist bar, his back to her, the muscles in his shoulders tense under his tight t-shirt. She let her eyes roam freely now, drinking him in. This was it. No more idolizing from afar.

He handed her a glass of amber liquid, his fingers brushing hers. A jolt, electric and hot, shot up her arm. He felt it too; she saw it in the way his jaw tightened.

“Janet,” he began, his tone wary. “That dress… you showing up unannounced… what’s this really about?”

There was no turning back. She took a small step closer, closing the distance between them. The air crackled. “I think you know.”

He let out a short, breathy laugh, lacking any real humor. “Yeah, I think I do. I’m not an idiot. I’ve seen the way you look at me for years. That little crush you’ve always had.”

Crush. The word was so childish, so inadequate for the all-consuming want that had defined her adolescence. It emboldened her. She placed her untouched drink on a side table and looked up at him through her lashes. “It wasn’t just a crush, Dirk.”

His eyes darkened. He reached out, his thumb brushing her lower lip, a touch so shockingly intimate it made her knees weak. “No? Then tell me what it was. Tell me what you really want.”

Her breath hitched. This was the precipice. “You.”

“Be specific, Janet.” His voice dropped to a predatory murmur. “When you lay in your bed at night, thinking thoughts you shouldn’t about your older cousin… what do you fantasize about? Do you dream about sucking my cock?”

The crude, direct question, spoken in that low rasp, unraveled her completely. Heat flooded her cheeks, but she held his gaze. Yes. A thousand times, yes. The admission was a whisper. “Yes.”

He cupped her chin, his grip firm. “Then beg for it.”

The command, so absolute, sent a shiver of pure submission down her spine. This was the power exchange she’d fantasized about but never dared to hope for. Without a second thought, she sank to her knees on the plush rug, the cool air hitting her exposed thighs. She looked up at him, at the impressive bulge already straining against his jeans, and all her idolization, all her desire, focused into a single, desperate plea.

“Please, Dirk,” she whispered, her voice trembling with genuine need. “Please, let me taste you. Let me suck your cock. I need it. I need it so bad.”

A low groan escaped him. “Good girl.”

His hands went to his belt buckle, the clink of metal loud in the silent room. He freed himself, and her breath caught. He was magnificent, thick and heavy and already glistening at the tip. Hers.

She leaned forward, not taking him in her mouth yet, but worshiping him first. She nuzzled the length of him, inhaling his musky, masculine scent. She pressed soft, open-mouthed kisses along his shaft, licking away the bead of moisture that had gathered. She heard his sharp intake of breath above her, felt his hand fist in her hair. It was a devotion, a prayer answered.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice thick. He pulled her to her feet, his kiss sudden and demanding, a claiming. Then he was leading her, half-stumbling, to his bedroom.

It was there, beside the large, unmade bed, that he let go of her and opened the drawer of his nightstand. Her eyes went wide with surprise as he pulled out a set of sleek black leather cuffs.

“Get on the bed. And get naked. Now.”

The order was electric. Her fingers, suddenly clumsy, fumbled with the straps of her dress, peeling the silky fabric down her body until she stood bare before him. She lay back against the cool cotton duvet, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm of anticipation.

He fastened the cuffs around her wrists with a firm, practiced click, strapping them to the ornate posts of his bedframe. She was utterly exposed, completely vulnerable. And she had never been more aroused in her life.

He produced a small, silent vibrator from the same drawer. He didn’t turn it on yet. He just traced the hard, cool plastic over her skin, circling one taut nipple until it pebbled into a desperate peak, then the other. She arched her back, a whimper escaping her lips.

“Please…”

“Please, what?” he teased, trailing the toy down the flat plane of her stomach.

“Please, touch me. There.”

He finally flicked the switch. A low, intense hum filled the air. He circled her clit with the vibrating tip, a slow, torturous orbit that had her hips bucking off the mattress. The sensation was almost too much, a relentless, building pressure that coiled tight deep inside her. She was begging again, words tumbling out—meaningless, desperate pleas for more, for him, for release.

Just as she felt she might shatter from the teasing alone, he withdrew the vibrator. He positioned himself between her spread legs, his own body gloriously bare now. The blunt, hot head of his cock pressed against her slick entrance. He looked down at her, his eyes burning with a possession that made her breath catch.

“Mine,” he stated, a raw, guttural truth.

And then he drove into her in one deep, devastating thrust.

She cried out, her back arching against the restraints as he filled her completely. There was no more gentleness, no more teasing. This was pure, primal claiming. He set a punishing rhythm, each powerful stroke hitting a spot deep within her that sparked white-hot behind her eyelids. The leather cuffs bit into her wrists with every snap of his hips, a delicious pain that anchored her to the delirious pleasure. The room filled with the sound of their bodies meeting, his ragged groans, her higher-pitched cries. She was hurtling toward the edge, her entire world narrowing to the sensation of him pistoning in and out of her, stretching her, owning her.

The coil snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream dying on her lips as her body convulsed around him, milking his length. The intense waves of her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust and a raw shout, he came, pulsing inside her, his own body shuddering with the force of his release.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy, shared breathing. Slowly, sensually, he leaned forward and unbuckled the restraints, his fingers gently massaging her freed wrists. He looked down at her, his expression a mix of awe and stern warning.

He brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead, his voice a low, possessive murmur. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Janet… and this stays between us. You don’t tell a soul.”

4 - A COUSIN’S COMFORT

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Handjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Nessa’s fingers trembled slightly as she reached for the door handle to Nate’s apartment. She told herself this was just a visit to comfort her cousin after his breakup with his long-term girlfriend. But deep down, she knew there was more to it. She had been feeling things lately—things she shouldn’t be feeling for Nate. Things that made her stomach twist with guilt and her heart race with excitement at the same time. She pushed the door open and stepped inside.

Nate was sprawled on the couch, a half-empty bottle of whiskey on the coffee table and a brooding look on his face. He looked up as she entered, his dark eyes softening at the sight of her. “Nessa,” he said, his voice rough but warm. “What are you doing here?”

She forced a smile, closing the door behind her. “I heard about what happened with Clara. I wanted to check on you.”

Nate sighed, running a hand through his messy hair. “Yeah, well, it’s over. I guess it was bound to happen eventually.”

Nessa sat down next to him, close enough that their thighs brushed. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, and it sent a shiver down her spine. “You’re an amazing guy, Nate. You deserve someone who appreciates you.”

He turned to look at her, his gaze intense. “Do you really mean that?”

She nodded, her throat suddenly dry. “Of course I do. You’re… you’re everything a woman could want.”

Nate’s eyes searched hers, and for a moment, the air between them felt charged. Then he leaned in, his voice low. “Nessa, I think you’re incredible. I’ve always thought that. And lately… lately, I’ve been feeling something more.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. “Nate, we’re cousins. This is… this is wrong.”

“Is it?” he murmured, his face inches from hers. “Because it doesn’t feel wrong. It feels… real.”

Before she could respond, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Nessa froze for a moment, her mind screaming at her to pull away. But her body had other ideas. Her lips parted, and she kissed him back, her hands instinctively reaching up to cradle his face.

The kiss deepened, their tongues tangling as heat flooded through her. Nate’s hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer until she was straddling his lap. She could feel the hard bulge of his erection pressing against her, and it sent a jolt of desire straight to her core.

“Nessa,” he groaned against her lips, his hands sliding up her thighs and under her skirt. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

She gasped as his fingers brushed against the damp fabric of her panties. “Nate, we shouldn’t…”

“Tell me you don’t want this,” he said, his voice rough with need. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

She hesitated, her mind warring with the intense need pulsing through her body. Then she shook her head. “I… I can’t.”

That was all the encouragement Nate needed. He stood, lifting her effortlessly and carrying her toward the bedroom. Her legs wrapped around his waist as their mouths clashed together, their kiss desperate and hungry.

He laid her down on the bed, his hands moving to the hem of her shirt. “Can I take this off?” he asked, his voice a low growl.

She nodded, her breath coming in shallow gasps. He tugged the shirt over her head, revealing her lace bra. His eyes darkened as he took in the sight of her, his hands sliding up her sides to unhook the bra. Her breasts spilled free, and he groaned, leaning down to take one nipple into his mouth.

Nessa arched her back, a moan escaping her lips as his tongue flicked over her sensitive flesh. His hands moved to her skirt, yanking it down her legs along with her panties. Then he stood, his eyes raking over her naked body as he stripped off his own clothes.

Nessa’s breath caught as his cock sprang free, thick and hard and already leaking precum. She reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his length as she began to stroke him slowly. Nate groaned, his hips bucking into her hand.

“Nessa,” he breathed, his hands moving to her thighs and pushing them apart. He knelt between her legs, his tongue darting out to taste her.

She cried out as his mouth found her clit, his tongue circling the sensitive nub before sliding down to thrust into her. Her hands tangled in his hair as he devoured her, his tongue working her into a frenzy. She could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until it snapped, sending waves of pleasure crashing over her.

Before she could catch her breath, Nate was on top of her, his cock nudging at her entrance. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice strained with need.

She nodded, her legs spreading wider to welcome him. “Yes. Please.”

He slid into her slowly, inch by delicious inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her. Nessa gasped at the sensation, her walls clenching around him. Then he began to move, thrusting into her with slow, deep strokes that made her see stars.

“Nessa,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he picked up the pace. “You feel so fucking good.”

She could only moan in response, her nails digging into his back as he pounded into her. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure. She could feel another orgasm building, her muscles tightening as she spiraled closer and closer to the edge.

Nate’s thrusts became erratic, his breath coming in short gasps. “I’m close,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Me too,” she gasped, her body trembling as the first waves of her climax washed over her. Nate groaned, his hips jerking as he came inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his release.

They collapsed onto the bed, sweaty and spent. Nate pulled her into his arms, his lips brushing against her forehead. “Nessa…”

She looked up at him, her heart pounding. “What happens now?”

He hesitated, his hand stroking her hair. “We keep this between us. It’s our secret.”

She nodded, a thrill of excitement coursing through her. “Our secret.”

But deep down, Nessa knew this was just the beginning. She wanted more. And she was willing to risk everything to have it.

5 - A CO-WORKER’S REVELATION

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

Christina had been working at the dog groomer for a few weeks now, and every day, Dan seemed to find a new way to make her heart race. His easy smile, the way his eyes lingered on her just a second too long, the way his voice dropped when he leaned in to whisper something—it all made her stomach flutter in a way she hadn’t felt in years. They’d been flirting shamelessly, the tension between them growing thicker with each passing shift. And now, here they were, in her apartment, the air between them charged with something undeniable.

Dan sat on her couch, his broad shoulders relaxed, his fingers drumming lightly on the armrest. Christina sat across from him, her legs tucked beneath her, trying to ignore the way her pulse quickened every time his gaze met hers. They’d been talking for hours, laughing, sharing stories, and somewhere along the way, the conversation had taken a turn.

“So, I’ve got this aunt,” Dan said, his voice casual but his eyes sharp, watching her reaction. “I’ve never actually met her. She ran away to California as a teenager and got pregnant out there. She’s kind of the black sheep of the family, you know? My mom doesn’t really talk about her.”

Christina froze, her glass of wine halfway to her lips. “What’s her name?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Linda,” Dan said, his brow furrowing slightly. “Why? Do you know her?”

Christina’s heart sank. Linda. Her mother’s name. She set the glass down, her hands trembling. “Dan… Linda is my mom.”

For a moment, the room was silent, the weight of the revelation hanging heavy in the air. Dan’s eyes widened, and then he let out a low, frustrated laugh. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“I’m not,” Christina said, her voice shaking. “We’re… cousins.”

Dan ran a hand through his hair, his jaw tightening. “This is messed up,” he muttered, more to himself than to her. “I can’t believe this.”

Christina’s chest tightened. She’d been drawn to Dan from the moment they’d met, and now, knowing they were related, that attraction felt even more intense, more forbidden. She couldn’t help it. She wanted him. Needed him. And from the way he was looking at her, she could tell he felt the same.

“Dan,” she said softly, her voice trembling. “I don’t care. I don’t care that we’re cousins. I want you.”

Dan’s eyes darkened, his gaze dropping to her lips. “Christina, we can’t,” he said, his voice rough. “This is wrong.”

“It doesn’t feel wrong,” she whispered, leaning closer to him. “It feels right.”

Dan hesitated, his breath catching as she closed the distance between them. And then, with a low groan, he gave in, his lips crashing against hers in a kiss that was all heat and desperation. Christina moaned into his mouth, her hands tangling in his hair as he pulled her onto his lap, his strong arms wrapping around her.

Their kiss deepened, their tongues tangling as their hands roamed over each other’s bodies. Dan’s hands slid under her shirt, his fingers brushing against the soft skin of her waist, and Christina shivered, her body arching into his touch. She could feel the hard length of his cock pressing against her through his jeans, and the thought of it made her ache with need.

“Dan,” she gasped, breaking the kiss to look into his eyes. “I want you. All of you.”

Dan’s eyes burned with desire as he stood, lifting her effortlessly into his arms. He carried her to the bedroom, his lips never leaving hers, and laid her down on the bed. His hands were everywhere, pulling off her clothes with an urgency that made her heart race. When she was finally naked before him, he paused, his eyes drinking in the sight of her.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

He leaned down, his lips closing around one of her nipples, sucking and teasing until she was writhing beneath him. His other hand cupped her breast, his thumb brushing over her other nipple, and Christina moaned, her hips bucking against him.

Dan’s hands moved lower, sliding down her stomach to the wet heat between her legs. He groaned as he felt how wet she was, his fingers slipping easily inside her. Christina cried out, her back arching as he stroked her, his thumb circling her clit in slow, deliberate circles.

“Dan, please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “I need you.”

Dan didn’t need to be told twice. He stood, quickly shedding his clothes, and Christina’s breath caught at the sight of him. His cock was thick and hard, the tip glistening with precum. She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length, and he groaned, his hips thrusting into her touch.

“Christina,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “I need to be inside you.”

Christina nodded, her heart pounding as she lay back on the bed, her legs spreading for him. Dan positioned himself between her thighs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He paused, his eyes locking with hers, and then he pushed inside her, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt.

Christina gasped, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely. He felt so good, so right, and she couldn’t help but moan his name as he began to move, his hips thrusting into her with a rhythm that made her see stars.

Dan’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her skin as he fucked her, his cock sliding in and out of her with a delicious friction. Christina’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she felt her orgasm building. She could feel Dan’s cock hitting that spot inside her with every thrust, and it was driving her wild.

“Dan, I’m so close,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Don’t stop.”

Dan groaned, his thrusts growing harder, faster. “Come for me, Christina,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “Let me feel you.”

Christina’s body tensed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of pleasure. She cried out, her nails raking down Dan’s back as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock. Dan groaned, his hips slamming into her as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled together, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. Christina’s heart was still racing, her body still trembling from the intensity of their lovemaking. She turned to look at Dan, her eyes searching his.

“Dan,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “What are we going to do?”

Dan’s eyes softened, and he reached out to brush a strand of hair from her face. “We’ll figure it out,” he said, his voice gentle. “For now, let’s just enjoy this.”

Christina nodded, her heart swelling with emotion as she snuggled closer to him. She knew this was wrong, that they shouldn’t be together, but at that moment, she didn’t care. All that mattered was Dan, and the way he made her feel.

6 - TABOO LUST AT THE WEDDING RECEPTION

MF / Taboo / Car Sex / Public / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The wedding reception was in full swing, the ballroom alive with laughter, clinking glasses, and the faint strains of a waltz. Connie stood near the edge of the dance floor, sipping a glass of champagne, her eyes scanning the room. It wasn’t long before she noticed him—a tall, broad-shouldered man with dark, tousled hair and piercing blue eyes. He was dressed impeccably in a tailored suit, and there was something about the way he carried himself that drew her in.

Their eyes met across the room, and he flashed her a charming smile. Connie felt her cheeks flush as he made his way toward her, his stride confident and unhurried.

“Hi,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Martin.”

“Connie,” she replied, her voice slightly breathless. “I’m… uh… here for my great uncle’s wedding.”

Martin’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Ah, so you’re family. Distant family, but family nonetheless. I’m your… cousin, I suppose. But don’t worry, we’re barely related.”

Connie laughed nervously, her heart racing. There was something undeniably magnetic about him, and she felt a flutter of excitement in her stomach. “Well, it’s nice to meet you… cousin.”

“Would you care to dance?” he asked, holding out his hand.

Connie hesitated for a moment, glancing around the room. They were family, after all, even if it was distant. But the way he was looking at her—like she was the only person in the room—made it impossible to refuse. She placed her hand in his, and he led her onto the dance floor.

As they began to sway to the music, Martin’s hand settled on the small of her back, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. He pulled her closer, their bodies barely inches apart. Connie could feel the heat radiating from him, and the faint scent of his cologne made her head spin.

“You’re a wonderful dancer,” Martin murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

“Thanks,” Connie replied, her voice barely above a whisper. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

Martin chuckled, his hand sliding down to her hip. “So, how come we’ve never met before? It’s a shame we’re just discovering each other now.”

Connie felt a thrill at his words, her heart pounding in her chest. “I guess we’ve just been… moving in different circles.”

“Well, I’m glad our paths have finally crossed,” Martin said, his gaze locking onto hers. There was a hunger in his eyes that made Connie’s breath hitch.

They danced for a while longer, the tension between them growing with each passing moment. Connie could feel the weight of his hand on her hip, the way his body brushed against hers with every movement. It was intoxicating, and she found herself wanting more.

When the song ended, Martin leaned in close, his lips brushing against her ear. “Let’s get out of here.”

Connie’s pulse quickened. She knew she should say no, that she should walk away and rejoin the party. But the thought of being alone with him was too tempting to resist. She nodded, and Martin took her hand, leading her off the dance floor and toward the exit.

They slipped out of the ballroom and into the cool night air, the sound of the reception fading behind them. Martin led her to the parking lot, his fingers intertwined with hers. They stopped beside a sleek black car, and Martin turned to face her, his eyes dark with desire.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked, his voice low and husky.

Connie nodded, her heart racing. “Yes.”

Martin cupped her face in his hands and kissed her, his lips pressing against hers with a hunger that took her breath away. Connie melted into the kiss, her hands sliding up his chest to grip the lapels of his suit jacket. His tongue slipped into her mouth, exploring her with a passion that made her knees weak.

When they finally broke apart, Connie was gasping for air, her body trembling with need. Martin opened the car door and slid into the backseat, pulling her in after him. The interior of the car was warm and smelled faintly of leather, the dim light casting shadows across their faces.

Martin’s hands were everywhere, sliding up her thighs, gripping her waist, pulling her closer. He unzipped his pants, freeing his hard cock, and Connie’s eyes widened at the sight of him. He was thick and throbbing, and she felt a rush of wetness between her legs.

“Suck it,” Martin growled, his voice thick with desire.

Connie didn’t need to be told twice. She leaned forward, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock, her tongue swirling around the sensitive skin. Martin groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him deeper into her mouth.

Connie bobbed her head, her lips sliding up and down his shaft, her tongue teasing the underside of his cock. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, the taste of him driving her wild. When she reached the base, she swallowed him whole, her throat relaxing to accommodate his length.

“Fuck, Connie,” Martin moaned, his hips bucking as she deepthroated him. “You’re so good at this.”

Connie pulled back, her lips slick with saliva, and looked up at him with a mischievous smile. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

She went back to work, her mouth moving faster, her tongue dancing along his shaft. Martin’s grip on her hair tightened, his breathing ragged as she brought him closer and closer to the edge.

“Stop,” he gasped, pulling her up. “I want to be inside you.”

Connie nodded, her heart pounding as she lifted her skirt and straddled him. She guided his cock to her entrance, sinking down onto him with a moan. Martin was big, stretching her in the most delicious way, and she could feel every inch of him as she began to move.

Her hips rocked against his, her body riding his cock with a rhythm that made them both groan. Martin’s hands gripped her waist, helping her move faster, deeper. The car was filled with the sounds of their bodies slapping together, their moans mingling as they lost themselves in each other.

Connie’s breath came in short, ragged gasps as she felt the heat building inside her, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter. Martin’s thrusts became more frantic, his cock hitting that spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

“Oh, God, Martin,” Connie moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders. “I’m going to cum.”

“Cum for me, baby,” Martin growled, his hips bucking harder.

Connie’s body tensed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of ecstasy. She cried out, her pussy clenching around Martin’s cock as she rode out the pleasure. Martin groaned, his own release following close behind. He thrust deep inside her, his cum filling her as he came with a low, guttural moan.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies pressed together, their breathing heavy. Connie rested her forehead against Martin’s, a soft smile playing on her lips.

“That was… amazing,” she whispered.

Martin chuckled, his hands still resting on her hips. “It was. But we should probably get back before anyone notices we’re gone.”

Connie nodded, reluctantly climbing off him and adjusting her skirt. Martin zipped up his pants, and they both took a moment to compose themselves before stepping out of the car.

As they walked back to the reception, Martin glanced at her with a mischievous smile. “Same time tomorrow?”

Connie laughed, her heart still racing. “Maybe.”

They slipped back into the ballroom, the music and laughter enveloping them as if nothing had happened. But Connie could still feel the heat of Martin’s touch, the memory of their tryst burning in her mind as they rejoined the party.

7 - MEETING HER BIRTH FAMILY

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

Monica’s heart raced as Richard’s lips pressed against hers, his hands cupping her face with a heat that made her knees weak. The kitchen was dimly lit, the sounds of the party muffled behind the closed door, but all she could hear was the rush of her own pulse in her ears. His kiss was soft at first, tentative, as if he was testing the waters. But when she didn’t pull away, when she leaned into him instead, he deepened it, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her stomach coil with desire.

She knew it was wrong. They were cousins, for God’s sake. But the way he looked at her all evening, the way his hand lingered on her waist as they danced, had sent sparks shooting through her body. And now, in the quiet of the kitchen, she couldn’t deny the pull he had on her. His body was warm against hers, his chest pressing into her as he backed her up against the counter. She felt the edge of it dig into her lower back, but the sensation only heightened the ache between her legs.

“Richard,” she breathed against his lips, her voice trembling. “We shouldn’t—”

He cut her off with another kiss, his hands sliding down to her hips, tugging her closer. “I know,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “But I can’t stop thinking about you. Not since the moment I saw you.”

His words sent a shiver down her spine. She could feel the evidence of his desire pressing against her, and it made her wetter than she’d ever been. She wanted him. God, she wanted him. And when he pulled back slightly, his dark eyes searching hers, she saw the same hunger reflected back at her.

—

It had started a few months earlier.

Monica had always known she was adopted, but she still had so many unanswered questions. Desperate to find her birth family, she’d submitted a sample to an ancestry DNA website. A few weeks later, she’d gotten a message from a couple in Kentucky, claiming to be her birth parents. They’d spent a long time looking for her, and they were eager to reconnect.

It turned out that Monica came from a big family—seven children, to be exact, along with a dozen cousins. Excited to meet everyone, she’d quickly booked a flight to Kentucky.

When she arrived on the family farm, Monica’s parents greeted her warmly. Her birth mother had tears in her eyes, explaining that they couldn’t afford another child when Monica was born. They just wanted to give her a better life. Monica gave her mother a hug, finally feeling like she had some answers.

Her parents insisted on throwing a party, welcoming Monica back into the family. She’d be able to meet all of her cousins, aunts, and uncles. As the guests arrived, Monica’s heart raced with excitement.

And that’s when she spotted Richard. He was handsome, his muscular build visible through the fabric of his T-shirt. And something in his dark eyes made her heart flutter. When Richard introduced himself, Monica found out they were cousins. This is wrong, she told herself. We’re related. But somehow, she still felt a blossoming attraction.

As Monica talked to Richard, it turned out they had a lot in common. And when he put his hand on her shoulder, she felt a spark of electricity coursing through her body. She could barely focus on the conversation.

Monica’s stomach twisted. She made an excuse to go inside the house. She felt so confused. She had to get away from Richard, put him out of her mind. But as she walked in the kitchen, she heard him following behind her.

—

Now, they’d just shared a passionate kiss, and Monica knew she couldn’t turn back.

“Come with me,” Richard whispered, his hand slipping into hers.

She didn’t hesitate. She couldn’t. Her body was already on fire for him, and the thought of stopping now was unbearable. He led her upstairs, their footsteps soft against the carpet, and into the bathroom at the end of the hall. The moment the door clicked shut behind them, he was on her again, his lips devouring hers as he reached for the zipper of her dress.

The sound of it sliding down sent a jolt of anticipation through her. He peeled the fabric away from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet, and she stood before him in nothing but her lace panties. His eyes raked over her body, and she felt her skin flush under his gaze. He reached out, his fingers brushing over the curve of her breasts, and she let out a soft moan as he cupped them in his hands.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He leaned in, his lips trailing down her neck to her collarbone, and she arched into him, her hands fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. She needed to feel him. Needed to feel his skin against hers. When she finally got it open, she pushed it off his shoulders, her fingers skimming over the hard planes of his chest.

He lifted her onto the counter, the cool surface against her bare skin making her shiver. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her legs apart, and she gasped as his fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down and tossing them aside. His eyes locked onto hers, and she could see the hunger in them as he dropped to his knees in front of her.

“Richard—” she started, but her words were cut off by a moan as his mouth found her.

His tongue was hot and wet against her, and she threw her head back, her fingers gripping the edge of the counter as he licked and sucked at her clit. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge with every swipe of his tongue. He slid a finger inside her, curling it just right, and she cried out, her hips bucking against his mouth.

“Oh God,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He added another finger, his mouth never leaving her as he worked her over. She could feel the orgasm building, coiling tight in her stomach, and when it finally hit, it was like a tidal wave crashing over her. She came with a cry, her body shaking as the pleasure washed through her.

When she finally opened her eyes, he was standing in front of her, his chest rising and falling as he undid his belt. She watched as he pushed his pants and boxers down, his cock springing free, and she felt a fresh surge of desire at the sight of it. He was big, throbbing with need, and she wanted him inside her. Now.

She slid off the counter, dropping to her knees in front of him. Her hand wrapped around his length, and she looked up at him as she leaned in, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock. He groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around him as she worked him over. She could taste him, salty and bitter on her tongue, and it only made her want him more.

“Fuck, Monica,” he muttered, his hips thrusting forward as she took him all the way in.

She could feel him hitting the back of her throat, and she swallowed around him, her eyes watering as she deepthroated him. His grip on her hair tightened, and she could feel him getting closer, his breathing ragged as she sucked him harder.

But before he could come, he pulled her up, his lips crashing into hers as he lifted her onto the counter again. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she let out a whimper as he pushed inside her.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her.

He was so big, stretching her in the best way possible, and she could feel every inch of him as he slid deeper. When he bottomed out, he paused, giving her a moment to adjust, before he started to move.

His thrusts were slow at first, but they quickly grew harder, more desperate. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, and he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the bathroom, and she could feel another orgasm building, the pleasure coiling tight in her stomach.

“Richard,” she whimpered, her body trembling as he hit that spot inside her that made her see stars. “I’m gonna come.”

“Come for me, baby,” he growled, his thrusts becoming rougher, more erratic.

And when she finally came, her body convulsing around him, he followed her over the edge, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her. They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing ragged, his forehead resting against hers. She could feel him softening inside her, but she didn’t want to let him go. Not yet.

“We should get back,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Before someone notices we’re gone.”

She nodded, reluctantly letting him slip out of her. As they got dressed, she couldn’t help but smile. She had found her family, and now, she had found something else entirely. Something she wasn’t ready to let go of just yet.

8 - FINDING LOVE AT A FAMILY REUNION

FF / Taboo / Butch Femme / Romantic / Kissing / Oral / Fingering

Mila leaned against the picnic table, her arms crossed, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders as she surveyed the scene. The campground was buzzing with chatter, the smell of potluck food wafting through the air—mac and cheese, barbecue, and pies that looked like they belonged in a nostalgia commercial. But the energy was all wrong. Elderly relatives. Small talk. Endless games of cards.

She stifled a sigh, her mother’s words echoing in her head. “You have to come, Mila. It’s family!”

Mila turned her head slightly, her gaze catching on someone who didn’t quite fit. A woman—short, spiky hair, baggy jeans, and a t-shirt that hung loosely on her frame—was leaning against a tree, a backpack slung over one shoulder. She looked... different. Cool, even.

Mila felt her pulse quicken, a flicker of interest she wasn’t expecting. This is a family reunion, she reminded herself firmly. Not the place for... thoughts like that.

The woman glanced over, her eyes locking with Mila’s. A small, teasing smirk played on her lips, as if she could read Mila’s thoughts. Mila looked away quickly, her cheeks warming, but when she glanced back, the woman was walking toward her.

“Hey,” the woman said, her voice low and confident. “You look as bored as I feel.”

Mila blinked, caught off guard. “Uh, yeah. Not exactly my idea of a good time.”

The woman grinned. “I’m Abby. Distant cousin, apparently.” She held out a hand, and Mila shook it, her grip firm.

“Mila,” she said, trying to keep her voice steady. “Distant cousin, huh? Guess that explains why I’ve never seen you before.”

“Yep. My dad’s your... second cousin once removed or something. Family trees are weird.” Abby shrugged, her smirk returning. “But hey, at least we’re not close enough to make this awkward.”

Mila raised an eyebrow. “Make what awkward?”

Abby tilted her head, her gaze lingering just a little too long. “Nothing. Unless you want it to be.”

Mila felt a jolt of electricity run through her, her heart pounding. She opened her mouth to respond—to say something, anything—but Abby had already taken a step closer, her presence intoxicating.

“Come on,” Abby said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Let’s get out of here.”

Mila hesitated, glancing over her shoulder at the crowd of relatives. Her mom was deep in conversation with an aunt, oblivious. She turned back to Abby, her breath hitching. “Where?”

Abby shrugged, her grin widening. “Cabin’s empty. Let’s check it out.”

Mila’s stomach flipped, a mix of nerves and excitement bubbling up inside her. She nodded, not trusting her voice, and followed Abby across the campground. The cabin was small, cozy, and thankfully deserted. Abby pushed the door open, gesturing for Mila to step inside.

The moment the door closed behind them, the air shifted. Abby turned to Mila, her expression soft but intense. “You’re beautiful, you know that?”

Mila’s cheeks flushed, her heart racing. “I... um, thanks.”

Abby stepped closer, her hand reaching up to brush a strand of hair from Mila’s face. “Relax,” she murmured. “It’s just us.”

Mila’s breath hitched as Abby leaned in, their lips brushing together in a tentative kiss. It was gentle at first, testing the waters, but when Mila didn’t pull away, Abby deepened it, her hand cupping the back of Mila’s neck.

Mila’s mind raced, a voice in the back of her head screaming this is wrong, but her body didn’t care. She kissed Abby back, her hands gripping the front of Abby’s t-shirt for balance.

When they finally broke apart, Mila’s chest was heaving, her lips tingling. “We... we’re cousins,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

“Distant cousins,” Abby corrected, her voice low and husky. “And that’s just a technicality.”

Mila hesitated, her mind warring with her body. But Abby’s lips were on hers again before she could think too much about it, and this time, there was no hesitation. The kiss was urgent, hungry, and Mila melted into it, her hands sliding up to tangle in Abby’s short hair.

Abby’s hands moved to the hem of Mila’s tank top, tugging it up and over her head. Mila shivered as the cool air hit her skin, but Abby’s warmth quickly replaced it. Her lips trailed down Mila’s neck, her hands exploring every inch of her body.

“God, you’re perfect,” Abby murmured, her breath hot against Mila’s skin.

Mila moaned softly, her head falling back as Abby’s mouth found her nipple, sucking and teasing until Mila was squirming with need. Her hands fumbled with the button of Mila’s jeans, sliding them down her legs and leaving her in nothing but her lace panties.

Abby knelt in front of her, her lips trailing kisses down Mila’s stomach, her fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. “Can I?” she asked, her voice thick with desire.

Mila nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “Yes. Please.”

Abby pulled the panties down, tossing them aside, and Mila’s legs trembled as Abby’s hands spread her thighs. She looked up at Mila, her eyes dark with hunger, before leaning in and burying her face between Mila’s legs.

Mila gasped, her fingers tangling in Abby’s hair as Abby’s tongue flicked against her clit, sending shivers of pleasure through her. Abby’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as she licked and sucked, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Oh God,” Mila whimpered, her hips thrusting against Abby’s face. “Don’t stop.”

Abby didn’t. Her tongue circled Mila’s clit, her lips closing around it and sucking gently. Mila’s knees buckled, and Abby’s arm wrapped around her waist, keeping her upright.

Then Abby’s finger slid inside her, curling and pressing against that sweet spot, and Mila cried out, her body trembling with pleasure. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her hips rocking against Abby’s hand.

Abby added a second finger, her mouth never leaving Mila’s clit, and Mila felt the pressure building, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. She came hard, her body arching as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Abby slowed her movements, gently easing Mila down from her high. She stood, her lips swollen and glistening, and Mila couldn’t help but pull her into a deep, passionate kiss.

“That was...” Mila started, her voice trailing off as she struggled to find the words.

“Hot?” Abby supplied, grinning.

Mila laughed, a soft, breathless sound. “Yeah. That.”

Abby stepped back, her hands moving to the waistband of her jeans. “We aren’t done yet.”

Mila watched as Abby stripped off her t-shirt and jeans, revealing a muscular torso and a pair of black boxers. Her mouth went dry as Abby reached into her backpack, pulling out a large strap-on dildo.

“You came prepared,” Mila said, her voice shaky.

Abby grinned, fastening the harness around her hips. “Always ready for adventure.”

She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself between Mila’s legs. Mila’s breath hitched as the tip of the dildo pressed against her entrance, and she wrapped her legs around Abby’s waist, pulling her closer.

“Ready?” Abby asked, her voice thick with need.

Mila nodded, her eyes locking with Abby’s. “Yes.”

Abby pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until she was fully seated inside Mila. Mila moaned, her fingers digging into Abby’s back, and Abby began to move, her hips thrusting in a steady rhythm.

The sensation was overwhelming, the fullness and friction sending sparks of pleasure through Mila’s body. She wrapped her arms around Abby’s neck, pulling her down into a kiss as Abby picked up the pace, driving into her harder and faster.

“You feel so good,” Mila whispered, her voice breaking on a moan.

Abby’s breath was ragged, her muscles tense as she pounded into Mila. “You’re so tight,” she gasped. “So fucking perfect.”

Mila’s nails raked down Abby’s back, her hips lifting to meet each thrust. She could feel the pressure building again, her body coiling tighter and tighter.

“I’m close,” she panted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Abby’s hand moved between them, her fingers finding Mila’s clit and rubbing in tight circles. “Come for me,” she urged, her voice low and rough.

Mila’s body tensed, her back arching as the orgasm ripped through her. She cried out, her nails digging into Abby’s skin, as her juices gushed around the dildo. Abby kept thrusting, drawing out every last wave of pleasure until Mila’s body went limp, her chest heaving.

Abby slowed her movements, gently pulling out and collapsing beside Mila. They lay there in silence for a moment, their breath coming in heavy gasps.

“We... we should probably get dressed,” Mila said finally, her voice soft.

Abby nodded, sitting up and reaching for her clothes. “Yeah. Can’t have anyone walking in on us.”

Mila hesitated, her eyes meeting Abby’s. “This stays between us, right?”

Abby grinned, pulling her t-shirt back on. “Our little secret.”

They quickly got dressed, the air between them charged with unspoken tension. As they stepped out of the cabin, the sounds of the family reunion surrounded them once again. Mila took a deep breath, her heart still racing, and glanced at Abby.

“Ready to face the music?” Abby asked, her voice light and teasing.

Mila nodded, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

They walked back toward the crowd, the secret of their tryst burning between them. No one seemed to notice anything amiss, and Mila let herself relax just a little. But as she glanced over at Abby, catching the knowing smirk on her lips, she knew this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

9 - 420 AND FORBIDDEN LUST

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

The family reunion had been long and boring. Tori had planned on spending spring break in Florida with her friends, but her parents had dragged her to this stupid family reunion. The last thing she wanted to do was meet long lost aunts, uncles, and cousins.

That all changed at the restaurant. She’d spotted Roy, her distant cousin, from across the room. He’d smile at her, making her stomach twist in the best way. This is wrong, she’d told herself. We’re related.

But as the evening wore on, Tori couldn’t keep her eyes off Roy. And, he seemed to be just as interested in her.

—

Tori had just finished unpacking her suitcase in the hotel room when there was a soft knock at the door. She opened it to find Roy standing there, a mischievous grin on his face and a small bag of weed in his hand. “Hey, cousin,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “This reunion is already boring. Wanna liven things up?”

She hesitated, glancing down the hall to make sure no one was around. “I don’t know, Roy. Weed? What if it sets off the smoke detectors?”

He smirked, leaning against the doorframe. “Come on, Tori. Live a little.”

Her heart raced as she stepped aside to let him in. The door clicked shut behind him, and suddenly the room felt smaller, more intimate. Roy rolled a joint with practiced ease, lighting it and taking a long drag before passing it to her. She inhaled deeply, the smoke filling her lungs and easing the tension in her shoulders.

As they passed the joint back and forth, the air between them grew charged with an undeniable electricity. Roy’s eyes locked onto hers, and before she could think twice, he leaned in and kissed her. It was soft at first, tentative, but when she didn’t pull away, he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers.

Tori’s mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions, but her body responded instinctively. Her hands found their way to his chest, feeling the hard muscles beneath his shirt. Roy’s fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her closer as the kiss grew more passionate, more urgent.

When he finally broke away, they were both breathless. “Tori…” he whispered, his voice husky with desire. “I’ve wanted to do that since I first saw you at dinner.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t protest as he kissed her again, his hands roaming over her body. She could feel his erection pressing against her through his jeans, and a shiver of anticipation ran through her. Without thinking, she reached for his zipper, pulling it down and freeing his cock.

Roy groaned as her small hand wrapped around his length, stroking him slowly. “God, Tori…” he murmured, his eyes dark with lust.

She dropped to her knees, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. He was thick and hard, and she could taste the saltiness of his skin as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip.

His fingers threaded through her hair, guiding her as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each movement. “You’re so fucking good at this,” he breathed, his hips thrusting gently.

When she pulled away, her lips swollen and glistening, Roy wasted no time in stripping off her clothes. Her bra and panties hit the floor, and she felt a surge of vulnerability mixed with excitement as he laid her down on the bed.

His hands explored every inch of her body, his mouth following, leaving a trail of fire in its wake. He kissed his way down her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel before he reached her inner thighs.

Tori’s breath hitched as he spread her legs, his hot breath teasing her sensitive flesh. “Roy…” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets.

He didn’t make her wait any longer. His tongue flicked over her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She gasped, her back arching off the bed as he licked and sucked, his fingers sliding inside her, curling just right.

“Oh my God…” she whimpered, her hips rocking against his face.

Roy’s name was a mantra on her lips as he brought her to the edge, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave. She cried out, her body trembling with ecstasy as he continued to pleasure her, drawing out every last bit of sensation.

When she finally came down from her high, Roy kissed his way back up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Are you ready?” he asked, his voice thick with need.

She nodded, her eyes locked on his. “Yes.”

He pushed inside her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Tori’s breath caught in her throat as he began to move, his hips rolling against hers. The feeling of him inside her was overwhelming, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

Roy’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. Tori could feel another orgasm building, the friction between their bodies driving her wild. “Roy, I’m gonna…” she gasped, her nails digging into his back.

“Come for me, Tori,” he growled, his voice rough with desire.

Her climax hit her like a freight train, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure washed over her. Roy’s hips stuttered, and with a groan, he spilled himself inside her, his cock pulsing with each wave of his release.

They collapsed onto the bed, both of them panting and covered in a sheen of sweat. Roy wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close. “That was…” he began, but words failed him.

Tori rested her head on his chest, her heart still racing. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

He chuckled, tilting her chin up so she was looking at him. “Neither can I. But I don’t regret it.”

She smiled, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. “Me neither.”

They lay there for a while, basking in the afterglow, but eventually, reality started to creep back in. “We should probably get dressed,” Roy said reluctantly. “Before someone comes looking for you.”

Tori nodded, though she didn’t want to move. They hurriedly put their clothes back on, the air between them still charged with electricity. “This stays between us, right?” she asked, her voice tinged with uncertainty.

Roy cupped her face in his hands, kissing her softly. “Of course. Our little secret.”

10 - A COUSIN’S CONFESSION
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Jared opened the door to find Patty standing there, her lips curved into a mischievous smile. She didn’t wait for an invitation; she just stepped inside, brushing past him. Her perfume lingered in the air, something warm and inviting that made his stomach tighten. She turned to face him, her eyes scanning him up and down in a way that felt far too bold for a cousin.

“Hey, Jared,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Can we talk?”

He shut the door behind her, his brow furrowing. “Sure, but… what’s going on? You’ve been acting weird lately.”

Patty tilted her head, her smile widening. “Weird? Or just honest?”

Jared crossed his arms, leaning against the wall. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She stepped closer, her fingers trailing along the edge of the couch as she moved. “Ever since you found out you’re adopted, I’ve been thinking… we’re not really related, Jared. Not by blood.”

His eyes widened, and he straightened up. Where was she going with this? “Patty, that doesn’t change anything. You’re still my cousin.”

She shook her head, her hair brushing her shoulders. “No, I’m not. Not technically.” She took another step closer, closing the distance between them. Her hand reached out, resting lightly on his chest. “And that means there’s nothing stopping us.”

Jared’s heart raced, his breath catching in his throat. “Stopping us from what?”

Patty’s fingers gripped the fabric of his shirt, pulling him toward her. “From this,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. “From me doing what I’ve wanted to do for weeks.”

He froze, his mind spinning. “Patty, this is… what about the fallout? What if someone finds out?”

She laughed softly, her breath warm against his skin. “We’ll just have to be careful, won’t we?” Her hands slipped under his shirt, her nails grazing his skin. “Come on, Jared. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

He swallowed hard, his resolve wavering. Had he thought about it? Maybe. Probably more than he cared to admit. But now, with her hands on him, her body so close, it was impossible to deny the pull between them.

Patty didn’t wait for an answer. She took his hand, leading him toward the bedroom. His legs moved on their own, driven by a mix of curiosity and desire. She closed the door behind them, her eyes locking onto his as she began to unbutton his shirt.

Her fingers worked slowly, deliberately, each button undone sending a jolt through him. When the shirt fell open, she pushed it off his shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. Her hands slid over his chest, her touch sending warmth spreading through his body.

“You’re hot, Jared,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “And I plan to enjoy every inch of you.”

He stood frozen as she stepped back, her fingers tugging at the hem of her own top. She pulled it over her head, revealing a lacy black bra that left little to the imagination. His mouth went dry as she unhooked it, letting it fall away.

Her breasts were perfect, round and firm, her nipples already hard. She smirked at his reaction, her hands moving to the button of her jeans. She slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with deliberate grace. The matching black panties followed, leaving her completely bare.

Jared’s gaze traveled over her body, his heart pounding. She was stunning, every curve designed to drive him wild. She climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows with a confidence that made his knees weak.

“Get naked,” she ordered, her voice firm.

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping off his jeans and boxers in one swift motion. His cock was already hard, standing at attention as he climbed onto the bed beside her.

Instead of touching him, Patty stretched out her legs, pointing her toes toward him. “Suck them,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He hesitated for only a moment before taking her foot in his hand, bringing her big toe to his mouth. He licked the underside slowly, savoring the taste of her skin. Her toes were soft, smooth against his tongue as he worked his way from one to the next.

Patty moaned softly, her hips shifting against the sheets. “Good boy,” she murmured. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His kisses trailed up her foot to her ankle, then her calf. Her skin was warm, her muscles trembling under his touch. He kissed her inner thigh, his breath hot against her skin as he neared her core.

When his tongue finally brushed against her pussy, she gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. He licked her slowly, circling her clit before dipping his tongue inside her. She was wet already, her arousal coating his tongue as he tasted her.

“Oh, fuck,” Patty moaned, her hips rising to meet his mouth. “Just like that.”

Jared kept going, his tongue working her over until her moans turned into cries of pleasure. Her thighs tightened around his head as she came, her body trembling with release.

When she finally relaxed, she pushed him back, a wicked grin on her face. “My turn,” she said, climbing off the bed.

She rummaged through his closet, returning with a handful of neckties. Jared’s eyes widened as she tied his wrists to the bedposts, her movements quick and practiced. When he was securely bound, she straddled his hips, her hand wrapping around his cock.

She stroked him slowly, her grip firm but not too tight. Jared groaned, his hips bucking against her touch. She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, “Not yet. You don’t get to come until I say so.”

He groaned again, his body aching with need. She teased him mercilessly, her hand moving just fast enough to keep him on edge. When he couldn’t take it anymore, he begged, “Please, Patty. Let me come.”

She shook her head, her lips brushing against his. “Promise me something first.”

“Anything.”

“Promise you’ll be my sex toy. Whenever I want you.”

He nodded eagerly. “I promise.”

She smiled, her hand tightening around him. “Good boy.”

Her mouth replaced her hand, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before taking him deep. Jared’s back arched as pleasure surged through him, his hips thrusting into her mouth. She sucked him hard, her hand stroking what she couldn’t reach until he couldn’t hold back any longer.

He came with a groan, his release spilling into her mouth. She swallowed every drop before releasing him, her lips curling into a satisfied smile.

Patty untied his wrists, climbing off the bed and grabbing her clothes. As they dressed in silence, Jared couldn’t help but smile. This might not be normal, but damn if it wasn’t amazing.

11 - A FAMILY VACATION
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The plane hummed steadily, the soft murmur of the engines blending with the occasional rustle of pages as Mary’s father flipped through his magazine. Mary sat by the window, her gaze fixed on the endless stretch of clouds below, though her mind was far from the view.

The family trip to the Grand Canyon had been her mother’s idea—a way to “reconnect” and “make memories.” Mary wasn’t so sure about that. She loved her family, but spending a week trapped in a cabin with them? That was another story.

Josh shifted beside her, his knee brushing against hers as he stretched in the cramped seat. “Bored yet?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

Mary glanced at him, raising an eyebrow. “Not yet. But we’ve still got two hours to go.”

Josh smirked, leaning closer. “Guess I’ll have to keep you entertained, then.”

Mary rolled her eyes, but she couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips. Josh had always been like this—flirty, playful, the kind of guy who could make anyone blush with just a look. But this time felt different. Maybe it was the way his gaze lingered on her, or the way his voice dropped just a little too low.

She cleared her throat, shifting in her seat. “You do realize we’re cousins, right?”

Josh leaned back, his smirk widening. “Did you forget I’m adopted?”

Mary opened her mouth to argue, but before she could say anything, Josh’s hand landed on her thigh. Her breath hitched, her heart pounding as his fingers slid higher, the warmth of his palm seeping through the thin fabric of her skirt. She glanced around the plane, her cheeks burning. Her parents were engrossed in their own conversation, her aunt and uncle dozing off in their seats. No one was paying attention to them.

“Josh…” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Relax,” he murmured, his fingers inching higher. “No one’s watching.”

Mary’s mind raced, torn between pushing him away and letting him continue. His touch was electric, sending shivers up her spine. She bit her lip, her thighs pressing together as his fingers traced the edge of her panties.

“We shouldn’t…” she breathed, though her body betrayed her, leaning into his touch.

Josh leaned closer, his lips brushing against her ear. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

Mary hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. But she didn’t tell him to stop.

—

The cabin was cozy, if a bit rustic, nestled in the woods just a short drive from the Grand Canyon. Mary unpacked her things in silence, her mind still reeling from the plane ride. She could still feel Josh’s touch, the way his fingers had teased her, the way he’d looked at her like she was the only person in the world. She shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. It was just a game, she told herself. Josh was always like this—teasing, flirting, pushing boundaries. It didn’t mean anything.

But as they gathered around the fire pit that evening, Mary couldn’t help but notice the way Josh’s gaze kept drifting to her. Every time their eyes met, her stomach fluttered, a heat pooling low in her belly. She looked away quickly, focusing on the marshmallow she was roasting over the fire.

“Mary,” Josh said, his voice cutting through the chatter. “Want to take a walk?”

Her heart skipped a beat. She glanced at her parents, who were deep in conversation with her aunt and uncle, then back at Josh. “Now?”

He shrugged, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “It’s a clear night. Perfect for stargazing.”

Mary hesitated, but the thought of being alone with him was too tempting to resist. She nodded, standing up and brushing off her shorts. “Sure.”

They walked in silence, the only sound the crunch of gravel beneath their feet and the distant chirping of crickets. The air was cool, the stars shining brightly overhead. Mary wrapped her arms around herself, stealing glances at Josh as they walked. His hands were tucked into his pockets, his expression unreadable.

“So,” she said after a while, her voice soft. “What’s this really about?”

Josh stopped walking, turning to face her. “What do you mean?”

Mary looked up at him, her heart pounding. “This. The flirting, the… the touching. What are you doing, Josh?”

He stepped closer, his gaze intense. “I thought that was obvious.”

Mary swallowed hard, her breath catching as he reached out and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Josh… we’re family.”

He shook his head, his voice low. “Not really. And you know it.”

Her mind raced, her body responding to his proximity. She wanted to pull away, to tell him this was wrong, but she couldn’t. Instead, she found herself leaning into him, her hands resting on his chest. “This is crazy…” she whispered.

Josh smiled, his fingers tilting her chin up. “Crazy can be good.”

Before she could respond, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Mary’s eyes fluttered shut, her body melting into his as he kissed her. It felt so right, so natural, despite everything. She kissed him back, her hands sliding up to tangle in his hair.

Josh’s hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer. “Mary…” he murmured against her lips.

She shivered, her body on fire. “Josh…”

He kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue sliding against hers. Mary moaned softly, her hands gripping his shoulders. She could feel his hardness pressing against her, and it only made her want him more.

Suddenly, Josh pulled away, breathing heavily. “We should stop…” he said, though his eyes said otherwise.

Mary nodded, her heart pounding. “Yeah… we should.”

But neither of them moved.

—

The next day, the family set out for their hike through the Grand Canyon. The scenery was breathtaking, the vast expanse of red rock stretching out before them. Mary tried to focus on the beauty around her, but her mind kept drifting back to Josh. Every time he glanced at her, she felt a thrill run through her body.

When they stopped for lunch, Mary found herself wandering away from the group, drawn to the edge of the canyon. Josh followed her, his presence at her side both comforting and exhilarating.

“It’s incredible, isn’t it?” he said, his voice soft.

Mary nodded, her heart pounding. “Yeah… it’s amazing.”

Josh reached out, his fingers brushing against hers. “Mary…”

She turned to face him, her breath catching as he stepped closer. “Josh…”

He didn’t say anything. Instead, he leaned in and kissed her, his lips gentle yet demanding. Mary’s eyes fluttered shut, her hands gripping his shirt as she kissed him back. It felt like the world had stopped, like nothing else mattered except the two of them.

Josh’s hands slid down to her hips, pulling her closer as he deepened the kiss. Mary moaned softly, her body trembling with need. When he pulled away, she was breathless, her heart racing.

“Josh…” she whispered, her voice shaky.

He looked down at her, his eyes dark with desire. “I want you, Mary.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Here? Now?”

He nodded, his hands sliding down to grip her ass. “Yes.”

Mary hesitated, glancing back towards the rest of the family. They were far enough away that they wouldn’t be seen, but the risk of being caught sent a thrill through her.

“What if someone sees us?” she whispered.

Josh smirked, his fingers tracing the hem of her shorts. “We’ll be quick.”

Mary’s breath hitched as he leaned in and kissed her again, his hands sliding beneath her shorts. She moaned softly, her body responding to his touch.

“Josh…” she breathed, her hands fumbling with the button of his jeans.

He pulled away slightly, his eyes meeting hers. “Are you sure?”

Mary nodded, her heart pounding. “Yes.”

Josh kissed her again, his hands sliding her shorts down her legs. Mary gasped as he pushed her against the boulder, his fingers slipping beneath her panties. She moaned softly, her hips rocking against his hand.

“Josh… please…” she whispered, her fingers gripping his shoulders.

He stepped back, pulling off his jeans and boxers in one swift motion. Mary’s breath hitched as she took in the sight of him—hard and ready for her.

“Are you sure?” he asked again, his voice trembling with need.

Mary nodded, her hands reaching for him. “Yes. I want you.”

Josh stepped closer, his hands gripping her hips as he slid into her. Mary gasped, her fingers digging into his shoulders. He started to move, slowly at first, then faster, his breath hot against her neck. Mary moaned softly, her body shaking with pleasure.

“Josh…” she whispered, her nails scraping down his back.

He groaned, his thrusts becoming more urgent. Mary could feel herself getting closer, her body tensing as the pleasure built. “I’m close…” she breathed, her hands gripping his shoulders.

Josh kissed her hard, his hips slamming into hers. “Come for me, Mary.”

She gasped, her body surrendering to the waves of pleasure that crashed over her. Josh groaned, his body shaking as he came inside her. They clung to each other, their breathing ragged.

Suddenly, they heard voices in the distance. “Mary? Josh? Where are you?”

Mary’s eyes widened, her heart racing. “We need to get dressed,” she whispered, scrambling to pull up her shorts.

Josh nodded, quickly pulling on his jeans. They shared a look, the reality of what they’d just done sinking in.

“This stays between us,” Josh said, his voice low.

Mary nodded, her heart still pounding. “Promise.”

"Their footsteps are getting closer," Josh whispered, his voice urgent.

Mary’s hands trembled as she adjusted her clothes, her mind racing. “What if they know?” she whispered, her heart thundering in her chest.

Josh shook his head, his own breathing still uneven. “They don’t. Just act normal.”

“Mary? Josh?” her mother’s voice called out, closer now.

“We’re over here,” Josh called back, his voice steady despite the tension in his body. He gave Mary one last glance, his eyes full of unspoken promises.

Mary took a deep breath, trying to calm the storm inside her. Normal, she thought. Just act normal.

“But what about next time?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Josh’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “Next time… we’ll be more careful.”

Her stomach flipped at the implication, a mix of guilt and anticipation swirling inside her. She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could, her father’s voice cut through the air.

“There you two are,” he said, rounding the boulder with a wave of his hand. “We’ve been looking everywhere for you.”

Mary forced a smile, her cheeks still flushed. “Sorry, Dad. We just wanted to…”

“Explore,” Josh interrupted smoothly, stepping slightly in front of her. “The view from here is incredible.”

Her father glanced out at the canyon, nodding in agreement. “It is. But we’re heading back to the trail now. Don’t wander off again, alright?”

Mary nodded, her voice catching in her throat. “We won’t.”

As her father turned to lead the way back, Josh’s hand brushed against hers for the briefest moment. Mary’s heart skipped a beat, and she couldn’t help but glance at him. His eyes were dark, his gaze intense, and she could still feel the heat of him lingering on her skin.

What have we done? she thought, but even as the question crossed her mind, she knew the answer.

She’d do it again. And again. And again.

As they followed the group back to the trail, Mary’s mind raced with possibilities. The trip had just started, and already, everything had changed. She glanced at Josh again, catching the faint smirk on his lips.

This was only the beginning, she realized. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

12 - FORBIDDEN CHRISTMAS LUST
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Bernice stepped into her mother’s house, the warmth of the Christmas party enveloping her like a cocoon. The air was thick with the scent of roasted turkey and cinnamon, mingling with the faint hum of laughter and clinking glasses. She forced a smile, her heart already racing at the thought of seeing Mason. He was her cousin, her best friend, the person she’d grown up with—and the one she’d been carefully avoiding for months.

She scanned the room, her eyes flicking over familiar faces, until they landed on him. Mason stood by the fireplace, a glass of eggnog in hand, his broad shoulders straining against the fabric of his sweater.

He turned, his gaze locking onto hers, and a grin spread across his face. “Bernice!” he called, his voice cutting through the chatter. “Been avoiding me, huh?”

Her cheeks flushed. “No, I just… been busy,” she muttered, taking a step back.

She couldn’t help but notice how his jeans hugged his thighs, how his stubble gave him a rugged edge that made her stomach twist in a way she hated.

Mason raised an eyebrow, stepping closer. “Busy? For two months? Come on, Bee, we’re family. What’s going on?”

Her pulse quickened. She couldn’t tell him. She couldn’t admit that every time she looked at him, she thought about how his hands would feel on her skin, how his lips would taste against hers. “Nothing,” she said, her voice wavering. “Just… holiday stress.”

He studied her for a moment, his dark eyes narrowing. Then, without a word, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her toward the hallway.

“Mason!” she hissed, but he ignored her, dragging her into the bathroom and shutting the door behind them.

The small space felt electric, the sound of their breathing mingling with the faint hum of the party outside.

Mason leaned against the sink, crossing his arms. “Spill. What’s going on with you?”

Bernice stared at the floor, her chest tightening. “I… I can’t,” she whispered.

“Bee,” he said softly, his voice like a warm blanket. “You can tell me anything.”

She looked up, her eyes meeting his, and something inside her snapped. “I’m attracted to you, okay?” she blurted, her voice trembling. “I’ve been trying to ignore it, but I can’t. It’s wrong, Mason. You’re my cousin.”

For a moment, he just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then, to her shock, he stepped closer, his hands reaching out to cup her face. “Bee,” he said, his voice low and rough. “I’ve felt it too. For years.”

She froze, her heart pounding. “But… we can’t. It’s—”

“I’m adopted,” he interrupted, his eyes searching hers. “It’s a family secret. My parents don’t want anyone to know.”

Bernice’s breath caught. “Adopted?” she repeated, her mind racing.

He nodded. “Yeah. When I was a baby.”

“How long have you known?” Bernice asked, her voice full of surprise.

“I found my birth certificate a few years ago, and my mom told me everything. But she begged me not to tell anyone. I wanted to tell you, so bad. I just…”

Bernice hesitated, looking into Mason’s eyes. It was like she was seeing him for the first time. “So… we aren’t related?”

“No, we aren’t,” Mason agreed, his voice barely a whisper.

Her chest tightened with a mix of relief and desire. Before she could think, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. Mason hesitated for a split second before pulling her closer, his mouth crashing into hers with a hunger that made her knees weak.

Their kiss was fervent, desperate, as if they were making up for all the time they’d wasted. Mason’s hands slid down her back, gripping her hips as he deepened the kiss. Bernice moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her ear. “I’ve wanted you for so long,” he murmured, his hands sliding under her dress, gripping her thighs.

She shivered, her body responding to his touch. “Mason,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “We shouldn’t…”

“Tell me to stop,” he said, his lips trailing down her neck. “Tell me no.”

She didn’t. Instead, she reached for his belt, her fingers fumbling with the buckle. Mason groaned, his hands moving to help her, unzipping his pants and pushing them down just enough. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, and Bernice’s breath hitched. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly, her eyes locked on his.

He groaned, his head falling back as she tightened her grip. “God, Bee,” he muttered, his voice strained.

She leaned in, kissing him again, her hand moving faster. Mason’s hands slid under her dress, finding the waistband of her panties.

He tugged them down, his fingers brushing against her wetness. “Fuck,” he whispered, his fingers sliding inside her.

Bernice gasped, her hips bucking against his hand. “Mason,” she moaned, her voice barely audible. He pulled his fingers out, lifting her onto the counter. She kicked off her panties, her legs wrapping around his waist.

Mason positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locking onto hers. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice rough.

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “Yes.”

He thrust into her, filling her completely, and she cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders. Mason groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move, slow and deep.

Bernice’s breath hitched, her body arching into his. “Mason,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He leaned in, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he picked up the pace. The sound of their skin slapping together filled the small room, mingling with their muffled moans. Bernice’s nails dug into his back, her hips rolling to meet his thrusts.

“You feel so good,” Mason muttered, his breath hot against her ear. “So fucking good.”

She moaned, her body tightening around him as pleasure coiled low in her belly. “Mason, I’m close,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He groaned, his thrusts becoming more frantic. “Come for me, Bee,” he urged, his hand sliding between them to rub her clit.

Bernice’s body tensed, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she came, her nails digging into his skin. Mason followed her over the edge, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her, his forehead resting against hers.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their breathing ragged, their bodies still connected. Then, slowly, Mason pulled out, easing her off the counter. Bernice leaned against him, her legs trembling.

He kissed her forehead, his hand gently stroking her hair. “We should get back out there,” he murmured.

She nodded, her mind still reeling. As she straightened her dress and Mason zipped his pants, she couldn’t help but smile. He was adopted. It wasn’t wrong. And she couldn’t wait to see what happened next.

"Next time," Mason said, his voice low and husky, "we won’t stop there."

13 - A FAMILY REVELATION AT THE LAKE

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The morning sun filtered through the trees, casting dappled light on the dirt path as Cicely walked beside Rob. Their family had set up camp by the lake, but Rob had insisted on taking her on this hike, claiming he wanted to show her something special.

Cicely wasn’t sure what to expect, but the way Rob smiled at her—soft, almost shy—made her heart flutter in a way it hadn’t before. She tried to ignore it. He was her cousin, after all. But there was something about the way he looked at her, the way his voice dropped when he spoke her name, that made her feel like she was standing on the edge of something dangerous.

“You look good today,” Rob said suddenly, breaking the silence. His eyes flicked to her, then away, like he was nervous to say it.

Cicely felt her cheeks warm. “Thanks,” she replied, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re not so bad yourself.

He chuckled, a low, warm sound that sent a shiver down her spine. “I mean it. You’ve always been… you know, beautiful. I just thought I’d say it.”

She blinked, caught off guard. Beautiful? He’d never said anything like that before. She glanced at him, noticing the way his jaw tightened, like he was trying to hold something back. “Rob,” she started, her voice hesitant, “what’s going on with you today? You’ve been acting… different.”

He stopped walking, turning to face her. The sunlight caught his eyes, making them glow with an intensity that made her breath catch. “Cicely,” he said, his voice steady but soft, “there’s something I need to tell you. Something I’ve been holding onto for a while.”

Her heart was pounding now, her palms suddenly clammy. “What is it?”

He took a deep breath, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “I found out something recently. Something about me. I’m… I’m adopted, Cicely. My parents—well, the people who raised me—they’re not my biological parents.”

The world seemed to tilt around her. “What?” she whispered, her mind racing. “But… that means…”

“It means we’re not actually related,” he finished, his eyes locking onto hers. “And Cicely, I need you to know that I’ve always felt… something for you. More than just family. I didn’t think it was possible, but now… now I do.”

Her breath hitched, her chest tightening as his words sank in. He felt something for her? She’d always pushed those kinds of thoughts aside, convinced they were just her mind playing tricks on her. But now, with him standing there, his gaze so earnest, so raw, she couldn’t deny it anymore.

“Rob,” she said, her voice trembling, “I… I’ve felt it too. I just thought it was wrong. I thought—”

He stepped closer, his hand reaching up to brush her cheek. The touch was electric, sending a wave of warmth through her. “It’s not wrong,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. “Not anymore.”

Her heart was racing now, her skin tingling where his fingers lingered. She could feel the heat of his body, so close, so inviting. And then, without thinking, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his.

It started soft, tentative, but quickly deepened, their mouths moving together in a way that felt both foreign and familiar. His hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer, and she melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck. The kiss was intoxicating, a rush of emotions and sensations that left her dizzy.

When they finally pulled apart, both of them were breathing hard, their foreheads resting together. “Cicely,” Rob whispered, his voice thick with desire, “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“Me too,” she admitted, her voice shaking.

Her hands were still tangled in his hair, her body pressed against his. She could feel the warmth of his skin through his shirt, the tension in his muscles as he held her. It was all so overwhelming, so perfect.

He leaned in again, his lips trailing down her neck, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. She gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair as he nipped at her collarbone. “Rob,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need, “we can’t… someone might see us.”

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with passion. “Then let’s find somewhere else,” he said, his voice low and rough.

She nodded, her heart pounding as he took her hand and led her off the path, deeper into the woods. The air was thick with the scent of pine and earth, and the only sound was the crunch of leaves under their feet. They walked until they found a small clearing, hidden behind a cluster of trees. It was secluded, private, just the two of them.

Rob turned to her, his hands sliding up her arms, sending shivers down her spine. “Cicely,” he murmured, his voice thick with longing, “I want you. I’ve always wanted you.”

Her breath caught, her body trembling as his hands moved to the hem of her dress. He hesitated, his eyes searching hers for permission. She nodded, her heart racing as he slowly lifted the fabric over her head, leaving her in just her bra and panties. The cool air hit her skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of his gaze as he took her in.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his hands skimming over her bare skin.

She shivered, her nipples hardening under his touch. He leaned in, his lips capturing hers again, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her knees weak.

Her hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, desperate to feel his skin against hers. He helped her, shrugging out of the fabric and tossing it aside. His chest was lean and muscular, his skin warm under her touch. She ran her hands over him, exploring every inch, her breath hitching as he moaned softly.

His hands moved to the clasp of her bra, and she held her breath as he unhooked it, letting the fabric fall away. His eyes darkened as he took her in, his hands gently cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. She gasped, her head falling back as pleasure shot through her.

“Rob,” she whispered, her voice shaking with need.

He leaned in, his lips closing around one nipple, sucking gently. She moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he lavished attention on her breasts. The sensations were overwhelming, her body on fire with desire.

His hands slid down to her hips, pulling her closer as he continued to tease her with his mouth. She could feel the hardness of him pressing against her, and the ache between her legs became unbearable. She wanted him, needed him, more than she’d ever needed anything.

“Rob,” she whispered, her voice trembling, “I—”

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with need. “What do you want, Cicely?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

Leaning in, her lips brushed against his ear as she whispered, “I want you…”

He unzipped his pants, revealing his hardness. Cicely took his cock in her hand, gently stroking it. Rob let out a moan as she dropped to her knees, taking him in her mouth. She sucked him eagerly, swallowing his whole length.

“I wanna be inside you,” Rob murmured, his eyes dark with lust.

With that, he pulled Cicely to her feet, pushing her up against a tree. She felt the bark press against her back as Rob pushed his cock inside of her. His fingers tangled in her hair as she moaned into his mouth.

Their cries of pleasure echoed through the woods as they made love. Cicely couldn’t hold back as Rob pushed her closer to the edge, his cock going deeper with each thrust. Finally, Cicely climaxed, her eyes rolling back in her head. Rob came next, filling Cicely with his seed.

Rob held Cicely close as they caught their breath. Cicely looked at Rob, her heart racing. She’d wanted this for so long, and she hadn’t dared believe it could actually happen.

“Let’s keep this between us, for now,” Cicely whispered.

“For now,” Rob repeated. “Just until we figure things out.”

14 - LOVE AT A FUNERAL

FF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Oral / Double-ended Dildo

“We can’t do this,” Amy whispered, her voice trembling as Fiona’s lips brushed against her neck, sending shivers down her spine. “We’re family.”

Fiona pulled back slightly, her dark brown eyes locking with Amy’s green ones. “Are we?” she murmured, her voice low and seductive. “Distant cousins, Amy. Barely even related. Besides…” She leaned in closer, her breath warm against Amy’s ear. “Do you really want to stop?”

Amy hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she should pull away, should walk back into the funeral home and pretend none of this had happened. But the way Fiona looked at her, the way her body felt so close, so warm… “No,” she admitted softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t.”

Fiona’s lips curved into a sly smile, and without another word, she took Amy’s hand and led her out of the funeral home, away from the somber atmosphere and into the night.

—

The day had started like any other funeral. Amy stood in the corner of the room, her blonde hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail, her green eyes scanning the crowd. She hadn’t known her great uncle well, but his death had come as a surprise, and the small inheritance he’d left her was a welcome relief. Still, she felt out of place among the sea of mourners, most of whom were strangers to her.

That’s when she saw her.

Standing across the room, wearing a tight black dress that hugged her curves, was the most beautiful woman Amy had ever seen. Her long, dark hair cascaded down her back, her tan skin glowed under the soft light, and her brown eyes seemed to pierce right through Amy’s soul. Their eyes met, and for a moment, the world around them faded away.

Amy quickly looked away, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. What was that? She’d never felt such an instant connection with someone before. She tried to focus on the eulogy being given, but her mind kept drifting back to the woman in the black dress.

Later, as the crowd began to disperse, Amy spotted the woman sitting alone on a bench outside. Her heart raced as she walked over, her palms sweating. “Hi,” she said, her voice shaky. “I’m Amy.”

The woman looked up, a small smile playing on her lips. “Fiona,” she replied, her voice smooth and warm. “It’s nice to meet you, Amy.”

They started talking, and Amy quickly learned that Fiona was her distant cousin. The news should have been a relief—should have extinguished the attraction she felt—but instead, it only made things more confusing. They were family, but the way Fiona looked at her, the way she smiled, made Amy’s heart race in a way she couldn’t ignore.

As the conversation continued, the tension between them grew. Fiona’s laughter was infectious, her touch electric. Before Amy knew what was happening, Fiona leaned in and kissed her. It was soft at first, tentative, but then it deepened, their lips moving together in a way that felt so right, so natural.

“Come back to my place,” Fiona whispered, her breath hot against Amy’s lips. “No one will even notice we’re gone.”

Amy hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop, to think about what she was doing. But her body had other ideas. “Okay,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

—

Now, as they stood in Fiona’s apartment, the weight of what they were about to do hung in the air. Fiona’s hands were on Amy’s waist, pulling her closer, their bodies pressed together. “You’re so beautiful,” Fiona murmured, her lips trailing kisses down Amy’s neck.

Amy’s breath hitched as Fiona’s hands moved to the zipper of her dress, slowly pulling it down. The fabric fell to the floor, leaving Amy standing in just her lace underwear. Fiona stepped back for a moment, her eyes raking over Amy’s body. “Gorgeous,” she whispered before quickly unzipping her own dress and letting it fall to the floor.

They came together again, their bodies pressed skin to skin, their hands exploring every inch of each other. Fiona’s lips found Amy’s once more, their kisses becoming more urgent, more desperate. Amy’s hands tangled in Fiona’s hair, pulling her closer, needing to feel every part of her.

Fiona guided Amy to the couch, her hands never leaving her body. “Bend over,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire.

Amy hesitated for only a moment before doing as she was told, bending over the back of the couch, her heart pounding in her chest. She felt Fiona’s hands on her hips, then her lips on the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. Amy’s breath caught in her throat as Fiona’s tongue found her most intimate place, teasing her, tasting her.

“Fiona,” Amy moaned, her hands gripping the back of the couch. Her whole body was on fire, every touch, every kiss sending waves of pleasure through her.

Fiona’s tongue worked its magic, bringing Amy closer and closer to the edge. Just when Amy thought she couldn’t take anymore, Fiona slid a finger inside her, her thumb pressing against her clit.

Amy’s hips bucked against Fiona’s hand, her moans growing louder as the pleasure built inside her. “Oh God, yes,” she cried out, her entire body trembling.

Fiona’s tongue and fingers worked in perfect harmony, pushing Amy over the edge. Her legs shook as she came, her body convulsing with pleasure. Fiona didn’t stop until Amy’s moans subsided, her body limp against the couch.

“You’re incredible,” Fiona whispered, her lips brushing against Amy’s ear. She stood and grabbed a double-ended dildo from a nearby drawer, a mischievous smile on her lips. “Let’s take this to the next level.”

Amy’s eyes widened as she watched Fiona position herself on the couch, one end of the dildo already inside her.

“Come here,” Fiona said, her voice low and inviting.

Amy hesitated for only a moment before climbing onto the couch, her heart racing with anticipation. Fiona guided the other end of the dildo into Amy, their bodies pressed together as they began to move in unison.

The sensation was unlike anything Amy had ever experienced, the dildo connecting them in the most intimate way possible. They moved together, their moans filling the room, their bodies slick with sweat. The pleasure built inside both of them, each thrust bringing them closer and closer to the edge.

“Fiona,” Amy moaned, her nails digging into the couch as she felt herself on the verge of another orgasm.

“Cum with me,” Fiona whispered, her own voice trembling with pleasure.

Their movements became more frantic, more desperate until finally, they both cried out, their bodies convulsing with the force of their orgasms. They collapsed onto the couch, their bodies still connected, their breathing heavy.

Amy’s mind was spinning, her body still tingling with pleasure. “That was…” she started, but words failed her.

“Amazing,” Fiona finished for her, a satisfied smile on her lips. “We should do this again.”

Amy nodded, a smile spreading across her face. “We should.”

They lay there for a moment, catching their breath, before reluctantly getting up and getting dressed. As they climbed back into Fiona’s car and headed back to the funeral, Amy’s mind raced with thoughts of what had just happened, and what was yet to come.

“We’ll keep this a secret,” Fiona said as they pulled into the parking lot. “No one needs to know.”

Amy nodded, her heart pounding with excitement. “Our little secret.”

As they walked back into the funeral home, no one even noticed they had been gone. The crowd was still milling about, the somber atmosphere unchanged. Amy and Fiona exchanged a knowing glance before going their separate ways, both of them already looking forward to their next encounter.

The funeral continued, but Amy’s mind was elsewhere, already dreaming of the next time she and Fiona would be alone together.

15 - A COUSIN’S EMBARASSING PROBLEM

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Medical / Bondage / Handjob / Teasing / Dildo / Kissing

Blake shifted uncomfortably in his seat, the itchiness between his legs becoming impossible to ignore. He’d been avoiding this for days, but the thought of something being wrong with his dick was too much to bear. Swallowing his pride, he grabbed his phone and texted his cousin, Hailey. She was a doctor, after all. Surely, she could help him without making it weird. Her response was quick: Come over. I’ll take a look.

He arrived at her apartment within the hour, his nerves buzzing like live wires. Hailey greeted him with her usual calm demeanor, her blonde hair tied back neatly, her lab coat swapped for a cozy sweater. “So,” she said, gesturing for him to sit on the couch, “what’s going on?”

Blake hesitated, scratching the back of his neck. “Uh… it’s kind of embarrassing.”

“I’m a doctor, Blake,” she said, rolling her eyes with a faint smile. “Nothing you say is going to shock me.”

“Right.” He took a deep breath. “My… dick’s been itching. I’m worried it might be… you know, an STD.”

Hailey raised an eyebrow but didn’t miss a beat. “Alright, let’s take a look then. Don’t worry, it’s probably nothing serious.”

Blake followed her into the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. The room was tidy, the bed neatly made, but there was something about the intimacy of the space that made his stomach twist.

Hailey closed the door behind them and turned to him, crossing her arms. “Go ahead,” she said, nodding toward his pants.

His fingers fumbled with his zipper as he tried to maintain some semblance of composure. Slowly, he pulled out his flaccid dick, his face burning with embarrassment. Hailey didn’t react outwardly, her doctor’s mask firmly in place. She stepped closer, her gaze focused as she leaned in to inspect him.

Her fingers were cool as they wrapped around his shaft, turning it gently for a better look. Blake’s breath caught in his throat as a jolt of electricity shot through him. He tried to ignore it, but the sensation was impossible to dismiss. Within seconds, he felt himself growing hard under her touch.

Hailey paused, her eyes flicking up to meet his. “Blake,” she said, her voice calm but tinged with amusement, “are you getting turned on by this?”

He swallowed hard, his voice barely above a whisper. “Yeah…”

She tilted her head, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Interesting.” Her fingers lingered on him, her touch light but deliberate. “Well, I don’t see any signs of an STD. You’re perfectly healthy.”

Relief washed over him, but it was short-lived as Hailey’s expression shifted. Her smile turned mischievous, her eyes darkening with something he couldn’t quite place. “You’ve been a bad boy, though,” she said, her tone teasing but firm. “You need to learn to keep your dick to yourself so you don’t end up with a real problem.”

Before he could respond, she stepped away, opening a drawer and pulling out a stash of silk scarves. Blake’s eyes widened as she approached the bed, tying one end of a scarf to the bedpost. “What are you doing?” he asked, his voice shaky.

“Teaching you a lesson,” she replied, her smirk widening.

She grabbed his wrist, tying it to the bedpost with practiced ease. He wanted to protest, to tell her this was insane, but the words died in his throat as she moved to the other side of the bed, securing his other wrist.

Once he was restrained, Hailey straightened up, her hands moving to the hem of her sweater. She pulled it off slowly, revealing a black lace bra that hugged her curves perfectly. Blake’s mouth went dry as she unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs to reveal matching lingerie. She stood before him, confident and commanding, her eyes locked on his.

“Hailey…” he started, but she cut him off with a finger to his lips.

“Shh,” she whispered, her voice dripping with authority. “Just relax.”

She knelt on the bed beside him, her hand wrapping around his throbbing cock once more. Her touch was firm now, her fingers stroking him with purpose. Blake groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

She chuckled softly, her free hand pressing down on his stomach to keep him still. “Behave,” she chided, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip of his cock. He whimpered, his body trembling with need. She continued to stroke him, her pace slow and teasing, keeping him on the edge without letting him tip over.

“Please…” Blake begged, his voice breaking.

“Not yet,” she said, her tone firm.

She reached under the bed, pulling out a sleek black dildo. His eyes widened as she coated it with lube, her movements efficient and unhurried. Before he could process what was happening, she positioned herself between his legs, her free hand massaging his inner thigh.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice soft but commanding.

She pressed the tip of the dildo against his entrance, applying gentle pressure. Blake tensed, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Breathe,” she instructed, her tone soothing.

He obeyed, forcing himself to relax as she pushed the dildo inside him inch by inch. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of discomfort and pleasure that sent sparks shooting through his body. Hailey’s hand returned to his cock, stroking him in time with the thrusts of the dildo. Her movements were relentless, driving him closer and closer to the edge.

“Hailey, I’m gonna—” he gasped, but she silenced him with a kiss, her lips capturing his hungrily.

Her mouth moved to his neck, teeth grazing his skin as she sucked gently. The combination of sensations was too much for him to handle. With a cry, he came, his hips jerking as he spilled into her hand. Hailey didn’t stop immediately, milking every last drop from him until he was spent and trembling. She pulled the dildo out slowly, setting it aside before untying his wrists.

Blake lay there, his chest heaving, his mind a haze of pleasure and disbelief. Hailey smiled down at him, her fingers brushing through his hair. “From now on,” she said, her voice firm but affectionate, “you’re mine. No more sex with other women.”

He nodded weakly, unable to form words. She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. “Good boy,” she murmured. As she stood and walked toward the door, Blake couldn’t help but wonder what she had planned for their next encounter.

16 - TABOO TEMPTATION AT THE BEACH

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

“It doesn’t matter, Katelyn. Look at me. Do I look like I give a single damn about shared genetics?”

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

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

—

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

17 - FAMILY SECRETS, FORBIDDEN PLEASURE

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

The tension in Frank’s apartment was a physical thing, thick and heavy as summer humidity. Deedee’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the quiet hum of the refrigerator. She’d just blurted it out, the words tumbling free after being locked away for what felt like a lifetime.

“I’m adopted.”

Franklin stared, his beer bottle frozen halfway to his lips. The silence stretched, taut and unbearable. Deedee watched his face, the familiar lines of him—the strong jaw, the slight crinkle at the corners of his eyes—now seeming like a map to a territory she’d never truly been allowed to explore.

“What?” he finally breathed, the word barely audible. He set the bottle down with a definitive clink.

“This morning. My parents… they said they wanted to wait until I was an adult.” Her voice was shaky, but a strange, wild courage was unfurling inside her. “Frank… we’re not cousins.”

The shock on his face morphed, shifting through layers of confusion and dawning, breathtaking comprehension. The air between them crackled. All those lingering glances, the casual touches that had lasted a second too long, the electric current that had always hummed just beneath the surface of their easy camaraderie—it all rushed back, now making perfect, forbidden sense.

He took a step toward her. Then another. “Deedee…”

It was all the invitation she needed. The dam broke. “I have feelings for you, Frank. Real feelings. The kind a cousin isn’t supposed to have.” The confession was a desperate, relieved exhale.

A low groan escaped him, a sound of pure, unadulterated relief. He closed the distance between them in one swift motion, his hands coming up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, his touch sending shivers across her skin. “God, Deedee. Me too. For so long… I thought I was losing my mind.”

Their first kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision, a claiming. His mouth crashed down on hers, hungry and desperate. She met his ferocity with her own, her hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. The taste of him—spearmint and cheap lager—was intoxicating. This was Frank. But it wasn’t. It was the man she’d secretly ached for, and the liberation was dizzying.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her lips. His dark eyes burned with a desire she’d only ever seen in her dreams. “Bedroom. Now.” It wasn’t a question.

He took her hand, his grip firm and certain, and led her down the short hall. The world narrowed to the sight of his broad back, the feel of his calloused palm against hers. He pushed the door open and turned to her, his gaze sweeping over her body with a possessiveness that made her knees weak.

His fingers went to the hem of her soft cotton t-shirt. He pulled it up and over her head in one fluid motion, tossing it aside. His eyes darkened as they fell on her simple lace bra. “So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough.

He unclasped it with a practiced ease that sent a new jolt of heat through her, and her breasts spilled free into his waiting hands. He cupped them, his thumbs circling her nipples, coaxing them into tight, aching peaks. She gasped, her head falling back as pleasure, sharp and sweet, arced through her.

She reached for him, her fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans. He helped her, popping the button, dragging the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. He pushed his jeans and boxers down in one go, and his erection sprang free, thick and hard and curving slightly upward. She wrapped her hand around him, her fingers not quite meeting. He was velvet over steel, hot and throbbing against her palm. A low, guttural groan rumbled in his chest as she began to stroke him, her thumb smearing a bead of moisture from his tip.

She dropped to her knees on the worn carpet, never breaking eye contact. She took him into her mouth, and his hissed inhalation was the most rewarding sound she’d ever heard. She loved the weight of him on her tongue, the salty taste of him, the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk. She worked him slowly, then faster, using her hand and her mouth in a rhythm she’d only ever imagined. His fingers threaded through her hair, not guiding, just holding, as he watched her with blazing intensity.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice strained.

He gently pulled her to her feet and guided her backward until her legs hit the edge of the mattress. She lay back, and he followed her down, covering her body with his. He kissed her deeply again, his tongue mimicking the act she’d just performed, as his hand slipped down her stomach and hooked into the waistband of her panties. He dragged them down her legs and off.

His fingers found her center, and she was already soaking wet. He circled her clit slowly, teasingly, and she bucked against his hand, a helpless moan escaping her lips. “So ready for me,” he whispered against her mouth.

He pushed one finger inside her, then a second, stretching her, filling her. She cried out, her hips moving in time with his thrusting fingers, the coil of pleasure tightening deep within her.

He shifted above her, positioning himself. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He held himself there for a torturous moment, his eyes locked on hers, a silent question. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

“Yes, Frank. Please.”

He pushed inside.

It was a slow, exquisite invasion. She was so wet, so ready, but he was so big. He filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fullness that stole her breath. He held still, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the sensation of him. She could feel every inch, every pulse. Then he began to move.

His thrusts started slow and deep, each one a deliberate, mind-melting drag against her most sensitive spots. But the restraint was short-lived. The animal need they’d both suppressed for so long took over. His pace quickened, becoming harder, more frantic. The headboard slammed against the wall in a steady, rhythmic beat. Her cries mingled with his ragged groans.

He drove into her, again and again, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. The pressure built, a screaming tension coiling tighter and tighter in her core. She clawed at his back, her nails digging into his skin, urging him on, deeper, harder.

“Come for me, Deedee,” he grunted, his voice thick with need.

It was all she needed. The coil snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, shuddering wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his length. Her vision whited out as she screamed his name, her body convulsing under his.

Feeling her climax, his own control shattered. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself as deep as he could go. A raw, primal roar erupted from his chest as he came, pulsing hotly inside her, filling her with the proof of their liberation. She felt each throb, each jet of his release, and a second, smaller aftershock of pleasure quaked through her.

He collapsed onto her, spent, his weight a comforting anchor. Their sweat-slicked bodies stuck together as they fought to regain their breath. His face was buried in her neck, his breath hot on her skin.

After a long moment, he rolled onto his side, taking her with him, keeping her tucked tightly against his chest. He pulled the rumpled comforter over them. The room was silent except for their slowing heartbeats.

She traced idle circles on his chest, the reality of it all settling around them like a warm blanket. He was hers. She was his. The thought was a burst of pure, unadulterated joy.

“No one can know,” she whispered into the quiet dark. “Not yet.”

His arms tightened around her. “I know.” He kissed the top of her head. “Our secret.”

But as she lay there, wrapped in the scent of him and their shared passion, the secret didn’t feel like a burden. It felt like a delicious, shared promise.

18 - ROMANCE AND A SHOCKING REVELATION

MF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Handjob / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“How is this possible?” Gigi whispered, her voice thin and reedy, her knuckles white where they gripped the leather couch. The photo album lay open between them like an accusation.

Christopher ran a hand through his hair, his face a mirror of her own disbelief. “I don’t… my mom never talks about him. I’ve never even met the man.”

“That’s my grandfather,” she said, the words tasting like ash. Her mind raced, tumbling over months of shared laughter, intimate dinners, the feeling of his hand in hers. It all curdled, replaced by a cold, sickening dread. Cousins. The word echoed, a death knell for the future she’d so painstakingly imagined.

He was silent for a long moment, just staring at the faded photograph of the stern-looking man in a military uniform—a man they now both called family. Then, he looked at her, and his expression shifted. The shock was still there, but beneath it, something else flared. A stubborn, defiant heat.

“So what?” he finally said, his voice low and firm.

Gigi’s head snapped up. “So what? Chris, we’re… we’re family.”

“In name only,” he countered, his gaze intense, locking onto hers. “We didn’t grow up together. I didn’t know your name until three months ago. What we have… this thing between us… it’s real. It’s ours. Does a bloodline you never knew about really change that?”

The logic was a flimsy raft in a stormy sea of societal taboo, but she desperately wanted to climb aboard. She looked at him—really looked at him. Not as a relation, but as the man who made her breath catch, the man whose smile felt like coming home. The man she was desperately, irrevocably in love with.

Her resistance crumbled. “No,” she breathed, the word a surrender. “No, it doesn’t.”

That was all the permission he needed. He moved with a sudden, decisive intensity, closing the small space between them. His hand cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin, and then his mouth was on hers. This wasn’t like their other kisses, sweet and exploratory. This was raw, hungry, a claiming. It was a silent argument against the world, a physical manifesto of their choice. Her moan was swallowed by his mouth as she kissed him back with equal fervor, her hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders.

Her fingers fumbled with the button of his jeans, then the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the tense silence of the room. She broke the kiss, her eyes searching his for any hesitation. She found only a dark, burning need that matched her own. She slid her hand inside the open fly, past the soft cotton of his briefs, and her fingers wrapped around his hardening length. He was already thick and hot against her palm.

A sharp, guttural groan escaped him, his head falling back against the couch. “Gigi…”

She began to move her hand, a slow, tentative stroke that quickly grew bolder, fueled by his ragged breathing. His hips lifted slightly, pushing himself deeper into her fist. The forbidden nature of the act electrified the air. This was wrong, and that knowledge made every sensation feel a thousand times more potent.

His own hands were not idle. One tangled in her hair, holding her mouth to his for another searing kiss. The other slid up her thigh, pushing the fabric of her summer dress toward her hip. His fingertips found the lace edge of her panties, and then slipped beneath. She gasped into his mouth as his fingers, clever and sure, found her wet heat. She was already slick, aching for him, her body betraying any moral quandary her mind was trying to muster.

“So wet for me,” he murmured against her lips, his voice thick with desire. He circled her clit slowly, teasingly, and she bucked against his hand, a desperate, wordless plea.

“Off,” she panted, tugging at his shirt. “Everything. Off.”

They separated for a frantic moment, a whirlwind of discarded clothing. Her dress was pulled over her head and tossed to the floor. His shirt and jeans followed. Soon they were both naked, the cool air of the apartment a shock against their feverish skin. He looked at her, stretched out before him on the couch, and the reverence in his gaze made her heart clench.

He didn’t enter her. Instead, he knelt on the floor, his hands spreading her thighs wide. He held her gaze for a long, searing moment before lowering his mouth to her.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her cry out, her back arching off the couch. It was an apology and a promise all at once. He licked a slow, torturous path from her opening to her clit, and then focused his attention there, sucking the sensitive bud into his mouth. Her hands flew to his hair, not to guide him, but to anchor herself as the world dissolved into pure sensation. He devoured her, his tongue flicking and circling, his groans of pleasure vibrating through her entire body. The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, unbearably intense. This wasn’t just sex; it was a communion, a forbidden ritual that made her forget her own name, let alone their newfound relation.

“Chris, I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out.

He only intensified his efforts, sliding two fingers inside her, curling them upward. It was enough. The orgasm ripped through her, a silent, shocking wave that left her trembling and gasping for air, her vision spotting.

Before she could even come down, she was moving, pushing him back onto the couch. She straddled his hips, taking his hard length in her hand. She positioned herself, and then sank down onto him in one fluid, breathtaking motion.

They both cried out as he filled her completely. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, letting the perfect, stretching fullness wash over her. Then she began to move, rocking her hips, setting a slow, deep rhythm. His hands gripped her waist, his eyes dark with a possessive fire as he watched her take her pleasure from him.

He soon took control, rolling them so she was beneath him on the cushions. He drove into her, each thrust deep and purposeful, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. The slick, rhythmic sound of their bodies meeting filled the room. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with one of her own.

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

She obeyed without hesitation, getting on her knees and bending over the back of the couch, presenting herself to him. He paused for a moment, his hands caressing her hips, and she felt the cool air on her wetness before he entered her again, this time from behind. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He gripped her hips, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, losing their rhythm in his chase for release.

She could feel her own climax building again, a pressure coiling even tighter than before. “Don’t stop… please, don’t stop…”

Her words pushed him over the edge. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt as she clenched around him, her own climax shattering through her in relentless waves. She felt his own release, the hot, liquid pulse deep inside her, and his groan was a raw, broken sound as he collapsed over her back, spent.

They stayed like that for long minutes, panting, slick with sweat, the reality of the room slowly seeping back in. The photo album was still open on the coffee table. The truth was still there.

He pulled out gently and turned her to face him. His expression was serious, his eyes searching hers. The thrill was gone, replaced by a sober intensity.

“This changes nothing,” he stated, his voice quiet but absolute. “We make our own rules.”

Gigi looked at the man she loved—her lover, her cousin—and felt the confusing, warring emotions settle into one solid, unwavering truth. She would choose him. Every time.

“Nothing,” she agreed, her voice firm. She leaned in, her lips brushing his in a soft, promising kiss. “No matter what.”

19 - A FAMILY SECRET REVEALED

FF / Taboo / Romantic / Kissing / Fingering / Dildo

“Kyra, stop pretending you don’t feel it too.” Mica’s voice was low, husky, and it sent a shiver down Kyra’s spine.

They were standing in the kitchen of Mica’s apartment, the air thick with tension. Mica’s eyes locked onto Kyra’s, unblinking, daring her to look away.

Kyra swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. “Feel what?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, even though she knew exactly what Mica was talking about. She knew.

Mica took a step closer, her lips curling into a sly smile. “You know what. The way you look at me when you think I’m not watching. The way you brush against me just a little too long when we’re passing each other. You’re not as subtle as you think, Kyra.”

Kyra’s cheeks burned, and she took a step back, her back hitting the edge of the counter. “Mica, we’re… we’re family. This is…” She trailed off, her mind racing. This is wrong, she wanted to say, but the words wouldn’t come out. Because deep down, she wasn’t sure if it was wrong.

Mica closed the distance between them, her body now inches from Kyra’s. “We’re not really family, Kyra,” Mica said softly, her breath warm against Kyra’s skin. “Your parents adopted you when you were a baby.”

Kyra’s breath hitched, and she felt like the ground had been ripped out from under her. “What? No. That’s not… My parents would’ve told me. They…” Her voice broke, and she shook her head, trying to make sense of what Mica was saying. “You’re lying.”

Mica’s expression softened, and she reached out, gently cupping Kyra’s cheek. “I’m not lying, Kyra. It’s something our family has kept quiet for years. Your parents didn’t want you to feel different, so they never told you. But it’s true. We’re not cousins. We’re not related at all.”

Kyra felt tears welling up in her eyes, and she blinked them back, trying to process the bombshell Mica had just dropped. Her parents had lied to her. Her whole life, her identity, was built on a secret. “Why… why are you telling me this now?” she choked out.

Mica’s thumb brushed against Kyra’s cheek, wiping away a tear. “Because I can’t keep pretending I don’t feel something for you. Because every time I see you, I want to pull you closer and never let go. And I thought maybe… maybe you felt the same way.”

Kyra’s heart was hammering in her chest, and she couldn’t think straight. Her mind was a whirlwind of emotions—shock, confusion, desire. She wanted to push Mica away, to tell her this was insane, but she couldn’t. Instead, she leaned into Mica’s touch, her body betraying her every thought.

Mica’s lips were on hers before Kyra could even think to stop her. The kiss was soft at first, tentative, as if Mica was afraid Kyra would pull away. But Kyra didn’t. She kissed Mica back, her hands trembling as they found their way to Mica’s waist. The world around them seemed to fade away, and all Kyra could focus on was the way Mica’s lips felt against hers, the way her body pressed against her own.

But then reality came crashing back, and Kyra broke the kiss, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. “Mica, we… we can’t. This is wrong. We’re family.”

Mica’s eyes searched Kyra’s, and for a moment, Kyra thought she saw a flicker of hurt in them. But then Mica smiled, a small, knowing smile. “We’re not biologically related, Kyra. And I’m not going to keep pretending I don’t want you. Not when I know you want me too.”

Kyra’s resolve was crumbling, and she could feel herself giving in. She wanted Mica. She wanted her in a way she had never wanted anyone before. But it still felt wrong, like she was breaking some unspoken rule. “Mica… I don’t know…”

Mica’s hand slid down to Kyra’s, intertwining their fingers. “You don’t have to know right now. Just… don’t push me away. Not yet.”

Kyra hesitated, her mind racing. But then she nodded, barely perceptible, and Mica’s smile widened. She leaned in again, this time kissing Kyra with more urgency, more passion. Kyra’s body responded instinctively, her hands gripping Mica’s shirt as she deepened the kiss. Before she knew what was happening, Mica was leading her down the hallway, their lips never parting.

Kyra’s back hit the wall, and she gasped as Mica’s hands slid under her shirt, her fingers brushing against her skin. “Mica…” she breathed, her voice shaky.

“Trust me,” Mica whispered against her lips, and Kyra’s heart skipped a beat.

They stumbled into Mica’s bedroom, their clothes disappearing in a blur of hands and mouths. Kyra’s mind was still spinning, but she couldn’t deny the heat pooling between her legs, the way her body craved Mica’s touch.

Mica’s hands were everywhere, exploring every inch of Kyra’s body, and Kyra couldn’t help but moan as Mica’s lips found her nipple, sucking and teasing it until Kyra was trembling with need. Her hands tangled in Mica’s hair, urging her on, and Mica obliged, her fingers slipping between Kyra’s legs.

“God, Mica…” Kyra gasped, her hips lifting off the bed as Mica’s fingers found her clit, circling it with teasing precision.

Mica smirked against Kyra’s skin, her fingers dipping lower, sliding into Kyra’s wetness. “You’re so fucking wet for me,” Mica murmured, her voice thick with desire.

Kyra could only nod, her breath coming in shallow gasps as Mica’s fingers moved inside her, curling just right to hit that spot that made her see stars. “Mica, please…”

Mica’s free hand reached into the nightstand, pulling out a large dildo. Kyra’s eyes widened, but before she could say anything, Mica was positioning it at Kyra’s entrance, her eyes locking onto Kyra’s. “Ready?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Kyra nodded, her heart racing as Mica pushed the dildo into her, stretching her in the most delicious way. She moaned, her back arching off the bed as Mica began to move it in and out, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body.

“You feel so good,” Mica murmured, her eyes dark with desire as she watched Kyra come undone beneath her. “So fucking good.”

Kyra’s hands gripped the sheets, her hips meeting Mica’s thrusts as the pleasure built inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until she couldn’t take it anymore. “Mica, I’m… I’m going to…”

“Come for me, Kyra,” Mica whispered, her voice sending a shiver down Kyra’s spine.

And with that, Kyra shattered, her body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her, leaving her breathless and trembling. Mica gently pulled the dildo out, setting it aside before lying down next to Kyra, her arms wrapping around her.

Kyra’s mind was still spinning, her body still humming with pleasure as she lay there, trying to make sense of everything that had just happened. She turned to Mica, her eyes searching hers. “Mica… what does this mean?”

Mica smiled softly, brushing a strand of hair from Kyra’s face. “It means whatever you want it to mean. But for now… just let me hold you.”

20 - A DISTANT COUSIN AT THE BDSM CLUB

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Public / Bondage / Buttplug / Handjob / Teasing / Dildo / Anal

Rick’s heart pounded as he stood outside the BDSM club, the neon sign casting an eerie glow on the cracked pavement. He had been here for nearly ten minutes, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, his hands shoved deep into his pockets. The sound of laughter and muffled music spilled out every time the heavy door opened, and each time, Rick flinched. What the hell am I doing here? he thought, his stomach churning with a mix of anxiety and curiosity. He had always been drawn to the idea of submission, of letting go, but the reality of stepping into this world felt like diving into the deep end without knowing how to swim.

Finally, he took a deep breath and pushed the door open.

The inside was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. The walls were lined with equipment—benches, crosses, chains—and the center of the room was alive with activity. A man knelt on the floor, his back crisscrossed with red welts as a woman in black latex cracked a whip above him. Another man was strapped to a wooden frame, his moans drowned out by the thumping bass of the music. Rick’s throat tightened. He felt like an intruder, someone who didn’t belong in this world of pain and pleasure.

He turned to leave, but a voice stopped him.

“First time?”

Rick froze. The voice was soft yet commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. He turned to see a woman leaning casually against the wall, her arms crossed. She was tall, her figure accentuated by a tight black corset that hugged her curves. Her dark hair framed her face, and her piercing eyes seemed to look straight through him.

“I… uh…” Rick stammered, his mouth suddenly dry.

The woman smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made Rick’s pulse quicken. “You look lost,” she said, pushing off the wall and stepping closer. “I’m Carrie.”

“Rick,” he managed to choke out.

Carrie circled him slowly, her gaze appraising. “You’re nervous,” she observed. “That’s okay. Everyone is nervous their first time.” She stopped in front of him, her lips curling into a smirk. “Unless you’re not here for the first time?”

“No, I mean… yes, it’s my first time,” Rick admitted, his cheeks burning.

“Good,” Carrie said, her voice smooth. “I like breaking in new subs.”

Rick’s breath caught. Her words sent a jolt of excitement through him, mixed with a faint edge of fear. Before he could respond, Carrie took his hand and led him through the club, weaving past the scenes of domination and submission until they reached a private room at the back.

The room was smaller than the main area, with a padded bench in the center and shelves lined with various toys and restraints. Carrie closed the door behind them, and the sudden silence felt heavy.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Rick hesitated for a moment, then began to undress, his hands trembling as he fumbled with the buttons on his shirt. Carrie watched him intently, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable. When he was finally naked, she gestured toward the bench.

“Lie down.”

Rick obeyed, his heart racing as he stretched out on the cool, padded surface. Carrie walked over to the shelf and selected a set of leather restraints, quickly binding Rick’s wrists and ankles to the bench. The leather was snug but not painful, and the feeling of being immobilized sent a thrill through him.

“Comfortable?” Carrie asked, her lips curving into a sly smile.

Rick nodded, his throat too dry to speak.

“Good.” Carrie ran a finger along his chest, her touch light but electric. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

Rick frowned, confused. “Should I?”

Carrie leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “We’re family, Rick. Distant cousins.”

Rick’s eyes widened. “What? How—”

“It doesn’t matter,” Carrie interrupted, straightening up. “In fact, it makes this even better.” She reached for something on the shelf, and Rick’s stomach tightened when he saw the butt plug in her hand. It was small but intimidating, sleek and black.

“Relax,” Carrie murmured, her voice soothing as she coated the plug with lube.

Rick tensed as she positioned it at his entrance, his body instinctively resisting. But Carrie was patient, applying gentle pressure until the plug slipped inside. The sensation was strange—a mix of fullness and discomfort—but as Carrie began to move it in shallow thrusts, the discomfort gave way to a strange kind of pleasure.

“Feel good?” Carrie asked, her hand moving to his cock, which was already hard and leaking.

“Yes,” Rick gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily as she began to stroke him.

“Good boy,” Carrie purred, her grip tightening slightly. “But don’t cum yet.”

Rick groaned, his body trembling as Carrie continued to tease him, alternating between stroking his cock and playing with the plug. The pleasure was overwhelming, but whenever he got close to orgasm, she would slow down or stop entirely, leaving him desperate and frustrated.

“Please,” Rick begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” Carrie said firmly, removing the plug and replacing it with a larger dildo.

She coated it with lube and positioned it at his entrance once more. This time, there was no gentleness. She pushed the dildo inside him in one smooth motion, and Rick cried out, the stretch almost too much to bear.

But then she started to move it, thrusting it in and out at a steady pace, and the pain gave way to pleasure once more. Rick’s moans grew louder as Carrie fucked him with the dildo, her hand working his cock in rhythm with her thrusts.

“Come on, Ricky,” she taunted, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Cum for me.”

Rick’s body convulsed as he finally reached his climax, his release spurting onto his chest as Carrie continued to thrust the dildo inside him. The pleasure was intense, almost too much to handle, and when she finally stopped, Rick was left panting and spent.

Carrie unbuckled the restraints and helped him sit up, her expression softening. “You did well,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “Just remember… what happens here stays here. Our secret.”

Rick nodded, his mind still reeling from the experience. As he watched Carrie leave the room, he couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.
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