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  Taboo Content Warning


This book contains graphic sexual content and taboo themes such as: Stepdaughter/Stepfather, BDSM, Watersports, Consensual Non-Consent, degrading language, and possibly more. 
Not recommended for readers under 18 or those easily triggered by extreme sexual content. 
All characters involved in sexual content are over 18. 
Safewords are in use at all times during BDSM scenes.






  
  Author's Note (Maddie's Taboo Stories)


Author’s note: This is the first story in my new series, Maddie’s Taboo College Stories. Join my Substack: Sophisticated Erotica, for access to my entire Taboo library. I publish chapters there as I write them.
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  Chapter one
My Stepdad the DILF


I pulled Bree's weekender bag out from under her bed and tossed it on top, watching her frantically search through her closet for the perfect outfit to pack. This was her third time returning home since school started. Her family lived in suburban Atlanta, barely an hour away, but she treated every trip like she was preparing for Fashion Week. 
"So you're absolutely sure it's cool?" I asked, perching on the edge of my desk. "Derek sleeping in your bed while you're gone?"
Bree emerged from the closet holding up a blue crop top and a yellow button-down. "Which one looks cuter?"
"The yellow one. And you didn't answer my question."
She shrugged, tossing the rejected top onto a growing pile of laundry in the corner of the closet. "It's fine, but won't it be weird though? Him sleeping in the same room as you?"
My stomach did a small flip. I'd been trying not to think about that particular detail. "No? I mean, it's just Derek."
"Just Derek." Bree grinned, abandoning her packing to flop onto her bed. "What does he look like. Show me a picture."
"You don't need to—"
"Maddie." She made grabby hands at my phone. "Come on. I'm letting him sleep in my bed. Least you can do is show me who's gonna be drooling on my pillows."
I pulled up my photos, scrolling past campus shots and study group selfies until I found one from last summer. Derek stood in front of his truck, arms crossed over his chest, wearing a faded UGA shirt that stretched across his shoulders. The late afternoon sun caught the silver in his beard, making his blue eyes practically glow.
Bree snatched the phone from my hand. Her eyes went wide.
"Holy shit, Maddie! Your stepdad is a total DILF!"
Heat flooded my face. "What? No, he's—wait, what's a DILF?"
"Oh my god." Bree clutched my phone to her chest. "It means a 'Dad I'd Like to Fuck.' Your stepdad's prime real estate. Look at those arms… and those tattoos."
"Give me my phone back." I reached for it, but she danced away, zooming in on the photo.
"He's a total silver fox. Do you have any pictures of him without a shirt on?" 
I snatched my phone out of her hands. "No, he's my stepdad for fuck's sake."
"Did you ever see him naked? Like, even by accident."
"Jesus, I grew up with him, Bree," I said, shoving my phone in my pocket. My face still burned. "He was like a second dad. In fact, he was there for me more than my real dad." I thought about our relationship. "But, we didn't always get along. Actually, we used to really hate each other."
"Really, you used to hate him?"
"Maybe hate is too  strong a word." I grabbed a pair of her jeans from the floor and folded them, cleaning up the room before he arrived. "When my mom married him, I was ten. Total nightmare phase. Blamed him for my parents' divorce even though they'd split before Mom even met Derek."
Bree sat cross-legged on her bed, chin in hands, looking genuinely interested. "So what changed?"
"Football." I smiled despite myself. "UGA football, specifically. I was watching a game one Saturday, and he just... sat down and started explaining plays. Didn't push, didn't try to be my dad. Just talked football like I was a regular person." I shrugged. "Turned out we both cared a lot about it. That's why he's coming tomorrow. We've been watching games together for years. Now, we're actually going to one."
"That's actually really sweet." Bree's expression turned calculating. "So he can stay Sunday night too, and sleep in my bed again."
I laughed. "He's leaving right after the game Saturday. And you'll be back Sunday night."
"Exactly." She lifted her eyebrows. "I'll share my bed with him."
"You're ridiculous."
"I'm just horny. Aren't you? Neither of us has gotten laid yet." She finally started actually packing, rolling clothes into neat cylinders. 
I threw her hairbrush at her, which I had just picked up off the floor.
"Ouch. That hurt, you bitch. So are you nervous? About him visiting?"
The question caught me off guard. I sat on my bed, pulling my knees to my chest. "Kind of? It's the first time we'll be alone together since I left for college. No mom,  just... us. But I'm looking forward to seeing him. I miss him more than I thought I would."
"What about your mom?" Bree zipped her bag closed, finally packed. "Miss her too?"
I picked at a loose thread on my comforter. "Not really. We don't... we've never been that close. She's always working, always has some conference or project. Half the time growing up, it felt like he raised me more than she did."
Bree gave me a long look, something almost knowing in her eyes. But all she said was, "Well, have fun tomorrow. And tell him he's welcome in my bed anytime."
I threw my pillow at her, but I was smiling.






  
  Chapter two
Lost and Found


The campus sprawled out before me like a maze. I'd graduated from this place twenty-six years ago, when Athens was still a sleepy college town where you knew every bartender by name and could park anywhere without circling for twenty minutes. Now, glass-fronted buildings I didn't recognize jutted up between the old brick structures I remembered, and what used to be a quiet residential street had transformed into blocks of high-rise student housing. 
My truck felt oversized threading through the narrow campus roads, past kids on scooters and groups of girls in athletic gear. I checked my phone again, squinting at the map Maddie had texted me. Russell Hall. Building 47. The numbers on the buildings didn't seem to follow any logical pattern.
I found what I thought was the right parking lot and pulled in, killing the engine. The October air hit me when I stepped out—crisp, carrying the scent of a nearby food truck. Students moved in clusters across the quad, their voices and laughter creating a constant hum that made me feel ancient.
Three buildings faced the parking lot, none of them clearly marked. I pulled out my phone, comparing the brick facades to the photo Maddie had sent.
"You look lost."
I turned. Two girls stood a few feet away, both in yoga pants and oversized sweatshirts, both giving me appraising looks that made the back of my neck hot.
"I'm looking for Russell Hall," I said. "Building 47?"
The blonde one pointed to the middle building. "That's it. Who are you visiting?" Her eyes traveled over my chest, lingering on my arms.
"My daughter." The word felt automatic. Easier than explaining stepdaughter to college girls who were looking at me like I was something other than a dad.
"Cool ink," the brunette said. She stepped closer, tilting her head to see the details. "Did you play? You've got that build."
"Long time ago." I shifted my weight, glancing toward the building. "Thanks for the help."
"Here, I'll show you the way?" The blonde smiled, a little too bright, a little too interested.
Before I could decline, her friend chimed in. "I'm heading that way, too."
They grabbed my elbows on each side. They both wore impossibly tiny cutoff shorts and had that confident energy hot college girls possessed—direct eye contact, easy smile, body angled just slightly toward mine.
"We live in Russell. We'll escort you."
The two exchanged glances, some silent communication passing between them. They started walking, forcing me to follow or stand there looking awkward.
"So, you're visiting your daughter?" one said. 
"Stepdaughter, actually." I kept my eyes forward, hands in my pockets.
"That's sweet." She glanced up at me through her long false lashes. "Are you here for the game? Maybe we could get together after?"
"Yes, but I'm leaving right after." The words came out rougher than I intended. 
We reached the building entrance. They held the door, and I had no choice but to brush past them into the lobby. The stale air of the dorm hit me as we entered. They led me to the elevator, pressed the button for the third floor without asking.
"What room?"
"314. Thanks, I've got it from here."
"I'm 340." The blonde leaned against the elevator wall, still smiling. "If you need anything."
The door opened, and I stepped out quickly. "Appreciate the help."
I found room 314, knocked twice. The door swung open.
Maddie grinned at me—that wide, genuine smile that had always made me happy. "You finally made it!"
For a second, I just looked at her. She looked different somehow. More adult. The athletic shorts showed off toned legs I tried not to notice. Her fitted UGA shirt hugged curves that I hadn't noticed before. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, and something in her face had shifted—still Maddie, but more grown-up, more... I yanked my eyes back to her face.
"I got a little lost." I pulled her into a light hug. She smelled like vanilla and something floral. "Good to see you, sweetheart."
"Come in, come in." She stepped back, gesturing to the tiny room. "Bree's still here—she wanted to meet you before she left."
A blonde blur launched off one of the beds. "Oh my god, you're here! Maddie's told me so much about you." Bree grabbed my hand, pumping it enthusiastically. Her eyes traveled over me with zero subtlety. "Your arms are incredible. Do you lift weights? You must. I've always wanted to lift weights. Were you really a football player? What position?"
"Bree." Maddie's face had gone pink. "Breathe."
"Sorry, sorry." Bree didn't look remotely sorry. She circled me, studying the sleeve on my right arm. "The detail on this is insane. And oh my god, your shoulders—do you work out or is that just genetics because Maddie said you do carpentry, which must keep you in shape, but still—"
"Bree!" Maddie looked ready to die of embarrassment.
"Wait, we need a selfie!" Bree grabbed her phone, wedging herself against my right side. "Maddie, get in."
Maddie hesitated, then pressed against my left. Bree thrust her phone at me.
"Your arms are longer. You take it."
I held the phone up, trying to frame all three of us. Just as I tapped the screen, Bree's hand settled on my ass, giving it a light squeeze.
Christ. These college girls are bold.
I handed the phone back quickly, stepping away. Bree studied the photo, grinning like she'd won something.
I glanced at Maddie. She rolled her eyes at her roommate, looking mortified but amused.
At least Maddie wasn't like that. I hoped.
Bree grabbed her weekend bag, slinging it over her shoulder. She gave Maddie a hug, whispered something that made her blush, then turned back to me. "Have fun, you two!"
She winked at me—actually winked—and disappeared into the hallway.
The door clicked shut. Silence dropped over the room like a blanket.
I'd forgotten how small dorm rooms were. Two beds, barely an arm's length apart. Two desks crammed against opposite walls. A shared closet. The space felt intimate in a way that made my collar feel tight. Maddie shifted her weight, glancing at her phone, then at me, then back at her phone.
The quiet stretched.
"So." She cleared her throat. "You have the tickets for tomorrow?"
I pulled out my phone, opening the email. "Right here. Section 107."
"That's perfect." She dropped onto her bed, all nervous energy transforming into enthusiasm. "Did you see the spread for the game? We're favored by ten."
"Defense looks solid this year." I leaned against her desk, grateful for familiar ground. "If the offense can stay consistent—"
"We've got a real shot at the playoffs." She pulled her legs up, crossing them. "I've been watching every game with some people from my dorm. They have no idea what they're talking about half the time."
We fell into the easy rhythm we'd perfected over the years—debating quarterbacks, analyzing plays, predicting outcomes. The tension leaked out of my shoulders. This felt like us.
"Hey." Maddie looked up at me, that grin back in place. "Want to grab dinner? There's this barbecue place downtown that's really good."
My stomach growled in response. "Sounds perfect."






  
  Chapter three
BBQ Boundaries


Dawg Gone Good BBQ  was packed with students and townies, the air thick with smoke and the smell of meat and vinegar. We grabbed a picnic table near the back, and I tore into my pulled pork sandwich while Derek attacked his brisket. For a while, we just ate—the comfortable silence of people who didn't need to fill every gap with noise.
"Bennett's arm looks stronger this year," I said around a mouthful of pork.
Derek nodded, wiping sauce from his beard with a paper towel. "Kid's been putting in work. You can see it in the deep balls."
We dissected the season's highlights, debated whether the offensive line could hold up against Alabama. 
But then I asked the question I'd been avoiding. "How's Mum?"
Derek's expression changed. The openness shuttered, replaced by something careful. "She's fine. Working a lot."
"She's always working." I picked at the label on my water bottle. "Big project?"
"Yeah. Some acquisition or something." He took a long swig of beer.
I studied his face. The tightness around his eyes. The way he wouldn't quite look at me. "What's wrong?"
"Nothing's wrong."
"Derek."
He sighed and set down his beer. "She's been spending a lot of time with that guy… Marcus."
The name landed heavy. "The VP guy?"
"That's him." Derek took another long swallow. "The guy's everything I'm not. Fancy suits, corporate success… rich."
Something in my chest twisted. I reached across the sticky table, covering his calloused hand with mine. "You shouldn't be jealous of him. You're worth ten of that guy."
Derek looked at our hands. His fingers twitched under mine—not quite pulling away, but not settling either. Something flickered in his blue eyes. Gratitude, yes. But underneath that... something heavier.
He pulled his hand back gently, picked up his beer again. "Thanks, sweetheart. That means a lot, but I think it's only a matter of time. She's been hinting that maybe we need a change. And this weekend, they're off on a 'business trip' together."
"You think she's having an affair with him?" I asked.
He looked at me with a guilty look on his face. "I shouldn't be burdening you with this."
"No, it's ok. Do you have any proof?"
"I went through her luggage when she was in the shower, and none of it was professional clothing. Not what she packs when she goes on an actual business trip." He lowered his head. "And some nights she comes home smelling of cologne."
His voice had gone tight. Strained.
I took his hand again.
"So, uh." Derek cleared his throat. "Think the defense can shut down their run game?"
I grabbed the lifeline. "If the linebackers stay disciplined..."
We finished dinner talking plays and predictions, but that moment hung between us—my hand on his, his confession about his marriage to my mother, the careful way he'd pulled away.
Something had shifted.
I just didn't know what it meant.






  
  Chapter four
Jealousy


We walked downtown, streetlights flickering on as dusk settled over Athens. The autumn air felt good after the smoky restaurant. 
"There's a decent rooftop bar around here," I said. "Good views of campus."
Maddie glanced up at me, amused. "I'm eighteen, remember? Can't exactly belly up to a bar."
Right. Of course.
We kept walking, with no particular destination. Maddie told me about her classes—harder than she'd expected, but she loved the challenge. She mentioned trying out for the swim team.
"Makes sense," I said. "You've loved the water since I first taught you to swim."
She grinned up at me. "Remember how scared I was? You practically had to bribe me to put my face under."
"Ice cream worked wonders."
"Still does." She bumped my shoulder with hers. 
She had been the varsity captain of her swim team. I was at every meet I could make.
"Making friends?" I asked.
She shrugged. "Bree's great, but everyone else... I don't know. It's cliquey. Everyone seems to already know each other."
"Give it time. Join some clubs. Put yourself out there." The fatherly advice came easily. This, at least, I knew how to do.
"Yeah, maybe."
We passed a group of guys outside a pizza joint, laughing loudly. One of them checked Maddie out as we walked by. I felt a pang of protective anger.
"So, uh..." I tried to sound casual. "Any guys caught your eye?"
"God, no." Maddie laughed. "No time for dating. I'm barely keeping my head above water with classes."
Relief flooded through me—immediate and inappropriate. What the hell did it matter if Maddie dated? I should want her to find someone. To be happy. That's what normal stepfathers wanted.
But I wasn't feeling particularly normal.
"I could really use a drink," I said. "Maybe we grab a bottle, head back to your dorm? Just hang out?"
Maddie's eyes met mine. "Yeah. That sounds perfect."






  
  Chapter five
Tipsy Truths


Back in the dorm, Derek pulled the bourbon from the brown paper bag. 
"Want one?"
I nodded. "If you think it's okay."
"It'll be between us." He poured generous measures into two red solo cups and added a splash of Coke to each. When he handed mine over, our fingers brushed.
The first sip burned. The second went down easier.
We ended up on the floor, backs against our beds, legs stretched out. The alcohol loosened something between us. We talked about everything—his high school days, my swim team, stupid movies we loved, songs we couldn't stand.
"So really," Derek said, words slightly slurred. "No guy at all? You're telling me none of these college boys have tried?"
"I'm not interested." I took another drink. "Dating seems complicated."
"You ever...?" He gestured vaguely. "I mean, are you still a virgin?"
My face flamed. "Dad! I can't talk to you about that!" I don't know why I called him Dad when I usually called him Derek.
He waved his hand. "Forget I'm your stepdad for tonight. Just... talk to me like I'm a friend. I'm curious."
The bourbon made me brave. "No. I'm not."
"Yeah?" His eyes stayed on mine. "When?"
"Junior year. Robby Henderson."
"Henderson's kid?" Derek's face flushed red. "That little shit."
"It wasn't..." I swallowed. "It was fine."
"Fine?" He shifted closer. "That's it? Just fine?"
"It was awkward. Quick. He didn't really know what he was doing, and neither did I." The words spilled out before I could stop them. "I thought it would be different. More. But it just... wasn't."
Derek stayed quiet, watching me with an intensity that made goosebumps rise on my flesh.
"I haven't wanted to try again since," I admitted.
He was silent for a long moment. Then: "You deserve better than that. You should experience someone who knows how to please you."
The words hung between us.
I stood abruptly. "I should change. Get ready for bed."
In the women's bathroom, I pulled on my onesie—soft cotton covered in red and black, the colors of UGA football. Cute. Safe. Completely non-sexual. When I came back to the room, Derek was down to his boxers, no shirt, climbing into Bree's bed across from mine.
I couldn't take my eyes off him.
His body was incredible—broad shoulders, defined chest, abs ridged down his stomach. But it was lower than that which made me freeze. The thin fabric of his boxers did nothing to hide the outline of his cock, swinging heavy as he moved. Even soft, it was huge.
I'd had no idea.
I jerked my eyes away, face burning. Don't think about it. He's your stepfather. Don't.
"Goodnight, sweetheart," Derek said, his voice rough.
"Night." I practically dove into my bed, yanking the covers up.
The light clicked off.
I lay in the darkness, heart pounding, unable to stop thinking about what I'd seen. About what he'd said. About the way he'd looked at me when I told him about Robby.
Sleep felt impossible.






  
  Chapter six
Caught Red-Handed


I couldn't sleep. 
The bourbon thrummed through my veins, mixing with thoughts I had no business thinking. Maddie's voice kept playing in my head—it was quick, awkward, he didn't know what he was doing—and I couldn't stop imagining how I'd do it differently.
I'd take my time. Learn what made her gasp, what made her back arch. I'd make sure she knew exactly what it was supposed to feel like when someone worshipped her the way she deserved.
My cock stirred at the thought.
I shifted in Bree's narrow bed, listening to Maddie's breathing across the room. Soft. Steady. The sound of her so close in the darkness made everything worse.
I thought about that onesie—ridiculous and innocent and somehow the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. About the flash of skin I'd caught when she'd leaned forward earlier. About her lips wrapped around the rim of that solo cup.
My hand slid beneath the waistband of my boxers.
This was wrong. Completely, utterly wrong.
But the bourbon and the dark and her presence just feet away shattered my resistance. I wrapped my fingers around myself, already half-hard, and stroked slowly. Eyes closed, I let the fantasy take over—Maddie's small hand replacing mine, her delicate fingers wrapping around my cock, her mouth, her body beneath me while I showed her everything that fumbling boy hadn't known to do.
I bit back a groan, working myself faster.
Some instinct made me open my eyes.
Maddie was awake. Watching me. Her eyes shocked by what she was witnessing.
I froze, hand still wrapped around my cock, waiting for her to cry out. To look away. To pretend she saw nothing.
She didn't move. Just kept staring, her expression unsure of what to do.






  
  Chapter seven
Don't Stop


I woke to sounds from across the room. 
I turned over, and in the dim light filtering through the window, I saw Derek's silhouette. His head tilted back against the pillow, one arm moving beneath the sheets with unmistakable purpose.
My stepfather was jerking off.
Heat flooded through me—a mix of shock and embarrassment that sent my heart racing. Was he thinking about me? The idea unearthed something hidden within me. Something I had always known was there, but had pushed down deep out of fear or shame.
I should have closed my eyes. Rolled over. Pretended I was still asleep.
Or maybe I should scream. Run into the hallway. Do what any normal person would do.
Instead, I watched.
Fascinated by the rise and fall of his chest, the flex of muscles in his arm as it worked beneath the sheets. My body responded without permission, warmth pooling low in my belly, wetness gathering in my sex.
Suddenly, Derek opened his eyes and looked directly at me.
Neither of us moved. My heart slammed against my ribs so hard I thought it might break through. This was the moment to look away, to end this before we crossed a line we could never uncross. Tomorrow, we could both pretend this never happened. Perhaps we could convince ourselves that we had just dreamed the whole thing.
I surprised myself by pulling back my sheets. I felt possessed, unable to control myself.
Derek took in a deep breath that cut through the darkness.
Never breaking eye contact, I slid my hand between my legs, over the soft cotton of my onesie. I was soaked—the dampness had already seeped through the thin fabric. I pressed my fingers against myself, and pleasure sparked through me.
Derek's hand started moving again as he watched. The room filled with harsh, uneven breathing. Mine. His. I worked my fingers faster, the friction of wet cotton against my clit sending waves of heat through my body. I watched his hand moving, watched his eyes roam over me, and grew wetter still.
His pace slowed, "Maddie... We should stop," he said, offering a last chance to laugh this off. Too much bourbon. A weird moment we'd never speak of again. 
"Don't stop," I whispered.
He threw back his sheets.
I gasped. Thick. Hard. Veins throbbing along the length of him. He was magnificent in the dim light. I couldn't look away.
He stood. Crossed the small space between our beds. I sat up, and his hands cupped my face, thumb tracing my lower lip while his other hand kept stroking himself. His gorgeous cock was just mere inches from my face.
"Tell me to stop." His voice scraped out hoarse. "Tell me this isn't what you want. I need to hear you say it, or I won't be able to stop myself."
Instead of answering, I reached up and unzipped my onesie, letting it fall open. Revealing my breasts to him. My nipples puffy and pink. His eyes went dark, pupils blown wide as his restraint crumbled.
"Fuck," he breathed.
He leaned forward, and his mouth crashed against mine.






  
  Chapter eight
Damned


I knew I was damning myself to hell, but Maddie's mouth tasted like heaven. 
I kissed her deeply, thoroughly, the way I'd wanted to for longer than I'd admit even to myself. She responded with pure enthusiasm, her technique inexperienced and uncertain, but that combination of eagerness and innocence drove me wild.
I pulled back, straightening to my full height. The head of my cock grazed her lips.
She gave it a gentle kiss.
Christ. I nearly exploded right there, painting her beautiful face white. But somehow I managed to hold on as she continued—soft, innocent kisses trailing up and down my shaft. Each one sent shockwaves through me. The scent of her arousal rose from between her legs, sweet and intoxicating. My knees struggled to support me.
She wanted me. Really wanted me. How long had she wanted this?
But then she paused, uncertainty flickering across her face. Her hand wrapped around my base, but she didn't seem to know what came next. She just stared at my manhood standing rigid before her.
"Have you ever done this before?" I asked, voice rough. "Sucked a cock?"
She looked up at me, hazel eyes wide. She looked almost scared. "No. Never."
The admission sent a fresh surge of guilt through me. What am I doing? Am I really about to let little Maddie put my cock in her mouth? 
I ran my thumb across her lower lip. "Start by licking the head. Just the tip. Get it wet."
Her tongue darted out, tentative and exploratory. She licked across the sensitive crown, and I groaned, my hand finding her hair.
"Good girl. Now, open wide and take just the head in your mouth. Make a seal with your lips."
She obeyed, wrapping her lips around me. The warmth and wetness nearly undid me.
"Now move your head back and forth. Use your hand on what won't fit."
She started moving, awkward at first, teeth scraping against my shaft, but then her mouth expanded, and she found a rhythm. I let her work for a minute, getting comfortable, before guiding her to take me deeper.
"Relax your jaw, sweetie. Let me in a little more."
I pressed forward. She gagged, pulling back with wide eyes.
"It's okay." I stroked her cheek. "Take a deep breath through your nose. Try to relax your throat."
She nodded, breathing deeply. The next time I pushed in, I went more slowly, watching her face for signs of distress. I got deeper, past the back of her tongue.
"That's it, baby. You're doing so good."
I put my hand on the back of her head, applying gentle pressure as I slid even deeper. She made a muffled sound and pushed against my thighs, but I held her in place a moment longer than I should have, feeling her throat constrict around me.
"You're such a good girl. Hold it there."
Finally, I pulled out.
As I slipped from her mouth, she gasped for breath. Saliva dripped from her chin, running down onto her exposed breasts. Her eyes watered slightly.
Guilt hit me. This was her first time, and I'd already pushed too far, gotten too rough.
"You did good, baby. Really good." I cupped her face, wiping away a tear with my thumb. "It gets easier. I promise."
She was still catching her breath, chest heaving.
I peeled the onesie down further, exposing her toned stomach and the lean muscles of her swimmer's body. Beautiful. She was absolutely beautiful. I took my time kissing down her neck, across her collarbone, taking a nipple into my mouth. She arched into me with a moan that vibrated through my chest.
"Derek..." Breathless. Overwhelmed.
I loved hearing my name like that from her lips. It sounded different than it had ever sounded. Full of lust and sexual desire.
"Tell me what you want, baby girl." My hand slipped between her legs, cupping her fresh womanhood through the damp fabric bunched around her waist. She was soaked. "Did that boy kiss you down there?"
"No." Her face flushed deep red as she looked up at me, eyes desperate with need. "He didn't."
What the hell had that boy done? Did he just stick it in and finish quick? She hadn't gone down on him. He hadn't gone down on her. No wonder she wasn't impressed with sex.
I was ready to rectify those mistakes. I was going to make damn sure she was satisfied by the end of this.
"Can I be the first to kiss your pussy?"
"Please, I've always wanted to know what that felt like." She leaned back, lifting her hips as I pulled the onesie completely off and tossed it aside.
I paused, taking her in.
Her pussy was the most beautiful, sweetest thing I'd ever seen. Like a flower—delicate petals, perfectly pink and glistening with arousal. Even her scent was delicate, not musky or pungent but light and airy.
I settled between her thighs, spreading them wider. She tensed.
"Relax, baby. This is going to feel good."
I started with soft kisses along her inner thighs, working my way up slowly. Her breathing quickened. When I finally dragged my tongue through her folds, tasting her properly, she cried out, and her hands flew to the back of my head.
Sweet. She tasted sweet. Clean and fresh.
I explored her with my tongue, learning what made her moan, what made her hips buck. When I found her clit and circled it slowly, her fingers tightened in my hair.
"Oh god, oh god..."
I worked her steadily, alternating between long strokes and focused attention on that sensitive bundle of nerves. Her legs trembled. Her body writhed with each movement of my tongue. Her thighs clamped around my head.
I slid a finger inside, feeling how tight she was, how her walls clenched around even that single digit. I added another, curling them to find that spot while my mouth stayed busy on her clit.
"Derek, I can't—it's too much—something's happening."
"Let it happen. Let go for me, baby. Enjoy every moment of it."
I increased the pressure, the speed. Her breathing turned ragged, desperate. Her whole body tensed like a drawn bowstring.
When she came, she screamed, "Oh my god. I never knew it could feel like this," as her pussy clenched around my fingers. I watched as waves of pleasure crashed through her. I gentled my touch, working her through it until she relaxed boneless against the mattress.
I lay there giving her time to recover, never having felt more satisfied in all my life. The taste of her arousal still lingered on my tongue as her body heaved before me.






  
  Chapter nine
Possession


I came back to myself slowly, like surfacing from deep water. My whole body hummed, loose and liquid. I'd never felt anything like that—not even close. Every nerve ending still sang with aftershocks of pleasure. 
I pulled Derek up by his shoulders, desperate to taste him again, to feel his mouth on mine. He came willingly, and when our lips met, I tasted myself on his mouth. It should've been weird, having those lips touch mine. Those lips that had only ever kissed my forehead, cheeks, or a bruise after an accident.
"I want to feel you inside me," I whispered against his mouth.
Derek pulled back just enough to look at me, his blue eyes dark with desire but also searching. Checking. "Maddie, maybe we should stop?"
"Please." I reached down between us, wrapping my hand around his length. He was so hard, so thick. "We've come this far. Things will never be the same again anyway. We've gone too far already."
He groaned, then rolled off the bed. I watched as he grabbed his jeans from the floor, fishing his wallet out of the back pocket. When he pulled out a condom, something flickered in my mind—why did he have one of those? Why would my stepfather carry condoms to visit his stepdaughter?
But the bourbon made it difficult to focus, and the ache between my legs demanded attention. I let the question drift away into the night like smoke.
He rolled the condom down his shaft, his hands steady despite everything. He positioned himself between my thighs, the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. The pressure made me tense up.
"This is going to change everything," he warned, his voice rough. One last chance. One last opportunity to say no, to preserve this final boundary.
"I know." I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "I don't care. I don't want to stop. Not now—do you?" 
 He shook his head and pushed into me slowly. I felt every inch as he stretched me open. I opened my mouth in a silent gasp. It was so different from Robby—Derek was bigger, thicker. He filled me completely and totally. I stared into his  face, trying to interpret every expression.
"Maddie, you're so tight," he breathed when he was fully seated inside me. "It's been so long since I felt a pussy this tight."
I moaned at his words, at the filthy honesty of them. "Oh god. And you're so much bigger than Robby..."
Derek stilled. "Am I hurting you?"
"Just a little." I shifted my hips, trying to find an angle to better accommodate him. "But it hurts in a good way."
Something flickered across his face—possession, satisfaction, hunger. "Can I go harder?"
"Yes."
He started moving, faster and deeper than before, building a rhythm that had me meeting his thrusts with my hips. My nails found his back, digging into his skin. This was nothing like sex with Robby. Nothing like that awkward fumbling in the back of his car. This felt perfect—primal and right despite being so wrong.
Was it really better, though? Or was it the forbidden nature of it that made every thrust feel life-altering? The knowledge that my stepfather's cock was inside me, that we were doing something unspeakable?
Derek adjusted suddenly, hooking my legs over his shoulders. "Oh yes," I gasped as he pushed in deeper. From this angle, he hit something inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. He thrust harder, faster, and I watched beads of sweat form on his face and chest before dropping onto my already burning skin.
"Talk to me," he commanded between thrusts. "Tell me what you want. How it feels."
My face flamed red. "But that would mean talking dirty and using bad words."
"Maddie." He slowed just enough to look me in the eyes. "My cock is inside you. I think we're past me getting upset about you cursing."
The logic was undeniable. Here I was with my legs over Derek's shoulders while he pounded into me. What did propriety matter now?
I looked him square in his eyes, summoning every ounce of courage I possessed. "Fuck me harder. Fuck my little pussy with your hard cock." Fuck, had I realy just said that… to Derek, who once punished me for saying "damn it."
Shame and arousal warred on his face. But he picked up his pace, pulling all the way out before slamming back into me. "How does that feel? Can your tight little pussy take it?"
"I can take it." My voice broke. "I love your hard cock fucking me."
Suddenly, the room spun. Derek pulled me off the bed and into the air, repositioning me. I found myself on hands and knees, disoriented. He pushed my knees apart and thrust back inside me, hands gripping my hips as he pulled me into him. I felt his shaft slide all the way in until his pelvis pressed against my ass.
Then—crack. His hand connected with my right cheek in a sharp slap that echoed through the small dorm room.
I hadn't been spanked since I was little. I suddenly remembered being bent over his knee, long ago. Part of me felt degraded, objectified. But another part felt a rush of adrenaline that made my pussy clench around him.
'You like that, don't you? You dirty girl."
"Spank me, daddy. I've been such a bad girl." The words tumbled out before I could stop them.
Derek paused. Had I gone too far?
Then he slammed into me even harder than before, one hand cracking against my ass while the other gripped my hip bruisingly tight. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room—his pelvis against my ass, his hand against my flesh. Could people in the hallway hear us? Did I care?
His hand found the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair before pushing my face down into the pillow. I turned my head to breathe. He pressed harder, adjusting his angle, and my knees collapsed. I ended up prone against the mattress with Derek's weight completely immobilizing me.
I had no control. All I could do was lie there as he used me. Claimed by my stepfather. The thought should've horrified me. Instead, it pushed me over the edge.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming again!" The words came out muffled against the pillow. "I can't believe it. Fuck me harder, Derek."
My orgasm crashed through me, stronger than the first. I clenched around his cock as pleasure whited out my vision. Through the haze, I felt him flip me over, straddling my chest. He yanked the condom off, and before I could process what was happening, thick white ropes of cum shot out onto my face.
I raised my hands instinctively, sputtering as some landed in my mouth—salty and bitter.
Derek grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the sides of my head. "Suck it," he commanded, guiding his still-hard cock to my lips.
I opened wide, taking him into my mouth again.
"Suck every last drop of cum out of my cock."
I did as instructed, hollowing my cheeks and working my tongue along his shaft. This dominant, forceful Derek was new to me—so different from the patient stepfather who taught me to ride a bike. I liked this version. Maybe too much.
When he finally pulled away, we collapsed together. Sweaty, breathless, thoroughly spent. Derek pulled me against his chest, and I fit perfectly there, my head tucked under his chin. His heartbeat thundered against my ear, gradually slowing.
Neither of us spoke. What was there to say? We'd crossed every line, shattered every boundary. Changed everything.
His fingers traced lines along my shoulder and down the edge of my breasts. My eyelids grew heavy. I knew we should talk about this and figure out what happens next, but exhaustion pulled at me, and Derek's arms felt safe despite everything. I let myself drift off, wrapped in the warmth of my stepfather's embrace.






  
  Chapter ten
Pancakes, Football, and Regret


I burrowed deeper into his warmth, into the solid weight pressed against my back. Derek's arm lay heavy across my waist, his breath tickling the back of my neck. His chest rose and fell against me, steady and sure. 
For a few precious seconds, I let myself have this. The pleasant soreness between my legs. His uniquely masculine scent. The way our bodies fit together, like puzzle pieces that had finally found their match.
Then reality crashed in. I slept with my stepfather. We had sex. This is wrong. This is so wrong.
The thought hit like ice water. Not just fooled around. Not just kissed. We'd had sex. I'd begged him to fuck me harder, called him daddy while he spanked me, swallowed his—
My stomach lurched. Oh god. Oh god, what did we do?
Derek stirred behind me. His arm tightened reflexively, pulling me closer. Then his whole body went rigid. Had the reality of the situation just hit him, too?
His arm withdrew as if I were on fire. Cool air rushed between us where moments before there'd been warmth. The loss of his touch felt worse than it should have—like abandonment, like rejection, like proof that last night had been the mistake my gut told me it was.
I didn't turn around. Couldn't look at him.
"Maddie..." His voice came out gravelly. It sounded like regret and smelled of stale bourbon.
I sat up fast, yanking the thin sheet with me to cover my bare breasts. Stupid, really—he'd seen everything already. He even knew what I felt like—on the inside. He'd kissed me everywhere. Touched everything. But the morning light made me feel exposed in ways the darkness hadn't.
"We don't have to talk about it." The words tumbled out.
"Yes, we do."
I finally looked at him. Derek sat on the edge of the bed, both feet planted on the floor like he needed the stability. He ran a hand through his hair, making it stick up in directions that would've been funny under different circumstances. The morning light wasn't kind—it highlighted the silver in his beard, the lines bracketing his mouth, the crease between his eyebrows that deepened as he looked at me.
He looked older. Tired. Like he'd aged years overnight.
"Last night was..." He paused. "It was incredible. You're incredible. But it can't happen again."
The words landed like physical blows. I'd known he'd say them—known we'd crossed lines we shouldn't have—but hearing it still felt like being gutted.
"Because you're married to my mom." My voice came out flat.
"Because I'm supposed to protect you, not..." He gestured helplessly at the space between us, at the rumpled sheets, at the evidence of what we'd done. "Not this. What we did was wrong. I took advantage—"
"Stop." I cut him off, anger flaring hot and sharp. "You didn't take advantage of anything. I wanted it. I wanted you."
The confession hung between us like smoke. Derek closed his eyes, and the expression on his face looked like pain. Like I'd hurt him just by being honest.
"That doesn't make it right."
Silence stretched. I pulled my knees to my chest, wrapping my arms around them. Derek stared at the floor. Neither of us seemed capable of finding words that would fix this—assuming words existed that could.
"We should get ready." Derek stood abruptly, reaching for his jeans. "Game's at noon. We need to eat first."
Just like that, we were pretending. Moving around the small dorm like strangers sharing an elevator—careful not to touch, not to make eye contact, hyper-aware of every inch of space between us.
I grabbed clothes and fled to the women's bathroom down the hall. My reflection in the mirror looked wrecked—hair tangled, lips swollen, a faint bruise blooming on my collarbone where Derek had gripped me.
Evidence of our shame.
I showered, but no amount of water could wash me clean. When I reentered my room, Derek was standing there with a towel wrapped around him, just returned from the men's showers. I couldn't look away as he removed his towel and changed into fresh clothes—jeans and a UGA polo that stretched across his shoulders.
I turned away before he noticed me watching.
He'd made me feel things I'd never felt before. He'd brought me to orgasm twice. Twice in one night. Robby hadn't managed to get me there even once.
Derek was right. It had been a mistake.
But how could a mistake feel so fucking good?
I grabbed my jacket, needing something to do with my hands. "Ready?"
His eyes met mine briefly before sliding away. "Yeah. Let's go."
We drove to a diner in silence punctuated only by stilted observations about traffic, about the weather turning colder, about whether rain might delay the game. Safe topics. Meaningless topics. Anything but the elephant crushing us both.
I ordered pancakes I couldn't taste. Derek pushed hash browns around his plate. The waitress kept refilling our coffee, oblivious to the tension thick enough to choke on.
"Your mom texted," Derek said suddenly, staring at his phone. "Asking how the visit's going."
I nearly laughed. What would he tell her? Great, honey. Gave our daughter two orgasms last night. Really bonded.
"What'd you say?"
"That we're having a good time. Going to the game today." He set his phone down. "She won't be home when I get back. Said her trip got extended."
The bitterness in his voice made something twist in my chest. But I didn't reach across the table. Didn't offer comfort. We couldn't be those people anymore—couldn't touch casually, couldn't bridge gaps with easy affection.
Everything had changed.
At the stadium, surrounded by ninety thousand screaming fans, we maintained careful distance. Sat with an inch of space between us on the bleachers. Didn't let our arms brush. When Georgia scored in the second quarter, and I instinctively threw my arms around Derek, we both froze.
For one heartbeat, we were just us again. Just Maddie and Derek, celebrating our team, sharing our thing.
Then reality crashed back. I pulled away. Derek's arms dropped. We turned back to the game, but the joy had leaked out of it.






  
  Chapter eleven
A Sloppy Goodbye


Back in her dorm, I packed my bag. Rolled my shirt. Tucked away my toiletries. Zipped the whole thing closed like I could seal away what we'd done just as easily. 
"I should get on the road." The words came out less feeling than I intended.
Maddie nodded, her throat working like she wanted to speak but couldn't trust what might come out.
At the door, I turned to face her. I tried to memorize the way she looked right then, the freckles scattered across her nose, the shape of her mouth that I now knew the taste of.
"I love you, Maddie." The words felt necessary, vital. "You know that, right? As my... as someone important to me."
Couldn't even say the word. Stepdaughter. Because what kind of stepdad does what I'd done?
"I know." Her voice was small, but steady. She did know. That's what made this whole thing so fucked—we'd never questioned loving each other. Just what kind of love we felt for one another.
I pulled her into a hug. The kind I'd given her dozens of times when she was younger—when she'd skinned her knee, when her mom forgot her birthday, when some boy broke her heart. Safe. Paternal.
"Take care of yourself." I fought to sound normal, fatherly. "Focus on school. Make some friends. Live your life. Find a boyfriend."
My voice cracked on the last word, betraying me.
Maddie nodded. I forced myself to turn toward the door.
Then her hand grabbed my shoulders, yanking me around and down. Her mouth crashed into mine with desperate urgency.
I resisted for maybe half a second. Told myself to push her away, to be the adult, to end this.
But I was already kissing her back, one hand behind her head, the other on her ass. She tasted like the mint gum she'd been chewing, sweet and fresh and so fucking young.
When we broke apart, both gasping, my vision had narrowed to just her face. Those hazel eyes are full of want. Lips swollen.
"Maddie, we can't—"
She silenced me with another kiss. Then she dropped to her knees right there in the doorway.
"Baby, what are you—" But my words died as her hands worked my belt buckle with fumbling determination. She freed me, and the sensation of her hand wrapping around my shaft obliterated whatever protest I'd been forming. Then her mouth closed over the head, and coherent thought became impossible.
I shouldn't let this happen. Should pull her up, walk out the door, get in my truck, and drive away before we make this worse.
Instead, my hand fisted in her hair as she took me deeper. She gagged slightly, pulled back, tried again. Enthusiasm compensating for inexperience. The sight of her on her knees, my cock disappearing between those lips. That forehead I'd kissed a thousand times—it was obscene. Depraved.
"That's it," I heard myself murmur. "Just like that, baby."
She looked up at me, those hazel eyes wet with effort.  My balls tightened.
"Maddie, I'm close—" Warning her.
She took me deeper, hollowed her cheeks, and when I came, it was with her name caught behind my teeth to keep from shouting it.
She swallowed, coughed, and kept going until I was spent. When she finally released me and stood, I tucked myself away with shaking hands and pulled her into a kiss that tasted like salt and shame and something dangerously close to love.
"You're going to ruin me," I murmured against her mouth.
"We'll ruin each other," she responded. A small smile played at her lips—the one I'd always found charming when she was being mischievous. Now it felt like a promise of things to come.
I should tell her this was the last time. Draw a line. Mean it.
Instead: "I'll text you when I get home."
Understanding flickered in her eyes. 

      [image: ]I climbed into my truck. Started the engine, but I just sat there for the longest time. 
I finally put the truck in drive.
The campus disappeared in my rearview. The sun dropped below the horizon. I merged onto the road home—to my empty house, my distant wife, my normal life that suddenly felt like someone else's.
My phone buzzed at a red light.
Maddie: Already missing you.
My cock twitched.
The End
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The Education of Skylar is an ongoing, weekly series chronicling  my adventurous college years. Follow my roommate Jenna and me as we  navigate our burgeoning sexualities — including an unconventional  arrangement with my stepfather Mark, who covers our rent in exchange for  monthly visits.
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Composition in Flesh chronicles  a forbidden night of sexual exploration in an Atlanta penthouse, where  seven carefully selected guests—from a poor student barista to a  billionaire venture capitalist—shed their clothes and their inhibitions.
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Fanny Hill: Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure (with commentary)  is the inaugural entry in my Vintage Erotica section — and it won't be  the last. My plan is simple and, I think, rather delicious: to resurrect  the forbidden literature of the past and bring it to you here,    with commentary, essays, and imagery that place these works in their  proper historical and cultural context.

[image: The Burgundy Scarf]
The Burgundy Scarf is  an exploration of intimacy told through an innovative circular  structure—one interconnected story divided into six standalone erotic  shorts. A silk scarf stained with bourbon passes from hand to hand  across Atlanta, connecting six individuals through desire, power, and  the secrets we keep. From a photographer who discovers it beneath a  hotel bed to a wife forced into an open marriage, from a skilled  bartender to a guilt-ridden professor, each encounter reveals how  vulnerability can be both a gift and a weapon. Raw, unapologetic, and  deeply human, this novel examines what happens when we finally allow  ourselves to be seen.
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  Chat with Maddie


Have you ever wished you could chat with your favorite character(s) from my books? Now you can! 

[image: Maddie Come Chat with Me]
Introducing a new concept in Adult Erotic fiction. I have partnered with Nectar.ai, a leader in this technology, to create "companions" out of some of my characters. They gave me exclusive access to their creation engine to create "companion" versions of my characters. I fed in their character profiles, character images, and plots to the stories featuring them. There is even a character based on me.
You can talk to them as if they were real people and the results are pretty impressive, but this is still in the experimental phase. So, let me know what you think: skylar@skylarreyes.com
Here is a link to get you started:
https://www.k0mgd8qtw3trk.com/43FBP5/2CTPL/?uid=5
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then click on your favorite character (companion) to get started. Or click on fantasies to chose from a number of pre-scripted fantasies that I have already created.
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