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1 - LOSING HIS VIRGINITY TO HIS STEPMOM

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Kissing / Blowjob / Nipple Play / PIV Sex

The box of half-eaten pizza sat open on the coffee table, the greasy smell mingling with the buttery scent of microwave popcorn. Andy slouched on one end of the large sectional sofa, his attention only half on the monster movie flashing across the screen. His focus was on the woman at the other end of the couch, curled up with a blanket. Cara. His father’s fiancée.

His dad had been gone for two days on a business trip, and the house had settled into an unfamiliar, electric quiet. Andy, a college sophomore firmly in his twenties, had initially resented her presence, seeing her as an intruder. But over weeks of living together, that resentment had curdled into a confused, simmering attraction he knew was dangerously wrong.

She was beautiful, undeniably so. In her late thirties, she carried a confidence that both intimidated and enthralled him. Tonight, she wore simple grey sweatpants and a tight black tank top that did little to hide the curve of her breasts. Every time she shifted, he caught a glimpse of smooth skin, a hint of lace.

The movie’s credits began to roll, casting the quiet room in a shifting blue light. Cara muted the television, the sudden silence feeling heavy and significant.

“So,” she said, her voice a soft murmur that seemed to vibrate right through him. “What’s the social life of a handsome college guy like? Anyone special I should know about?”

Andy’s throat went dry. “No. Not really. Just… studying.”

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “No one? A guy like you? I find that hard to believe.” She uncurled herself from the blanket and slid across the couch cushions, closing the vast distance between them until her knee was just inches from his thigh. The air crackled. “Come on. You can tell me. Are you seeing anyone?”

“No, Cara. I’m not.”

She leaned in closer, her scent—vanilla and something floral—washing over him. Her eyes, dark and intense, held his. “Okay, a different question then. One I’ve been wondering about.” She paused, letting the tension coil tight in his stomach. “Andy… are you a virgin?”

Heat flooded his face, a hot, prickling embarrassment that traveled down his neck. He looked away, at the paused screen, at the floor, anywhere but at her. He mumbled something incoherent.

“Look at me,” she whispered. He forced his eyes back to hers. The embarrassment was still there, a frantic drumbeat in his chest, but beneath it, a thrilling, terrifying curiosity was growing. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of. It’s… sweet.” Her hand came up, her fingers brushing a stray lock of hair from his forehead. The touch was electric, a jolt that went straight to his core. “I think it’s incredibly sexy.”

He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t think. The world had shrunk to the space between them on this couch.

“I want to be your first, Andy,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that was both a statement and a question. “I want to show you what it can feel like.”

“We… we can’t,” he managed to choke out, the protest weak and hollow even to his own ears. “My dad…”

“Shhh,” she soothed, her thumb stroking his cheek. “It’s our secret. Just for us. Do you want this? Tell me you want this.”

The last thread of his resistance snapped. “Yes,” he breathed out, the word a surrender.

That was all the permission she needed. Her lips met his, not tentative or questioning, but with a confident hunger that stole the air from his lungs. Her tongue slipped into his mouth, and he met it with his own, a clumsy, eager mimicry. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, and he sank into the kiss, into the dizzying, wrong, wonderful reality of it.

Her fingers trailed down his chest, over the frantic thumping of his heart, down to the straining bulge in his jeans. He gasped into her mouth as her hand palmed him through the denim, the pressure an unbearable tease. With expert movements, she unbuckled his belt, popped the button on his jeans, and drew the zipper down. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

She broke the kiss, her eyes locked on his as she slid her hand inside his boxers. Her cool fingers wrapped around his hot, hard length and he jerked, a strangled moan escaping him. Oh god. Her touch was firmer than his own, knowing, practiced. She began to stroke him, a slow, torturous rhythm that had his hips twitching off the couch.

“So eager,” she purred, leaning down.

And then her mouth was on him.

The warmth, the wetness, the soft pressure of her lips encircling the head of his cock was a sensation so profound it short-circuited his brain. His head fell back against the couch cushion, a guttural groan ripped from his throat. Holy shit. Her tongue swirled around the sensitive tip before she took him deeper, her head beginning to bob in a steady, relentless rhythm. He could only watch, mesmerized, as his length disappeared between her lips, her eyes looking up at him, dark with desire.

He was already close, the unfamiliar intensity of the pleasure coiling tight in his gut. Sensing it, she pulled off with a soft, wet pop. “Not yet,” she whispered. “I want to feel you inside me.”

In one fluid motion, she pulled her tank top over her head and shimmied out of her sweatpants and panties. She was naked, bathed in the dim light of the television. Her body was everything he’d imagined and more—full, ripe breasts with dusky, hard nipples, a narrow waist flaring to generous hips. She was a goddess, and she was offering herself to him.

He reached for her, his hands clumsy with awe and need. He cupped her breast, the weight of it perfect in his palm, and leaned forward to take a pebbled nipple into his mouth. She cried out, her fingers digging into his shoulders as he sucked and laved at her, learning what made her gasp and arch her back.

“Yes, just like that,” she moaned. “Now, lie back.”

He obeyed, his own jeans and boxers shoved down to his ankles. She straddled his hips, one hand guiding him, the other braced on his chest. He felt the wet, hot heat of her center brush against his tip, and he thought he might die from the anticipation.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

He forced his eyes open, meeting her intense gaze as she slowly, inexorably, sank down onto him.

The feeling was utterly obliterating. A tight, velvet heat engulfed him, sheathing his entire length in a single, smooth motion. She was so wet, so impossibly tight. He cried out, his back arching, his hands flying to her hips to anchor himself. She was full of him, and he was buried deep inside her.

“Oh, Andy,” she breathed, her head falling back, a shudder wracking her body as she adjusted to his size.

Then she began to move. A slow, deliberate roll of her hips that built into a faster, more urgent rhythm. She rode him with a primal grace, her breasts bouncing, her inner muscles clenching around him with every downstroke. The slap of skin on skin, her ragged moans, the creak of the couch springs—it was a symphony of sin, and he was a willing participant.

The coil in his gut tightened again, a knot of pure pleasure threatening to unravel. “Cara… I’m gonna…”

“Not yet,” she panted, slowing her movements. She slid off him, the sudden emptiness a shock. “Take me from behind.”

She positioned herself on her hands and knees on the couch cushions. His body throbbed with need as he looked at her. She presented herself to him, looking back over her shoulder with a wanton smile. “Now. Fuck me.”

His hands found the lush curves of her hips, and he guided himself back into her welcoming heat. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He drove into her, his thrusts gaining a frantic, needy pace. The view of her arched back, the sound of his body slapping against hers, the way her tight channel gripped him—it was too much. He was lost in a haze of sensation, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure.

“Harder,” she begged, pushing back against him. “God, yes, just like that!”

Her cries became higher, more frantic. He felt her inner walls begin to flutter and violently contract around him, milking his length as her body convulsed with her orgasm. Her scream of release was the final trigger. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt, his own climax erupting from him in hot, pulsing waves, filling her as he spilled everything he had.

He collapsed forward over her back, spent, both of them slick with sweat and breathing in ragged, shared gasps. The room slowly came back into focus—the silent TV, the cold pizza, the reality of what they had just done.

After a long moment, he softened and slipped out of her. They shifted, curling together on the ravaged couch, his arm around her, her head on his chest. His heart was still hammering, a mixture of euphoria and a cold, creeping guilt seeping into his veins.

Her finger traced a lazy pattern on his chest. “This stays our secret, Andy,” she murmured, her voice soft but firm. “Just something beautiful between us. Okay?”

He held her tighter, the intoxicating scent of her hair and sex filling his senses. The guilt was there, a persistent whisper, but it was drowned out by the memory of her body and the promise of more. “Our secret,” he promised, his voice hoarse. “I won’t tell anyone.”

2 - A STEPMOM’S PERFORMANCE

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

The basement hummed with the residual energy of the party, a fog of cheap beer and sweat clinging to the air. Aiden slumped on the worn corduroy couch, a half-empty plastic cup dangling from his fingers. The echo of his friends’ voices still rang in his ears.

“Dude, your stepmom is a total MILF.”

“No way she’s forty. No. Way.”

“Did you see the way she was looking at me?”

Each comment had been a fresh brand of humiliation, searing his pride. And she’d loved it. Sarah had soaked up their admiration, her laughter tinkling like glass, her body—toned and tanned and utterly out of place in a dim basement—always in the center of the room.

The sudden creak of the stairs made him jump. It was her. She descended slowly, a silhouette against the dim light from the hallway above. The party was over, his dad was asleep, but she was still dressed for an audience: tiny black shorts that hugged the curve of her ass and a thin white tank top that left nothing about her generous chest to the imagination. The faint scent of her perfume, something expensive and floral, cut through the stale air.

Aiden’s gut twisted. The anger he’d been swallowing all night finally boiled over. “What is your problem?” he demanded, his voice tighter than he intended.

Sarah paused at the foot of the stairs, a faint, amused smile playing on her lips. “Problem, Aiden? I was just getting some water.”

“You know what I mean. Dressing like that. Down here. In front of my friends.” He gestured vaguely at her outfit, his face hot. “It’s embarrassing.”

Her smile widened. She took a few slow, deliberate steps toward him, her bare feet silent on the concrete floor. “Why? Because I have a nice body and I’m not ashamed of it? I’m not going to hide in sweatpants just because a bunch of college boys have eyes.” She stopped right in front of him, looking down. Her gaze was confident, challenging. “They weren’t complaining. They seemed to appreciate the view.”

“I’m not them,” he shot back, though his eyes betrayed him, flickering down her body before snapping back to her face.

She saw it. Of course she saw it. Her laughter was soft, intimate. “Aren’t you?” she murmured. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on the couch arms, caging him in. Her cleavage was right at his eye level. The thin fabric of her top strained. “Maybe you just want a private showing.”

His heart hammered against his ribs. This was wrong. So wrong. But the heat spreading through his veins wasn’t anger anymore. It was something else, something raw and hungry she had unleashed with just a look.

“Sarah…” he started, a weak protest that died in his throat.

“Shhh.” Her finger touched his lips, a shock of softness. “Let’s just see, huh?”

Then she kissed him.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was all at once, deep and demanding, her mouth opening under his with a confidence that left him dizzy. Her tongue met his, and the taste of her—mint and wine and pure, undiluted woman—short-circuited every thought in his head except one: more. His hands, which had been clenched at his sides, came up to grip her hips, pulling her down onto his lap.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in a husky laugh against his cheek. “That’s what I thought.” Her fingers, quick and nimble, found the button of his jeans, then the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. He could only watch, mesmerized, as she reached into his open fly and freed his cock, already thick and straining for her.

“So eager,” she purred, her eyes locked on his as she sank to her knees on the floor between his legs.

The first touch of her mouth was electrifying. Hot, wet silk enveloped the head of his dick, and Aiden’s head fell back against the couch with a stifled groan. His fingers tangled in her soft, dark hair as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling a maddening pattern along his length. Oh god. The suction was perfect, the pressure exquisite. He could feel the back of her throat, a gentle, welcoming pressure that made his whole body tense. He watched, his vision blurring, as her lips stretched around him, as her head bobbed in his lap, a beautiful, sinful rhythm that was unraveling him completely.

Just when he thought he might lose control, she pulled back, leaving him throbbing and wet in the cool air. “My turn,” she whispered, her voice ragged.

In one fluid motion, she pulled the tank top over her head and shimmied out of the tiny shorts. And then she was just… naked. Bathed in the faint blue light of the stereo display, her body was a masterpiece. Full, swaying breasts tipped with dark, hard nipples. A narrow waist that flared into generous hips. And between her legs, a neat strip of dark hair.

She lay back on the couch, mirroring his earlier position, and spread her legs. The invitation was unmistakable. “Come here, Aiden. Taste me.”

He moved as if in a trance, sliding off the couch and onto his knees on the floor where she had been. The musky, sweet scent of her arousal filled his senses. He buried his face between her thighs, his tongue finding her core in one long, slow lick.

She cried out, a sharp, blissful sound, and her hands fisted in his hair. “Yes. Right there.”

He feasted on her. He licked and sucked, exploring every fold, learning what made her hips buck and what made her whimper his name. He focused on the tight, eager bud of her clit, flicking his tongue over it until her thighs trembled on either side of his head and her moans became a continuous, pleading mantra.

“I need you inside me,” she finally gasped, pulling him up. “Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself over her, the head of his cock pressing against her wet heat. He looked into her eyes, a silent question hanging between them. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist and pulling him forward, taking him in one smooth, breath-stealing thrust.

Aiden saw stars. She was so tight, so impossibly hot and wet. He began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that made the old couch springs squeak in protest. Each thrust was a jolt of pure pleasure, a claiming. Her nails dug into his back, urging him on. “Harder, Aiden. Fuck me harder.”

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming frantic, powerful. The slap of their skin filled the basement. He was drunk on her, on the forbiddenness, on the sheer animalistic pleasure of it. She met every thrust, her body arching to take him deeper. He could feel her climax building, her inner muscles beginning to flutter and clench around him.

“I’m going to come,” she moaned, her eyes squeezed shut. Her whole body went rigid, and then a powerful, rolling orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy gripped his cock like a fist, milking him, and that was all it took.

With a guttural groan, he plunged into her one last time, his own release exploding through him in waves of blinding, shattering ecstasy. He collapsed on top of her, spent, their hearts hammering against each other.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, she shifted beneath him. He rolled off, and she sat up, grabbing her clothes. She dressed with a quiet efficiency that felt jarring after their frantic passion.

She turned to him before heading upstairs, her expression unreadable. “This stays between us. Your father can never know.”

Aiden just nodded, his throat too tight to form words. “I promise.”

As her footsteps faded up the stairs, the guilt came crashing down, cold and heavy. But beneath it, smoldering and undeniable, was a fierce, burning certainty. He wanted to do it again.

3 - AN ESCORT’S SURPRISING CUSTOMER

MF / Age Gap / Sex Work / Taboo / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine / PIV Sex / Anal

The knock echoed in the upscale hallway, a sound that seemed to judge her. Mila adjusted the hem of her little black dress, the silk whispering against her thighs. Just another client, she told herself, the mantra that had gotten her through the last three months. Just another anonymous, wealthy man in a penthouse. The door swung open before she could knock again, and her carefully constructed professional persona shattered.

It was Rob.

Not a client. Not a stranger.

Rob. Her son’s best friend from high school. The lanky boy she’d driven home from countless soccer practices, his cleats muddying her floor mats, his laughter filling her car.

Her breath hitched. No. This isn’t happening. Her cheeks burned with a fire that had nothing to do with the hallway’s warmth. She took an involuntary step back, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. “I… I have the wrong address.”

She turned to flee, but his voice, deeper and more confident than she remembered, stopped her.

“Mila? Mila, wait.”

She froze, her back to him, humiliation a cold sweat down her spine.

“It’s you,” he said, a note of awe in his tone. “Please. Come in.”

Slowly, she turned. He was taller now, the boyish softness replaced by the hard lines of a man. His smile was familiar, but his eyes held a new, intense heat. “Rob, I can’t. This is… I’m so embarrassed.”

“Don’t be,” he said, stepping aside to let her pass. “I knew it was you from your profile picture. I requested you.”

Her mind reeled. She stood rooted to the spot, the war between mortification and financial necessity raging within her. The eviction notice on her kitchen counter flashed in her mind. The money. You need the money.

He seemed to sense her turmoil. “I’ve already transferred the fee. It’s done. Please, just come in for a drink.”

That settled it. The transaction was complete. She was, technically, already on the clock. Numbly, she stepped over the threshold into the spacious, modern apartment. The door clicked shut behind her, the sound final.

He handed her a glass of wine she didn’t remember him pouring. Her fingers trembled as she took it.

“I had a crush on you,” he said, his voice low and shockingly direct. “The whole time. Every time I was over at your house, every car ride… I’d watch you and just… wonder.”

Mila took a gulp of the wine, the alcohol doing little to steady her nerves. She remembered him now, a quiet presence in her periphery, his gaze sometimes lingering a moment too long. She’d dismissed it as teenage shyness. “Rob, you’re… you’re David’s friend.”

“David’s twenty-two. So am I. We’re not kids anymore.” He took a step closer. “And you’re not just David’s mom tonight.”

The air grew thick, charged with a dangerous electricity. The propriety that had defined her old life was a distant memory. Here, in this room, she was just a woman. And he was a man who had wanted her for years. A strange, thrilling sense of power began to uncoil within her, cutting through the shame.

He reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. The contact was electric. This is wrong, a voice whispered. This is so, so right, another, louder voice answered.

“I want you, Mila,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “I’ve always wanted you.”

That was all it took. The last of her resistance crumbled. She set the glass down with a decisive click. “Okay.”

He led her to the bedroom, not letting go of her hand. The room was dominated by a large bed, and the reality of the situation crashed over her again. You’re about to get naked for your son’s best friend.

But then he was kissing her, and every thought scattered. His kiss wasn’t boyish or hesitant; it was demanding, skilled, and hungry. It tasted of wine and mint and pure, unadulterated want. Her hands came up, gripping his shoulders as she kissed him back, a moan catching in her throat.

She broke the kiss, slipping into the role that had begun to feel more like her than the lonely divorcee ever had. “Let me,” she whispered, her fingers going to the buttons of his shirt.

She undressed him slowly, revealing the taut muscles of his chest and abdomen. Then her fingers worked his belt, his zipper. He pushed his pants and briefs down in one fluid motion, and her breath caught.

Oh, god.

He was big. Thick and long and already fully erect. The teenage boy she remembered was utterly gone, replaced by this magnificently built man.

A sly smile touched his lips at her stunned expression. “See something you like?”

In answer, she sank to her knees on the plush carpet. This, at least, she knew how to do well. She took him in her hand, feeling the velvety heat of his skin, the iron-hardness beneath. She leaned forward, her tongue tracing a slow, tortuous path from base to tip before she closed her lips over the head of his cock.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. “Fuck, Mila.”

She swirled her tongue, tasting the saltiness of his pre-cum, reveling in the way his hips jerked involuntarily. She took him deeper, her head bobbing, one hand working the base as the other fondled his heavy balls. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the power of reducing this confident man to a writhing, desperate mess with just her mouth.

He gently pulled her up. “My turn,” he breathed, his eyes dark with lust.

He laid her back on the bed and stripped her dress and lingerie away with an urgency that made her pulse skyrocket. His mouth was on her immediately, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down her neck, over her collarbone, and lower. He took a nipple into his mouth, sucking and flicking his tongue until she was arching her back, crying out.

Then he moved lower, kissing a path down her stomach. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, burying his face between her thighs without a moment’s hesitation.

The first flat stroke of his tongue against her clit made her see stars. Oh god, he knows what he’s doing. He wasn’t just eager; he was devastatingly proficient. He licked and sucked, his tongue a relentless, clever instrument of pleasure. One hand slid up to pinch and roll a nipple while the other pressed firmly on her lower stomach, anchoring her as she bucked against his mouth.

“I want to taste us together,” he growled against her wet heat.

He moved up her body, positioning himself over her. Understanding his intention, a thrill shot through her. She shifted, turning so they were aligned in a sixty-nine. She took his cock back into her mouth, hungrier now, as he buried his face in her pussy again.

The sensation was overwhelming. The musk of their mutual arousal filled the air. The sounds of her own sucking and his eager lapping mingled with their ragged moans. She felt the orgasm building, a tight coil deep in her belly, amplified by the feel of him throbbing on her tongue.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he pulled away. He flipped her onto her back, his body covering hers. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips. “I need to be inside you,” he rasped. “Now.”

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her slick folds. He pushed inside, and her eyes rolled back. He was so big, stretching her, filling her in a way she’d almost forgotten was possible. A long, low moan was torn from her throat as he began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm from the start.

“You feel even better than I imagined,” he grunted, his hips slamming into hers.

His thrusts were relentless, each one hitting a spot that made her toes curl. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him even deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust. The headboard knocked a steady rhythm against the wall, a primitive drumbeat to their fucking. She was loud, she realized distantly, crying out with each drive of his hips, but she was beyond caring.

He shifted again, rolling them over so she was on top. She rode him frantically, her nails digging into his chest, her breasts bouncing. He gripped her hips, guiding her, his eyes glued to where their bodies joined.

Then he stopped her. “Turn over,” he commanded, his voice rough. “On your hands and knees.”

She complied without thought, presenting herself to him. He ran a hand over the curve of her ass, a possessive, appreciative gesture. Then she felt his thumb, slick with her own wetness, circle her other hole. She gasped, but before she could form a protest, he was pressing a finger inside.

The intrusion was shocking, but not unpleasant. It was a filthy, taboo sensation that sent a fresh jolt of desire through her. He worked a finger in and out, stretching her gently.

“I’ve dreamed about this,” he whispered. “About being in your perfect ass.”

He replaced his finger with the thick head of his cock. He pressed forward, and there was a moment of intense, breathtaking pressure, a burn that made her whimper into the comforter. Then he was in, and the sensation transformed into a deep, full, utterly consuming stretch. He began to move, short, careful strokes at first, then longer, deeper ones.

It was overwhelming. Every nerve ending was on fire. She was completely possessed, utterly taken. The feel of him pistoning into her ass, his groans filling the room, pushed her higher and higher. Her orgasm exploded without warning, a cataclysmic wave that clenched around him, milking his cock with violent, rhythmic pulses.

Her cry seemed to shatter his control. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his own roar joining hers as he emptied himself deep inside her. They collapsed onto the bed, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs, the only sound their ragged, synced breathing.

After a long moment, she slowly got up and began to dress, the silence now awkward. He watched her, a satisfied smile on his face.

“That was… incredible,” he said as she slipped her heels back on. “I’d like to see you again.”

Mila hesitated at the door, her hand on the knob. It was a catastrophically bad idea. But her body still hummed with the memory of his, and the envelope of cash in her clutch felt like a ticket to freedom. She wanted more. More of that feeling. More of him.

“Okay,” she whispered, looking back at him. “But you can’t ever tell David.”

4 - REVENGE WITH HIS GIRLFRIEND’S MOM

MF / Taboo / Kissing / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

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

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

—

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Turn over,” he rasped.

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

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

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

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

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

5 - THE BANKER’S ILLICIT BARGAIN

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Blackmail / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The scent of her perfume hit him first, a sophisticated blend of jasmine and vanilla that seemed entirely out of place in the sterile, recycled air of the bank. Barry looked up from his monitor, and his breath caught in his throat.

It was her.

Deidre. Danny’s mom. The woman who had starred in every one of his teenage fantasies, mowing her lawn on a riding tractor, a vision in a tiny yellow bikini that had permanently imprinted itself on his memory. The years had been impossibly kind. Her blonde hair was still bright, cascading over her shoulders. Subtle lines around her eyes only made her look more experienced, more knowing. She wore a simple navy dress that hugged a figure that was, if possible, even more spectacular than he remembered.

“Well, I’ll be damned. Barry?” Her voice was a smooth, warm whiskey, just as he remembered it calling Danny in for dinner. “Look at you. All grown up in a suit.”

“Mrs. Henderson,” he stammered, quickly standing and adjusting his tie. “Deidre. Wow. It’s… it’s been a long time.”

They fell into easy, nostalgic conversation. She asked about his parents, his life. He asked about Danny. It was all pleasantries, a comfortable warmth spreading in his chest. But beneath it, a different heat was building, an old, familiar ache of want.

Then her smile tightened, becoming strained. “Barry, honey, I have to be honest. This isn’t just a social call. I… I need to talk about a loan. A home equity line. The roof, the plumbing… it’s all falling apart at once.”

“Of course,” he said, his professional demeanor snapping into place. “Have a seat. Let’s see what we can do.”

He took her information, his fingers typing with practiced efficiency. But with every tap of the keyboard, his stomach sank. The numbers on the screen were unforgiving. High debt-to-income ratio. A credit score that was just shy of qualifying.

He looked up, meeting her hopeful eyes. “Deidre… I’m so sorry. The system… it’s automatically declined.”

Her face fell. The vibrant, confident woman from moments before seemed to shrink right in front of him. “There’s nothing? Nothing at all you can do?” Her voice was barely a whisper, laced with a desperation that clenched something in his chest. “Barry, please. You have to help me. Please.”

She leaned forward, her hand reaching across the desk to cover his. Her touch was electric. Her gaze intensified, dropping for a fleeting second to his lips. “I’d be so… grateful. I’d do anything to make this work.”

The implication hung in the air, thick and heavy. The memory of her on that mower, the sun glistening on her skin, flashed behind his eyes. This was wrong. So profoundly wrong. It was his job. It was ethics. It was…

It was Deidre Henderson begging him for a favor.

His heart hammered against his ribs. He glanced at the door to his office, confirming it was fully closed. The blinds were tilted, offering them privacy. The risk was insane. The desire was overwhelming.

His voice was a low, gravelly thing he barely recognized. “Anything?”

She didn’t blink. She just nodded slowly, her eyes dark with a promise. “Anything.”

A beat of silence, charged and dizzying. He made his choice. “The loan… I can push it through. Manual override. But I need something from you. Right now.”

Her eyebrows raised slightly, a silent question.

“I need you to get under this desk,” he said, the words feeling like they came from someone else, “and suck my cock.”

He watched the play of emotions on her face: shock, then calculation, then a slow, smoldering acceptance. A faint, wicked smile touched her lips. Without a word, she stood up, her movements fluid and deliberate. She walked around the desk, never breaking eye contact, and gracefully knelt on the commercial carpet, disappearing from view.

Barry’s hands trembled as he unbuckled his belt, popped the button on his slacks, and dragged the zipper down. He freed his erection, already rock-hard and throbbing with anticipation.

Her soft, appreciative gasp was all the confirmation he needed. “My, my, Barry. All grown up indeed.”

Then her hands were on his thighs, and her mouth, that incredible mouth he’d watched laugh and smile for years, was on him. Her tongue, warm and wet, traced a slow, torturous path from his base to his tip before she took him fully into her mouth.

It was obscene. The wet, slick sounds filled the quiet office. Her head bobbed with a practiced, eager rhythm, one hand cupping his balls, the other gripping his hip. He threw his head back, a guttural groan escaping him as she worked him, her pace frantic and expert. She hummed around him, the vibration shooting straight up his spine. He tangled his hands in her soft hair, not guiding, just holding on for dear life as she brought him to the very edge.

Just as he felt he was about to explode, she pulled back, coming up from under the desk with a devilish glint in her eye. Her lips were swollen, glistening. “That was just the appetizer,” she breathed, her own breath coming in short pants.

In one swift motion, she reached behind her back, unzipped her dress, and let it pool at her feet. She stood before him, gloriously naked, her breasts full and tipped with hard, pink nipples, her waist still narrow, flaring to hips that had haunted him since adolescence. She turned, bending over his polished desk, pushing his keyboard and monitor out of the way with a careless sweep of her arm. She looked back at him over her shoulder, her expression one of pure, unadulterated lust.

“Now fuck me, Barry. Fuck me like you used to dream about.”

He was on his feet in an instant, his pants around his ankles. He positioned himself behind her, one hand gripping the soft curve of her hip, the other guiding his cock to her entrance. She was already wet, soaking. He pressed forward, and her heat enveloped him, so tight and incredibly warm he saw stars.

“God, yes,” she moaned, pushing back against him.

He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust a culmination of a decade of fantasy. The desk creaked loudly with their rhythm. His balls slapped against her. The sounds were filthy, wet skin slapping against wet skin, their ragged breaths, her choked cries of “Right there, right there, don’t stop!”

He could feel her tightening around him, her inner muscles fluttering and clutching his shaft. Her whole body began to tremble, and she let out a muffled scream into the wood of the desk as her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy milking him, pulling his own climax from him.

With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her as far as he could, his own release roaring through him, hot and endless, spilling into her as he groaned her name like a prayer.

For a long moment, the only sound was their harsh, ragged breathing. Slowly, he pulled out, collapsing back into his chair, spent. Deidre stood on shaky legs, not a hint of shame on her face. She found a box of tissues on his desk, cleaned herself with efficient motions, and began to dress.

She smoothed down her dress and looked at him, a satisfied, almost predatory smile on her face. “The paperwork should be on your desk by tomorrow afternoon. Thank you for your… help, Barry.”

She leaned over, giving him a soft, lingering kiss that tasted of him and her. “That was fun,” she whispered against his lips. “We’ll have to do it again.”

6 - HIS GIRLFRIEND’S MOM’S GENEROSITY

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

The eviction notice felt like a death sentence, but Jessa’s solution felt like a miracle. Moving in with her and her mom, Naomi, was a lifeline Byron hadn't seen coming. For three weeks, he’d been the perfect, grateful housemate, tiptoeing around the elegant suburban home, hyper-aware of the generous, forty-something woman who had opened her doors to him.

Tonight, the house was quiet, save for the soft clink of wine glasses. Jessa was out with friends, and the Thai food they’d ordered sat between them on the coffee table, half-eaten.

“She’ll be out late,” Naomi said, swirling the deep red wine in her glass. Her gaze, a piercing shade of hazel, lingered on him a moment too long. “Movie night? I’ve been dying to watch this new thriller.”

“Sure,” Byron said, his voice a little too tight. He’d noticed the looks lately, the lingering touches on his arm when she passed him a plate, the way her silk robe seemed to gape open just a fraction more each evening. He told himself he was imagining it. He had to be.

They settled on opposite ends of the large sectional sofa, a respectable distance between them. The movie flickered, a predictable plot of shadows and suspense, but Byron couldn’t focus. His entire world had narrowed to the space between his thigh and Naomi’s hand, which had just come to rest there.

It wasn’t an accident. Her fingers, warm and surprisingly firm, pressed into the denim of his jeans. He froze, his breath catching in his throat. This is Jessa’s mom. This is wrong. This is so incredibly wrong.

But his body screamed a different truth. Heat flooded his veins, a low thrum of desire awakening deep in his gut. He didn’t pull away.

Naomi shifted closer, her scent—expensive perfume and warm skin—filling his space. The movie’s dialogue became a distant murmur.

“You feel how tense you are,” she whispered, her voice a husky vibration in the dim room. Her fingers began a slow, deliberate massage on his thigh, inching higher with each circle. “I’ve been watching you, Byron. Wondering. Wanting.”

He turned his head, and her face was inches from his. Her lips were parted, her eyes dark with a raw hunger that stole the air from his lungs. Every rational thought, every shred of guilt, was incinerated by that look.

“Naomi, we can’t—” he started, but the protest was weak, a formality.

“Jessa isn’t here,” she breathed, her words a promise and a challenge. “And I am.” Her other hand came up to cup his jaw, her thumb stroking his bottom lip. “Tell me you haven’t thought about this.”

He was lost. With a guttural sound that was half-moan, half-surrender, he closed the distance between them.

The first touch of her lips was electric. It wasn’t a gentle kiss; it was a claiming. Her mouth moved against his with a desperate intensity, her tongue sweeping into his mouth, tasting of rich wine and pure, unadulterated sin. His hands, clumsy with desire, came up to tangle in her hair, pulling her closer until she was half-sprawled across his lap.

She broke the kiss, her chest heaving. Without a word, her fingers went to the tie of her silk wrap dress. A single pull and it loosened, pooling around her waist. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

Byron’s gaze raked over her. She was breathtaking. Full, heavy breasts topped with dusky, erect nipples, a narrow waist flaring to generous hips. She was all woman, confident and lush in the soft light. “See something you like?” she purred, arching her back slightly.

He answered by lowering his head and taking one taut nipple into his mouth. She cried out, a sharp, pleasure-filled sound, her fingers clutching at his hair. He laved her with his tongue, sucking and nibbling, reveling in the way she writhed against him, her hips making small, desperate circles. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, drowning in the taste and feel of her.

Her hands went to his belt, fumbling with the buckle with an urgency that matched his own. The zipper came down with a harsh rasp. Her cool fingers slid into his boxers, wrapping around his aching length. He gasped into her skin as she stroked him, her grip perfect, knowing.

“So hard for me,” she murmured, her hot breath against his ear. She slid off the couch and onto her knees on the plush rug, pulling his jeans and boxers down to his thighs in one swift motion.

He could only watch, mesmerized, as she leaned forward. Her tongue flicked out, tracing the swollen head of his cock before she took him fully into the wet, incredible heat of her mouth. Oh god. His head fell back against the couch as she began to move, her lips creating a slick, tight seal as she bobbed her head. One hand worked his shaft in rhythm with her mouth while the other cupped and gently squeezed his balls. The world dissolved into that single, mind-shattering sensation. The guilty thoughts were still there, flickering at the edges of his consciousness, but they were powerless against the tidal wave of physical pleasure.

He was close, too close. He gently tugged her hair, pulling her off him. Her eyes gleamed with understanding. She stood, a wicked smile playing on her kiss-swollen lips, and straddled him, guiding him to her entrance.

She sank down onto him in one slow, exquisite motion, enveloping him in a tight, wet heat that made him see stars. A deep, guttural moan was torn from his throat. “Fuck, Naomi.”

She began to move, setting a slow, grinding rhythm that had him gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. She rode him with a primal grace, her head thrown back, her breasts swaying. Every nerve ending was on fire. The friction, the way her inner muscles clenched around him with every downward stroke, was driving him out of his mind.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice ragged.

He obliged, flipping them over on the wide couch so she was beneath him. He drove into her, again and again, the force of his thrusts rocking the entire piece of furniture. The slap of skin on skin was loud in the room, a lewd soundtrack to their sin.

He hooked one of her legs over his shoulder, changing the angle, going deeper still. She screamed his name, her back arching off the cushions as her orgasm ripped through her. He felt her walls clench around him like a fist, milking him, pulling his own climax from the very depths of his soul.

With a final, shuddering thrust, he came, pouring himself into her with a groan that was pure animal release. He collapsed on top of her, spent, their sweat-slicked bodies sticking together.

They lay there for a long moment, the only sound their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. The reality of what they’d done began to creep back in, cold and sharp. Wordlessly, they untangled themselves and began to dress, the silence heavy with unspoken guilt and illicit thrill.

The click of the front door unlocking was like a gunshot.

They froze, staring at each other in panic. Jessa breezed in, dropping her keys in the bowl by the door. “Hey, you two! Movie night?” she asked, smiling obliviously.

Byron’s heart hammered against his ribs. “Yeah. Just… just finished.” His voice sounded strangely hollow.

Jessa kissed his cheek. “Cool. I’m exhausted. Heading up to bed.” She bounded up the stairs, leaving them alone in the aftermath.

The moment her bedroom door clicked shut, Naomi turned to him, her expression unreadable. Byron took a shaky breath, the guilt now a corrosive acid in his stomach. “Naomi… that was… we can’t. We can never do that again.”

She simply looked at him, a ghost of a smile touching her lips, her eyes holding a knowledge that terrified and exhilarated him. She knew, just as he did, buried under the shame, was a desperate, clawing need to do it all over again.

7 - A BROKEN BICYCLE AND TABOO TEMPTATION

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

The rain wasn’t just falling; it was attacking, a cold, relentless downpour that turned the pavement into a dark, shimmering river. Mia’s wipers struggled to keep pace, thumping out a frantic rhythm that matched her own desire to just get home. That’s when she saw him, a hunched figure on the side of the road, hopelessly fiddling with the chain of a sleek, upturned bicycle.

Her daughter’s boyfriend, Blake.

She pulled over, the car hydraulics hissing as she came to a stop. She rolled down the passenger window, a gust of wet, cold air whipping into the warm cabin. “Blake? Everything okay?”

He straightened up, water streaming from his dark hair down his handsome, boyish face. He blinked against the rain, a grateful, embarrassed smile breaking through. “Ms. Andrews? Oh, man. My chain completely snapped. I’m miles from my apartment.”

“Get in,” she said, her maternal instincts overriding everything else. She popped the trunk. “Throw the bike in the back.”

A few messy, soaked minutes later, he slid into the passenger seat, bringing the smell of rain and cool night air with him. He was dripping all over her leather seats, but she found she didn’t mind. He’s just a kid, she told herself, putting the car in drive. And Katie adores him.

“I really appreciate this, Ms. Andrews,” he said, running a hand through his wet hair.

“Mia, please. ‘Ms. Andrews’ makes me feel ancient.” She kept her eyes on the road, painfully aware of his presence, the sheer size of him filling the space beside her.

He gave her a sideways glance, his friendly smile still in place. “Mia. Right.”

The drive to his apartment complex was filled with easy, familiar chatter about Katie, about school, about the terrible weather. It was all so normal, so safe. She pulled up to his building, expecting a quick goodbye.

“Hey,” he said, his hand on the door handle. “I know this is gonna sound weird, but… I just got a first pressing of Rumours that I’ve been dying to show someone who’d actually appreciate it. Katie just streams everything.” He shrugged, a little shyly. “You want to come up for a sec? See the collection?”

The warning bells were distant, muffled by the thrum of the rain on the roof and a curiosity that felt dangerously like hunger. This is a bad idea. A very, very bad idea. Her own voice sounded far away when she heard herself say, “Okay. Just for a minute.”

His apartment was surprisingly tidy for a college guy, smelling faintly of sandalwood and old paper. The living room walls were lined with shelves of vinyl, meticulously organized. “The real gems are in here,” he said, leading her not to the living room, but down a short hall to his bedroom.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is it. This is the line. Turn around. Leave. Her feet kept moving, following him into the dimly lit room. It was dominated by a large bed, but along one wall was a low cabinet with a record player and several crates of albums.

He knelt down, pulling out a sleeve with reverence. “This is it. Listen to that quality.” He wasn’t looking at the record. He was looking at her.

The air grew thick, charged with something unspoken. Mia could feel the precipice yawn before her. One word, one step back, and she could retreat to safety, to her life, to being Katie’s mom.

He stood up, his usual easygoing demeanor gone, replaced by a startling intensity. “Mia,” he began, his voice low, losing all pretense of casual friendship. “I need to say something, and you’re probably gonna get mad and leave.”

She said nothing. She just watched him, her breath caught in her throat.

“I can’t stop thinking about you. It’s wrong, I know it is. But every time I’m over at your house, all I can look at is you. The way you laugh, the way you move…” He took a step closer. “I’m so attracted to you it drives me crazy.”

Horror. That’s what she should have felt. Maternal outrage. Disgust. Instead, a illicit thrill, hot and syrupy, poured through her veins, silencing every protest. He’s not a kid. He’s a man. And he was looking at her not as Katie’s mother, but as a woman.

She saw the conflict in his eyes, the fear of rejection. It mirrored her own internal war. Leave. Now.

She didn’t leave.

She closed the distance between them and kissed him.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a crash, a collapsing of the fragile wall they’d both been maintaining. His mouth was hot and hungry on hers, his hands coming up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her jawline. A deep, guttural moan escaped him, vibrating into her very soul.

His kisses moved from her mouth, down the column of her neck, each one a brand of pure fire. His fingers, surprisingly deft, worked the buttons of her blouse, peeling the wet silk from her shoulders. His lips followed the path of his hands, tracing the lace edge of her bra before he unhooked it, letting it fall away. His mouth found her nipple, his tongue circling the taut peak before drawing it deep, making her cry out and her knees buckle.

He laid her back on the bed, his eyes dark with want as he stripped off the rest of her clothes, then his own. And then she saw him. Really saw him. All of him. He was thick and hard and beautifully, intimidatingly erect. Oh, god.

He didn’t enter her immediately. He knelt between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs wide. He lowered his head, and his tongue found her core. It was an act of worship. Slow, languid strokes that made her hips rise off the bed, followed by the delicate, flickering pressure of his tongue circling her clit. He devoured her, his groans of pleasure mingling with her sharp, breathy cries. The coil of pleasure tightened, impossibly tight, and then shattered. Her orgasm rocked through her, a blinding white wave that left her trembling and gasping his name.

Before she could recover, he was over her, positioning himself. The broad head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance. He pushed inside, and her eyes rolled back at the sensation of being filled, stretched, claimed. He was so much more than she’d imagined.

He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more primal, more urgent. Each thrust was a punctuation mark of his desire, pounding into her with a force that shook the bedframe. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against wet skin, filled the room. Her juices coated them both, the scent of their coupling thick in the air. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every one of his powerful thrusts with one of her own.

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

On her hands and knees, she felt him enter her from behind, his grip on her hips possessive and strong. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He fucked her with a relentless, driving pace, one hand snaking around to rub frantic circles on her clit. The dual sensation was too much. Another orgasm, sharper and more intense than the first, tore through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length, and with a raw, shattered cry, he came, pouring himself into her in hot, pulsing waves.

They collapsed together onto the damp sheets, a tangled mess of limbs and spent passion. His chest rose and fell against her back, his breath warm on her neck. In the hazy, post-coital silence, the reality of what they’d done came crashing down.

She shifted, turning to face him. The guilt was a cold stone in her stomach. “Blake… this can’t… this can never happen again.”

He just looked at her, his expression unreadable, his fingers tracing a light pattern on her bare arm. “I know,” he murmured. “I won’t tell anyone.”

Mia got up. She quickly threw her clothes on, her mind racing. But as she drove away from Blake’s apartment, she knew she was lying to herself. She enjoyed it, and she wanted more.

8 - A SOCCER MOM’S ADDICTION

MF / Interracial / BBC / Cheating / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

“It ain’t about bein’ a prostitute, shawty. It’s about what you want.”

Allie’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing in the cramped, dim hallway of a building she had no business being in. Donte’s voice was a low, smooth rumble that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards and up into the soles of her shoes. His offer hung in the air between them, thick and heavy as the summer humidity.

Free drugs. He said free.

The word was a siren’s call, a key that could unlock the blissful, floating numbness she craved more than her next breath. The pills from her doctor had long since stopped working, the prescription refills denied. The ache in her back was a constant, grinding reminder of her limitations, a prison of pain that the little white pills from Donte had temporarily dissolved.

She’d been coming to this part of the city for weeks, her hands shaking as she passed over crumpled bills from the grocery money. She told herself it was just business. A transaction. But her eyes always lingered a moment too long on him. On the confident way he carried himself, the sharp line of his jaw, the dark, appraising eyes that seemed to see right through her suburban-mom disguise to the raw, desperate woman underneath. She’d heard things. Whispered stories from college, lurid comments online. A fantasy she’d never dared to entertain, now standing right in front of her, making her an offer she was terrified to accept.

“I… I can’t,” she whispered, the protest weak even to her own ears. Her husband’s face, kind and predictable, flashed in her mind. Just this one time, a treacherous voice inside her hissed. No one will know.

“You can,” Donte countered, his voice dropping even lower, intimate. He took a small step closer, and she caught his scent—weed, cheap cologne, and something uniquely, musky male. It shouldn’t have been appealing. It was. “Your eyes been sayin’ yes for weeks. I’m just givin’ you a way to listen.”

That was it. The flimsy wall of her resistance crumbled. The need for the pills, and the deeper, darker need for him, for the danger and the unknown, flooded through her. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

His apartment was a stark contrast to her neatly decorated home. Spartan. A worn couch, a large TV, the faint, sweet smell of smoke. The door clicked shut behind them, and the sound was final. There was no going back.

He didn’t waste time. He turned her to face him, his hands firm on her hips. His gaze locked onto hers, and there was no question in it, only intent. He leaned down and his mouth captured hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. His tongue swept into her mouth, bold and demanding, and a shockwave of pure, undiluted lust shot straight to her core. Her hands came up, clutching at his shoulders, the hard muscle there flexing under her touch. She kissed him back, her own hesitancy burning away in the heat of his assault. This was nothing like the perfunctory kisses she shared with her husband. This was primal.

He walked her backwards, never breaking the kiss, until her legs hit the edge of his bed. He broke away, his breathing slightly ragged. “Let me see you.”

His command was quiet but absolute. With fingers that trembled, she helped him. He peeled her blouse off her shoulders, unsnapped her practical bra. His dark eyes roamed over her pale breasts, and a low sound of approval rumbled in his chest. “Damn, girl.” He bent his head, his mouth closing over one nipple, his tongue lashing it until she cried out, her head falling back. The sensation was so sharp, so electric, it bordered on pain, and she loved it.

He worked her jeans and panties down her hips, leaving her standing naked and exposed in the dim light. He took a step back, his own hands going to his belt. The buckle clinked. He pushed his jeans and boxers down in one swift motion.

Allie’s breath caught in her throat. Oh, God.

It was… immense. Thick and long and jutting proudly from a thatch of dark curls. It was utterly different from her husband’s, a fact that sent another illicit thrill through her. The stories were true. A flutter of nervousness mixed with her burning desire.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. Driven by a hunger she no longer recognized in herself, she dropped to her knees on the rough carpet. She wrapped her hand around the base of him, her fingers not even meeting. He was hot and velvety steel in her grip. She looked up at him, saw his dark eyes burning down at her, and then she took him into her mouth.

She had to stretch her lips painfully wide to accommodate him. The taste of him, clean and salty, filled her senses. She worked her head slowly, using her tongue to trace the thick vein running along his shaft. His groan was the most gratifying sound she’d ever heard. His hands tangled in her blonde hair, not guiding, just holding on as she worshiped him with her mouth, a desperate, eager student learning a new carnal language.

“Fuck, yeah… just like that,” he gritted out.

He pulled her up, his strength startling, and laid her back on the cheap comforter. He didn’t kiss her again. He just spread her legs and put his mouth on her.

His tongue was an artist of pleasure. It delved into her folds, seeking out her most sensitive spots with an unerring accuracy that had her bucking beneath him. He licked and sucked, his stubble a rough counterpoint to the wet, silken softness of his tongue. He pinned her hips to the bed when she writhed too much, holding her still for his feast. The orgasm that ripped through her was sudden and violent, a silent scream tearing from her lungs as her body bowed off the bed.

Before the last tremor had even faded, he was moving. He positioned himself over her, his heavy weight a delicious anchor. He nudged at her entrance, the broad head of his cock a blunt, impossible pressure.

“You ready for this?” he breathed against her ear.

“Yes,” she gasped, the word ripped from her soul. “Please.”

He pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning, full feeling she’d never experienced. He filled her completely, pressing against places deep inside her that had never been touched. He started to move, a slow, relentless rhythm that built upon itself. Each thrust was a jolt of pure sensation, driving the breath from her body. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, wanting more, wanting all of him. The slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a raw, sexual music.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees with effortless strength. The new position drove him even deeper. She buried her face in the comforter, muffling her moans as he pounded into her, his grip on her hips sure to leave bruises.

Then he stopped. She felt his hand, slick with her own moisture, slide down between her cheeks. He pressed a thumb against her other hole, a question.

Her eyes flew open. She’d never… He wouldn’t…

But he did. He leaned down, his tongue replacing his thumb, licking and probing at that tight, forbidden ring with a boldness that shattered her completely. The shock of the sensation, the sheer taboo of it, sent her spiraling. She was panting, mewling, pushing herself back against his face, lost in a world of sensation she never knew existed.

He positioned himself again. This time, the pressure was different. Tighter. More intense. He pushed, and she felt a sharp, stinging burn that quickly melted into an overwhelming feeling of fullness. He was inside her there, stretching her, claiming a part of her she hadn’t known could feel like this. He began to move, short, careful strokes at first, then longer, deeper ones.

She came again, her body clenching around him in violent, rhythmic pulses, her ass gripping his shaft like a vise. Her climax seemed to trigger his. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, final time, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He pulled out, and she collapsed onto the bed, boneless and utterly spent.

As they dressed in silence, the reality of what she’d done began to creep back in. The smell of sex. The ache between her legs. The ache in her ass. Donte watched her, his expression unreadable.

He held out a small, clear baggie filled with pills. Her payment. Her reward.

“This can be a regular thing,” he said, his voice casual, as if he were discussing the weather. “You come see me. I’ll take care of you.”

Allie looked at the pills, then at him. She thought of her husband, her kids, her pristine house in the suburbs. A life that suddenly felt like a poorly fitted costume.

She reached out and took the baggie, her fingers closing around the plastic. Her voice was barely a whisper. “Yes.”

9 - THE GOLDDIGGER’S TEMPTATION

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

“Promise me you won’t tell him,” Jayla whispered, her voice ragged, the words muffled against Alexander’s sweat-slicked chest.

His low chuckle vibrated through her. “Tell him what? That I just fucked my future stepmother senseless on his twelve-thread-count Egyptian cotton sheets?”

She shivered, the crude words both a shock and a thrill. This was a mistake. A catastrophic, delicious, world-ending mistake.

—

It had started over lunch, just a few hours ago.

The clink of fine china echoed in the sunlit conservatory. Jayla took a delicate sip of iced tea, the condensation cool against her fingertips. Across the glass table, Alexander Peters watched her, his gaze intense, unblinking. He was everything his father wasn’t: young, virile, with a predatory handsomeness that seemed to suck the air from the room.

“He’s playing the back nine,” Alexander said, his voice a smooth baritone. “He’ll be gone for hours. You can drop the act.”

Jayla forced a light laugh. “I don’t know what you mean, Alexander.”

“Don’t you?” He leaned forward, his elbows on the table, and the movement was so deliberate, so physical. “A woman like you. This.” He gestured vaguely at the opulent room, the immaculate grounds beyond the glass. “And a man like my father. It’s a simple equation.”

Her carefully constructed composure began to crack. He knew. Of course he knew. Everyone knew. They just had the decency not to say it. “I love your father,” she said, the lie tasting as rehearsed as it was.

Alexander’s smile was a sharp, knowing thing. “Do you? Do you really love the way his old-man hands feel on you? The sound of his breathing at night?” He let the question hang, a grenade with the pin pulled. “Or do you just love what his hands can buy you?”

The heat of a blush crept up her neck. She looked away, focusing on a perfect white orchid. Don’t engage. Don’t.

He stood then, a predator uncoiling. He didn’t walk around the table; he moved through it, his presence overwhelming the space between them until he was standing over her. The scent of him, clean soap and something inherently male, washed over her.

“A beautiful woman like you,” he murmured, his voice dropping to an intimate timbre that skated over her skin. “You deserve to be worshipped by hands that know what to do with you. By a body that can keep up with yours.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Every logical, greedy cell in her brain screamed at her to get up, to walk away, to secure the fortune that was so nearly hers. But a deeper, more primal part of her was leaning into the heat radiating from him, was breathing him in.

Resist. Resist.

He reached out, his fingers not quite touching her cheek. “One kiss,” he said, his eyes holding hers captive. “Just one. To see if I’m wrong.”

That was the moment her resistance didn’t just break; it shattered. It vaporized. With a small, desperate sound, she closed the infinitesimal gap between them, her lips meeting his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a collision. His mouth was hot and demanding, his tongue sweeping past her lips with a confidence that left her dizzy. One hand tangled in her hair, tilting her head back, while the other splayed across the small of her back, pressing her flush against the hard planes of his body. The world, the plan, Grayson—it all melted into a distant hum.

He broke the kiss, his breathing as ragged as hers. Without a word, he took her hand and led her from the conservatory, up the grand staircase, and into the master suite.

Now, standing by the vast bed, the reality of what was happening crashed into her again. “Alexander, we can’t—”

“We already are,” he interrupted, his voice leaving no room for argument. His fingers went to the buttons of her silk blouse. He worked them slowly, deliberately, his knuckles brushing against the lace of her bra underneath. Each touch was a tiny electric shock. He pushed the blouse from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His eyes darkened as they roamed over her. “Now the skirt.”

Her fingers trembled as she unzipped the side, letting the fabric slide down her hips. She stood before him in just her lace bra and panties, more exposed under his gaze than she’d ever been naked with his father.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice husky.

She obeyed, settling back onto the cool duvet. He didn’t join her. He just stood at the foot of the bed, watching her, his eyes burning with hunger.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

Her breath hitched. “What?”

“I want to watch you. Show me how you do it when you’re alone. When you’re thinking about what you really want.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her. This was a level of intimacy, of erotic command, Grayson had never even conceived of. Slowly, almost shyly, she let her hand slide down her stomach, past the waistband of her panties. Her eyes fluttered closed.

“Look at me,” he growled.

Her eyes snapped open, meeting his. She found her clit, a slick, needy bud beneath her fingers, and circled it. A soft moan escaped her lips as she fell into a rhythm, her hips beginning a subtle undulation against her own hand. She was putting on a show for him, and the sheer deviance of it made her wetter than ever.

As she pleasured herself, he unbuckled his belt, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops obscenely loud. He unzipped his trousers and freed his cock.

Jayla’s rhythm faltered. Oh, god. It was… more. Thicker, longer, harder than his father’s. He fisted himself, stroking in time with the movements of her fingers, a dark mirror of her own pleasure.

She couldn’t take it anymore. “Please,” she begged, the word torn from her.

That was all the invitation he needed. He was on the bed in an instant, hooking his fingers in her panties and pulling them down her legs. He didn’t kiss her. He just buried his face between her thighs.

His tongue was a revelation. It was not the tentative, polite lapping she was used to. It was a ruthless, expert assault. He licked broad, flat strokes that made her back arch, then focused on her clit with a suction that bordered on pain, before plunging his tongue deep inside her. He held her hips down, pinning her as she thrashed beneath him, her moans escalating into breathless, shattered cries. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearable, and then snapped. She came against his mouth with a guttural scream, her vision whiting out.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving over her, positioning himself. The blunt, insistent head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He looked down at her, his expression fierce.

“Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she gasped, clutching at his shoulders.

He drove into her in one devastating, perfect thrust, filling her completely, stretching her in ways she’d never been stretched. She cried out, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. He set a punishing pace from the start, each deep, hard stroke hitting a spot inside her that Grayson had never found. The bed rocked against the wall, the sound a frantic rhythm to their coupling. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with a desperate roll of her hips. This wasn’t duty. This was need.

“You feel that?” he grunted, his voice strained. “That’s what you really wanted, isn’t it?”

“Yes! God, yes!” she moaned, her mind blank of everything but the sensation of him pistoning into her.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees with a strength that left her breathless. The new angle was even deeper, more animalistic. He gripped her hips, slamming into her from behind. She could only brace herself and take it, each impact pushing a cry from her lips. She felt another orgasm building, even bigger than the first, coiling at her core.

“I’m going to come,” she warned him, her voice cracking.

“Not yet,” he commanded, slowing his pace. He pulled out, turning her onto her back again. “Ride me. I want to watch you take every inch.”

She straddled him, sinking down onto his rigid length with a gasp. Now she was in control. She rose and fell, setting a frantic, bouncing rhythm, her breasts swaying, her head thrown back. His hands gripped her thighs, his eyes glued to where their bodies joined. The sight of it, the feel of him hitting her deepest point over and over, pushed her over the edge. Her climax ripped through her, a silent, seizing wave of ecstasy that clenched around him.

With a guttural roar, he followed her over, his own release triggering as he thrust up into her one final time. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of him filling her, and collapsed onto his chest, spent and trembling.

They lay there for a long time, tangled together, the only sound their slowing breaths. That’s when the fear returned, cold and sharp.

“Promise me you won’t tell him,” she whispered.

Alexander stroked her hair, his touch almost gentle now. “My secret is safe with me,” he murmured. But as she lay there, listening to the steady beat of his heart, Jayla knew the safest thing would be to never let this happen again.

She also knew, with a thrilling, terrifying certainty, that she absolutely would.

10 - HER SON’S FRIEND

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

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do this,” Joey breathed, his voice a low, whiskey-rough tremor against her lips.

Angie’s back was pressed against the cool wood of her bedroom door, the bass from the party downstairs a distant, muffled throb. His mouth was on hers again, hot and insistent, his tongue tracing the seam of her lips until she opened for him with a soft, surrendering sigh.

God, he tastes of cheap beer and mint, she thought, a dizzying, illicit cocktail. His hands, large and surprisingly sure for a twenty-one-year-old, framed her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. Her own hands came up, gripping the soft cotton of his t-shirt, feeling the hard, sculpted planes of his chest beneath.

—

It had started hours ago, a slow-burning ember she’d tried to smother.

The house had been full of the chaotic, booming energy of college boys home for break. Her son, James, was holding court in the basement rec room, the epicenter of the noise. Angie had played the role of cool mom, supplying pizza and paper plates, smiling indulgently at the shouts and laughter that vibrated through the floor. She’d been tidying the kitchen, feeling every one of her fifty-two years, when he’d found her.

Joey. James’s friend since high school. The polite one who always helped her carry groceries without being asked.

He’d leaned against the doorframe, his frame now filling it out in a way it hadn't just a few years ago. A man’s body, she’d noted, the observation sending an unexpected jolt through her. His smile was easy, but his eyes, a warm, deep brown, held a new intensity.

“Need a hand, Ms. F?” he’d asked.

“I think I’ve got it, Joey. Thanks. Shouldn’t you be down there with everyone?”

“They’re arguing about football stats. I needed a break.” He’d stepped into the kitchen, the space suddenly feeling much smaller. He picked up a dishtowel and started drying a glass she’d just washed. “Place looks great. You look great.”

The compliment, so direct, had thrown her. She’d laughed it off, a nervous, fluttering sound. “Oh, stop. I’m just the old lady who provides the snacks.”

“You’re not old,” he’d said, his voice dropping, his gaze unwavering. “You’re incredible.”

That was the first spark. Then, later, he’d found her on the porch, getting a breath of air. He’d been drinking, his movements a little looser, his confidence amplified. He’d told her she was beautiful. That he’d had a crush on her since he was seventeen.

She’d blushed, her heart hammering against her ribs, a mixture of alarm and a long-dormant thrill coursing through her. She’d hesitantly pushed him away, her protest weak. “Joey, you’re drunk. This is… this is a bad idea.”

But he’d just smiled, a slow, predatory grin that made her stomach clench. “It’s the best idea I’ve had all night.”

—

And now, here they were, sealed in the quiet sanctuary of her room, far from the party and her responsibilities. The persona of ‘James’s mom’ was evaporating under the heat of his touch.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Tell me to stop, Angie,” he murmured, his voice husky. “Tell me to stop right now and I’ll walk back downstairs.”

Her breath hitched. She could still stop this. She should stop this. What if James found out? But the weight of his body against hers, the raw, youthful need radiating from him, was a potent antidote to years of loneliness. She’d been just Angie for so long. Tonight, he was making her feel like a woman.

She didn’t tell him to stop. Instead, she reached for the button of his jeans.

That was all the permission he needed. His hands slid from her face, down her sides, coming to rest on her hips as she worked the denim. He kicked off his shoes, and she pushed his jeans and boxers down in one motion. They pooled at his ankles and he stepped out of them, standing before her, gloriously, unapologetically naked.

Her gaze dropped and her mouth went dry. Oh, my. He was fully erect, thick and long and ruddy with arousal. The thought, I’m too old for this, flickered and was instantly incinerated by a wave of pure, carnal hunger.

She sank to her knees on the plush carpet.

Looking up at him, she saw his Adam’s apple bob in a hard swallow. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock, feeling the hot, velvety skin stretched taut over the rigid strength beneath. She leaned forward and flicked her tongue against the tip, tasting a single, salty bead of pre-cum.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. “Fuck, Angie.”

Emboldened, she took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her. She used her tongue, tracing the prominent vein on the underside, hollowing her cheeks as she began to move. Her head bobbed, a rhythm building, one hand working his shaft in tandem with her mouth. His hands tangled in her hair, not pushing, just holding, his hips giving tiny, involuntary thrusts. The sounds he made, ragged breaths and low curses, were the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

After a few minutes, he gently pulled her to her feet. “My turn,” he rasped.

His fingers made quick work of her blouse buttons. He peeled the fabric from her shoulders, his thumbs brushing against the lace of her bra. He unclasped it, and her breasts, still full and sensitive, spilled into his waiting hands. He bent his head, his mouth closing over one taut nipple, sucking deeply, his tongue circling the peak until she cried out, her knees buckling. He supported her weight effortlessly, switching to the other breast, lavishing it with the same devastating attention.

He guided her toward the bed, laying her back against the comforter. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her slacks and underwear, dragging them down her legs and tossing them aside. He knelt between her spread legs, his gaze raking over her naked body with such open admiration it made her blush.

“So fucking beautiful,” he whispered, before lowering his head.

His tongue found her center, and Angie’s head fell back against the pillows. Oh God. It wasn’t shy or exploratory; it was deliberate, expert. He licked a long, slow stripe through her folds, then zeroed in on her clit, circling the swollen nub with relentless precision. He slid two fingers inside her, crooking them, finding a spot that made her back arch clear off the bed. A broken, pleading sound escaped her lips. He was relentless, feasting on her, drowning her in a rising tide of sensation that coiled tight in her belly.

“Joey… I’m… I’m going to…”

He didn’t let up. The coil snapped. Her climax crashed over her, a seismic wave of pleasure that tore a raw, shuddering moan from her throat. She pulsed around his fingers, her vision spotting.

Before she could even come down, he was moving up her body, aligning his hips with hers. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his.

“Yes,” she gasped, still trembling from her orgasm. “Please.”

He pushed inside her in one smooth, devastating stroke, filling her completely. She gasped at the sensation, at the glorious, stretching fullness. He began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm that drove the breath from her lungs. Each thrust was a claim. The bedframe knocked a soft, steady beat against the wall, a counter-rhythm to their ragged breathing.

He drove into her, again and again, his muscles straining. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a frantic need of her own. The pleasure was building again, impossibly fast, a new fire stoked by his raw, primal pace.

“Roll over,” he grunted, his voice thick.

She complied without hesitation, getting onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her from behind, and the new angle was even deeper, more intense. She cried out as he plunged into her, his balls slapping against her with each powerful drive. One hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

It was too much. The dual assault, the filthy, animalistic rhythm, the sheer wrongness and rightness of it all. A second, sharper orgasm detonated within her, a silent scream on her lips as her inner muscles clenched around him in violent, rhythmic spasms.

Feeling her climax, he lost his own control. His thrusts became erratic, frantic. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself to the hilt. A raw, guttural shout was torn from him as he came, pulsing inside her, his body shuddering against hers.

They collapsed onto the bed, a tangled, sweaty heap of limbs. For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing, slowly returning to normal.

He was the first to move, pulling out of her with a soft sigh. He found his boxers and jeans, pulling them on and zipping up. He leaned over the bed, brushing a sweaty strand of hair from her forehead and placing a surprisingly soft kiss on her lips.

“I’ll, uh… I’ll see you around, Angie,” he said, his smile back, though now it was tinged with a newfound intimacy.

And then he was gone, slipping out the door, the faint sound of the party swelling for a second before being shut out again.

Angie lay there, staring at the ceiling, her body humming, the scent of sex and his cologne clinging to her sheets. What in God’s name did I just do? A slow, utterly satisfied smile spread across her face. And she found herself, for the first time in a long time, eagerly anticipating tomorrow.

11 - A SHARED LOSS AND A FORBIDDEN ROMANCE
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“Tell me you want this, Ashley.”

His voice was a low rasp against her ear, a stark contrast to the humid summer air clinging to her skin. His hands, rough from yard work, were impossibly gentle as they framed her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. She could feel the thundering of his heart against her own, a frantic rhythm that matched the one in her chest.

“Alex… we… we can’t,” she breathed, the protest weak, a ghost of the conviction she knew she should have.

His forehead rested against hers. “We already are.”

—

The scent of freshly cut grass was a brutal, beautiful lie. It smelled of life, of a normal Saturday, but it was a life Ashley’s son, Jacob, would never live, a Saturday he would never see. She watched from the kitchen window, a cold glass of lemonade sweating in her hand. The funeral felt like yesterday and a lifetime ago all at once. The black dress was stuffed in the back of her closet, a dark stain of a memory, but Alex’s promise, whispered in her ear during that crushing hug at the graveside, had remained.

“I’m here, Ashley. I’m not going anywhere.”

And he had been. Stopping by with groceries. Texting her stupid memes Jacob would have loved. Just sitting with her in the quiet, suffocating silence of the house. He was a tether to her son, a living, breathing archive of his laughter.

—

Now, that tether was shirtless, pushing the mower across her lawn. His back was a topography of lean muscle sheathed in sun-warmed skin, glistening with a fine sheen of sweat that caught the afternoon light. His jeans rode low on his hips, and a dizzying, traitorous heat bloomed low in her belly. God, when did he stop being a boy and become… this?

The mower’s engine cut. The sudden silence was deafening. He wiped his brow with his forearm and turned, catching her stare. He didn’t look away. A slow, hesitant smile touched his lips. Ashley’s heart hammered against her ribs. She retreated from the window, her face flushing.

The back door opened. “All done,” Alex said, his voice slightly breathless.

She turned, holding out the lemonade like a shield. “You look like you could use this.”

His fingers brushed hers as he took the glass. The touch was electric, a jolt that went straight up her arm. He drank deeply, his throat working, his eyes never leaving hers over the rim of the glass.

“You were watching me,” he stated, not an accusation, but a soft observation.

She couldn’t lie. “I was.”

He set the empty glass down on the counter with a definitive clink. The space between them, once filled with shared grief, now crackled with a new, dangerous energy. He took a step closer. The scent of him—sunshine, hard work, and pure, masculine sweat—wrapped around her.

“I think about him every time I’m here,” Alex murmured, his gaze dropping to her mouth. “But right now… all I can think about is you.”

It was wrong. A taboo so deeply ingrained it should have stopped her cold. He’s your son’s best friend. But the thought was a whisper, drowned out by the roaring need he’d somehow unlocked. The loneliness of her bed. The aching want for a touch that wasn’t meant to console, but to claim.

Her silence was the permission he needed. He closed the distance, his hand cupping the nape of her neck, and his lips found hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, desperate, a claiming. A month of grief and suppressed desire exploded between them. Her hands came up, tangling in his damp hair, pulling him closer. The world narrowed to the slick heat of his mouth, the press of his hard body against her softer one.

When they broke apart, both were breathing heavily. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with want. “Ashley…”

She didn’t hesitate this time. She took his hand, her own trembling, and led him from the kitchen, down the hall, into the shadowed quiet of her bedroom.

He stood her before him, his hands going to the hem of her simple sundress. Slowly, so slowly, he gathered the fabric and drew it up and over her head, letting it fall to the floor. His breath hitched as he took her in. His calloused fingers traced the line of her collarbone, the lace edge of her bra.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, before lowering his head to kiss the swell of her breast above the lace.

Each article of clothing was removed with a reverence that made her chest ache. His lips followed his hands, branding her skin with open-mouthed kisses as he laid her back on the bed. When he was finally naked, kneeling over her, her breath caught. He was all lean, powerful lines and taut skin. And he was… impressive. Thick and hard and veined, standing proud from a thatch of dark hair.

She reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. He groaned, a raw, guttural sound, as she stroked him once, twice, feeling the silken steel of him. Leaning down, she took him into her mouth.

He cursed, his hands fisting in the sheets. “Ashley… fuck…”

She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the sharp, clean salt of him, before taking him deeper, her head bobbing slowly. His hips gave an involuntary jerk. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the control he was fighting to maintain. It was intoxicating.

With a growl, he gently pulled her off him. “My turn,” he murmured, maneuvering them until they were a tangled, heated knot of limbs in the sixty-nine position.

His mouth on her was devouring. He didn’t tease. He licked a long, slow stripe through her soaked folds before zeroing in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth. Ashley cried out, her own mouth falling back onto his cock, her pleasured moans vibrating along his length. The dual sensation was overwhelming—the push and pull, the giving and taking. The room filled with the wet, hungry sounds of their mutual pleasure. She felt the orgasm building, a tight, desperate coil in her core, but she didn’t want to finish like this. Not yet.

She scrambled up, pushing him onto his back, and straddled him. Guiding him to her entrance, she paused, her eyes locking with his. The question was there, unspoken. His answer was his hands on her hips, gripping her tightly, pulling her down as he thrust up, filling her in one smooth, deep stroke.

She threw her head back, a sharp cry escaping her lips. So full. He filled the aching emptiness perfectly. She began to move, a slow, rocking grind that made him groan her name like a prayer. But she wanted more. She needed to be undone.

She rolled off him, turning onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He didn’t need an invitation. He moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her from behind. This. This was what she needed. The angle was devastating, each thrust hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

“Yes… Alex, right there…” she begged, her words fracturing into incoherent cries.

His pace became frantic, brutal, a piston-like rhythm that shattered the last of her control. The coil snapped. Her climax ripped through her, a blinding, white-hot wave of pleasure that made her buck against him, her inner muscles clenching around him in rhythmic pulses. Her juices gushed, coating his thrusting length.

The sight and feel of her coming undone was his undoing. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, his own release roaring through him. “Ashley!” He pulsed within her, his body shuddering as he spilled his warmth deep into her. He collapsed over her back, both of them spent and slick with sweat.

They lay like that for a long moment, his weight a comforting anchor. As he softened, he slipped out and gently turned her, pulling her into his arms. The silence returned, but it was different now. It wasn’t empty. It was sated.

She traced idle patterns on his chest, the reality of what they’d just done settling over her. Her son’s best friend. Her lover.

“No one can know,” she whispered into the quiet room.

His arms tightened around her. “Our secret.”

12 - THE PROFESSOR’S POETIC PASSION

MF / College / Interracial / BBC / Cheating / Romantic / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine / PIV Sex

The scent of old paper and chalk dust usually comforted Anna, but today it felt like a cage. The final student had shuffled out, leaving her alone in the classroom that felt a thousand miles from her beige-and-gray life in the suburbs. She stacked her copies of Paradise Lost, the routine motion doing nothing to quiet the hum in her veins.

A shadow fell across her desk. Marco. He’d lingered again.

“Professor,” he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate right through the cheap particleboard.

“Marco. I thought you’d left.” She kept her tone professional, a flimsy shield against the sudden, frantic beating of her heart.

He didn’t smile. He just held out a single, neatly folded piece of paper. “I finished it. The poem I was telling you about.”

She took it, their fingers brushing. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up her arm. She unfolded the page, her eyes scanning the lines of precise script. It was beautiful. Raw and aching and full of a longing so profound it made her chest tight. It spoke of dark eyes that held entire universes, of a hunger that was more than physical, of a connection that defied reason. Her eyes flew to his. He wasn’t writing about some abstract muse. He was writing about her.

“Marco, this is… it’s incredible,” she breathed, the words inadequate.

“It’s for you,” he said, his gaze unwavering, holding hers captive. “It’s always been for you.”

The air left the room. I’m married. The thought was a ghost, insubstantial and weak against the roaring need rising in her. She saw the hard lines of his jaw, the tattoos snaking up his corded forearms, the way his hoodie stretched across his broad shoulders. He looked like a thug, a stereotype she’d been warned about. But his poetry… his poetry was the soul of a man who felt everything too deeply. That contradiction was a drug.

And the other thought, the one she’d secretly harbored, bloomed hot and shameless in her mind. She’d heard that Black men were wonderful lovers. Were the rumors true? She was curious.

“Your husband,” Marco stated, not a question, but a challenge.

Anna’s throat was dry. She looked down at the poem, then back at him. The silence stretched, heavy and damning. Yes. The word was a stone in her heart. Yes, I’m married. And yes, I want you anyway.

She didn’t say it. She just nodded toward the door. “Let’s get out of here.”

His apartment was a few blocks away, a small studio that smelled faintly of sandalwood and him. Books were stacked precisely next to a sleek stereo system. The thug, the poet. The dichotomy made her head spin.

The door clicked shut and his body was against hers, pinning her to the wall. No more pretense. His mouth crashed down on hers, not asking, taking. It was nothing like the polite, familiar kisses from her husband. This was a conquest. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting of mint and danger. Her hands came up, grasping at the hard planes of his back, pulling him closer. Her sensible blazer was shrugged off, her silk blouse torn open, buttons pinging against the wall. She didn’t care.

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes blazing with a fire that threatened to consume her. He took a step back, his hands going to the buckle of his belt. The rasp of the zipper was the loudest sound in the world. He shoved his jeans and boxers down his hips in one fierce motion.

Anna’s breath hitched. Oh, god.

It was… monumental. Thick and long and impossibly hard, curving up against his stomach, a deep, dark ebony that stood in stark contrast to his grip. Her husband was… adequate. This was something else entirely. A primal, awe-inspiring piece of anatomy that made her mouth water and her knees weaken. Her curiosity ignited into a bonfire of pure, unadulterated lust.

She dropped to her knees on the rough carpet, not caring about the burn. Her hands trembled as she reached for him, her fingers barely meeting around his girth. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took the broad, smooth head into her mouth.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. “Fuck, Professor.”

The taste of him, musky and clean, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the crown, learning his shape, before sinking down, taking more of him. Her jaw ached beautifully. She used her hands on the base he couldn’t reach, pumping in time with her mouth, her lips stretched taut. His hands fisted in her perfectly styled blonde hair, not guiding, just holding on. The power was intoxicating. The beautiful, intimidating poet was unraveling because of her mouth.

He pulled her up, his breathing ragged. “My turn.”

He led her to the bed, laying her down and stripping her completely. His eyes devoured her—the pale skin, the swell of her breasts, the blonde triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs. He kissed his way down her body, nipping, licking, worshiping every inch. When his mouth found her core, she cried out. His tongue was a revelation, lashing her clit with a ruthless precision that had her back arching off the bed instantly. He wasn’t gentle; he was thorough, feasting on her as if he were starving.

“I want to taste us together,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

In a fluid motion, he shifted them both, maneuvering her until they were a tangled, gasping heap in the center of the bed, her mouth on his cock, his mouth buried in her pussy. Sixty-nine. The intimacy was dizzying. The sounds she made around his length were muffled by his flesh, the sounds he made vibrating through her entire body. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the give and take, her climax building with terrifying speed, coiling tight in her belly.

He felt it. He pulled away from her, flipping her onto her back. He positioned himself at her entrance, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her wetness. He looked into her eyes.

“Tell me you want it,” he commanded.

“I want it,” she gasped, the words ripped from her soul. “Please.”

He thrust forward.

It was a stretch, a glorious, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He filled her completely, in ways she didn’t know were empty. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly turned frantic. Each powerful stroke hit a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. The headboard slammed against the wall in a steady, frantic beat. His sweat dripped onto her breasts. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with a gasp.

He rolled them over, letting her ride him, her blonde hair a wild curtain around them. Then he took control again, pulling her up onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, one hand gripping her hip, the other coming down in a sharp, stinging slap on her ass.

The sharp pain bloomed into a wave of pure pleasure. “Yes!” she screamed into the comforter.

He pounded into her, his pace becoming animalistic, frantic. She could feel her orgasm detonating, a supernova starting deep within her core and exploding outwards, her inner muscles clenching and milking his length in violent, uncontrollable pulses. Her vision whited out. As her own cries faded, she felt his rhythm stutter, his thrusts become ragged and deep. A low, broken roar was torn from him as he buried himself to the hilt, his own release pulsing hot and deep inside her, flooding her with his warmth.

They collapsed onto the sweat-slicked sheets, a tangled mess of limp limbs and spent desire. After a long while, his arm draped over her waist, pulling her back against the solid wall of his chest. The guilt arrived then, a cold trickle at the edges of her blissful haze.

She turned her head slightly, her voice a whisper. “No one can know. Promise me.”

His lips brushed her shoulder. “Our secret, Professor.”

The guilt was there, a sharp stone in the river of her satisfaction. But as she felt the steady, strong beat of his heart against her back, and the delicious, aching throb between her legs, only one thought echoed in her mind. I want to do that again.

13 - SEDUCED BY HER STEPSON

MF / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The scent of sizzling bacon filled the kitchen, a familiar Saturday morning ritual. Marianne moved on autopilot, her mind a thousand miles away from the frying pan. Across the island, James sat, his presence a constant, low hum in the periphery of her life. Her stepson. The word still felt foreign, an ill-fitting label for the twenty-four-year-old man who had invaded the quiet order of her marriage.

“Smells amazing, Marianne,” he said, his voice a warm baritone that seemed to vibrate through the granite countertop.

She offered a tight smile, not meeting his eyes. “Just breakfast.”

A comfortable silence settled, broken only by the pop of grease. It was this ease that unnerved her most. Greg, her husband, was always a flurry of muttered to-do lists and half-finished conversations, a man perpetually late for his own life. James was different. He was still. Observant. Present.

“Dad already gone?” James asked, sipping his coffee.

“Big account. He left at six.” She slid a plate of eggs and bacon toward him, her fingers brushing against his. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up her arm. She pulled her hand back as if burned.

His eyes, the same shade of ocean blue as his father’s but somehow deeper, held hers. “He works too hard.”

“Someone has to,” she said, the old resentment—directed at Greg, at the situation, at this grown man living in her home—lacing her words. She busied herself with wiping a non-existent spot on the counter.

James stood, his chair scraping softly. He didn’t move toward the door. He moved toward her. The kitchen suddenly felt very, very small.

“Maybe,” he said, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur. “But it leaves a lot of quiet hours in this big house. Don’t you think?”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But the thought was a weak whisper, drowned out by the roaring in her ears. He was close enough now that she could smell the clean scent of his soap, see the faint stubble shading his jaw.

“James…” It was meant to be a warning. It came out a breathy plea.

He didn’t hesitate. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. His touch was not tentative, not like a boy’s. It was sure. Knowing. His eyes searched hers, not for permission, but for the desire he already knew was there. The last of her resistance crumbled, burned away by a heat that started deep in her core.

She surged forward, closing the infinitesimal gap between them. Her lips found his, and it was nothing like kissing Greg. This was not a familiar, comfortable press. This was a claim. His mouth was hungry, demanding, and she met that demand with a desperation that shocked her. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer as his tongue slid against hers, tasting of coffee and a dark, thrilling promise.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her mouth. “My room. Now.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a command, and she was desperate to obey. He took her hand, leading her not as a hesitant lover, but with a confident pull that made her pulse thrum. The walk down the hall was a blur, a dizzying rush of guilt and raw, unadulterated need.

The door to his room clicked shut. The world outside ceased to exist. There was only the rumpled bed, the faint masculine smell of his space, and the frantic beating of her own heart.

He turned to her, his gaze dark with intent. He didn’t fumble with his jeans. He simply undid the button and fly, pushing them down his hips along with his boxers. And then he was free.

Marianne’s breath hitched. Oh, god. Greg was… adequate. James was something else entirely. He was thick and long, already fully hard, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. A primal part of her brain, the part that cared for nothing but sensation, calculated the delicious, impossible stretch to come.

“See something you like?” he murmured, an arrogant, sexy smirk playing on his lips.

Wordlessly, she sank to her knees. The hardwood floor was hard against her knees, but she barely felt it. Her world had narrowed to the veined, silken steel in front of her. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the single pearl of moisture beaded at the tip. Salty. Musky. His. She took him into her mouth.

She heard his sharp intake of breath, felt his hand fist in her hair. Not pulling, just holding. Guiding. She worshiped him with her mouth, tracing the prominent vein with her tongue, taking him deeper until her lips stretched around his girth and she felt the head of his cock nudge the back of her throat. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, lost in the rhythm and the ragged sound of his breathing above her.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice rough.

He pulled her to her feet, his hands going to her clothes. Her shirt was ripped over her head, her bra clasp undone with a frustrating ease that spoke of vast experience. His mouth was on her breast, his tongue circling her nipple before drawing it deep, sucking until she cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He pushed her leggings and panties down in one swift motion, leaving her naked and trembling before him. His eyes raked over her body, hot and possessive.

“On the bed,” he ordered. “Show me. Show me how you touch yourself when you’re thinking about this.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her cheeks, but the command in his voice was an aphrodisiac. She lay back on his sheets, spreading her legs. Her fingers, slightly trembling, found her wetness. She was soaked, her folds slick and swollen. She circled her clit, a soft moan escaping her lips as she slipped two fingers inside herself. God, she was so ready.

He watched, stroking his own length with a slow, tight fist. “That’s it. Just like that. You’re so fucking beautiful.”

He couldn’t wait any longer. He moved over her, his body a delicious weight. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He was so much bigger. For a terrifying, thrilling second, she wondered if she could take him.

Then he pushed.

A cry was torn from her throat—a mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure as he filled her, stretching her in a way she’d never known was possible. He buried himself to the hilt, pausing to let her adjust to the incredible, burning fullness.

“Okay?” he breathed, his forehead against hers.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes. Please.”

It was all the encouragement he needed. He withdrew almost completely and then slammed back into her. The pace was punishing, animalistic. Each thrust was a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core. The headboard slammed against the wall in a frantic rhythm, matching the pounding of her heart. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every powerful drive with a lift of her hips. She was mindless, a creature of pure sensation, every nerve ending screaming its approval.

“Fuck, Marianne,” he grunted, his muscles straining. “You feel… unbelievable.”

He shifted, rolling them over without ever slipping out of her. “Your turn. Ride me.”

She straddled him, taking his length inside her again, gasping at the new, deeper angle. She placed her hands on his chest for leverage and began to move, rising and falling, controlling the rhythm. She threw her head back, her breasts bouncing, her hair a wild mess. She could feel the coil of her orgasm tightening, an unbearable pressure building with every grind of her hips against his.

He reached between them, his thumb finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

That was all it took.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, seismic shock that shattered her into a million pieces. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in violent, rhythmic pulses. A raw, guttural cry was ripped from her throat as waves of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her trembling and weak.

The sight of her coming undone atop him was his undoing. With a deep, guttural groan, he gripped her hips and thrust up into her one last, final time. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release flooding her, and the sensation triggered another, smaller aftershock that made her whimper.

Spent, she collapsed onto his chest, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together. His arms came around her, holding her close as their ragged breaths slowly began to steady. The reality of what they had just done, the betrayal, the sheer magnitude of it, began to seep through the haze of endorphins.

A cold knot of guilt tightened in her stomach, a stark contrast to the warmth of his seed still inside her. She had just fucked her husband’s son in their home. And as she lay there, listening to the steady beat of his heart, one terrifying, exhilarating thought rose above the guilt.

She wanted more.

14 - THE BABY SITTER’S REUNION

MMF / Age Gap / Taboo / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“You have no idea how many times we thought about this,” Ken murmured against her neck, his voice a low, hungry tremor that went straight to her core.

Nia’s head fell back with a soft thud against the apartment door, her eyes fluttering shut. Shawn’s kiss was insistent, his tongue exploring her mouth with a confident heat that left her breathless. Ken’s hands were on her hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh above her waistband.

It was a whirlwind, a dizzying spiral from a lonely bar stool to this—pinned between two men she’d once tucked into bed. The sheer, impossible wrongness of it was drowned out by a louder, more primal need, a throbbing ache she’d ignored for far too long.

—

It had started with a glance across a crowded, dimly lit bar. Whiskey Sour, her drink of choice since the divorce papers were finalized, condensation beading on the glass. She was savoring the sour-sweet tang, willing herself to feel something other than the hollow echo in her empty house, when she saw them.

They were at a high-top table, two broad-shouldered men laughing over pints. One of them looked over, his gaze lingering. A slow, familiar smile spread across his face. He nudged the other, and they both turned. Recognition, swift and startling, hit her like a wave.

Kenneth and Shawn Miller.

Her heart did a funny little stutter. The Miller boys. She’d spent countless Friday nights in their suburban home, microwaving pizza pockets and refereeing arguments over video games. Ken, the older, more serious one, always doing his homework at the kitchen table. Shawn, the mischievous younger brother, always trying to stay up past his bedtime.

And now they were walking toward her, all grown up. Ken, with the same intense brown eyes but now framed by the faint creases of a man in his late twenties. Shawn, his grin still boyish but now dangerously charming on a man’s face.

“Nia? No way,” Ken said, his voice deeper than she remembered, a rich baritone that vibrated in the space between them.

“Look at you,” Shawn chimed in, his eyes doing a quick, appreciative sweep that made a blush creep up her neck. “Our favorite babysitter.”

The next hour was a blur of catch-up and cheap beer. They reminisced about old times—the burned popcorn incident, the hamster that escaped and was found in the freezer. The conversation was easy, laced with a flirtatious undertone that grew stronger with each round of drinks.

It was Ken who said it, his gaze steady on hers over the rim of his glass. “You know, we had the biggest crush on you. Both of us. We used to compete to see who could impress you more.”

Nia laughed, a light, airy sound she hadn’t heard from herself in months. “Get out. You did not.”

“Swear to God,” Shawn said, leaning in close. His arm brushed hers, sending a jolt through her. “I practiced my free throws for a week because you said you liked basketball players. And Ken tried to read Moby Dick because you left your copy on our coffee table.”

The admission hung in the air, thick and heavy with possibility. The alcohol hummed in her veins, warming her, loosening the tight knots of propriety. She was just a woman. They were just men. The decade-plus between them seemed to evaporate.

Then Shawn asked the question, his voice dropping to an intimate whisper. “Why don’t you come back to our place? For one more drink.”

She’d hesitated. I used to check for monsters under your beds. The thought was a fleeting warning, instantly incinerated by the heat in their eyes. It had been so long since a man, let alone two, had looked at her with such raw, undisguised want.

“Okay,” she heard herself say, the word sounding far away. “One more drink.”

—

Now, pressed against their door, there were no more drinks. Only hands and mouths and the frantic beating of her own heart.

Shawn broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Is this okay?” he asked, his breath warm on her cheek.

“Yes,” she gasped, the word a plea. “God, yes.”

His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, pushing the silk from her shoulders. The cool air hit her skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of Ken’s mouth on her neck, his lips traveling down to the lace edge of her bra. He hooked a finger under the cup and pulled it down, exposing her breast to the dim light. His mouth closed over her nipple, his tongue circling the taut peak with a skill that made her knees buckle.

A low moan escaped her lips. Shawn was watching, his own arousal evident in the tight press of his jeans. He leaned in and captured her mouth again, swallowing her sounds of pleasure as his brother worshipped her breast.

Ken switched to her other breast, his attention just as fervent, his teeth grazing her sensitive flesh in a way that made her cry out into Shawn’s mouth. Her hands were everywhere—tangling in Ken’s dark hair, gripping Shawn’s strong shoulders, desperate for anchor points in the sensual storm.

Shawn stepped back, his own hands going to his belt. Ken followed suit, and for a moment, she just watched, her chest heaving, as the two brothers she’d once known as boys shed their clothes with a predatory grace. They were magnificent—all toned muscle and eager, hardened flesh. Ken was thick and straight, and Shawn was longer, his erection jutting out proudly.

The sight was intoxicating. Without a word, driven by a hunger she no longer cared to suppress, Nia sank to her knees on the plush rug.

She looked up at them, a wicked smile playing on her kiss-swollen lips. She reached for Ken first, wrapping her fingers around his hard length. He hissed as she leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the saltiness of the drop of moisture beading at his tip. Then she took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her.

She sucked him deep, her head bobbing, her hand working his base. His groans were a symphony. After a moment, she pulled off with a wet pop and turned to Shawn. She gave him the same treatment, taking his length into her throat, her other hand cupping his heavy sac. She lost herself in the rhythm, switching back and forth between them, each brother’s gasp fueling her own rising passion.

“Bedroom. Now,” Shawn finally managed to grit out, his voice strained. He helped her to her feet, and they stumbled through a doorway into a darker room dominated by a large, unruly bed.

Shawn guided her onto the mattress, and she eagerly got on her hands and knees, presenting herself to them, arching her back. She heard a sharp intake of breath from one of them. A hand, she thought it was Ken’s, smoothed over the curve of her ass, and then hooked into her panties, tugging them down her legs and tossing them aside.

Then Shawn was there, behind her. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. He didn’t thrust in, not yet. He just rubbed himself through her wetness, coating himself in her arousal, teasing them both.

“Please,” Nia begged, pushing her hips back against him. “Shawn… I need it.”

With a low growl, he obliged. He drove into her in one smooth, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He was so big, stretching her, filling her completely. A shocked, pleasure-filled cry was torn from her lips. He held himself deep for a moment, letting her adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being so full.

Then he began to move, setting a deep, relentless pace. Each thrust was a masterstroke, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She met him thrust for thrust, a moan tearing from her throat with every powerful drive of his hips.

Suddenly, Ken was in front of her. He brushed the hair from her flushed face, his own cock level with her mouth. “Open up, beautiful,” he commanded softly.

She did, and he slid his length between her lips. Now she was filled at both ends, utterly claimed by them. The world narrowed to the primal rhythm of their bodies. Shawn’s powerful thrusts from behind rocked her forward, forcing Ken deeper into her mouth.

The feeling of being used, of being the sole focus of their intense desire, pushed her higher and higher. Her moans were continuous now, muffled around Ken’s shaft. She could feel her climax building, a tight, coiling pressure deep within her.

Shawn’s pace became frantic, his breathing harsh grunts. “Gonna cum, Nia… gonna fill you up,” he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips.

That was all it took. The coil snapped. Her orgasm crashed over her with a violence that made her scream around Ken’s cock, her inner walls clenching and fluttering around Shawn’s length in wave after wave of delirious pleasure. Feeling her convulse around him sent Shawn over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he stilled, burying himself to the hilt as he emptied himself into her with a guttural cry, his warm release pulsing inside her.

He slid out of her, and she collapsed onto the bed, spent and trembling. But they weren’t done. Ken, whose cock was still slick from her mouth, gently turned her onto her back. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, her body humming with aftershocks.

He positioned himself between her legs, which she willingly opened for him. He pushed inside, and she gasped at the sensation. She was so sensitive, so thoroughly fucked, that every movement was amplified into an exquisite hypersensitivity. He moved slowly at first, letting her adjust to the different angle, to the new feel of him.

But soon, his own need took over. His thrusts became harder, faster, chasing his own release. He was watching her face, captivated by every flutter of her eyelashes, every soft gasp. “You feel… incredible,” he panted. “All ours.”

He leaned down, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard as he drove into her. The dual sensation was too much. Another, smaller orgasm began to crest, sparked by his relentless pounding and the expert pull of his mouth. She cried out, her body bowing off the bed as she came again, her inner muscles milking him.

With a final, shuddering thrust, Ken came inside her, his hot seed joining his brother’s. He collapsed on top of her for a moment, both of them breathing raggedly, before he rolled to the side.

They lay there in a tangled, sweaty heap for long moments, the only sound their gradually slowing breaths. The air was thick with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

Ken propped himself up on an elbow, looking down at her with a soft, sated smile. Shawn mirrored the pose on her other side, tracing a lazy pattern on her stomach.

“That was….” Shawn began, shaking his head as if lost for words.

“Everything we ever dreamed of,” Ken finished for him, his voice filled with a kind of reverent awe. He leaned over and placed a soft, surprisingly tender kiss on her swollen lips. “You have no idea how long we’ve wanted that.”

Nia smiled, a deep, contented warmth spreading through her. “I think I have a pretty good idea now.”

Shawn’s grin was wicked. “So… same time next week?”

15 - TABOO LUST ON A TROPICAL NIGHT

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His mouth was on her then, his tongue delving into her core with a fervor that made her cry out. He licked and sucked, his tongue tracing intricate patterns over her most sensitive flesh. He was relentless, driving her higher and higher with every stroke, every flick. Her hips rose off the bed, meeting his mouth, chasing the exquisite torment. She’d never been eaten out like this—Roger’s efforts were timid, almost clinical. Shaun’s was a worship, a devouring. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a blinding, white-hot wave that left her shuddering and gasping for air.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him into her.

He filled her completely, a stretching, breathtaking fullness that made her see stars. He began to move, each thrust deep and punishingly perfect. He hit places inside her she didn’t know existed. Her nails dug into the hard muscles of his back as he drove into her, the slap of their skin a primal rhythm in the quiet room. She could feel another orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter deep within her.

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

She obeyed instantly, getting onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, his grip firm on her hips. This angle was even deeper, more intense. He fucked her with a raw, animalistic power that shattered her completely. Her cries were muffled by the bedding as her second orgasm ripped through her, a convulsing, mind-blowing release that left her weak.

Feeling her clench around him sent him over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, his own release a hot, pulsing flood. “Veronica,” he groaned, his body collapsing over hers.

They lay there for a moment, a tangled, sweating heap, the only sound their ragged breathing. Reality, cold and sharp, began to seep back into the room. Veronica’s guilt descended like a shroud.

They moved quickly, silently, pulling on clothes, straightening the bed. The evidence of their sin was erased, but the scent of sex and sweat still hung in the air. They stood facing each other, the tension now fraught with anxiety instead of desire.

“We can’t ever…” Veronica started, her voice trembling.

“I know,” Shaun interrupted, his hand reaching out to squeeze hers. “It stays here. Our secret.”

16 - A DIVORCEE’S DANCE OF FREEDOM

MMF / Age Gap / Group Sex / Threesome / Sex Work / Stripper / Lap Dance / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The hollow thud of the final divorce papers hitting her empty kitchen counter echoed the feeling in Mona’s chest. Empty. It was the only word that fit. Her bank account, her sprawling suburban house, the side of the bed where a husband used to sleep—all of it, empty. At forty-seven, with a resume boasting nothing but ‘domestic engineer’ for the last twenty-five years, the ‘We’re Hiring’ signs might as well have been written in another language. They didn’t see a capable woman; they saw an obsolete model.

The neon sign of The Mirage wasn’t a beacon of hope; it was a last resort, a flickering emergency exit. The air inside was thick with the scent of cheap liquor, expensive perfume, and desperation. Yet, a week in, a strange alchemy occurred. Under the hot, colored lights, with the bass thrumming through the soles of her feet, something broke open inside her. The hungry, appreciative eyes of strangers weren’t lecherous; they were liberating. Each tossed bill was a brick in the foundation of her new, independent life.

Tonight, the money was particularly good. She’d just finished her second set, a shimmer of sweat making her skin gleam under the blacklight, when she noticed them. Two of them, sitting at a stage-side table, tall drinks untouched as they watched her. They were young. Too young for this club, surely, all tousled hair and confident, easy smiles. They didn’t leer; they observed, with an intensity that made her breath catch.

She glided over during her break, the routine question—“Can I get you gentlemen another drink?”—feeling strange on her tongue.

“We’d rather get one for you,” the one with darker hair said. His name was Zach. His friend, Shawn, with eyes the color of sea glass, just nodded, his gaze warm and unwavering.

An hour and three overpriced cocktails later, Zach leaned in, his voice a low hum under the music. “I’d like a dance.”

In the dimly lit VIP area, she settled onto his lap, the familiar rhythm of the grind taking over. She could feel the hard line of his arousal through his jeans, a jolt of pure, unadulterated power surging through her. He’s hard for me. For me. She rolled her hips, a slow, deliberate circle, and felt his sharp intake of breath against her neck. His hands stayed respectfully on her hips, but his body was a rigid board of wanting beneath her.

When it was Shawn’s turn, the dynamic shifted. His hands were bolder, one splaying against the small of her back, pulling her flush against him. The music swelled, and as she arched against him, his other hand slid down, past the sequined edge of her G-string, his fingertips finding the slick, aching heart of her. The club rule—no touching—screamed in the back of her mind, a faint, distant alarm. But her body screamed louder. A soft, choked moan escaped her lips as his finger circled her clit, the friction perfect, illicit. She didn’t stop him. She pressed down against his hand.

The lights came up, signaling last call. Zach looked at her, his expression serious. “The party doesn’t have to end. Come home with us. We’ll make it worth your while.” He named a figure that made her head swim. It was more than she made in three nights.

Their apartment was a predictably masculine chaos of video game consoles and takeout boxes, but the couch was large and clean. Zach produced five crisp hundred-dollar bills, placing them gently in her hand. The paper felt like possibility.

“Dance for us,” Shawn said, his voice husky as he and Zach sank onto the couch.

The music from their speaker was primal, a deep, driving beat. She started slow, letting the silky robe she wore slide from her shoulders. Then, she turned, bending over, shaking her ass for them, hearing their twin groans. She glanced back to see they’d both freed their cocks, eyes locked on her, hands stroking their lengths in time with her movements. The sight was wildly erotic, a feedback loop of desire. They’re so young. So hard. And they’re doing that for me.

She dropped the last of her pretense, kneeling on the rug between Zach’s spread legs. She didn’t ask. She just took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tasting his clean, salty skin. She deep-throated him, her eyes watering slightly, fueled by his guttural cry of “Fuck, yes…” Her hand worked Shawn in rhythm, a double pleasure, feeling both men unravel for her.

When Zach’s fingers tangled in her hair, gently pulling her off, she was breathless and dripping. Shawn was there instantly, his cock sliding into her willing mouth, his taste different, muskier. She lost herself in the rhythm, an instrument played by two masters.

Then they moved her to the couch. Zach’s mouth was on her, his tongue delving into her with an expertise that made her back bow off the cushions.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, her hands scrabbling at the fabric.

At the same time, Shawn latched onto a nipple, sucking and nipping, sending jagged bolts of pleasure straight to her core. The dual assault was unbearable, wonderful, pushing her to the edge of a precipice.

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

On her hands and knees, she presented herself, feeling exposed and utterly powerful. She felt the blunt, hot pressure of him at her entrance, and then he was pushing inside, stretching her, filling her so completely she cried out. Each thrust was a claim, a punctuation mark on her liberation. He drove into her, his pace frantic, his hands gripping her hips, and she met him thrust for thrust, the slap of their flesh a violent music. His climax was a roar, a flood of heat that pulsed deep inside her.

He withdrew, and Shawn was there immediately, his hands on her waist, not as gentle. He entered her in one smooth, hard stroke, and she gasped at the sensation of being filled again, Zach’s release slicking the way. Shawn’s rhythm was different, deeper, harder, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. She felt her own orgasm building, a tidal wave of sensation, and as he spilled into her, his hot cum mixing with his friend’s, it crashed over her, a silent, screaming release that left her trembling.

She collapsed onto the couch, spent, their spend trickling down her thigh. The two young men looked at her, their expressions a mix of awe and satiation.

Zach traced a finger down her spine. “This was… incredible. Would you… would you want to do this again next week?”

Mona looked at the money on the table, then at the two handsome, spent men, and finally at her own reflection in the dark TV screen—a woman utterly, completely reborn. A slow smile spread across her face. “Yes. I’d love to,” she replied.

17 - MIDNIGHT PASSION AT THE SUPERMARKET

MF / Interracial / BBC / Age Gap / Public / Kissing / Fingering / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The stale, recycled air of the all-night grocery store hummed with the sound of freezers. Elaine wiped a strand of blonde hair from her forehead with the back of her hand, the rough cardboard of a cereal box scraping against her skin. She felt like a ghost here, a pale, thirty-eight-year-old specter drifting through aisles too brightly lit, her divorce-finalized figure out of place among the vibrant, loud camaraderie of her coworkers.

Donovan moved with an easy grace a few pallets over, his dark skin absorbing the fluorescent light, the intricate tapestry of his tattoos a stark contrast to the bland beige of his work shirt. He looked up, catching her stare. A slow, easy smile spread across his face, a flash of white in the dim stockroom. “You good, Ms. Elaine? Look like you ’bout to fall over.”

“I’m fine,” she said, her voice sounding too tight, too formal. “Just tired.” She’d heard the whispers, the jokes she wasn’t meant to understand. She’d also heard other things, whispered in a different context by her divorced friends over too much wine. Wild stories. Myths, really. About men who looked just like him.

He didn’t go back to work. He leaned against a tall shelf, his presence seeming to shrink the large room. “Long night. Almost over, though.”

“Almost,” she echoed, her eyes tracing the serpentine designs that coiled around his powerful forearms. He wasn’t just younger; he was a different species entirely. A thug, her ex-husband would have called him, a label she’d accepted without question. But now, up close, she saw the intelligence in his eyes, the deliberate slowness of his movements.

He pushed off the shelf and took a few steps toward her. The space between them, once a wide chasm of pallets and propriety, now felt intimate, charged. “You always so quiet,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in her chest. “What you thinkin’ about in that pretty head of yours?”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. I’m thinking about the stories. I’m thinking I want to know if they’re true. She couldn’t say it. Her mouth felt dry.

He was close now, so close she could smell the clean scent of his soap mingled with the faint, musky smell of his sweat. He reached out, not touching her, but tracing a line in the air near her cheek. “You look at me sometimes… like you’re tryin’ to solve a math problem.”

A nervous laugh escaped her. “Maybe I am.”

His smile widened. “Ain’t no calculus, baby. It’s simple.” His gaze dropped to her lips, and the air left the room. The hum of the freezers faded into a distant buzz. Every warning bell in her mind, every shred of her middle-class propriety, was silenced by a single, roaring thought: I want this.

He closed the final inch. His kiss wasn’t tentative. It was confident, deep, a claim staked. His tongue met hers, and a jolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through her. Her hands, clumsy at first, came up to grip his shoulders, feeling the solid, hard muscle beneath the cheap cotton. A low groan escaped him, vibrating into her mouth, and it was the most erotic sound she’d ever heard.

His hands slid down her back, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressed against her stomach, and a fresh wave of heat pooled between her legs. He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her neck. “Tell me to stop,” he whispered, his voice thick.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed, the words feeling both foreign and absolutely right.

His fingers made quick work of the button on her jeans, the zipper rasping down. His calloused hand slid inside her panties, and she gasped, her head falling back as his fingers found her wet, slick heat. Oh god. Two fingers slid inside her, and her knees almost buckled. He held her up with his other arm, his mouth finding hers again as his fingers worked her, a slow, torturous rhythm that had her panting against his lips.

“So fuckin’ wet for me already,” he growled, the words a dark promise. He withdrew his fingers, and she whimpered at the loss. In one fluid motion, he undid his own jeans. They slid down his hips, and her breath caught. He was thick, veined, and magnificent, jutting out from a thatch of dark curls. The stories hadn’t lied.

She didn’t need to be asked. The sight of him, the raw, masculine power of it, compelled her downward. She dropped to her knees on the cool concrete floor, her hands trembling as she reached for him. She took the broad head into her mouth, tasting his pre-cum, salty and primal.

He hissed, his hand tangling in her hair. “Yeah, just like that.”

She took him deeper, her own moans mingling with his guttural praises. She loved the weight of him on her tongue, the way his hips gave tiny, involuntary thrusts, the way he whispered “shit, girl…” above her. He let her set the pace for a moment before gently pulling her back up. “My turn,” he said, his eyes burning with dark fire.

He spun her around to face the towering wall of cardboard boxes. “Hold on.” Her fingers scrambled for purchase on the corrugated edges. He yanked her jeans and panties down to her knees in one rough, decisive motion. The cool air hit her exposed skin, followed immediately by the blistering heat of his body pressed against her back.

He ran the head of his cock through her drenched folds, teasing them both. “You ready for this?”

“Yes,” she begged, arching her back, pushing herself against him. “Please.”

He didn’t make her wait. With one powerful, relentless thrust, he filled her completely. A choked cry was torn from her throat. He was so big, stretching her in a way she’d forgotten was possible. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust, before setting a brutal, perfect rhythm. Each thrust rocked her entire body forward, her knuckles white where she gripped the boxes.

His grip on her hips was firm, possessive. The sound of their bodies slapping together echoed in the quiet stockroom, a lewd, frantic music. She could feel the coil of her orgasm tightening deep inside, sparked by every delicious, friction-filled drive. “Donovan…” she moaned, her voice breaking.

“Cum for me,” he commanded, his pace becoming punishing, frantic. “I wanna feel you.”

It was the permission she needed. The coil snapped. Her vision whited out as a seismic orgasm ripped through her, her inner muscles clenching around him in a series of violent, exquisite spasms. She cried out, the sound muffled by the cardboard.

Feeling her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he plunged into her one last time, hilt-deep, and she felt the hot, pulsing release of his cum filling her. He shuddered against her, his body going rigid before slumping over her back, his breath coming in ragged gasps against her neck.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, propped up by the shelves, the only sound their heavy breathing. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. The sensation made her legs tremble. He gently pulled her jeans back up, his hands surprisingly tender now.

She turned around, her body humming, her mind blissfully empty. He was re-buttoning his own jeans, that slow, easy smile back on his face. He leaned in and gave her one last, soft kiss. “Break’s over, Ms. Elaine.”

He picked up a box cutter and walked back toward the pallets as if nothing had happened. Elaine smoothed down her shirt, her fingers still unsteady. The cool air from a vent hit the damp spot on the back of her jeans, a shocking, secret reminder. She looked at his retreating back, at the confident set of his shoulders, and a slow smile spread across her own face. She picked up her own box cutter, the metal cool in her hand. The night shift was definitely looking up.

18 - A TABOO GOING AWAY PRESENT

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

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” he breathed against her lips, his voice husky with a need that mirrored her own.

Jennifer’s mind screamed a frantic, internal no, but her body, humming with a treacherous electricity, arched toward his. Her fingers tangled in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer, swallowing his confession with a kiss that tasted of guilt and desperate, years-long wanting.

—

It had started over dinner.

The silence in the dining room had been a heavy, awkward thing. Ned’s empty chair was a monument to his perpetual absence, leaving Jennifer alone with the young man she’d helped raise. Ralph, at nineteen, was all lean muscle and quiet intensity, a far cry from the scrawny boy she’d first met a decade ago. Tomorrow, he’d be gone, starting his freshman year at a college three states away. The relief Jennifer had expected to feel was curiously absent, replaced by a hollow, aching sorrow she didn’t dare examine.

“He’s not coming home, is he?” Ralph’s voice cut through the quiet, not accusing, just stating a fact.

Jennifer looked up from her uneaten chicken. “Your father? He’s just… swamped at the office. You know how the merger is.”

“Right.” Ralph pushed his plate away, his gaze fixed on her. It was a new kind of look, one that had been developing over the summer. It didn’t feel like a son looking at his mother. It felt like a man looking at a woman. It made her skin prickle. “It’s my last night here. Seems like he’d make an effort.”

“He will tomorrow, for the drive,” Jennifer said, her voice softer than she intended. “He’s proud of you, Ralph.”

“Are you?” The question was sudden, sharp.

“Of course I am.”

“That’s not what I mean.” He leaned forward, his elbows on the table, and the air in the room seemed to thin. “I’m not a kid anymore, Jennifer. I haven’t been for a while. And… God, this is going to sound so messed up.”

Her heart began a frantic drumbeat against her ribs. Don’t say it, she pleaded silently. Please, don’t ruin everything.

“I look at you,” he continued, his voice dropping to a near-whisper, “and I don’t see my stepmom. I see this… beautiful, incredible woman. And it’s all I can think about. I’m so confused, and I’m sorry, but I had to tell you before I left.”

The world tilted. Every forbidden fantasy she’d ruthlessly suppressed, every lingering glance she’d chastised herself for, came rushing to the surface in a dizzying wave. She should stand up. She should give him a gentle, maternal talk about boundaries and confusion. She should be the adult.

Instead, she heard herself whisper, “You’re not confused.”

And then she was standing, and he was standing, and the space between them vanished. His hands came up to cradle her face, his touch surprisingly gentle for someone who looked so strong. His thumbs stroked her cheeks, and when his lips met hers, it wasn’t the hesitant kiss of a boy. It was hungry, assured, and it unraveled her completely.

That was how they ended up pressed against the hallway wall, his body hard against hers, his mouth leaving a trail of fire down her neck. Her sensible cardigan was already on the floor.

“My room,” she gasped, pulling away, her own breath coming in short, sharp pants. She took his hand, leading him down the familiar hall, away from the life they knew, toward the precipice.

Inside her bedroom, with the door shut against the world, the reality of what was happening crashed into her. The queen-sized bed she shared with Ned seemed to mock her. Ralph stood by the door, looking suddenly young again, his eyes wide with a mixture of awe and fear.

Jennifer’s maternal instinct flickered, and for a second, she thought she could still stop this. But then he took a step toward her, and the raw desire in his gaze extinguished all doubt. She closed the distance between them, her fingers going to the button of his jeans.

Her hands trembled only slightly as she popped the button and drew down the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She pushed the denim and his boxers down over his hips in one motion, and his cock sprang free, thick and erect, proudly jutting from a thatch of dark hair. He was already a man in every sense of the word.

A low, needy sound escaped her throat. She sank to her knees on the plush carpet, her eyes locked with his. She took him in her hand, feeling the silken heat of his skin, the powerful throb of his pulse. She leaned forward and flicked her tongue against the velvety head, tasting a single, salty drop of his anticipation.

His groan was a broken thing. “Jennifer…”

His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she took him into her mouth. She worshiped him with her lips and tongue, tracing his length, sucking him deep until she felt him hit the back of her throat. She hollowed her cheeks, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had his hips bucking involuntarily. The weight of him, the taste of him, the ragged sounds of his pleasure—it was everything she’d secretly craved.

She pulled away, rising on unsteady legs. “Now you,” she murmured, her voice husky.

She reached for the hem of her simple cotton dress and pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in only her plain white bra and panties, feeling more exposed than if she were completely naked. His gaze raked over her body, hot and possessive, and any last shred of hesitation burned away.

“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed, his voice full of reverence.

He moved behind her, his hands skimming up her sides to the clasp of her bra. He fumbled with it for a second before it gave way. He turned her to face him, pushing the straps from her shoulders, letting her breasts spill free. He didn’t just look; he studied her, his eyes darkening as they settled on her hardened nipples.

He lowered his head, and his mouth closed over one peak. The sensation was electric, a jolt of pure pleasure that arced straight to her core. He suckled her, his tongue circling, his teeth grazing with just the right amount of pressure. A cry was torn from her lips as her head fell back. He lavished the same attention on her other breast, his hands roaming over her back, pulling her flush against him.

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them, now completely bare before her stepson. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he drank her in.

“Lie down,” he said, his voice rough with want.

She moved backward onto the bed, settling against the pillows. He followed, kneeling between her legs, his gaze fixed on the apex of her thighs. He didn’t hesitate. He lowered his head and his tongue found her in one long, slow, devastating lick.

Jennifer’s back arched off the bed. “Oh, God… Ralph…”

He was an eager, natural student. His tongue explored every fold, every sensitive nerve, circling her clit before plunging inside her. He feasted on her, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her open for him. The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, winding tighter and tighter with every lap of his tongue, every soft suck. Her fingers twisted in the sheets, her hips rising to meet his mouth, chasing the building crescendo.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he pulled away, his chin glistening. He moved over her, his body covering hers, the head of his cock pressing against her wet, aching entrance. He looked into her eyes, a silent question hanging between them.

She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him into her.

He sheathed himself inside her in one smooth, deep thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He was big, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was almost too much. A guttural moan was torn from his throat, and he buried his face in her neck.

For a moment, he was still, letting her adjust to the feel of him. Then he began to move. His rhythm was frantic at first, the clumsy, passionate thrusts of youth, but it quickly found a hard, driving pace. Each stroke was a claim. The slap of skin against skin, their ragged breaths, and her own desperate whimpers were the only sounds in the room.

He fucked her with a raw, unbridled intensity that Ned had never possessed. It was overwhelming, consuming. She met his every thrust, her nails digging into the sweat-slicked skin of his back.

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

She eagerly rolled onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her from behind, and the new angle was breathtaking. He went deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. His thrusts became harder, more possessive.

“This is what you wanted,” he panted, driving into her. “Isn’t it?”

“Yes!” she cried out, the admission freeing her completely. “Yes, yes, yes!”

His pace became punishing, a relentless piston that pushed her higher and higher. The world narrowed to the feeling of him pounding into her, the sound of their bodies joining, the scent of their sex. The coil that had been building since his first touch snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, convulsing wave of pleasure that made her scream into the comforter. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length.

The feel of her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and groaned her name like a prayer as he came, his release pulsing hot and deep inside her. He collapsed over her back, spent, his body weight a comforting anchor.

They stayed like that for a long moment, their harsh breaths slowly returning to normal. He softened inside her and eventually slipped out. He rolled onto his side, pulling her with him, spooning her against his chest. His arm draped over her waist, his fingers splayed across her stomach. The silence now was comfortable, intimate.

“We can’t ever tell anyone,” Jennifer whispered into the darkness, the guilt beginning to seep back in at the edges of her bliss.

“I know,” Ralph murmured, nuzzling her hair. “It’s our secret.” He held her tighter. “I’m still leaving tomorrow.”

“I know.” And she did. The distance would be a blessing, a necessary barrier. But as she felt the steady beat of his heart against her back, and the warm, sticky evidence of their sin between her thighs, she knew one thing for certain. This wouldn’t be the last time.

19 - A DATE WITH HER SON’S BEST FRIEND

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / PIV Sex

“God, yes… right there, Doug… don’t stop.”

Bella’s voice was a ragged, breathless thing, muffled by the plush comforter of a bed that wasn’t her own. Her fingers twisted into the sheets, knuckles white, as the young man behind her drove into her with a steady, powerful rhythm that was unraveling her, piece by piece.

How had she gotten here? Naked, on her hands and knees, being taken with such raw hunger by her son’s best friend?

—

It had started just that afternoon, in the fluorescent-lit sterility of the supermarket. The ache of an empty, too-quiet house had driven her out. She was pushing her cart, listless, through the cereal aisle when a familiar voice cut through the generic store music.

“Mrs. D?”

She turned. Leaning against his own cart was Doug, a young man she’d watched grow up alongside her son, Jay. His sandy hair was a bit longer, his lanky teenage frame now filled out with the solid muscle of early adulthood. He was… handsome. The thought had hit her with a startling, inappropriate clarity.

“Doug! Hi. How are you?” she’d said, her voice a little too bright, trying to cover her fluster.

He gave a shrug that was meant to be casual but didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Alright. Just… killing time, I guess. It’s kinda weird with everyone gone.” He didn’t need to specify who ‘everyone’ was. The exodus of the recent graduating class, her son included, was a fact that hung between them.

“Tell me about it,” Bella sighed, the loneliness she’d been fighting all week surging to the surface. “The house is so quiet. I keep making dinner for two out of habit.”

A spark of connection flashed in Doug’s gaze. “Yeah. That’s it exactly.” He hesitated, chewing his lip for a second before blurting out, “Hey, this is probably super weird, but… I’m headed to O’Malley’s later. Just for a burger. You wanna come? I mean, if you’re not busy. Could be less… lonely.”

Bella’s first instinct was to politely, firmly decline. He’s Jay’s friend. He’s so young. But the second instinct, the one that came from the hollow place in her chest, was louder. Why not? “You know what?” she heard herself say. “I’d like that.”

The bar was dim and loud, and they slid into a sticky vinyl booth. One beer became two, then three. The initial awkwardness melted under the warm buzz of alcohol and shared nostalgia. They laughed about Jay’s disastrous first driving lesson, about Doug’s infamous failed attempt to ask Sarah Miller to prom. The years between them seemed to evaporate. He wasn’t just Jay’s gangly friend; he was Doug, funny and surprisingly attentive, his gaze lingering on her in a way that made her skin prickle with heat.

“I always thought you were the cool mom,” he’d slurred slightly, leaning across the table. His voice dropped, sincere and bold from the liquor. “Actually, that’s a lie. I had a huge crush on you. Since I was, like, sixteen.”

The admission hung in the air, thick and electric. Bella’s heart hammered against her ribs. She should have shut it down. She didn’t. She just smiled, a slow, flattered curve of her lips. “Yeah?”

When the bartender called last call, Doug’s face fell. “I don’t want this night to end,” he said, his leg brushing against hers under the table. The contact sent a jolt straight through her. His eyes were dark, intense. “Come home with me.”

Every responsible cell in her body screamed no. But the ache between her legs, the thrilling, forbidden pull of him, screamed yes louder. She simply nodded.

—

Now, in his apartment, the last shreds of her hesitation were being fucked right out of her.

His hands were on her hips, his grip firm and possessive, anchoring her as he thrust. Each drive of his pelvis was a masterclass in rhythm, hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. He was so much bigger than she was used to, thicker and longer, and the delicious stretch was a constant, overwhelming sensation.

“You feel so fucking good, Bella,” he groaned, his voice gravelly with effort.

His palms slid from her hips, around to her front, finding her clit. The pressure was immediate and exquisite, his fingers working in tight, knowing circles against her sensitive flesh, perfectly in time with his deep, pounding strokes.

It was the dual sensation that undid her—the profound, filling thrusts and the frantic, focused attention on her most sensitive nerve. Her back arched, a silent, desperate plea for more. Her world narrowed to the points where their bodies connected: the slap of his skin against hers, the slick, wet sounds of their joining, the coil of pleasure tightening to an impossible degree in her core.

She was babbling, words without sense, just a stream of yes and please and oh god. The coil snapped.

Her climax ripped through her with a violence that stole her breath. A raw, guttural cry tore from her throat as her body seized around him, waves of pure, unadulterated pleasure convulsing through her. Her vision whited out at the edges, and she felt her own release gush around his driving cock.

The feel of her pulsing around him was all it took. Doug’s rhythm broke, his thrusts becoming erratic, frantic. With a deep, guttural groan that was the most primal sound she’d ever heard, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his own release flooding into her, a warmth that seemed to spread through her entire being.

He collapsed over her back, his weight a comforting, solid pressure, his breath hot and ragged against her shoulder blade. They stayed like that for long moments, connected, the only sounds their panting breaths and the frantic beating of their hearts slowly beginning to calm.

Slowly, carefully, he slipped out of her and rolled onto his back. Bella eased herself down, her limbs feeling like liquid, every muscle satiated and blissfully heavy. The cool air of the room hit her sweat-slicked skin, and she shivered. Doug immediately pulled the rumpled comforter over them both and gathered her into his arms, spooning her from behind.

His arm was a heavy, warm weight across her waist. His breathing evened out against her hair. And that’s when the reality of it all came crashing down. The scent of sex. The unfamiliar room. The man holding her.

Her son’s best friend.

A dizzying mix of shock, guilt, and sheer, unadulterated thrill washed over her. She had just had wild, incredible, earth-shattering sex with a boy she’d watched play Little League. And she had loved every single, depraved second of it.

She turned in his arms to face him. His eyes were drowsy, a satisfied smile playing on his lips.

“Doug,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “What we just did…”

“Was amazing,” he finished for her, his thumb stroking her cheek.

“We can’t… Jay can never know. No one can ever know.”

His smile didn’t fade. It just grew more possessive. “Our secret.” He leaned in and kissed her, a slow, deep kiss that tasted of beer and them. “So,” he murmured against her mouth, his hand sliding down her back to cup her bottom, pulling her flush against him. She could feel him, already beginning to stir again against her thigh. “When can I see you again?”

20 - FAST FOOD AND FORBIDDEN LUST
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The industrial metal door clicked shut with a finality that echoed through the empty restaurant. The only sounds were the hum of the refrigeration units and the frantic beating of Cheryl’s heart. Max turned the deadbolt, sealing them in the dim, sanitized silence. The air still hung heavy with the ghost of fried food, but all she could smell now was his cologne, something clean and sharp cutting through the grease.

“Finally,” Max sighed, leaning back against the cool metal of the door. He grinned at her, that same easy, disarming grin that had charmed her daughter for two years. “Thought that last family would never leave.”

Cheryl busied herself with wiping down a perfectly clean counter, her cloth moving in tight, nervous circles. “It’s a busy spot. I’m still getting used to the pace.”

“You’re a natural,” he said, his voice softer now, closer. “Allie always said you were the most capable person she knew.”

Hearing her daughter’s name was a bucket of cold water. Guilt, sharp and immediate. She straightened up. “Yeah… Allie,” she murmured.

She hadn’t heard Max cross the tile floor. His presence was a warmth at her back. “So… How’s she doing? Are her classes hard? Does she have a new boyfriend, yet?”

“Oh, Max. I’m her mother. She doesn’t talk to me about that stuff,” Cheryl replied, her voice faltering a bit.

She turned around, and he was right in front of her. The look in his eyes said it all.

“We shouldn’t…” she murmured.

“Shouldn’t what?” Max asked. His hand, tentative, came to rest on her hip. It was just a point of contact through her polyester work shirt, but it felt like a brand. “Talk about Allie? Or… this?”

She turned to face him, her protest dying in her throat. He was so young, so vibrantly alive. The faint stubble on his jaw, the confident set of his shoulders, the way his gaze dropped to her lips—it was a current of electricity that short-circuited a decade of maternal responsibility. He misses Allie, she told herself, that’s all this is. But the look in his eyes wasn’t one of loneliness for a girl away at college. It was hunger. For her.

“Max, this is a terrible idea,” she whispered, but she didn’t move his hand.

“I know,” he murmured, his other hand coming up to cup her cheek. His thumb stroked her skin, a shockingly intimate gesture. “But it’s the only idea I’ve had all week. Come home with me.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a plea wrapped in a command, and it unraveled her completely. The part of her that was Cheryl, the mom, the responsible divorcee, screamed in dissent. The part of her that was just a lonely woman roared to life. She gave a single, shaky nod.

His apartment was a cliché of bachelorhood, but she hardly saw it. The second the door closed behind them, he was on her. His mouth found hers, not with the gentle hesitation of before, but with a raw, claiming need. His kiss was all tongue and heat, tasting of soda syrup and desire. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer, her body arching into his of its own volition. This is wrong, this is wrong, this is so wrong. The mantra was drowned out by the pounding of her blood.

He walked her backwards, never breaking the kiss, until her knees hit the edge of his bed. He broke away, his breath ragged, his eyes dark pools of intent. “I’ve been imagining this since your first day.”

Slowly, his eyes locked on hers, he undressed her. The cheap uniform shirt fell to the floor. His fingers, surprisingly deft, unhooked her plain white bra. His gaze heated as it fell on her breasts, and he groaned, low in his throat. “Fuck, Cheryl.” He bent his head, his mouth closing over one nipple, sucking hard, his tongue laving the taut peak until she cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He laid her back on the comforter, peeling her pants and panties down her legs in one smooth motion. She was completely bare to him, and the cool air on her feverish skin was a delicious contrast. He stood at the foot of the bed, devouring her with his eyes as he stripped off his own clothes. And then she saw him. Really saw him. His body was all lean muscle and taut skin. And his erection, thick and long and fiercely hard, stood out from his body. A shudder of pure, wanton anticipation wracked her.

“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed, crawling up the bed.

She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his length. He was velvet-covered steel, hot and heavy in her palm. He hissed through his teeth as she stroked him. Needing to taste him, to have some measure of control, she gently pushed him onto his back and lowered her mouth.

She took him in slowly, her tongue swirling around the broad head, savoring the salty, musky taste of him. His groan was a guttural sound of pleasure. She relaxed her throat, taking more of him, her head bobbing in a rhythm that had his hips lifting off the mattress. “Cheryl… Jesus… I’m not going to last.”

She released him with a soft pop, a newfound power coursing through her. She lay back, spreading her legs, letting him see all of her. She let her fingers trail down her stomach and through her slick folds. She was drenched for him. She circled her clit, her back arching, a moan escaping her lips as she watched his rapt expression.

“My turn,” he growled, pushing her hand gently away.

He buried his face between her legs, his tongue a firm, relentless point of fire. He licked and sucked, lapping at her essence, driving her higher and higher with every stroke. She writhed beneath him, her moans turning into incoherent pleas. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearably so, and then snapped. She came with a shattered cry, her body convulsing under the devastating skill of his mouth.

Before the last tremor had even left her body, he was moving over her, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him down.

He pushed inside her, and her eyes rolled back in her head. He was so big, stretching her, filling her in a way she’d forgotten was possible. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly escalated. Each thrust was a jolt of pure pleasure, hitting a spot deep within her that made her see stars. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was obscene and exhilarating. Her nails dug into the muscles of his back as he drove into her, harder, faster, each stroke erasing a little more of her guilt, replacing it with primal, mindless need.

“Yes, Max, right there, don’t stop,” she begged, her voice a ragged thing.

He was chanting her name like a prayer, his thrusts becoming erratic, powerful. She felt another orgasm building, this one even more intense, coiling from the depths of her core. It crashed over her, a tidal wave of sensation that made her cry out, her inner muscles clenching and milking his length violently.

With a guttural shout, he plunged into her one last time, his body rigid as he poured himself into her, his hot release triggering aftershocks of her own climax. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor, their sweat-slicked skins glued together.

As their breathing slowly returned to normal, the real world began to seep back in. The weight on her chest wasn’t just his body; it was the crushing weight of what they’d done. She’d just been fucked senseless by her daughter’s ex-boyfriend. The guilt was a cold knot in her stomach, but beneath it, thrumming low and insistent, was a throbbing, satisfied ache and a terrifying, addictive hunger for more.

She traced a finger over his shoulder blade, her voice a hushed whisper in the dark. “Max… we can’t… no one can ever know about this.”

“I won’t tell anyone,” he insisted. “I promise.”

Cheryl’s mind raced. I can’t let this happen again. He’s Allie’s ex-boyfriend. But deep down, she knew she wanted more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The reply was immediate.

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

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

Gigi: It was… intense.

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

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

Gigi: Okay.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Cum for me,” he growled. “Now.”

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

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

“Next time,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble in the quiet room, “I think we should try the balcony.”
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“Are you fucking kidding me with that noise?” Kate’s voice was a blade, sharp and cold, as she threw open the door to the spare room.

Jasper didn’t even flinch. He was sprawled on the bed, the laptop propped on his stomach, the unmistakable, rhythmic moaning echoing off the walls. He just smirked, his eyes flicking from the screen to her furious form in the doorway. “Something you need, Kate? Or are you just here for the show?”

“Turn it off. Now.” She took a step into the room, the scent of stale popcorn and cheap beer hitting her. “My husband is at work, and I will not have his degenerate brother polluting our house with this… this garbage.”

He paused the video with a lazy click. The sudden silence was somehow louder. “Polluting?” He sat up slowly, a predator uncoiling. “Seems to me you’re the one who came barging into my room. Maybe you like the garbage.” His gaze traveled over her, lingering on the way her crossed arms pushed her breasts together, down to her clenched fists. “Maybe you’re curious.”

She should have left. She should have turned, called Michael, and had this man-child thrown out on the street. Every sensible, wifely fiber of her being screamed at her to do just that. But that smirk… that infuriating, confident, knowing smirk held her captive. Michael’s smiles were gentle, reassuring. Jasper’s promised sin.

“You’re disgusting,” she spat, but the heat had left her voice.

“Yeah,” he said, standing up and closing the distance between them in two easy strides. He was so close she could smell the faint, musky scent of him beneath the stale food. “But you’re still here.” He didn’t touch her, just loomed, letting his presence wash over her. “That uptight prick you married… does he ever make you feel like this?” He gestured vaguely to the frozen, lurid image on the screen.

Michael. The thought of her husband, so proper, so predictable, so… safe, was the final push. It was the catalyst that shattered her resolve into a thousand glittering, dangerous pieces. A lifetime of being good warred with a sudden, desperate need to be bad.

Her hand moved of its own volition, grabbing a fistful of his t-shirt and yanking him down to her. The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision of teeth and clashing lips, a raw transfer of all her pent-up frustration and seething curiosity. And he met her with equal ferocity, his tongue plunging into her mouth, claiming it. One hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back to deepen the angle, while the other slid down her back, pressing her flush against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection against her stomach, and a bolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through her.

This was nothing like with Michael. This was a wildfire.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “That’s what I thought,” he murmured, his voice a low growl against her lips.

His hands went to the waistband of his sweatpants, and he shoved them down just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and already fully hard, curving up towards his stomach. God, he’s huge.

The sight of it, so blatant and demanding, made her knees weak. Without a word, she sank to the floor before him, the rough carpet scratching her knees. She didn’t hesitate. She took the length of him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tasting the salty pre-come that already beaded there.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. “Fuck, Kate.”

His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as she worked him. She took him deeper, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth, her world narrowing to the feel of him sliding over her tongue, the sounds he was making, the musky, masculine scent of him filling her senses. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, and his hips gave an involuntary jerk.

“Enough,” he rasped, pulling her up by her arms. His eyes were dark with hunger. “My turn.”

He made quick work of her clothes, yanking her shirt over her head and unsnapping her jeans. In moments, she was naked before him, her skin pebbling in the cool air of the room. He backed her toward the bed, his mouth descending on one nipple, sucking it deeply into the heat of his mouth while his fingers pinched and rolled the other. Pleasure, sharp and almost painful, lanced through her, and she cried out, her head falling back.

He laid her down on the messy sheets and shoved her legs apart, kneeling between them. He didn’t ask. He just dove in, his tongue spearing into her without preamble. It was messy and relentless, a masterclass in crude, effective cunnilingus. He licked broad stripes through her wetness before zeroing in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth while two of his fingers thrust deep inside her.

Her hips came off the bed, a broken sob escaping her lips as the coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter. “Jasper… oh god…”

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he stopped. He flipped her onto her hands and knees with a strength that left her breathless. She felt him positioned behind her, the blunt, wet head of his cock nudging at her entrance. And then he was inside her, filling her in one long, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a punishing rhythm, each drive of his hips pushing her further up the bed, the sound of their bodies slapping together obscenely loud in the small room. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing rough, tight circles that made her see stars. The other hand trailed lower, through her slickness, past where they were joined.

She felt the pad of his thumb press against her other hole, a question, a promise. She gasped, but didn’t pull away. She pushed back against him, a silent, desperate answer. He spit, a crude, wet sound, and then his thumb was pressing inside, a delicious, stretching invasion that made her clench around his cock inside her.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grunted, his pace never faltering. “You like being filled with my cock.”

Before she could even form a thought, his thumb was gone, replaced by the insistent pressure of his cock’s head. He pushed, and there was a moment of blinding, exquisite pressure, a burn that quickly melted into a deep, impossible fullness as he sank into her ass.

She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure ecstasy as he began to move again, this rhythm slower, more deliberate, each thrust a calculated invasion that touched something primal deep within her. She was completely at his mercy, impaled and used, and she had never felt more alive. The dual sensations, the filthy words he growled into her ear, the way his hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise—it was all too much.

Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a seismic event that clenched every muscle in her body, her ass milking his cock in rhythmic pulses that tore a ragged shout from his throat. He plunged into her one last time, his own release hot and deep inside her as he collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the mattress.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, he slid out of her. The sudden emptiness was a shock.

Kate scrambled off the bed, her hands shaking as she gathered her clothes, not looking at him. The guilt was a cold wave, dousing the afterglow. She had just cheated on her husband. In their own home. With his brother.

She was almost at the door when his voice, lazy and satisfied, stopped her. “Same time tomorrow?”

She refused to turn around. “Never. This never happened.”

But as she fled down the hallway, the sticky evidence of their betrayal cooling on her inner thighs, she knew it was a lie.
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The minivan gave one last, shuddering gasp and died completely, its final groan swallowed by the cacophony of the inner-city street. Felicia’s white-knuckled grip tightened on the steering wheel. Shit. Shit, shit, shit. This was not her tree-lined suburb. Graffiti decorated the brick walls of nearby buildings, and the few people milling outside a corner bodega watched her with unnerving stillness.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of pure panic. She fumbled for her phone, her fingers clumsy, her mind racing with every horror story she’d ever heard. A sharp rap on her window made her jump, a small scream catching in her throat.

A man stood there. He was tall, his frame lean and powerful under a dark hoodie. His expression was unreadable behind a pair of reflective sunglasses. This is it, she thought, her blood running cold. He’s going to rob me. Or worse.

Trembling, she rolled the window down a single, cautious inch. “My… my car just died.”

He nodded slowly, pushing his sunglasses up onto his head. His eyes were a deep, warm brown, and they held hers without aggression. “Pop the hood. Let me take a look.”

Hesitation froze her. Every instinct told her to lock the doors and call 911. But something in his calm demeanor, the quiet authority in his voice, made her thumb find the hood release lever. Click. She watched him in her side mirror as he leaned over the engine, his hands, adorned with a few simple silver rings, moving with a practiced ease.

After a few minutes, he walked back to her window. “Ain’t startin’. Looks like your alternator gave up the ghost. You call a tow?”

She nodded, her voice a shaky whisper. “They said… forty-five minutes.”

A slow, easy smile spread across his face. It transformed him, chasing away the hardened edges. “Kwan. Name’s Kwan. And forty-five minutes in this neighborhood is like four hours anywhere else.” He leaned a muscular forearm on her doorframe. “You alright waitin’ here? Or you wanna wait somewhere… softer?”

Her gaze flicked from his confident smile to the group of men still lounging outside the bodega. A shiver ran down her spine that wasn’t entirely from fear. An old, buried curiosity stirred within her, something she’d never dared to entertain. She’d heard the whispers, the jokes among her wine-drunk friends. You know how they say Black men are…

“Softer?” she echoed, her voice gaining a tiny bit of strength.

“Motel. Just a couple blocks. Cheap, but clean. We can wait for your tow truck call there. Safer.” His eyes lingered on hers, the invitation clear and unmistakable.

The guilt was instant and hot, a flush creeping up her neck. She was a married mother of two. She drove a minivan, for God’s sake. But the thought of that powerful body closer to hers, of testing those whispered theories, was a sudden, overwhelming need. Just to see, she told herself. Just to know.

“Okay,” she heard herself say, the word foreign on her tongue. “Okay.”

The room was exactly as advertised: cheap, but clean. The stale smell of disinfectant barely masked a hint of mildew. The second the door clicked shut, the space between them shrunk, charged with a new, electric tension. Kwan turned to her, his playful demeanor shifting into something far more intense.

“You were scared of me,” he stated, not asking.

Felicia’s breath hitched. “A little.”

He took a slow step forward. “But you came anyway.” Another step. “Why?”

She had no answer, only a pounding heart and a dampness between her legs that shamed and excited her. His hand came up, and he gently took her chin between his thumb and forefinger, tilting her face up to his.

“You wanted to see if the stories were true,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated deep within her core.

He didn’t wait for an answer. His other hand went to the waistband of his low-slung jeans. Felicia’s eyes widened, her mouth going dry as he slowly unbuttoned, unzipped, and pushed the denim and his boxers down just enough.

Her breath left her in a sharp, silent oh.

It was… immense. A story unto itself, she thought, her mind reeling. Thick, and long, and already fully, magnificently erect, curving upwards against his taut stomach. The whispered myths in her cushy suburban life hadn’t done it justice. They were pathetic rumors next to this stunning, visceral reality.

Without thought, driven by a primal urge she didn’t recognize in herself, she sank to her knees on the rough motel carpet. The coarse fibers scratched her shins, a sharp counterpoint to the smooth, velvety heat of his skin as she wrapped her hand around the base. She heard his sharp intake of breath above her.

She leaned forward, her eyes locked on his, and flicked her tongue against the broad, leaking head. Salty. Musky. Perfect. A deep groan rumbled in his chest, and the sound fueled her. She opened her mouth wider, taking him in, her lips stretching obscenely around his girth. She could only manage a few inches before she felt him hit the back of her throat. She gagged softly, tears springing to her eyes, but she didn’t pull away. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper, the sensation of being so utterly filled short-circuiting her fear, her guilt, everything but the raw, physical reality of his cock in her mouth.

His hands fisted in her blonde bob, not pulling, just holding, a steady anchor as she began to move. Up and down. Slowly at first, then with more confidence. She swirled her tongue along the thick vein underneath, savoring his taste, the muffled curses and praises falling from his lips. “Yeah, just like that… shit, girl, that mouth…”

He gently pulled her up, his hands making quick, urgent work of her blouse and bra. Her sensible slacks and panties were pushed down her hips, and she stepped out of them, naked and shivering in the cool air. He kissed her then, his tongue plunging into her mouth with the same dominance his cock had. He walked her backward toward the bed, his mouth leaving a trail of fire down her neck, over her collarbone, until he captured one nipple, sucking it deep into the heat of his mouth while his fingers pinched and rolled the other.

He laid her back on the scratchy floral bedspread, his body a delicious weight atop hers. He positioned himself, the blunt, immense head of his cock pressing against her wet entrance. She was soaked, her body begging for it, but he was so big.

“Relax for me,” he whispered against her lips, his voice thick with need. “I got you.”

He pushed, and her eyes rolled back in her head. A low, guttural moan was torn from her throat as he stretched her, filled her, impaled her in one long, slow, relentless thrust. She felt incredibly full, a deep, aching stretch that bordered on pain before tipping violently into the most intense pleasure she had ever known. He was buried to the hilt, his hips flush against hers.

He began to move, and the world dissolved into a symphony of sensation. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony of loss; each deep, rolling thrust was a claiming. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into the firm muscles of his lower back, urging him deeper, harder. The cheap headboard slammed a rhythmic beat against the wall, a primal drum matching the pounding of their hearts.

She came suddenly, a shockwave of pleasure that clenched around him, her body seizing as she cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound she didn’t recognize as her own. He growled, flipping her over onto her hands and knees without ever slipping out of her.

The new angle was devastating. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh, and drove into her from behind. Deeper now, each thrust hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She could feel the incredible length of him, the impossible stretch of her around his thickness. She was moaning with every breath, a continuous, desperate sound of overwhelming ecstasy. The visual of it, the sheer eroticism of watching this powerful man take her, using her body with such fierce possession, sent her spiraling toward another climax.

She felt his rhythm begin to stutter, his thrusts becoming harder, more frantic. His grip on her hips tightened like a vice. “Fuck… I’m gonna cum…” he grunted, the words ragged.

He plunged into her one last time, burying himself to the root, and she felt the hot, pulsing release deep inside her core. A final, powerful shudder wracked his body as he collapsed over her back, both of them spent and slick with sweat.

They lay like that for a long moment, the only sound their ragged breathing and the distant wail of a siren. He shifted, pulling out of her gently, and rolled onto his back, taking her with him so she lay sprawled on his chest. The reality of what she had just done crashed over her. The guilt was a cold wave, but it was immediately, utterly swamped by the warm, throbbing aftershocks of pleasure still echoing through her body and one undeniable, thrilling thought: I want more.

She traced a finger over the tattoo on his chest, her head nestled in the crook of his arm. He reached for his phone on the nightstand, the screen illuminating his profile.

“What’s your number, ma?” he asked, his voice still rough around the edges. “Just in case your tow truck never shows.”

Felicia’s lips curved into a slow, secret smile against his skin. She gave him the digits, the numbers feeling like a key to a door she never knew existed.

24 - THE HOUSEKEEPER’S FORBIDDEN PASSION
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The key turned in the back door lock with a soft click, a sound Clara had made a thousand times. But tonight, the house felt different. It felt… charged. She hung her apron on its customary hook, the worn fabric a testament to fifteen years of service. Fifteen years of watching the Robinson children grow from squealing toddlers into adults.

And one of them was home.

The floorboard on the landing creaked, the one she’d been meaning to point out to Mr. Robinson for months. She paused, her hand on the banister, and looked up. Ned stood there, silhouetted in the dim hall light. He wasn’t the lanky boy who’d left for college four years ago with a trunk full of video games and a nervous smile. The boy was gone, replaced by a man. His shoulders were broad, filling out the dark cotton of his t-shirt. A faint shadow of stubble dusted his strong jaw.

“Couldn’t sleep either?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the quiet house. It was deeper than she remembered.

“Just finishing up,” Clara said, her own voice feeling strangely thin.

He descended the stairs with an easy confidence, no longer the teenager who used to slide down the banister. He stopped on the bottom step, putting them at eye level. The faint scent of his cologne, something clean and woody, washed over her.

“House feels weird without the chaos, doesn’t it?” he mused, his eyes scanning the familiar kitchen. “Quiet.”

“I don’t mind the quiet,” she replied, though her heart was beginning to beat a rapid tattoo against her ribs.

His gaze settled back on her, intense and unwavering. “I missed this place. I missed… you, Clara. All those times you’d sneak me an extra cookie after Mom said no. Or help me with my history homework even though you were supposed to be dusting.”

A warm flush crept up her neck. “That was a long time ago.”

“Not that long.” He took the final step down, now standing fully in her space. The air between them grew thick, humming with something unspoken. “I actually… I need to confess something.”

Clara’s breath hitched. “Oh?”

“I had the world’s biggest crush on you.” He said it plainly, a faint, embarrassed smile playing on his lips. “God, it was ridiculous. I’d daydream in class about you. Thought you were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.”

Her cheeks burned. “Ned, don’t be silly. I was your housekeeper.”

“You still are. And you’re still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.” The sincerity in his voice left no room for argument. It was a statement of fact.

Her protest died in her throat. The compliment, so direct and unfiltered, unwound a knot of tension deep within her. She was just Clara. Invisible Clara. But he saw her. He’d always seen her.

He reached out, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric, a jolt of pure sensation that made her knees feel weak. This is a very bad idea, a voice in her head whispered. But her body was screaming a different, more primal answer.

She didn’t pull away.

—

The old clock in her small quarters ticked loudly in the silence. Each second felt like an hour. Clara had changed into her softest cotton pajamas, the ritual familiar, but tonight it felt like a costume. Her skin was still buzzing from his touch, from the heat in his eyes.

A soft knock at her door was almost lost in the thrum of her own pulse. She knew who it was. She’d been waiting for it, dreading it, craving it.

She opened the door. Ned filled the frame, his expression serious, hungry. He didn’t speak. He simply stepped inside, closed the door behind him with a quiet click, and backed her against it. His body was a wall of warmth against hers.

“Tell me to leave,” he breathed, his forehead resting against hers.

Her mind was a jumble of warnings, of consequences, of the sheer wrongness of it all. But her body had already decided. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to grip the solid muscle of his arms.

“I can’t,” she whispered.

That was all the permission he needed. His mouth crashed down on hers. It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was deep and claiming, all tongue and heat and desperate need. A moan escaped her, swallowed by his mouth. His hands were everywhere, roving over her back, her sides, pulling her tight against him until she could feel the hard ridge of his erection straining against his sweatpants.

His kiss trailed down her neck, hot and wet, as one hand slid under the hem of her pajama top. His palm, rough and warm, splayed across her stomach, making her muscles clench. He cupped her breast through her simple bra, his thumb circling her nipple until it was a hard, aching peak. Oh god.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “I’ve wanted to do that since I was sixteen.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. His hands went to the drawstring of his pants, and he pushed them down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, thick and erect, the tip already glistening. Clara’s mouth went dry. He was so much… more than she had imagined.

He guided her to her knees on the worn rug. The position felt both submissive and powerfully erotic. She looked up at him, at the desperate need on his face, and any last hesitation vanished. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste him. A salty, musky preview.

He groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her. She used her tongue, swirling around the head before taking him deeper, her lips forming a tight seal.

His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust and he muttered a curse under his breath. “Clara… fuck… just like that.”

The sounds he made, the way his body tensed, drove her on. She bobbed her head, establishing a rhythm, one hand cupping the heavy weight of his balls. She was lost in the act, in the power of reducing this confident man to a groaning, pleading mess.

But he pulled her up, his breath ragged. “I need to feel you. All of you.”

In a swift motion, he pulled her pajama top over her head and unsnapped her bra. Her breasts spilled free, and he bent his head, taking a nipple into his hot mouth, sucking deeply while his hands worked her pajama bottoms down her hips. She kicked them away, standing naked and trembling before him.

He laid her back on the bed, his eyes devouring her. He didn’t speak. He just kissed his way down her body—over her quivering stomach, the sensitive skin of her inner thighs—until he settled between her legs. His hands hooked under her knees, spreading her wide open for him.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back arch off the bed. Oh, Jesus. It was relentless. He licked and sucked, his tongue finding a rhythm that had her clutching the sheets, biting her lip to keep from crying out. He teased her clit with the very tip of his tongue, then plunged two fingers inside her, curling them to find that sweet, hidden spot. A white-hot coil of pleasure tightened deep in her belly. She was panting, her hips moving against his mouth of their own volition. The pleasure was a crescendo, building until it shattered. She came with a silent, breathless scream, her body convulsing around his fingers.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving up her body, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him down.

He sank into her in one smooth, deep thrust. She gasped, her eyes flying open. He was so full, stretching her perfectly. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust, his face a mask of strained control. Then he began to move.

It was a slow, deep rhythm at first, each stroke dragging against her sensitive, swollen flesh. But it quickly grew more urgent. The old bedsprings squeaked in protest. “Shhh,” he whispered against her ear, his breath hot. “We have to be quiet.”

The warning only made it more intense. Every thrust was a gamble, a risk of discovery that sent another jolt of adrenaline through her. She met his rhythm, her nails digging into the sweat-slicked skin of his back. The only sounds were their ragged breaths, the wet slap of skin on skin, and the desperate creak of the bed.

He shifted, pulling out of her. “Turn over,” he rasped.

She obeyed, getting on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her again, from behind, and this time he went even deeper. She buried her face in the pillow to muffle her moans. He fucked her with a powerful, driving pace, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. She could feel the tension coiling in him, his rhythm becoming erratic.

“I’m gonna come,” he grunted, his voice thick.

It was all she needed. The tension broke again, a second, more violent orgasm ripping through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his release. With a guttural groan, he pushed deep and held there, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed, a tangled mess of limbs and sweat. He rolled onto his back, pulling her with him, her head on his chest. His heart hammered against her ear, a wild drum echoing her own.

For a long time, they just lay there in the dark, the scent of their sex filling the small room. The reality of what they’d done began to sink in.

He finally broke the silence, his voice a sleepy murmur. “No one can ever know, Clara.”

“I know,” she whispered back, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his chest.

He shifted, kissing her forehead gently before untangling himself from the sheets and her arms. He dressed quietly in the dark. At the door, he paused, looking back at her one last time before slipping out into the silent hall.

Clara lay alone in the warm spot they had shared. She could still feel the ache between her legs, the ghost of his weight on her. It was wrong. It was reckless. It was…

A slow, secret smile touched her lips in the darkness. She knew, with a certainty that terrified and thrilled her, that she wanted to do it again.

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

It demanded a response.

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

“Can I buy you another one of those?”

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

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

“Cole.”

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

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

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

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

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

She gasped into his mouth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I had a really good time, Jazzy.”

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

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