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1 - HOUSE-SITTING FOR HER IN-LAWS

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Age Gap / BDSM / Cheating / Vibrator / Masturbation / Bondage / Rope / Feather Tickler / Buttplug / Dildo / PIV Sex

The silence in her in-laws’ sprawling suburban home was a heavy, oppressive thing. Lois was two days into a week of house-sitting, and the novelty of unlimited cable and a fully stocked fridge had worn off. She’d cleaned everything that wasn’t nailed down, rearranged the pantry by food group, and was now simply… bored.

It was during a restless prowl through the master bedroom, under the guise of checking for dust on the high shelves of the walk-in closet, that she found it. Not a box, exactly, but a handsome leather trunk tucked away behind a row of Mark’s severe-looking suits. The lock was flimsy, more for show than security, and it gave way with a simple click.

Her breath caught. Good lord.

Neatly arranged on a bed of black velvet lay a collection of items she had never, not in a million years, associated with Barbara and Mark. Silken ropes, a black leather blindfold, several vibrators of varying size and apparent intensity, a gleaming silver butt plug, a soft-looking feather tickler, and other, more intimidating implements she couldn’t name. Her face flushed with a heat that was part shock, part voyeuristic thrill. Her prim, perfectly-coiffed mother-in-law… and Mark, the stoic, retired accountant… into this?

Arousal, sharp and sudden, coiled low in her belly. Her husband, their son, was a vanilla, missionary-only kind of man. Safe. Predictable. Dull. The contents of this box were anything but.

Driven by a curiosity that overpowered her guilt, she reached in and selected a vibrator, a sleek purple silicone wand. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she closed the trunk, carried it to the immaculately made bed, and lay down.

She pushed her cotton shorts and panties down to her knees. The hum of the device was obscenely loud in the silent room. She bit her lip, flicking it on. A gentle buzz. She pressed the head against her inner thigh, the vibration a delicious tease. Higher. She guided it to her clit, and a sharp gasp escaped her. Oh god. She arched her back, her free hand fisting the floral duvet cover.

Eyes squeezed shut, she lost herself to the sensation, the building pressure, the secret wrongness of it all. She was so close, so focused on the frantic rhythm of her own hand, that she didn’t hear the front door open downstairs. She didn’t hear the heavy footsteps on the stairs. The first she knew of not being alone was the creak of the bedroom door hinge.

Her eyes flew open.

Mark stood in the doorway, his suit jacket slung over one arm, his keys still in his hand. His expression was one of pure, unadulterated surprise, which quickly melted into something else entirely: amusement.

Lois fumbled, yanking the vibrator away from her feverish skin as if it had burned her, scrambling to pull the duvet over her nakedness. The device, still buzzing angrily, fell onto the mattress between her legs.

“I—I’m so sorry!” she stammered, her face a furnace of humiliation. “I was just—I found—I didn’t think you’d…”

Mark didn’t move. His eyes, dark and keen, travelled from her mortified face, down to the humming toy on the bed, then to the open trunk on the floor. A slow, deep smile spread across his face. It was a smile she’d never seen before—not paternal, not polite. It was hungry. And then her own eyes dropped, and she saw the unmistakable bulge straining against the front of his tailored trousers.

Her apology died in her throat. A different kind of heat flooded her, one of pure, shameless want.

“Looks like you found Barb’s treasure chest,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her almost as effectively as the toy had. He stepped into the room, letting the door click shut behind him. “Having fun with just that little thing?”

She could only nod, her mouth dry.

He moved to the bed, his presence dominating the space. He picked up the vibrator, his fingers brushing her exposed thigh and making her jump. He turned it off. The sudden silence was deafening.

“A mere aperitif,” he murmured, his gaze fixed on her. He reached into the trunk and pulled out a length of soft, red rope. “Do you want a taste of the main course, Lois? Do you want me to show you how these are really meant to be used?”

The question hung in the air, charged and dangerous. It was wrong. It was taboo. It was the most exciting thing she had ever been asked. Her logical mind screamed a protest, but the throbbing between her legs screamed louder. She gave another shaky nod.

“Use your words, sweetheart.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes.”

His smile widened. “Hands above your head.”

She complied without hesitation, exposing herself fully to him. He moved with a confident efficiency that was thrilling. He looped the rope around her left wrist, then the right, tying them securely but not painfully to the ornate wooden posts of the headboard. She was trapped. Exposed. His.

He selected the feather tickler next. “Let’s see how responsive you are.”

He dragged the soft tips over her stomach, her ribs, the sensitive undersides of her arms. It was a maddening, whisper-light touch that made her skin prickle with goosebumps and her hips twitch upward, seeking more substantial contact. She squirmed, a breathy laugh escaping her that quickly turned into a moan.

“Please,” she begged, the word foreign on her tongue.

“Please, what?” he teased, tracing the feather along her inner thigh, so close to where she burned for him.

“More.”

He chuckled, a dark, rich sound. He put the feather down and picked up the silver plug and a small bottle of lubricant. He coated his fingers first, his eyes locking with hers as he pressed one, then two, inside her. The intrusion was cool and slick and stretched her in a way that was utterly new. She gasped, her back arching off the bed.

“So tight,” he growled.

He withdrew his fingers and replaced them with the blunt, cool tip of the plug. He pressed in slowly, relentlessly, until the flared base settled snugly against her. The feeling of being filled, so completely and in such a forbidden way, sent a jolt of pure lightning through her.

Before she could process it, the buzz of a different, more powerful vibrator filled the air. He pressed it against her swollen clit, and her world dissolved into sensation. The vibrations were deeper, more intense, thrumming through her entire body, amplified by the pressure of the plug inside her. She was bucking against his hand, her moans turning into ragged cries, teetering right on the edge.

He pulled the vibrator away. “Not yet.”

She whimpered in frustration, but he was already selecting the largest dildo from the box. He slicked it generously and without ceremony, he pushed it into her. It was a brutal, delicious stretch, filling the emptiness his fingers had left. He fucked her with it, hard and fast, his grip on the toy unwavering. The base of the dildo pressed against the plug with every thrust, creating a dual sensation that was overwhelming, making her see stars.

“You like that, don’t you?” he grunted, his own composure fraying. “Like being stuffed full. My good girl.”

The filthy praise was the final key. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and blinding. She screamed, her body seizing, her vision whiting out as waves of pleasure crashed over her, again and again.

She was still pulsating around the fake intrusion when she heard his zipper. He withdrew the toys, tossed them aside, and positioned himself between her shaking legs. His own cock was thick and veined, and he buried himself inside her wet, convulsing heat in one single, powerful thrust.

There was no more teasing. This was raw, primal fucking. He drove into her, the bed slamming against the wall with each snap of his hips. The ropes bit into her wrists, anchoring her to the storm of his passion. She met his thrusts, her own desires unleashed, completely lost to the taboo, to the power of him.

She felt his rhythm stutter. A guttural groan was torn from his throat, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release deep inside her. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, he pushed himself up and untied her wrists, his fingers gently massaging the red marks left by the rope. The tenderness was almost more shocking than the sex.

He dressed with the same efficient calm, then looked down at her, still splayed and spent on the bed. The hungry man was gone, replaced by the father-in-law she knew, but the knowledge of what they’d done glittered in his eyes.

“This stays between us, Lois,” he said, his voice quiet but firm. “Our little secret.”

She nodded, her voice still a whisper. “Of course.”

He smiled that dangerous smile again. “Good. Barbara has her book club meeting on Sunday nights. Maybe we can do this again?”

2 - WORSHIPING HER COUSIN’S COCK

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

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

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

“Janet? What are you doing here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A low groan escaped him. “Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

“Get on the bed. And get naked. Now.”

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

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

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

“Please…”

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

“Please, touch me. There.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

3 - STUMBLING UPON SECRET DESIRES

MF / Taboo / Brother-in-Law / Cheating / BDSM / Dildo / Masturbation / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The box was heavier than she’d expected. Martina had only meant to tidy the cluttered bedroom closet, a small attempt to feel less like a burden in her sister’s home. But the plain cardboard container, shoved to the back behind winter sweaters, had tipped, its contents spilling across the floor with a clatter that sounded like a gunshot in the quiet house.

Oh god. Her face flushed instantly, a hot wave of mortification. A collection of silicone, leather, and steel lay scattered at her feet. A sleek black vibrator, a set of leather cuffs connected by a short chain, a blindfold, a formidable-looking dildo. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she scrambled to gather the illicit items, her heart hammering against her ribs.

The creak of the bedroom door made her freeze.

Clarence stood in the doorway, his tall frame filling the space. His eyes, dark and unreadable, scanned the scene: Martina on her knees, the box upturned, its private contents on full display. A long, silent moment stretched between them, thick and suffocating.

Martina shot to her feet, her cheeks burning. “I’m so sorry! I was just cleaning and—I didn’t mean to—I’ll just—” She stammered, backing away, desperate to flee the overwhelming awkwardness.

She practically ran from the room, retreating to the guest bathroom where she splashed cold water on her face, trying to calm her racing pulse. Idiot. Stupid, clumsy idiot. The shame was a physical weight on her chest.

A soft knock came at the door a few minutes later. “Martina?” Clarence’s voice was low, calm.

She opened the door, unable to meet his gaze. “I am so, so sorry, Clarence. That was a huge invasion of privacy.”

He leaned against the doorframe, his expression not angry, but curiously intense. “It’s just… stuff,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “But it does make me wonder.” He paused, his eyes finally capturing hers. “Have you ever tried anything like that?”

The question was so direct, so utterly unexpected, that all the air left her lungs. She could only stare, her mouth slightly apart.

He took a step closer, the space between them crackling with a new, dangerous energy. “Amaya… she thinks it’s all silly. She doesn’t seem interested.” The confession hung in the air, a testament to a deep, private loneliness. His gaze was unwavering, seeing right through her flustered exterior. “But you… you looked intrigued.”

Martina’s breath hitched. She was. God help her, she was. The sight of the toys had sparked a curiosity that was quickly burning away her shame. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all the permission he needed. In one fluid motion, he closed the distance, his hand cupping her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. “I’ve thought about this,” he murmured, his voice husky. “Since you moved in.”

Her resolve shattered. The guilt was there, a sharp pang for her sister, but it was drowned out by a roaring, desperate need. She nodded again, more firmly this time. “Yes.”

He didn’t smile. His expression was one of pure, predatory focus. He took her hand and led her not to the guest room, but to the master bedroom—his bedroom with Amaya. The intimacy of the violation sent another thrilling jolt through her.

He stood before her, his eyes drinking her in. “Let’s start with this,” he said, his voice soft but laced with command.

His fingers went to the buttons of her blouse, slowly working each one free. He pushed the fabric from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His knuckles grazed the swell of her breasts above her lace bra, and a shiver racked her body. He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, then knelt to peel her jeans and panties down her legs, leaving her utterly bare before him.

He reached into the now-familiar box and pulled out the large, realistic dildo. He held it out to her. “I want to watch you,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Show me how you touch yourself.”

Her hands trembled as she took the cool, silicone weight from him. Lying back on the vast bed that smelled of him and her sister, she parted her legs. She was exposed, vulnerable, more turned on than she could ever remember. She guided the tip to her slick entrance, a soft gasp escaping her lips as she pushed it inside. Oh… It was fuller, thicker than her own fingers. She began to move it, slowly at first, then with more purpose, her hips rising to meet each thrust. Her eyes locked with his, watching as he watched her, his hand stroking the prominent bulge in his trousers.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice rough. “Fuck yourself with it. Show me how much you need it.”

She lost herself in the rhythm, her pleasure building, a tight coil winding in her core. Just as she felt herself nearing the edge, he stopped her. “Not yet.” He produced the leather cuffs. “Give me your wrists.”

She obeyed without hesitation. He buckled one cuff around each of her wrists, the leather cool and firm against her skin. He attached them to the posts of the headboard, pulling them taut so she was stretched out, completely at his mercy. A thrill of helplessness and anticipation shot through her.

“Please…” she begged, her voice a whisper.

He picked up the vibrator. He didn’t turn it on right away. Instead, he traced the hard plastic over her skin, circling her breasts, her stomach, the inside of her thighs, teasing her until she was writhing against the restraints.

“Clarence, please…”

Finally, he flicked the switch. A low hum filled the air. He brought it to her clit, circling the sensitive nub with an agonizingly light pressure. Martina cried out, her back arching off the bed. The vibration was exquisite, relentless, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her entire body. She was babbling, a stream of incoherent pleas and moans.

He moved the vibrator away, and before she could protest, his mouth was on her. His tongue replaced the toy, licking and sucking with a fervor that stole her breath. He ate her pussy like a starving man, his hands gripping her hips, holding her down as she bucked against his mouth. The sensation was overwhelming, the heat of his tongue, the scratch of his stubble, the incredible skill of his motions. The coil inside her wound tighter, tighter, until she was certain she would break.

Just as her orgasm threatened to crash over her, he pulled away again. She whimpered in frustration. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the sound of his zipper, and then he was there, the blunt, hot head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance.

He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

He filled her in one long, deep stroke, stretching her, completing her. A guttural moan was torn from both their throats. He began to move, setting a punishing, relentless pace from the very start. Each thrust was a claim, each grunt a testament to his own pleasure. The bed rocked against the wall with the force of it.

Martina was utterly consumed. The feel of him inside her, the leather cutting into her wrists, the knowledge of whose bed she was in—it all fused into a white-hot point of ecstasy. She came with a raw, screaming cry, her body clamping down around him in violent, pulsing waves. Her climax seemed to go on forever, milking him, pulling his own release from him. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, groaning her name as he spilled his warmth deep inside her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Slowly, gently, he unbuckled the restraints from her wrists, kissing the red marks they left behind.

He collapsed beside her, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her stomach. “This stays between us,” he said, his voice quiet but firm.

“Of course,” Martina breathed, the guilt already seeping back in, cold and sharp. No more. This is the last time. But as she felt his seed trickle between her thighs, she knew it was a lie she would tell herself again and again.

4 - MOTHER-IN-LAW’S SEXY PHOTOS

MF / Age Gap / Taboo / Mother-in-Law / Cheating / BDSM / Femdom / Handjob / Blowjob / Bondage / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The thin motel room walls did little to muffle the sound of traffic from the interstate, a constant, droning hum that matched the vibration of Jason’s shame. He sat on the edge of the bed, the floral-printed spread scratching at his legs, and held his head in his hands. The scent of stale cigarettes and cheap disinfectant clung to the air. Monica’s furious, betrayed scream still echoed in his skull. ‘You sick pervert! My own mother!’ He’d tried to explain, to apologize, but the nude photos of his mother-in-law she’d found tucked in his accounting ledger were undeniable.

A sharp rap on the door jolted him upright. His heart hammered against his ribs. Monica? Had she come to yell some more? To finally serve the papers? He wasn't ready. He dragged himself to the door and peered through the fisheye lens.

His blood ran cold. It wasn't Monica.

Standing in the flickering fluorescence of the motel’s outdoor walkway was Sandra. His mother-in-law. Her arms were crossed, her expression unreadable. This is it, he thought, a fresh wave of humiliation washing over him. She’s here to tell me what a disgusting piece of shit I am. He considered not answering, pretending he wasn't there. But it was too late. She’d seen the light under the door. With a trembling hand, he turned the lock and opened it.

“Sandra,” he breathed, his voice raspy. “I… I don’t know what to say. I am so sorry. It was a stupid, idiotic mistake. I—”

She stepped inside without invitation, her eyes scanning the dismal room before landing back on him. She closed the door softly behind her, the click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud. He braced for the onslaught, for the righteous maternal anger he deserved.

It never came.

A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips. “Hello, Jason.” She took another step closer, her perfume, something expensive and floral, cutting through the room’s stale odor. “Monica called me. She was very upset.”

“I know. I’m so sorry,” he repeated, the words feeling useless and hollow.

“She told me what she found.” Sandra’s gaze was intense, direct, holding his. The anger he expected was absent, replaced by a curious, probing intensity. “Those old pictures of me from her dad’s lake house. The ones from the boathouse.” She paused, letting the memory of those stolen, sun-drenched images—Sandra, topless on the dock, her young body tanned and breathtaking—hang in the air between them. “Did you like them, Jason?”

The question was so blunt, so utterly unexpected, that all his rehearsed apologies died in his throat. He could only stare, his mouth slightly agape. This wasn’t the script. This was all wrong. But under her piercing gaze, the truth was the only thing left. “Yes,” he whispered, the admission feeling like both a confession and a sin. “I did. God, I’m so sorry for taking them. I had no right.”

She closed the final distance between them, her hand coming up to rest lightly on his chest. He could feel the warmth of her palm through his thin t-shirt. “Don’t be sorry,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a low, intimate register that coiled in his gut. Her other hand drifted down, her fingers finding the zipper of his jeans. He flinched, a jolt of pure electricity shooting up his spine.

“Sandra, wait… what are you—” he stammered, his mind screaming in protest even as his body responded traitorously.

“Shhh,” she soothed, her eyes locked on his as her fingers deftly pulled the zipper down. The metallic sound was obscenely loud. “You’re already in trouble, Jason. Your marriage is ashes. What do you have left to lose?”

His hesitation crumbled. She was right. He had nothing. And in the ruins of his life, this terrifying, electrifying offer was the only thing that felt real. He stood frozen, a statue of guilt and burgeoning desire, as she reached into his open fly. Her cool, sure fingers wrapped around him through his cotton boxers, and he gasped, his eyes fluttering closed at the sudden, shocking contact.

“That’s it,” she purred, feeling him harden instantly in her grasp. She tugged his pants and boxers down to his thighs in one smooth motion, freeing his aching cock into the cool motel air. “Let’s see what my daughter was neglecting.”

Without another word, she sank to her knees before him. Jason’s head fell back, a helpless groan escaping his lips as he looked down and saw her, his elegant, sophisticated mother-in-law, on her knees for him. She didn’t tease. She took the full length of him into her mouth in one fluid, expert motion.

Oh god. His hands flew to her shoulders, gripping them for balance as the world tilted. Her mouth was hot, wet, perfect. She hollowed her cheeks, applying a sublime pressure as she began to move, her head bobbing with a rhythm that felt innate. He could feel the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat, and instead of pulling away, she relaxed, taking him deeper, deeper, until his entire length was sheathed in the incredible, constricting heat of her throat. She was deepthroating him like a professional, a low, guttural hum of pleasure vibrating through him, making his knees buckle.

Just when he thought he might embarrass himself immediately, she pulled off with a wet, pop. She looked up at him, her lips glistening, her eyes dark with a hunger that mirrored his own. “Now,” she commanded, her voice husky, “get on the bed.”

He obeyed, scrambling backward onto the scratchy spread, his erection jutting upward, painfully hard. Sandra followed him, a predator claiming her territory. She wasn't hurried. She began to undress, her movements slow, deliberate, a deliberate show just for him. The silk blouse, the tailored slacks, the lace bra—each article was removed and dropped to the floor with a casual flick of her wrist. And then she stood there, gloriously naked. The photos hadn’t lied, but they hadn’t done her justice. Her body was that of a woman who took care of herself—toned, curvaceous, her skin surprisingly smooth. She was magnificent.

“All of you,” she said, gesturing for him to remove his shirt.

He tore it off, his heart thundering. This was really happening. Sandra walked to the chair where he’d draped his suit jacket. She plucked the two silk neckties from where they hung. A sly smile played on her lips as she returned to the bed.

“Hands on the posts,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for debate. A thrill of fear and absolute arousal shot through him. He placed his wrists against the cool, polished wood of the headboard’s posts. She leaned over him, her breasts brushing his chest, and deftly looped a tie around each wrist, pulling them tight, securing him. The restraint was shocking, terrifying, and the most erotic sensation he had ever experienced. He was utterly at her mercy.

She didn’t leave him waiting. She swung a leg over his chest, straddling his face, positioning herself above him. The intimate scent of her, musky and clean, filled his senses. “You wanted to see,” she breathed, looking down the length of their bodies at his trapped, straining form. “Now taste.”

She lowered herself onto his mouth. He needed no further encouragement. His tongue plunged into her, exploring her folds, finding her already wet and swollen. He licked and sucked with a desperate hunger, the taste of her—sweet, salty, uniquely her—exploding on his tongue. He felt her thighs clench around his head as a shuddering moan ripped from her throat. “Yes, Jason… right there. Don’t stop.”

He was a man possessed, feasting on her, driven by her moans and the rocking of her hips against his face. Her pleasure was his entire universe. He felt her climax approach, her body tensing, her cries becoming sharper, more frantic. She ground against him once, twice, and then came with a raw, guttural scream, her thighs pressing tightly against his ears, muffling the world.

She collapsed forward for a moment, her hands braced on his chest, breathing heavily. Then, with a newfound urgency, she moved. She slid down his body, her wetness painting a trail on his skin. She positioned herself over his throbbing cock, still glistening from her own release. She reached down, guiding him to her entrance. She looked him directly in the eyes, a conqueror’s look. “This is what you really wanted, isn’t it?”

And then she sank down, taking him inside her in one smooth, devastating stroke.

The feeling was astronomical. She was so tight, so impossibly hot and wet. She began to move, rising and falling on him with a powerful, grinding rhythm. Each time she came down, he felt her muscles clench around him, milking him, pulling him deeper. Her head was thrown back, her perfect breasts bouncing with each movement. She was lost in it, a frenzy of need and decades of pent-up energy. She rode him harder, faster, her nails digging into his chest. The old bedframe slammed against the wall in a steady, rhythmic beat, matching the pounding of his heart.

“Jason! Jason!" she screamed, her voice cracking as her second orgasm seized her.

The violent, pulsating clutch of her around his cock was the final trigger. With a guttural roar he didn’t recognize as his own, he exploded inside her, his own release a blinding, white-hot surge that seemed to drain his very soul. He spasmed uncontrollably, his body jerking against the ties that bound him.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged, syncopated breathing. Slowly, sensation returned to his limbs. Sandra, her skin sheened with a fine sweat, leaned forward and with surprising tenderness, untied the neckties. The blood rushing back to his freed wrists was a pins-and-needles reminder of his captivity.

They dressed in a heavy, surreal silence. Jason’s mind, numb with spent passion, began to wake up. The guilt crashed down on him, a cold, sickening wave. Monica. He had just obliterated any minuscule chance of reconciliation. He had wanted to fix his marriage, and instead, he’d fucked her mother in a seedy motel.

Sandra smoothed down her slacks, looking as composed as if she’d just left a board meeting. She picked up her purse and walked to the door. She turned, her hand on the knob, and looked back at him, her expression unreadable.

“This doesn’t have to be a one-time mistake, Jason,” she said, her voice calm, matter-of-fact. “I’ve been… lonely. We could keep each other company.”

He stared at her, the offer hanging in the air, thick and dangerous. It was madness. It was perversion. It was the hottest thing he had ever experienced. He thought of going back to an empty apartment, to a life of solitude and regret. He thought of her mouth, her body, the way she had taken control of his shattered world and for a few minutes, made it make sense.

He hesitated, the word ‘no’ forming on his lips. But it wasn’t the word that came out.

5 - STEPDAUGHTER’S CONDOMS

MF / Taboo / Stepdad / Age Gap / BDSM / Spanking / Fingering / Bondage / PIV Sex

The purse was a gaping maw on the kitchen counter, its contents spilling out like a confession. Kurt’s intention was benign—to move it aside to make space for the grocery bags—but the small, crinkling foil square that tumbled onto the Formica stopped him cold. Then another. And a third.

Condoms.

A cold, tight knot formed in his gut. He’d heard the late-night returns, the hushed giggles on the porch, the engine of some boy’s car peeling away. He’d suspected. But this was proof, laid bare under the unforgiving fluorescent light of the kitchen he’d paid for. His pulse hammered in his ears, a dull, angry rhythm.

He didn’t knock. He pushed her bedroom door open, the foil packets clenched in his white-knuckled fist. Debbie was at her vanity, brushing her hair. She wore tiny pajama shorts and a thin camisole, the outline of her body a stark, womanly contrast to the childhood trinkets lining her shelves.

“What the hell is this, Debbie?” His voice was low, a gravelly rumble of contained fury. He tossed the condoms onto her pink duvet.

She didn’t jump. She didn’t even look surprised. She just set the brush down slowly and turned, her eyes meeting his in the mirror’s reflection. They weren’t the eyes of the little girl he’d taught to ride a bike. They were dark, knowing, and utterly calm.

“They look like condoms, Kurt,” she said, her voice even. “You should be happy. I’m being safe.”

“Safe?” he choked out. “You’re eighteen. You’re a kid. You shouldn’t be…” He trailed off, gesturing vaguely at the bed, at her, at the entire unacceptable situation.

“I’m not a kid.” She turned fully now, rising from the stool. She took a step toward him, and the air in the room shifted, growing thick and charged. “I’m a woman. And I have needs. Or haven’t you noticed?”

He took a step back, his anger momentarily short-circuited by her audacity. “Don’t you talk to me like that.”

“Like what?” Another step. She was close now, close enough for him to smell her shampoo, something sweet like peaches. “Like a grown-up? You’re so angry. All this strict-dad energy.” A sly smile played on her lips. “You know… I’ve been a very bad girl, Kurt. Staying out late. Being with boys I shouldn’t. I probably… ought to be punished.”

The words hung in the air, a challenge, an invitation, a detonation of every single boundary that had ever existed between them. Kurt’s mind went blank, all rational thought incinerated by a sudden, primal heat that flashed through him. Bad girl. The words echoed, twisting something deep inside him.

In one swift, decisive motion, he grabbed her arm, his grip firm. “You’re right,” he growled, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. He sat on the edge of her bed, pulling her with him. He maneuvered her effortlessly, his strength overwhelming her playful resistance, and draped her across his lap. Her stomach pressed against his hard thighs, her round, perfect bottom presented to him, encased in thin cotton.

His hand came down on her backside, not a playful tap, but a sharp, stinging smack that broke the tense silence of the room. She gasped, a sharp intake of breath that was more shock than pain.

“Is this what you wanted?” he murmured, his hand massaging the spot he’d just struck, feeling the heat bloom through the fabric.

“Yes,” she breathed out, her voice already hazy.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and her matching panties and yanked them down to her knees in one rough motion. Her bare skin was pale and flawless in the dim lamp light. He brought his hand down again. Smack. The sound was louder now, sharper. A pink handprint blossomed on her cheek. Smack. Another on the other side. She squirmed against his lap, and a low moan escaped her lips, a sound that was pure, unadulterated pleasure.

His other hand slid between her legs from behind, his fingers finding her effortlessly. She was already soaking wet, her heat startling against his probing fingers. He slid one, then two inside her, the slick, tight warmth of her making his own cock jump painfully against the confines of his jeans. He curled his fingers, finding that spot that made her back arch and a choked cry catch in her throat.

“Quiet,” he ordered, his voice a harsh whisper next to her ear as his fingers worked her. “Your mother is asleep down the hall. You don’t want to wake her, do you, Debbie?”

She shook her head, burying her face in the comforter to stifle her sounds. He could feel her trembling, her hips pushing back against his hand, seeking more pressure, more friction. She’s begging for it without saying a word.

He withdrew his wet fingers, ignoring her whimper of protest. His eyes scanned the room, landing on a pair of sheer black pantyhose draped over her chair. Perfect. He grabbed them, and with a few efficient moves, he had her wrists tied securely to the wrought-iron posts of her headboard. She tested the bonds, a thrill of excitement flashing in her eyes. She was completely at his mercy.

He stood, his gaze raking over her: bound, half-naked, flushed and breathless. He leaned down, his breath ghosting over her inner thigh before his tongue found her core. He licked a long, slow stripe through her slick folds, and her whole body jerked against the restraints. He dove in, feasting on her, his tongue circling her clit before thrusting deep inside her. Her muffled cries were music, her taste an addiction he hadn’t known he craved. He brought her right to the edge, feeling her thighs clamp around his head, her movements becoming frantic, and then he pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate.

“Please,” she finally begged, the word ragged and raw. “Please, Kurt.”

That was all he needed. He unbuttoned his jeans, freeing his aching erection. He was thick and hard, the tip already glistening. He grabbed a foil square from the bed, tore it open with his teeth, and rolled the condom down his length without breaking eye contact with her.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her wetness. He saw the mixture of anticipation and a flicker of genuine awe in her eyes. He leaned forward, his weight pressing her into the mattress, and thrust into her in one smooth, deep stroke.

She cried out, a sound he swallowed by crushing his mouth to hers. She was so tight, so incredibly hot and wet around him. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm at first, each thrust measured and deliberate, stretching her, filling her completely. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper still.

“Is this what your boys give you?” he grunted against her ear, his pace quickening, becoming harder, more primal.

“No,” she moaned, her head thrashing side to side. “Never… like this…”

He fucked her with a possessive intensity, each snap of his hips a punctuation to his dominance. The bedframe knocked rhythmically against the wall, a dangerous metronome to their sin. He could feel her inner muscles beginning to flutter around him, her breath coming in ragged sobs. She was close. He clamped a hand firmly over her mouth, muffling the scream he knew was building within her as her orgasm crashed over her. Her body convulsed beneath him, clenching around his cock in waves of exquisite pleasure that pushed him over his own edge.

With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last, final time, his own release erupting, hot and pulsing into the condom. He collapsed on top of her, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison.

After a long moment, he softened and slipped out of her. He untied her wrists, his fingers gently massaging the red marks left by the hose. He disposed of the condom and pulled his jeans up, the reality of what they’d just done beginning to settle over him like a heavy fog.

He looked down at her, at her well-used, beautiful body, her eyes half-lidded and sated. “This…” he started, his voice hoarse. “This never happened. You don’t tell anyone. Do you understand me?”

Debbie stretched like a satisfied cat, a slow, lazy smile spreading across her face. She reached out, her fingers tracing a slow circle on his arm. “I promise,” she whispered, her voice throaty and low. “But Kurt… I really was a bad girl tonight. I’ll probably be bad again tomorrow.”

6 - A FATHER AND SON’S BDSM BOND

MMF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Cheating / BDSM / Group Sex / Age Gap / Public / Whipping / PIV Sex / Blowjob

The taillights of Dave’s sedan glowed like malevolent eyes in the deepening twilight. Annie’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. For weeks, these secret outings with his father, Roger, had frayed her nerves. The vague answers, the whispered phone calls, the faint, unfamiliar scent on his collar—it all coalesced into a tight knot of suspicion in her gut tonight. She had to know.

She followed them downtown, into a district of anonymous, grey-brick buildings. Dave’s car slid into a spot, and the two men, so similar in their confident stride, disappeared through a unmarked metal door. Annie counted to sixty, a painful hammer of each second in her chest, before she followed.

The door gave way to a second, heavier one, muffling a deep, rhythmic thump of music. When she pushed it open, the world shifted.

The air was thick with the scent of leather, sweat, and something metallic. Candlelight flickered off polished steel chains. The music was a primal beat that vibrated through the soles of her shoes. And the people… A woman, arched over a wooden horse, her back a canvas of delicate red lines. A man kneeling, head bowed, as a dominatrix in thigh-high boots circled him. Annie’s breath hitched. This wasn’t a bar. It was a temple to something dark and carnal.

Then she saw them.

In a corner, under a single, stark spotlight, stood Dave and Roger. Dave held a flogger, its falls whispering against the floor. Roger was speaking softly to a nude woman bound to a St. Andrew’s cross. He caressed her cheek, a gesture so at odds with the environment it was terrifying. Then he nodded to Dave.

Annie watched, frozen, as her husband drew his arm back and brought the flogger down. It wasn’t a savage blow, but a practiced, precise one. The soft thud against the woman’s flesh echoed in Annie’s soul. A gasp, not of pain, but of pleasure, filled the space between musical beats. Rage, hot and blinding, erupted in Annie’s chest. She stormed across the room, oblivious to the other patrons.

“Dave! What the hell is this?”

Both men turned. Dave’s eyes widened in shock, then narrowed with something else—annoyance? Roger simply raised an eyebrow, a faint smile playing on his lips.

“Annie. This isn’t what you think,” Dave began, but his father cut him off.

“It’s exactly what she thinks, son.” Roger’s voice was calm, eerily so. He gestured to the bound woman. “Give us the room, please, Sarah.” The woman was swiftly released and retreated, casting a curious glance at Annie.

“It’s a club,” Dave said, his voice low. “Something dad and I… we’ve always shared this interest. It’s how we bond.”

“You… you bond by whipping women?” Annie spat, her voice trembling.

“By understanding power, control, and trust,” Roger corrected gently. His eyes, so much like his son’s, scanned her face, seeing past the anger to the bewildered curiosity beneath. “It’s a world of consensual surrender.” He took a step closer. “You followed him here for a reason, Annie. You wanted in. So… are you in?”

Her heart was a wild bird trapped in her chest. This was madness. It was depraved. But Dave was looking at her not with apology, but with a new, intense heat. And Roger’s presence was a gravitational pull toward the unknown. The knot in her stomach wasn’t just fear; it was a thrilling, terrifying anticipation. She desperately wanted to be part of their world.

“Yes,” she whispered, the word leaving her lips before her mind could veto it.

They led her to a private room, the door clicking shut with finality. It was quieter here, the music a distant throb. Racks of implements lined the walls. A padded leather bench stood in the center.

“Strip,” Roger commanded, his voice shedding all pretense of the gentle father-in-law.

Annie’s eyes flew to Dave. He just nodded, his gaze dark with desire. This was the permission, the confirmation. Her fingers, clumsy with nerves, went to her blouse. Button by button, she revealed herself. Then her jeans, her underwear, until she stood naked and shivering under their appraising stares.

“Bend over the bench,” Roger instructed. “Arch your back. Present yourself.”

The cool leather met her stomach and breasts. She gripped the far edge, her body tensing. She heard the whisper of leather as Roger selected a whip. This was it.

The first strike was a line of pure, startling fire across her shoulders. She cried out, the sound swallowed by the room. But as the initial shock faded, it was replaced by a spreading warmth, a tingling alive-ness that radiated through her muscles. The next fell lower, on the crest of her ass, and a low moan escaped her. It didn’t just hurt; it awoke every nerve ending.

Dave took his turn. His blows were lighter, more teasing, each one a promise of what was to come. With every strike, the coiling tension in her core wound tighter. The pain was a key, unlocking a deep, primal hunger. She was panting now, pushing her ass back into each impact, craving it.

“On your hands and knees,” Dave growled, his voice rough with need.

She scrambled to obey, the leather sticking to her damp skin. She heard the unmistakable sound of his zipper. A moment later, the broad, hot head of his cock was pressing against her soaked entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. She was dripping for him.

He drove into her with one powerful thrust, filling her completely. A guttural scream was torn from her throat as he set a brutal, punishing pace. Each snap of his hips rocked her entire body, sending fresh jolts of pleasure-pain from her whipped skin through her core. She was being consumed, used, and it was the most exhilarating feeling of her life.

Then Roger was in front of her. He fisted a hand in her hair, tilting her head up. His cock, thick and veined, brushed against her lips. “Open,” he murmured.

She did, and he slid deep into her mouth, fucking her face with the same dominant rhythm his son was using on her pussy. She was pinned between them, a vessel for their shared desire, and her mind shattered. The world dissolved into sensation: the slap of skin, the fullness, the scent of them, the building pressure in her womb.

Roger’s grip on her hair tightened. “I’m going to cum on that pretty face,” he grunted, his hips stuttering. He pulled out, and hot streaks of salt painted her cheeks, her lips, her closed eyelids.

The vulgarity of it, the sheer possession, tipped her over the edge. Her orgasm exploded, a silent scream tearing through her as her pussy convulsed around Dave’s pumping cock. The rhythmic clenching milked him, and with a roar, he pulled out and emptied himself in thick, warm pulses across the marked skin of her back.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Dave gently pulled her upright. He tossed her clothes into her lap. “You did great, Annie.”

Roger wiped himself off with a towel, his smile one of deep satisfaction. “I do hope you’ll join us again.”

Annie simply sat there, cum cooling on her skin, her body humming with a profound, well-used ache. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. But as she met Dave’s proud gaze, she knew one thing with absolute certainty: she had never, ever felt more alive.

7 - A DAUGHTER-IN-LAW’S UNEXPECTED VISIT

MFF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / Mother-in-Law / Age Gap / Group Sex / BDSM / Cheating / Bondage / Flogging / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / Vibrator / PIV Sex

The casserole dish, a simple blue stoneware thing, was the last item on her list. Danielle had baked a lasagna in it for Rick and Nicole last week, and now, driving home from work on a whim, she decided to retrieve it. They wouldn’t mind; her in-laws were always telling her to stop by anytime.

She pulled into the familiar driveway, noting the quiet serenity of the house. No cars in the drive besides Nicole’s sedan. She knocked on the front door, the sound echoing hollowly in the late afternoon stillness. No answer. She knocked again, louder. Strange. She tried the knob. It turned easily in her hand. Unlocked.

“Hello? Nicole? Rick?” she called out, her voice feeling too loud for the quiet entrance hall. “Just picking up my dish!”

Silence. Then, a sound. A distant, muffled noise from upstairs. Not a cry for help, exactly, but a… a moan. Followed by a sharp, staccato yelp that was unmistakably a sound of pain. Her heart leapt into her throat. Was someone hurt? Alarm, cold and immediate, propelled her feet forward. She took the stairs two at a time, her pulse drumming in her ears.

The master bedroom door was slightly ajar. Another, clearer moan seeped out, this one layered with a breathy, feminine keen. Without another thought, driven by a surge of protective panic, Danielle pushed the door open.

The scene froze, a lurid tableau. On the large four-poster bed, Nicole was on her back, her hands tied with crimson silk to the bedposts. Her skin was flushed, and a few faint, pink lines crossed her stomach and breasts. Next to her, standing tall and completely nude, was Rick. He held a small, leather flogger in his hand. His expression wasn’t one of anger, but of intense, focused concentration.

Danielle’s brain short-circuited. Her mouth fell open. “I— oh my God— I’m so sorry— the door was—” she stammered, her face burning with a humiliation so profound it felt like a physical force. She turned to flee.

“Danielle.” Rick’s voice was calm, steady, not a trace of embarrassment. It stopped her in her tracks. “Wait.”

She turned back, unable to meet his eyes, her gaze instead falling on Nicole, who was looking at her not with shame, but with a dark, glittering curiosity.

“We were… hoping you might join us,” Rick said, his tone as casual as if he were offering her a cup of tea.

Her first instinct was a vehement, horrified no. But it died in her throat. Because underneath the shock and the embarrassment, another feeling was uncoiling, hot and insistent. Intrigue. A thrilling, terrifying curiosity. She saw the way Nicole’s body was thrumming with energy, not fear. She saw the possessive, adoring way Rick looked at his wife. Her own heart was pounding, but not just from panic. What would it feel like?

Her voice was a whisper. “Okay.”

A slow smile spread across Rick’s face. “Good. Clothes off. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling, went to the buttons of her blouse. Each undone button felt like a step across a threshold. The soft fabric of her shirt whispered to the floor, followed by her slacks and underwear. She stood naked in the middle of the room, the air cool on her skin, a stark contrast to the heat blooming within her.

Rick stepped closer, the flogger discarded. He was fully erect, his cock thick and demanding. He didn’t touch her, just stood there, letting her look. “On your knees.”

Danielle sank to the plush carpet, the world narrowing to the space between his legs. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first touch of him against her mouth was like a spark. She took him in, the salt-and-skin taste of him flooding her senses. She used her tongue, flattening it against the underside of his shaft as she moved her head, her hand cupping his sac, feeling the tight, heavy weight. A low groan rumbled in his chest.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Nicole watching, her breathing quick and shallow, a small, approving smile on her lips. This is for her, too, Danielle realized, and the thought made her take him deeper, until her throat relaxed and she could feel him hitting the back of it.

“Enough,” Rick grunted, his voice thick. He gently pulled her head back. “Now, taste her.”

He guided her to the bed where Nicole was still bound. “Make her come.”

Danielle climbed onto the bed, her face inches from Nicole’s glistening core. The scent was musky and sweet. She hesitated for only a second before her tongue darted out, finding the hard, swollen nub of Nicole’s clit.

Nicole jerked against her restraints, a sharp, guttural cry escaping her. “Yes.”

Danielle licked and sucked, mimicking what she herself loved, her movements growing more confident as Nicole’s moans escalated into a continuous, pleading chant. She could feel the tension building in Nicole’s thighs, the way her whole body tightened. Then, with a shattered cry, Nicole came, her hips bucking, her release gushing against Danielle’s chin and mouth. Danielle didn’t pull away; she drank her in, the act feeling shockingly natural, necessary.

Rick untied Nicole’s wrists with practiced ease, rubbing the circulation back into them. He turned to Danielle, the crimson silk ropes in his hands. “Your turn.”

A fresh wave of nervous excitement washed over her. She lay back on the warm sheets where Nicole had been, offering her wrists. The silk was smooth but unyielding as Rick tied her to the bedposts, the sensation of being utterly helpless sending a thrill of pure adrenaline through her.

Nicole, now free, crawled up the bed beside her. “Such a good girl,” she purred, before lowering her head and taking one of Danielle’s nipples into her mouth. Her tongue was expert, circling, flicking, sucking until the sensation was almost painful in its intensity. At the same time, Rick parted Danielle’s legs. She felt the cool, hard plastic of a vibrator nuzzle against her clit before it buzzed to life.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. The wet, pulling heat on her breast and the insistent, electric vibration on her most sensitive spot made her back arch off the bed. “Oh God… please… more…” she begged, the words torn from her. They were a team, Rick and Nicole, playing her body like a finely tuned instrument, ratcheting the pleasure up until she was teetering on the edge of orgasm.

Then, Rick removed the vibrator. She felt the blunt, heavy pressure of him at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed inside, filling her in one long, slow, devastating stroke. It was a fullness she’d never known. He began to move, a deep, rhythmic pounding that shook the bed.

At the same time, Nicole straddled her face, lowering her wet, still-quivering pussy onto Danielle’s mouth. The command was clear. Danielle’s tongue went to work again, lapping at Nicole’s folds as Nicole ground against her. The room was filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, of ragged breathing, and of her own muffled moans as she was fucked from both ends.

The pleasure became a crashing wave, rising from where Rick was plunged deep inside her, merging with the taste of Nicole on her tongue. Her body seized, her cries stifled by Nicole’s body as her orgasm exploded through her, violent and all-consuming. As she convulsed around him, she felt Rick’s own release, a hot, pulsing flood that seemed to go on forever.

Slowly, the world drifted back. Rick pulled out, untied her wrists. The silence was heavy, broken only by their collective panting. Danielle got dressed with shaky hands, the fabric feeling alien on her sensitized skin. She couldn’t look at them.

As she reached the bedroom door, Nicole’s voice, soft but firm, stopped her. “Danielle.”

She turned. Rick stood behind Nicole, his arm around her waist. Both of them looked utterly satiated, and completely serious.

“We’d like you to join us again,” Rick said.

Danielle hesitated at the door, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and a dark, hungry anticipation she could no longer deny. She knew she should say no, should walk away and pretend this never happened. But the phantom sensations on her skin, the memory of that utter loss of control, screamed a different answer.

She finally met their gaze. “Yes.”

8 - SHARED WITH HIS BROTHER

MMF / BDSM / Taboo / Blowjob / Flogging / PIV Sex

The black lace felt cool and slippery against Karen’s skin as she adjusted the straps of her teddy. Jeffrey had said ‘something sexy,’ and this was the sexiest thing she owned. She didn’t question why she needed to look this way to meet his brother; Jeffrey’s word was her command, and the faint, thrilling buzz of submission was already humming in her veins.

The drive to Sam’s house was quiet, filled with the low thrum of the engine and the weight of unspoken instructions. Jeffrey’s hand rested on her thigh, his thumb stroking absently, a constant reminder of his ownership. When they arrived, the door was opened by a man who was undeniably Jeffrey’s brother. Same strong jaw, same intense dark eyes, but where Jeffrey’s gaze was controlling, Sam’s was assessing, sweeping over her with an analytic heat that made her cheeks flush. He’s so handsome, she thought, immediately chiding herself for the treacherous observation.

Inside, the conversation was casual, normal, until it wasn’t. Jeffrey’s arm was around her, pulling her close to his side on the couch. “Karen, you know how close Sam and I are,” he began, his voice a low murmur in her ear. She nodded, leaning into him. “We share everything. Everything.”

The pause that followed was heavy, charged. Sam watched them, a slow smile spreading across his face. Karen’s mind raced, trying to catch up, to understand the implication hanging in the air. Jeffrey’s next words landed not like a question, but a statement of fact. “That includes our women.”

Her breath hitched. The world tilted on its axis. This was not what she had prepared for, yet a shockwave of pure, undiluted arousal rocked through her core, so sudden and intense it left her dizzy. She looked from Jeffrey’s commanding expression to Sam’s hungry one. This was her test. Her ultimate act of submission. A soft, shaky “Okay” was all she could manage, but it was enough. The approval in Jeffrey’s eyes was her reward.

They led her to the bedroom, a dimly lit space that smelled of clean linen and masculine cologne. Jeffrey didn’t guide her; he issued a command. “Undress.”

Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the delicate straps of her teddy. She shrugged it off, letting the black lace pool at her feet on the dark hardwood floor. She stood before them, utterly exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool air. Sam’s eyes darkened as he appraised her, and he didn’t hesitate. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, and freed his cock. It was thick and already hard, and the sight of it sent a fresh jolt of desire through her.

“Kneel,” Jeffrey ordered, his voice leaving no room for doubt. “Suck his dick.”

She dropped to her knees without a second thought, the hard floor a dull pressure compared to the pounding of her heart. She leaned forward, her lips parting. The first taste of him was clean, salty. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank down, taking as much of his length as she could. Her world narrowed to this single point of focus: the feeling of him filling her mouth, the sound of Sam’s sharp intake of breath, the weight of Jeffrey’s gaze upon her.

She was lost in the rhythm, in the act of pleasing, when Sam gently pulled back. “You’re as good as he said,” Sam murmured, his voice rough. He reached to the nightstand and picked up a flogger, its falls soft and supple leather. “Now, bend over the side of the bed. Let’s see how you take a sting.”

A shiver of anticipation, mixed with a thread of fear, raced down her spine. She obeyed, positioning herself so her hands were flat on the comforter, her back arched, presenting herself to him. The first strike was a whisper of air followed by a sharp, bright smack across her shoulders. She yelped, the sound startled out of her. The pain was immediate, then it melted, transmuted into a deep, throbbing heat that spread through her muscles.

Another strike, lower this time, across the crest of her ass. She gasped, her fingers clutching the bedspread. Yes. Each impact was a punctuation mark of his control, a sensation that somehow amplified every nerve ending in her body. She was floating on it, her earlier nervousness burned away by the building inferno between her legs. Sam handed the flogger to Jeffrey. “Your turn.”

Jeffrey’s strikes were different. Harder, more precise, landing with an authority that she knew intimately. Each one drove her deeper into her submission, each bloom of pain a testament to her devotion to him. She was panting now, her skin on fire, her core clenched around a desperate, empty ache. She had never been more turned on in her entire life.

“On the bed. On your hands and knees,” Jeffrey commanded, his voice husky with desire. She scrambled onto the mattress, presenting herself to both of them, utterly wanton, completely theirs.

She felt Sam’s hands on her hips, his grip firm. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one powerful, smooth thrust, he was inside her. A ragged cry tore from her throat as he filled her utterly, stretching her, the fullness a perfect counterpoint to the stinging heat on her skin. He set a brutal, deep rhythm, each plunge hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Before she could even adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being taken by Sam, Jeffrey was in front of her. He gripped her hair, not roughly, but with absolute ownership, and guided his cock to her lips. She opened her mouth willingly, taking him in, the dual penetration sending her spinning into sensory overload. She was the center of their world, the object of their shared desire, completely and utterly used for their pleasure—and her own.

The sound of skin slapping against skin, their grunts, her own muffled moans around Jeffrey’s length—it was a symphony of debauchery. Sam’s thrusts became more erratic, his grip on her hips tightening to the point of bruising. She could feel her own climax coiling, tight and inevitable, deep in her belly.

“I’m gonna cum,” Sam groaned, the words a strained warning.

It was all she needed. The permission to let go. Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, seismic wave that clenched around Sam’s pumping cock and made her body convulse. Jeffrey pulled out of her mouth with a guttural moan, and she felt the warm, sudden splash of his release across her cheeks and lips. A heartbeat later, Sam withdrew from her, and another hot stripe painted her lower back, mingling with the sweat-slicked, well-marked skin.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Karen stayed on her hands and knees, trembling and spent.

Jeffrey was the first to move. He tossed her clothes onto the bed beside her. “You did great, Karen.”

Sam, tucking himself back into his jeans, clapped Jeffrey on the shoulder. “Thanks for bringing her over, bro. She’s a natural whore. Let’s do it again soon.”

9 - A WEALTHY FATHER-IN-LAW’S OFFER

MF / Taboo / Father-in-Law / BDSM / Sex Work / Cheating / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Dildo / PIV Sex

The sleek black SUV pulled to the curb with a whisper-quiet hum, its tinted window sliding down just as Jessica reached the crosswalk. The man behind the wheel wore a suit that cost more than her monthly rent. His smile was cool, calculated.

“Jessica. I’m Frederick. Get in.” His voice was low, a command wrapped in velvet.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Harry’s father. The mysterious, wealthy Frederick. She clutched her worn purse tighter. “I… I shouldn’t.”

“I have information about your husband,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Things you need to know. Get in.”

Curiosity, that hungry beast, won over loyalty. She pulled the heavy door open and slid onto the butter-soft leather seat. The door closed with a solid, expensive thunk, sealing her in.

He didn’t drive far, just to a hotel whose lobby smelled of polished marble and orchids. He led her to a suite, a vast space of floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city. He poured two glasses of amber liquor, handed her one she didn’t want.

“Your husband,” Frederick began, swirling the liquid in his glass, “is a man of poor character. He betrayed me. He fucked my wife. His own stepmother.”

The words hit her like a physical blow. The glass trembled in her hand. “No. Harry wouldn’t…”

“He did. It’s why he turned his back on his inheritance. Not out of some noble principle. Out of shame.” Frederick’s gaze was relentless. “He will cheat on you, Jessica. It’s not a matter of if, but when. He can’t be trusted.”

A cold numbness spread through her. The shabby apartment, the constant budgeting, the dreams she’d packed away—it all flashed before her eyes, now tinted with the ugly hue of betrayal.

“Why are you telling me this?” she whispered.

He set his glass down with a definitive click. “Because I’m making you an offer. Ten thousand dollars. Right now. To cheat on him first.”

Her breath caught. Ten thousand? It was an impossible sum. It was freedom from the grinding worry. It was a taste of the life she’d married into but never got to live. She thought of Harry’s secret, his hypocrisy. A hot, sharp anger pierced the numbness.

“Okay,” she heard herself say, the word barely audible. “Okay.”

“Good girl.” Frederick’s smile was predatory now. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Her fingers, clumsy and cold, fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. She let it fall to the plush carpet. Her skirt followed, then her practical, inexpensive underwear until she stood completely bare under his appraising stare. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but a treacherous thrill coiled low in her belly.

He unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. It was thick and rigid, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. “On your knees.”

Jessica sank to the carpet, the weave rough against her skin. She leaned forward, tentatively taking the head of his cock into her mouth. It was smooth and hot, tasting of salt and clean skin. He let out a soft groan, a sound of pure pleasure that emboldened her.

She opened wider, taking more of him, her tongue swirling along the sensitive underside. One of his hands came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding. “That’s it. Just like that.” She lost herself in the rhythm, in the power of making this formidable man moan. Her own arousal was a dull, growing ache between her legs.

He pulled back suddenly, leaving her lips swollen and wet. “On the bed. On your back.”

She complied, lying back on the cool duvet. He produced two sleek leather cuffs from a bedside drawer, buckling one around each of her wrists before securing them to the ornate posts of the bed. The restraint was terrifying. It was electrifying. She was utterly, completely at his mercy.

Frederick retrieved a slender, black vibrator. He clicked it on, a low hum filling the room. He trailed it over her collarbone, down between her breasts, circling one nipple until it pebbled into a hard, aching point. She gasped, arching her back, seeking more pressure. He gave it to her, pinning the buzzing head against her until she cried out.

He moved lower, the vibrator tracing a maddening path down her stomach. It hovered over her mound, the vibrations teasing her curls before finally, finally, making contact with her clit.

“Oh god,” she whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed.

“Be patient,” he commanded, moving the toy in slow, torturous circles. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful. She was writhing, her breaths coming in short, sharp pants. She was begging, words she didn’t recognize as her own tumbling from her lips. “Please… more… please…”

He ignored her pleas, setting the vibrator aside. Next, he produced a large, realistic dildo, slicking it with gel from a bottle. He pressed the cold, hard tip against her entrance. She was so wet, so ready, that it slid into her with a single, smooth thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He began to move it, fucking her with the toy in a deep, relentless rhythm that hit a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Just as the first waves of her orgasm began to build, he picked up the vibrator again. He pressed it against her other entrance, the tiny, forbidden one. The pressure was insistent, overwhelming. He pushed.

Jessica shattered.

A raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat as her body convulsed. The dual sensations—the deep filling of the dildo and the intense, buzzing pressure in her ass—tipped her over an edge she didn’t know existed. Her vision whited out, her entire world narrowing to the pulsing, crashing waves of pleasure.

Before she could even come down, Frederick was on her. He freed his cock again, positioned himself, and drove into her in one powerful, claiming stroke. She was so sensitive, so overstimulated, that every movement was agony and ecstasy fused together. He fucked her with a raw, possessive intensity, each thrust a punctuation mark to his dominance.

She came again, her inner muscles clenching around him in a fierce, rhythmic grip that dragged a roar from his chest. He plunged into her one last, deep time, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, he unbuckled the restraints from her wrists. Her arms fell to her sides, heavy and limp.

Frederick stood, composed himself, and walked to his jacket. He returned with a pale blue checkbook. He wrote with a swift, sure hand, tore the check free, and held it out to her.

It was for ten thousand dollars.

“A down payment,” he said, his voice back to that cool, businesslike tone. “You can make considerably more. If you’re interested.”

Jessica took the check. The paper felt flimsy, insignificant compared to the life-altering weight it carried. Guilt, hot and acidic, flooded her throat. She had just betrayed her husband. For money.

But as she lay there, her body still thrumming with the echoes of the most powerful orgasms of her life, the smell of his cologne and her own sex thick in the air, she knew the truth. She looked from the check to the man who held her financial—and now carnal—future in his hands.

“I… don’t know. I don’t think I can…”

“Jessica,” he said, taking her hand. “Remember what I said. He can’t be trusted.”

“Okay,” she finally replied, her mind racing. “I’ll do it.”

10 - HIS LONG LOST SISTER’S DUNGEON

FM / Femdom / Taboo / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Teasing / Wax Play / Paddling / Strap-on / Pegging

“Who are you?” Cheyenne’s voice was sharp, almost cutting through the tension-filled air of the dimly lit dungeon. She stood over Joey, her eyes narrowed, one hand gripping a vibrator that hummed softly in the quiet room. Her other hand traced the edge of the restraints that bound him to the bed, her nails lightly scraping against his skin.

Joey’s breath came in short, uneven gasps. His body was taut, every muscle straining against the leather cuffs that held him in place. The vibrator teased the tip of his cock, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through him, but he couldn’t move, couldn’t escape the torment. “I—I told you,” he stammered, his voice shaky. “I’m just a client.”

Cheyenne smirked, but there was no humor in it. Her lips curled into a knowing smile as she leaned closer, her face inches from his. “Bullshit,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “Clients don’t look at me the way you do. Clients don’t try to hide something when they’re lying through their teeth.”

Joey’s heart raced. He could feel the sweat beading on his forehead, the heat of her body so close to his. He wanted to tell her, wanted to confess it all, but the words caught in his throat. Instead, he let out a groan as she pressed the vibrator harder against him, the sensation nearly unbearable.

“Tell me,” Cheyenne demanded, her voice low and commanding. “Or I’ll stop. And trust me, you don’t want that.”

Joey’s eyes squeezed shut. He could feel the ache building inside him, the need to release overwhelming. “Okay,” he gasped. “Okay, I’ll tell you.”

She pulled the vibrator away, leaving him trembling and desperate. “Good boy,” she purred, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “Now, talk.”

—

It had started innocently enough—or at least, Joey had convinced himself it was innocent. When he found out he was adopted, it felt like the ground had shifted beneath him. Everything he thought he knew about himself was suddenly called into question. He needed answers, needed to know where he came from.

His search led him to Cheyenne. She was his sister—half-sister, technically—but that didn’t matter to him. What mattered was the connection, the blood tie that bound them together. But when he found her social media profile, it wasn’t exactly what he expected.

Cheyenne wasn’t just a woman. She was a force. Her photos were bold, unapologetic. Leather, latex, and lace dominated her feed, and her bio was simple: Professional Dominatrix. By appointment only. Joey scrolled through her page, his curiosity piqued. There was something about her—something commanding, magnetic.

He knew it was wrong. He shouldn’t be looking at her like this, shouldn’t be thinking about her like this. But he couldn’t help it. He was captivated.

So he sent her a message. He didn’t introduce himself as her brother—how could he? Instead, he played the part of an interested client, someone eager to experience her world. She responded quickly, her tone professional but with an edge of dominance that sent shivers down his spine. They set up an appointment, and Joey spent the next few days both dreading and anticipating it.

—

When he arrived at her house, he was nervous. His hands were clammy, his heart racing. Cheyenne greeted him at the door, dressed in a tight black corset and thigh-high boots. Her presence was overwhelming, and Joey felt like he was drowning in her gaze.

“You’re early,” she said, stepping aside to let him in. “Good. Punctuality is important.”

Joey followed her into the house, his eyes darting around the room. It was sleek and modern, with dark furniture and dim lighting. But what caught his attention was the door at the end of the hallway. It was closed, but he could feel the energy radiating from behind it.

“That’s where we’ll be going,” Cheyenne said, noticing his gaze. “My dungeon.”

The word sent a thrill through him. He nodded, trying to appear calm, but inside he was a mess of emotions.

In the dungeon, Cheyenne wasted no time. She instructed him to undress, her voice leaving no room for argument. Joey obeyed, his hands trembling as he removed his clothes. When he was naked, she led him to the bed and began securing the restraints around his wrists and ankles.

“Now,” she said, grabbing a vibrator from the table beside the bed. “Let’s see how long you can hold out.”

—

Back in the present, Joey stared up at Cheyenne, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “I’m your brother,” he finally admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

For a moment, there was silence. Then Cheyenne’s expression hardened, her jaw tightening. “You lied to me,” she said, her voice cold.

“I know,” Joey replied, his voice trembling. “I’m sorry. I just… I wanted to meet you. I didn’t know how else to do it.”

Cheyenne studied him, her eyes narrowing. “You crossed a line,” she said slowly. “And now, you’re going to pay for it.”

She reached for a candle on the table, lighting it with a match. The flame flickered, casting shadows across the room. Joey watched as she tilted the candle, letting hot wax drip onto his chest. He gasped at the sudden heat, his body jerking against the restraints.

“Why did you come here?” Cheyenne asked, her voice steady as she continued to drip wax onto his skin.

“Because I was curious,” Joey admitted, his voice strained. “Because I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

Cheyenne paused, her eyes searching his face. Then she set the candle down and unbuckled the restraints, freeing him. Joey hesitated, unsure of what was coming next.

“Stand up,” Cheyenne commanded, grabbing a paddle from the table.

Joey obeyed, his legs shaky as he got to his feet. Cheyenne positioned him over the bed, pushing him down so that his ass was exposed.

“This is your punishment,” she said, her voice firm.

The first strike landed hard, the sound echoing through the room. Joey gasped, pain and pleasure coursing through him in equal measure. With each strike, he felt his arousal growing, his cock stiffening beneath him.

When she was satisfied, Cheyenne set the paddle aside and reached for a strap-on dildo. Joey watched as she secured it around her hips, his heart pounding in anticipation.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice low and commanding.

Joey nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Yes,” he whispered.

Cheyenne positioned herself behind him, grabbing his hips and thrusting the dildo deep into his ass. Joey cried out, the sensation overwhelming. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through him, building until he couldn’t take it anymore.

“Cheyenne,” he moaned, his body tensing as he came, ropes of cum spurting onto the bed beneath him.

—

As Joey left Cheyenne’s house later that night, he couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened. It was wrong—he knew that—but he couldn’t deny the attraction he felt toward her.

He pulled out his phone and sent her a message: When can I see you again?

The response came quickly: Only if you promise to submit fully.

Joey smiled to himself as he typed his reply: I promise.

11 - BLACKMAILED BY HER STEPDAUGHTER

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / BDSM / Age Gap / Blackmail / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Dildo

“What the fuck is this?” Katherine’s voice cut through the room like a knife, sharp and unyielding.

Bella froze, her body still pressed against Felicia’s, their skin slick with sweat. The maid scrambled off the bed, grabbing her uniform from the floor, her face pale with panic. Bella’s heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing. This can’t be happening. Rick would find out. He’d divorce her. She’d lose everything.

—

Ever since Bella had married Rick, his daughter, Katherine, had been a thorn in her side. Katherine didn’t think Bella was good enough for her father, suspecting that Bella had married him for his money. And maybe Katherine was right. But Bella wished she would mind her own business.

Then, Bella met Felicia. Soon after their wedding, Rick hired a maid. He didn’t want Bella worrying about housework. The chemistry between Bella and Felica was undeniable. Every day after Rick left for work, Bella found herself in Felicia’s arms.

And now, they’d been caught. Katherine had arrived unannounced, walking in on their steamy tryst.

—

Katherine stood in the doorway, arms crossed, her eyes narrowing as she took in the scene. “Get out,” she said to Felicia, her tone leaving no room for argument.

The maid didn’t hesitate, clutching her clothes to her chest as she hurried past Katherine and out the door. Bella sat up, pulling the sheets around her, her hands trembling. She opened her mouth to speak, but Katherine held up a hand, silencing her.

“Don’t,” Katherine said, stepping into the room and closing the door behind her. “I don’t want to hear your excuses.” She walked slowly toward the bed, her heels silent on the plush carpet.

Bella’s breath quickened, her mind spinning. What was Katherine going to do? Call Rick? Expose her?

But then Katherine did something unexpected. She smiled. It wasn’t a kind smile—it was predatory, calculating. “You’ve been a very naughty girl, Bella,” she said, her voice low and smooth. “Cheating on my father with the maid? Tsk, tsk.”

Bella swallowed hard, her throat dry. “Katherine, please,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Don’t tell him.”

Katherine tilted her head, studying Bella like a cat sizing up its prey. “Oh, I won’t,” she said. “But there’s a price.”

Bella’s stomach twisted. “What do you want?”

Katherine’s smile widened. “Your submission.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and electric. Bella’s heart skipped a beat. Submission? What did that mean? But before she could ask, Katherine began to undress. Slowly, deliberately, she unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a black lace bra that hugged her curves perfectly. Bella’s eyes widened as Katherine slid out of her skirt, leaving her in just the bra and matching panties. Her body was stunning—toned, flawless, and utterly confident.

“Lie back,” Katherine commanded, her voice firm but not unkind. Bella hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, lying back against the pillows. Katherine climbed onto the bed, straddling Bella’s hips. She leaned down, her lips brushing against Bella’s ear. “You’re going to do exactly as I say,” she whispered, her breath warm against Bella’s skin. “Understand?”

Bella nodded, her pulse racing. She didn’t know what to expect, but the way Katherine was looking at her—like she owned her—sent a shiver down her spine. Katherine reached behind her back, unhooking her bra and letting it fall away. Her breasts were perfect, full and round, with nipples that hardened under Bella’s gaze. Katherine smirked, clearly enjoying the effect she was having.

“Now,” Katherine said, shifting so that she was kneeling over Bella’s face. “Eat me.”

Bella’s eyes widened. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. But the way Katherine was looking at her, so commanding and sure of herself, made Bella’s body respond in ways she didn’t expect. She hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, her tongue tentatively flicking against Katherine’s clit.

Katherine let out a soft moan, her hips pressing forward. “That’s it,” she murmured, her fingers tangling in Bella’s hair. “Just like that.”

Bella’s tongue moved more confidently now, exploring every inch of Katherine’s pussy. The taste was intoxicating—sweet and musky, unlike anything she had ever experienced. Katherine’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against Bella’s face as she sought more pressure, more friction. Bella’s own arousal was building, her pussy throbbing with need.

But just as Bella was starting to lose herself in the sensation, Katherine pulled away. Bella looked up at her, confused and frustrated. Katherine smirked, reaching for something on the nightstand. It was a set of neckties—Rick’s neckties. Before Bella could protest, Katherine grabbed her wrists, tying them securely to the bedposts.

“Katherine—” Bella started, but Katherine silenced her with a look.

“You don’t get to speak,” Katherine said, her voice firm. “Not unless I tell you to.”

Bella’s breath hitched as Katherine reached for something else—a vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room. Katherine trailed the vibrator over Bella’s body, teasing her nipples, her stomach, the inside of her thighs. Everywhere but where Bella needed it most. Bella squirmed, her hips lifting off the bed as she tried to get some relief.

“Please,” Bella begged, her voice trembling.

Katherine shook her head. “Not yet,” she said, her tone playful but firm.

She continued to tease Bella, the vibrator buzzing just above her clit but never quite touching it. Bella’s frustration grew, her pussy aching with need. Finally, Katherine set the vibrator aside and reached for something else—a large dildo. Bella’s eyes widened as she took in its size. It was thick and long, far bigger than anything she had ever taken before.

“Do you think you can handle it?” Katherine asked, her voice dripping with challenge.

Bella hesitated, then nodded. She didn’t know if she could, but the thought of trying—of being filled so completely—was too tempting to resist.

Katherine smirked, positioning the dildo at Bella’s entrance. She pushed it in slowly, giving Bella time to adjust to the size. Bella gasped as the dildo stretched her, filling her in ways she had never imagined possible. Katherine pushed it deeper and deeper until it was buried to the hilt inside her.

“Oh god,” Bella moaned, her back arching off the bed.

Katherine began to move the dildo in and out of Bella’s pussy, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body. Bella’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking in time with Katherine’s movements. The pressure built inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Bella came hard, her pussy clenching around the dildo as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Katherine watched with satisfaction as Bella rode out her orgasm, then slowly pulled the dildo out. She untied Bella’s wrists, freeing her from the bedposts.

“You did well,” Katherine said, her voice soft but still laced with authority. “And I’ll keep your secret—for now.”

Bella lay there, spent and trembling, as Katherine got dressed. She didn’t know what had just happened—didn’t know what it meant for her future—but one thing was certain: she couldn’t wait for their next encounter.

12 - A JOB AT NORTHFIELD MANOR

MMF / BDSM / Age Gap / Taboo / Wealthy / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Nipple Play / PIV Sex

The dust motes danced in the slants of afternoon sunlight as Evelyn ran the cloth along the mahogany banister. Northfield Manor was vast, silent, and opulent, a world away from her small apartment in the city. She could feel the weight of the mansion’s history, the gaze of portraits lining the walls. And then she felt another gaze, tangible and heated.

She turned.

In the shadowed doorway of his study stood Mr. Richard Northfield. He wasn't just looking; he was studying her, his eyes tracing the line of her spine as she bent, the way her blonde ponytail brushed her neck. He was older, his hair silvered at the temples, but his posture was commanding, his gaze unnervingly direct. He didn't smile. He simply watched, a predator assessing new territory. A flush crept up her neck, a confusing mix of embarrassment and a thrill she couldn’t name.

Hours later, the summons came. His voice, a low rumble from the intercom by the kitchen, called her to the study.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She smoothed her simple black dress and entered.

The room smelled of leather and expensive whiskey. Richard stood by the fireplace, a crystal tumbler in hand. “Close the door, Evelyn.”

She did, the soft click of the latch sounding final.

“You’re efficient. I like that,” he began, his voice a low purr. “But efficiency isn’t all I require from the staff in my inner circle.”

“Sir?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

He set his glass down. “My son, Lex. He’s… talented. Brilliant, even. But he lacks a certain… conviction. A dominance that a man of his station must command.” He took a step closer, and Evelyn’s breath hitched. “I believe you can help him acquire it.”

“I’m… I’m just a housekeeper,” she stammered.

“No,” he said, a slow smile finally gracing his lips. “You are a beautiful young woman with a submissive streak she’s too polite to acknowledge. I see it in the way you avert your eyes, in the slight tremble in your hands right now. You want to be told what to do.” He moved behind his desk, his eyes never leaving hers. “And we want to tell you.”

Her mind raced, but her body was already betraying her, a pulse of pure, undiluted heat throbbing between her legs. She was intrigued, terrified, and utterly, completely aroused.

“Lex,” Richard called out, his voice sharp. “Join us.”

The door opened, and the young man from earlier entered. Lex was his father’s opposite—sun-kissed hair, bright blue eyes, a leaner build. But the same intensity lived in his gaze, now mixed with a curiosity that made Evelyn’s skin prickle.

“Watch,” Richard commanded his son. He unbuckled his trousers, freeing his cock. It was thick, rigid, and already glistening at the tip. He looked directly at Evelyn. “On your knees.”

It wasn’t a request. It was an order she had secretly been waiting for her whole life. Her knees met the soft Persian rug without a second thought. The scent of him, musky and clean, filled her senses as she leaned forward.

She opened her mouth, her tongue flattening to receive him. The first touch was electric. Salty. Smooth. Overwhelming. She took him in, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank deeper, her eyes fluttering closed. A low groan rumbled from Richard’s chest, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding.

“Now you,” Richard said to his son.

Evelyn’s eyes opened as Lex, his movements slightly hesitant, freed his own erection. He was longer, leaner, just as hard. Richard guided her head, turning her toward his son.

She moved willingly, her mouth leaving Richard’s warmth to envelop Lex. His taste was different, younger, and his sharp, startled gasp of pleasure vibrated through her. She worked him, one hand wrapping around his base, her mouth sucking firmly. She was the conduit between them, a living, breathing lesson.

“Good,” Richard murmured, his voice thick. “Switch.”

She moved back to him, taking his fullness again, then back to Lex, her rhythm becoming a filthy, wet pendulum between father and son. The room filled with the sounds of their harsh breathing and the slick, obscene sounds of her mouth.

“The couch,” Richard growled, pulling her up by her arm. Her legs were weak. “Strip. Now.”

Her fingers, trembling with a wild combination of nervousness and fervent need, fumbled with the buttons of her dress. It pooled at her feet. Then her bra, her panties. She stood before them, completely exposed, her skin flushed, her nipples tight peaks, the wetness between her legs impossible to hide.

Richard sat on the couch, pulling her down onto his face. His hands gripped her thighs, yanking her core against his mouth. The first swipe of his tongue was a bolt of lightning. Oh god. He was relentless, his tongue circling her clit, licking into her, devouring her with a starved intensity that made her cry out.

At the same time, Lex knelt before her, his hands cupping her breasts. He lowered his mouth, sucking a nipple deep, his tongue flicking and teasing while his father feasted below. The dual assault was maddening. Pleasure crashed over her in waves, each one higher than the last. She was their plaything, their beautiful, writhing center of the universe.

“Enough,” Richard finally said, his voice ragged. He turned her, bending her over the back of the plush couch, her perfect, round ass presented to Lex. “Take her. Don’t be gentle.”

Lex positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He pushed, and the feeling of him stretching her, filling her, was so intense she saw stars. He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly grew frantic. Each thrust drove a gasp from her lips, each withdrawal leaving her aching for more.

Richard moved to her front, his cock nudging her lips. She took him gratefully, greedily, as he began to fuck her mouth in time with his son’s pounding rhythm. She was pinned between them, filled at both ends, completely and utterly possessed. The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the guttural moans of the men, the overwhelming sensations coiling tighter and tighter inside her.

Lex’s thrusts became erratic, harder, deeper. “I’m… I’m going to…” he groaned, his voice breaking.

That was all it took. His climax triggered her own. A silent scream tore through her as her orgasm exploded, a tidal wave of pure ecstasy that clenched around Lex’s pumping cock. He cried out, burying himself to the hilt as he pulsed inside her.

Richard pulled from her mouth with a wet pop. He stroked himself once, twice, and then hot streaks of his release painted her face—her cheeks, her lips, her eyelids. She kept her eyes closed, tasting him, smelling them both on her skin, her body still quivering from the aftershocks.

The room was silent except for their ragged breathing. Slowly, Richard stood straight, tucking himself away. He looked down at her, a masterpiece of debauchery bent over his furniture.

“I am a very wealthy man, Evelyn,” he stated, his composure already returning. “This can be your life. Luxury. Purpose. This. All you have to do is submit.”

Evelyn hesitated, but she knew Richard was right. She wanted this. She wanted him. “Okay,” she agreed. “I’m yours.”

13 - A HEAVY SECRET

FM / Femdom / Taboo / BBW / Strong Woman / Small Penis Humiliation / Smothering / Handjob / Teasing / Cunnilingus / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

Daryl couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Kaylee, his stepsister, sat on his couch, her curves spilling over the edges of the cushions. She was radiant, her softness accentuated by the tight dress she wore, the fabric straining against her hips and thighs.

He’d always had a thing for fat women, but Kaylee? She was something else entirely. Every time she shifted, her weight pressed into the couch, and he imagined what it would feel like to have her sitting on him, her full body pinning him down, crushing him in the best possible way.

He’d fantasized about her more times than he could count, his private browser history filled with videos of voluptuous women dominating their partners, smothering them with their weight. Kaylee was always at the center of those fantasies, her laughter echoing in his mind as she teased him, her body pressing him into helpless submission.

Today, she was here in his apartment, lounging on his couch like she owned the place. She was oblivious to his staring, scrolling through her phone with a lazy smile. Daryl tried to focus on the TV, but his attention kept drifting back to her, his pulse quickening every time she adjusted her position.

“Hey, Dar?” Kaylee’s voice snapped him out of his thoughts.

“Yeah?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

“I think I left my phone at home. Can I borrow yours? I need to call Mom.”

Daryl froze. His phone was filled with tabs of fat fetish porn, videos he’d been watching earlier that morning. His heart raced as he handed it to her, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

Kaylee grabbed the phone, her fingers brushing against his. She swiped the screen, and before he could react, a video popped up—a BBW sitting on a man’s face, her full weight pressing him into the mattress.

Kaylee’s eyes widened, and for a moment, there was silence. Then she burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, Daryl!” she exclaimed, holding up the phone. “Is this what you’re into?”

Daryl’s face burned with humiliation. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never come back. But Kaylee’s laughter wasn’t cruel—it was playful, almost teasing.

“Yeah,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “I like fat women. I… I want to be sat on.”

Kaylee raised an eyebrow, her grin widening. “You want to be sat on? Like, crushed?”

He nodded, unable to meet her eyes.

Kaylee leaned back on the couch, her curves shifting with the movement. She studied him for a moment, her gaze intense. Then she stood up, her height and presence towering over him.

“Well, boy, looks like you’re in luck,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Because I’m about to give you exactly what you want.”

Daryl’s breath caught in his throat as Kaylee grabbed his hand, pulling him to his feet. She led him to the bedroom, her stride confident, her hips swaying with every step. He followed, his heart pounding, his mind racing with anticipation.

The moment they entered the room, Kaylee turned to him, her hands on her hips. “Strip,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, fumbling with his clothes until he stood naked before her. His cock was already hard, straining against his stomach.

Kaylee’s eyes dropped to his erection, and she smirked. “Tiny little thing, isn’t it?” she teased, stepping closer.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t—not when she was standing so close, her scent intoxicating, her presence overwhelming.

Kaylee began to undress, peeling off her dress to reveal her lingerie—a black lace bra and matching panties that clung to her curves. She let the dress fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her hips.

Daryl’s mouth went dry as she revealed herself, her pussy glistening with arousal. She climbed onto the bed, her movements slow and deliberate, her eyes locked on his.

“Lie down,” she commanded.

Daryl obeyed, lying flat on his back. Kaylee straddled him, her thighs pressing into his sides as she lowered herself onto his chest.

The moment her weight settled on him, Daryl gasped. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more. Her softness enveloped him, her warmth seeping into his skin. She was heavy, her full body pinning him down, and he loved it.

Kaylee leaned forward, her breasts pressing into his chest. She grabbed his wrists, pinning them above his head. “Stay still,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with excitement.

Kaylee shifted her hips, grinding against him. “Feel that?” she asked, her voice teasing. “That’s all me. Every single pound.”

Daryl groaned, his cock throbbing beneath her. He could feel the pressure of her weight, the way she dominated him completely.

“You’re such a good little boy,” Kaylee purred, releasing his wrists to trail her fingers down his chest. She reached between his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock.

He gasped as she started stroking him, her grip firm and steady. Her other hand pressed into his chest, her weight making it difficult to breathe, but he didn’t care.

“Please,” Daryl begged, his hips bucking against her hand. “Let me cum.”

Kaylee chuckled, her fingers tightening around his cock. “Not yet,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I’m not done with you.”

She shifted her weight, lifting herself slightly off his chest. Daryl groaned in protest, but she silenced him with a glare.

“Behave,” she warned.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with anticipation. Kaylee leaned back, her pussy hovering above his face.

“Eat me,” she commanded.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, pressing his tongue against her slit. Kaylee moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth.

He licked her eagerly, his tongue delving into her folds, tasting her sweetness. Kaylee’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the headboard for support.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Daryl focused on her clit, licking and sucking until Kaylee’s body shuddered above him. She cried out as she came, her juices coating his tongue.

Kaylee collapsed onto his chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with desire.

“Stroke it,” she ordered, nodding toward his cock.

Daryl obeyed, his hand wrapping around his shaft. He jerked himself off, his strokes quick and desperate.

Kaylee watched him, her lips curving into a smirk. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Cum for me.”

Daryl groaned, his body tightening as he reached his climax. His load shot onto his stomach, his breaths coming in shallow gasps.

Kaylee chuckled, her gaze lingering on his tiny load of cum. “Pathetic,” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t care. He’d never been more turned on in his life.

Kaylee leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice low and dangerous. “If you want me to keep your secret, you’ll do whatever I say.”

Daryl nodded eagerly, his heart pounding with anticipation. He couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for him next.

14 - USED BY TWO BROTHERS

MMF / BDSM / Taboo / Blowjob / Buttplug / Flogging / PIV Sex

The bass from the bar’s speakers thrummed through the soles of Mena’s boots, a steady pulse that matched the quick, curious beat of her heart. She’d come out tonight for a drink, for a distraction, and maybe, just maybe, for a story to tell. She found more than she’d bargained for when she caught the gaze of two men across the room. They were clearly brothers, sharing the same intense dark eyes and broad shoulders. The taller one, Kent, had a quiet intensity, while the other, Jake, grinned with an easy charm that promised mischief.

An hour later, she was nestled in a booth with them, the chemistry between the three of them a living thing, sparking with each shared laugh and lingering glance. Jake’s foot brushed hers under the table and stayed there. Kent’s hand, resting on the back of the booth, found its way to her shoulder, his thumb tracing idle, electric circles on her skin.

“Our place is just around the corner,” Kent said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “We’ve got a better beer selection. And… more privacy.”

The implication was clear, thrilling. Mena simply nodded, a slow, deliberate smile spreading across her lips. This is it, she thought. This is the story.

In their sleek, modern apartment, a cold bottle in her hand, Kent closed the distance between them in the living room. He didn’t ask. He just looked at her, a question in his eyes that she answered with a slight, almost imperceptible tilt of her chin. Then his mouth was on hers, the kiss not tentative but claiming, hot and deep with the taste of hops and desire. When he pulled back, both brothers were watching her, their expressions hungry and identical.

“We should be upfront, Mena,” Jake said, his tone conversational, though his eyes burned. “We like to share. It’s more fun that way.”

A jolt, pure and undiluted, went straight to her core. The idea should have startled her, but it didn’t. It unlocked something. Share. The word echoed, conjuring a flood of images that made her breath catch. “I see,” she managed, her voice huskier than usual. “I’m… intrigued.”

Kent took her hand. “Let’s go to the playroom.”

The word ‘playroom’ did not prepare her. The door swung open to reveal a space that was part bedroom, part dungeon. Her eyes widened, taking in the leather-padded bench, the intricate networks of ropes and chains on the walls, the array of floggers and paddles displayed like art. The air itself felt charged, heavy with promise and a hint of leather.

“Get naked for us, Mena,” Jake commanded softly. It wasn’t a question.

Her fingers, which should have fumbled, were steady. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans, pushing them down her hips along with her panties. She pulled her top over her head, letting it fall to the floor, then reached back to unclasp her bra. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps, but she felt no shame, only a powerful, exposing thrill under their unwavering gaze. She stood before them, completely bare.

“Beautiful,” Kent breathed.

In unison, they unbuckled their belts, the clink of the metal loud in the quiet room. They unzipped their flies and freed themselves. Both were thick, hard, and magnificent. A soft, wanting sound escaped Mena’s lips. She didn’t need a second invitation.

She sank to her knees on the plush rug, the world narrowing to the two cocks before her. She reached out, wrapping one hand around Kent’s base, feeling the hot, velvety-steel strength of him. She leaned forward and took Jake into her mouth.

He was a revelation. The weight of him on her tongue, the faint salty-sweet taste of his pre-cum, the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust as her lips stretched around him. She moaned, the vibration making him curse. Her hand worked on Kent, pumping him in a steady rhythm, her thumb swirling over his slick tip. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the dual sensations of hard flesh in her hand and in her mouth.

After a few minutes, Jake gently pulled her off. “Switch,” he murmured, his voice strained.

She turned her attention to Kent, taking him deep as her hand found Jake. Kent’s hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, holding her as she worshipped him. The brothers exchanged a look over her head, a silent communication of pure, lustful approval.

When they pulled her up, her knees were weak. Jake guided her to the leather bench, its surface cool against her overheated skin. “Bend over, sweetheart. Arch your back for us.”

She obeyed, presenting herself, feeling more exposed and desired than ever before. She heard the click of a cap, then felt the cold, slick gel at her rear entrance. She gasped, tensing for a second.

“Easy,” Kent soothed, a hand on the small of her back. “Just a little plug. To get you ready.”

Jake’s finger teased her, then pressed the bulbous tip of the plug against her. He pushed, steadily, inexorably, until it popped past the ring of muscle and settled inside her with a delicious, stretching fullness. She cried out, the sensation so intense it bordered on pain for a split second before melting into a deep, throbbing pleasure.

Then she heard another sound. The soft swish of leather through air.

The first strike landed across her shoulders. It was a kiss of fire, a sharp sting that bloomed into a warm, radiating heat. She jolted, a gasp tearing from her throat. Before she could even process it, another landed slightly lower, from the other brother.They took turns, the floggers landing on her back, her ass, her thighs. The pain was bright and sharp, but each strike was followed by a wave of endorphins that washed through her, leaving her limp and pliant and mindless with need. Her moans were continuous now, a ragged soundtrack to the rhythmic thwack of leather on skin.

Suddenly, it stopped. The room was silent except for her heavy panting. Jake moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked, eager entrance. With one powerful, grateful thrust, he filled her completely.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his voice guttural.

He set a punishing pace from the start, each drive of his hips slamming her into the bench, making the plug inside her shift and stimulate that incredible, secret spot. She was an instrument and he was playing her, his rhythm wringing ragged cries and pleas from her lips. She could feel his control fraying, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more desperate.

“Gonna cum,” he grunted, plunging deep one final time. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release flood her, a claiming so intimate it brought her to the very edge of her own climax.

He pulled out, and Kent was there immediately, not missing a beat. He entered her, his cock slick with his brother’s cum. The feeling was decadent, filthy, and unbelievably erotic. He fucked her with a different rhythm, slower, deeper, each stroke a deliberate possession. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

That was all it took. The coiling tension in her belly snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seizing wave that clenched around Kent’s cock, milking him, pulling a deep, shuddering groan from his chest. He thrust into her hard, once, twice, and then stilled, his own release joining his brother’s inside her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. They helped her up, her legs trembling violently. Jake gently removed the plug, making her whimper at the sudden emptiness.

He smiled, brushing a damp strand of hair from her forehead. “You did incredible, Mena. Absolutely fucking perfect.”

Mena leaned against the bench, spent and buzzing, a slow, sated smile spreading on her face. “Wow.”

“We’d love to have you back,” Kent said, his hand warm on her back. “If you’re interested.”

“I’m interested,” she said, the words coming out without a single thought. They exchanged numbers, the act bizarrely mundane amidst the surrounding gear.

Walking out into the cool night air an hour later, the soreness between her legs a persistent, pleasant reminder, she replayed the night in her head. The floggers, the fullness, the feeling of being completely and utterly used for their pleasure—and hers. She couldn’t believe what had just happened.

And she absolutely, definitely, could not wait to do it again. Soon, she thought, looking at her phone.

15 - A STEPMOTHER’S BDSM SECRET

FF / Taboo / Stepmom / BDSM / Age Gap / Sensation Play / Feather / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Fingering

“You’ve been thinking about this for a while, haven’t you?” Yasmine’s voice was low, almost teasing, as she leaned against the doorframe of the bedroom.

Mel froze, her hand still on the doorknob, her eyes wide as they scanned the room. The bed was neatly made, but the array of items on the dresser caught her attention—leather cuffs, a feather, a blindfold, and other things she couldn’t quite name. Her cheeks burned, and she quickly looked away, but it was too late. Yasmine had seen her reaction.

“I—I didn’t mean to—” Mel stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. She felt like she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t, even though she hadn’t done anything at all. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she could feel the heat spreading from her face down to her neck.

Yasmine stepped closer, her movements smooth and unhurried. “It’s okay,” she said softly, her lips curving into a small smile. “You don’t have to be embarrassed. Curiosity is natural.”

Mel swallowed hard, her mind racing. She’d always found Yasmine attractive—her stepmother was stunning, with her dark hair, piercing eyes, and confident demeanor. But this? This was something else entirely. She’d never imagined Yasmine would be into… this. And yet, here they were.

“Have you ever thought about trying it?” Yasmine asked, her tone casual, as if they were discussing the weather instead of something so intimate. She reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from Mel’s face, her fingers lingering for just a moment.

Mel’s breath caught, and she shook her head quickly. “No, I—I mean, I’ve never…” She trailed off, unsure of how to finish the sentence. The truth was, she’d never even considered it. But now that the idea was in her head, she couldn’t seem to shake it.

Yasmine’s smile widened, and she took another step closer, closing the distance between them. “Would you like to?” she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Just once, to see what it’s like?”

Mel hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. She knew she should say no, should walk away and pretend this conversation never happened. But there was a part of her—a part she hadn’t even realized existed—that wanted to say yes. That wanted to know what it would feel like to let go, to give herself over to someone else completely.

“I… I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly.

Yasmine reached out, taking Mel’s hand in hers. Her touch was warm, reassuring. “It’s okay to be nervous,” she said gently. “But I promise, I’ll take care of you. You can trust me.”

Mel looked into Yasmine’s eyes, searching for any sign of hesitation or doubt. But all she saw was confidence, and something else—something that made her stomach flutter with anticipation. Slowly, she nodded. “Okay,” she whispered.

Yasmine’s smile softened, and she squeezed Mel’s hand. “Good girl,” she murmured, the words sending a shiver down Mel’s spine. “Let’s get started.”

She led Mel over to the bed, guiding her to sit down on the edge. Yasmine knelt in front of her, her hands resting on Mel’s knees. “Close your eyes,” she instructed, her voice calm and steady.

Mel obeyed, her heart pounding in her chest. She felt Yasmine’s hands move up her thighs, the touch light and teasing. Then she felt something soft brush against her skin—the feather. It traced a path up her legs, over her hips, and along her sides, sending tingles of pleasure through her body. She bit her lip to keep from making a sound, but it was hard. The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt before.

“Relax,” Yasmine whispered, her breath warm against Mel’s ear. “Let yourself feel it.”

Mel tried to do as she was told, letting her body go limp as the feather continued its exploration. It danced across her collarbone, down her arms, and back up again, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. She could feel herself growing wetter with each passing second, her desire building with every touch.

Then the feather was gone, and Yasmine’s lips replaced it. She kissed Mel’s neck, her tongue flicking out to taste the sensitive skin there. Mel gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the bed as Yasmine’s mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down her chest until she reached her breasts.

Yasmine took one nipple into her mouth, sucking gently as her fingers teased the other. Mel moaned, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. She’d never felt anything like this before—never been touched like this before. It was overwhelming, but in the best possible way.

Yasmine’s hands moved lower, sliding down Mel’s stomach until they reached the waistband of her pants. She looked up at Mel, her eyes dark with desire. “Can I?” she asked, her voice husky.

Mel nodded quickly, unable to form words. Yasmine smiled and slowly pulled down Mel’s pants and panties, leaving her completely exposed. Mel felt a rush of embarrassment, but it was quickly replaced by anticipation as Yasmine’s fingers brushed against her inner thighs.

“You’re so beautiful,” Yasmine murmured, her eyes roaming over Mel’s body. “So perfect.”

Mel blushed at the compliment, but before she could respond, Yasmine’s mouth was on her. She cried out as Yasmine’s tongue flicked against her clit, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure through her body. Yasmine’s hands gripped Mel’s hips, holding her in place as she licked and sucked, driving Mel closer and closer to the edge.

Mel’s hands tangled in the sheets as she writhed beneath Yasmine’s touch. She could feel herself getting closer, the pressure building inside her until it was almost unbearable. And then Yasmine added a finger, sliding it inside her with ease. Mel gasped, her walls clenching around Yasmine’s finger as she thrust in and out.

“Yes,” Mel moaned, her hips bucking against Yasmine’s hand. “Please, don’t stop.”

Yasmine didn’t. She added another finger, stretching Mel open as she continued to lick and suck at her clit. The combination of sensations was too much, and Mel felt herself teetering on the edge of orgasm.

“Come for me,” Yasmine whispered against Mel’s skin, her voice filled with need.

And Mel did. Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over her, her pussy gripping Yasmine’s fingers tightly as she came. Yasmine didn’t stop until Mel’s body went limp, spent and satisfied.

When Yasmine finally pulled away, Mel was left breathless and trembling. She opened her eyes to see Yasmine smiling down at her, looking pleased with herself.

“How was that?” Yasmine asked, her voice soft.

Mel could only nod, still too overwhelmed to speak. But she knew one thing for sure—she wanted more.

16 - BROTHERS IN DOMINATION

MMF / BDSM / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Group Sex / Blowjob / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / PIV Sex

Vivienne sat alone at the bar, her fingers tracing the rim of her half-empty gin and tonic. The noise of the crowded room buzzed around her, a cacophony of laughter and overlapping conversations that made her feel even more isolated. She’d come here hoping to meet someone—anyone—who might make her feel like she belonged, even for a night. But the longer she sat there, the more she regretted her decision.

A man slid onto the stool beside her, his presence sudden but not unwelcome. He was older than the usual crowd, his dark hair streaked with silver at the temples, and his sharp blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

“You look like you’re waiting for something,” he said, his voice smooth and low, almost a purr. “Or someone.”

Vivienne hesitated, unsure how to respond. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention. “Just… trying to get out of my head,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

The man smiled, leaning in closer. “I’m Mark. And I think I can help with that.”

Her cheeks flushed at the way his gaze lingered on her lips. She wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the loneliness, but something about him made her feel suddenly alive. “Vivienne,” she said, offering her name like a peace offering.

Mark reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. “Vivienne,” he repeated, as if testing the sound of it.

Then, without warning, he kissed her. His lips were warm and insistent, and she found herself leaning into it, her hands gripping the edge of the bar for balance.

When he pulled away, she was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. Before she could say anything, another man appeared at Mark’s side. He was younger, with the same sharp features and cocky grin, but there was something rougher about him, something wilder.

“This is my brother, Joey,” Mark said, his arm slung casually over Joey’s shoulder. “We’re a package deal.”

Joey smirked, his eyes raking over Vivienne with an appraising look that made her shiver. “Nice to meet you, Vivienne,” he said, his voice deeper than Mark’s, with a hint of playful menace.

She wasn’t sure what to say. This wasn’t what she’d expected when she’d walked into the bar, but there was something undeniably thrilling about the way they both looked at her, like she was the center of their world.

“Why don’t you come back to our place?” Mark suggested, his hand resting lightly on her thigh. “We can get to know each other better.”

Vivienne hesitated, her mind racing. She knew she should say no, should walk away and go back to her apartment, but the thought of spending the night alone was unbearable. “Okay,” she said, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

Mark’s smile widened, and Joey let out a low, approving laugh. “Let’s go,” Joey said, taking her hand and pulling her off the stool.

The walk to their apartment was a blur, the cool night air doing little to clear her head. Mark kept his arm around her waist, his touch possessive but not unpleasant, while Joey walked slightly ahead, his hands shoved in his pockets.

When they reached the apartment, Vivienne was struck by how modern it was—all sleek lines and minimal decor. But it was the bedroom that caught her attention. The walls were painted a deep, sultry red, and in the corner of the room was a collection of BDSM equipment: restraints, a flogger, a vibrator.

Her breath hitched at the sight. “I… I don’t know about this,” she said, taking a step back.

Joey was behind her in an instant, his hands resting on her shoulders. “Relax,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “We’ll take care of you. You’ll enjoy it, I promise.”

Mark stepped in front of her, his hands cupping her face. “You’re safe with us,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “But if you want to leave, now’s the time.”

She looked into his eyes, searching for any hint of deception, but all she saw was raw desire. And she realized, with a jolt of mingled fear and excitement, that she wanted this. She wanted them.

“I’ll stay,” she whispered.

Mark’s smile was triumphant as he leaned in to kiss her, his tongue slipping into her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. Joey’s hands moved down to her waist, pulling her closer to him, and she could feel the hard line of his erection pressing against her back.

Joey’s fingers worked quickly, undoing the buttons of her blouse and sliding it off her shoulders. Her bra followed, and then her skirt, until she stood before them completely naked, her skin tingling under their gaze.

Mark stepped back, his eyes raking over her body with an intensity that made her flush. “On your knees,” he said, his voice commanding.

She hesitated for only a moment before sinking to the floor, her hands resting on her thighs. Both men undid their pants, their cocks springing free, and her mouth watered at the sight.

Joey stepped forward first, his cock inches from her face. “Open,” he said, his voice husky.

She obeyed, her lips parting as he slid his cock into her mouth. She moaned around him, the taste and weight of him filling her senses.

Mark watched with a satisfied smirk, his hand moving to stroke himself as she sucked Joey off. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

When Joey pulled out, Mark took his place, his cock sliding into her mouth with practiced ease. She moaned around him, her tongue swirling around the head as he thrust deeper.

They took turns, each one pulling out just as she started to get used to the rhythm, and she found herself craving more. Her pussy was wet, throbbing with need, and she could barely think straight.

“On the bed,” Mark ordered, his voice sharp.

She obeyed, climbing onto the bed and lying down. Mark grabbed a pair of restraints, binding her wrists to the bedposts with a firmness that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

He grabbed the vibrator, turning it on and holding it just above her pussy. She whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed as he teased her, the vibrations just barely brushing against her clit.

Joey leaned over her, his hands cupping her breasts as he teased her nipples with his tongue. She cried out, her body writhing as pleasure coursed through her.

“Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “I need to cum.”

“Not yet,” Mark said, his tone firm. He moved the vibrator closer, the vibrations becoming more intense, but still not enough to push her over the edge.

She whimpered, her body taut with tension, and then Mark was on top of her, his cock sliding into her pussy with a single, deep thrust. She cried out, her body arching as he started to fuck her, his hips slamming into hers with a force that took her breath away.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock. Mark groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

Before she could catch her breath, Joey was on top of her, his cock even bigger than Mark’s. She gasped as he pushed into her, the stretch sending a fresh wave of pleasure through her.

He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, and she came again, her body trembling with the intensity of it. Joey groaned, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum, mixing with Mark’s already leaking out of her.

When he pulled out, Mark released the restraints, his fingers brushing against her reddened wrists. “Did you enjoy it?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

Joey smirked, leaning down to kiss her. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.”

17 - MOTHER-IN-LAW TAKES OVER

FFM / Femdom / Taboo / Group Sex / Flogging / Small Penis Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Roger sighed as he heard Veronica’s voice from the living room. She had barely been in the apartment for ten minutes, and already she was picking apart the decor.

“Mila, darling, this couch is atrocious. You deserve better than this cheap fabric,” Veronica said, her tone dripping with disdain.

Roger clenched his jaw, leaning against the kitchen counter. He wasn’t in the mood for her usual criticisms.

But then, he heard something that made him freeze. Veronica’s voice lowered, though not enough to keep him from eavesdropping. “Mila, I’ve been thinking. You’ve been far too easy on him. It’s time we made some changes. I can help you put him in his place.” Roger’s heart skipped a beat. What the hell did that mean? His curiosity was tinged with a strange, unexpected thrill.

That evening, Mila called him into the bedroom. Roger hesitated at the door, unsure of what to expect.

When he stepped inside, he saw Veronica sitting on the edge of the bed, a large bag resting beside her. Her lips curled into a smirk as she looked him up and down. “Well, hello, Roger,” she purred. “Take off your clothes.”

Roger blinked. “Excuse me?”

Veronica’s eyes narrowed. “You heard me. Strip. Now.”

He glanced at Mila, who was standing by the dresser, arms crossed. She gave him a small nod, her expression unreadable. With a slow, uneasy breath, Roger began to undress. He felt exposed, vulnerable, as he stood naked before them. Veronica’s gaze dropped to his cock, and she let out a mocking laugh.

“Oh, Mila, this is what you’ve been working with? No wonder you’re unsatisfied.” Veronica shook her head, her laughter cutting through the air like a knife.

Roger’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but there was something else too—a flicker of arousal that he couldn’t quite ignore.

Veronica reached into the bag and pulled out a flogger, its leather tails dangling menacingly. She handed it to Mila with a sly grin. “Show him what happens when he disappoints us.”

Mila hesitated for a moment before taking the flogger. She stepped closer to Roger, her eyes locking with his. “This is for your own good,” she murmured, raising the flogger high.

The first strike landed across his back, leaving a stinging sensation that made him yelp. The pain ignited something deep within him, a mix of shame and desire that sent his pulse racing.

Veronica watched intently, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as Mila continued to flog him. Each strike left Roger trembling, his breath coming in short gasps. When Mila finally stopped, Veronica stood and began to undress. Her movements were deliberate, her confidence radiating as she slipped out of her dress and stood before him, completely naked.

“Lie down,” Veronica commanded, pointing to the bed.

Roger obeyed, his body tingling with anticipation.

Veronica straddled his face, spreading her legs wide. “Time for your first lesson, Roger. You’re going to learn how to eat pussy properly, since that little thing between your legs isn’t going to satisfy anyone.”

Her words were cruel, but they only heightened Roger’s arousal. Hesitantly, he leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. Veronica let out a soft moan, encouraging him to continue. He grew bolder, exploring her folds with his tongue, eager to please her. The taste of her was intoxicating, and he found himself craving more.

When Veronica finally climbed off him, Mila took her place. Roger eagerly dove in, his tongue lapping at her slick folds. Mila gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as she ground against his face. He could feel her trembling above him, her moans filling the room as she reached her peak.

Once Mila had caught her breath, she and Veronica began to tease Roger’s cock. Their fingertips danced along his shaft, driving him wild with need. He throbbed beneath their touch, his body begging for release.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice shaking. “Let me cum.”

Veronica smirked, her fingers tightening around his base. “Oh no, Roger. You don’t get to cum just yet.” She reached into the bag once more, pulling out a chastity device. Mila helped her slide it over his cock, locking it in place with a click that sounded final.

Roger stared at them in disbelief, his cock imprisoned and throbbing painfully.

Veronica leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “This is just the beginning. You’re going to learn your place, Roger.”

Mila stroked his cheek, her touch almost tender. “Things are going to be different from now on,” she said, her voice firm. “You’re going to be a better husband.”

Roger lay there, his body trembling with a mix of humiliation and arousal. Surprisingly, he had never been more turned on in his life. He couldn’t wait to see what they had in store for him next.

18 - THE BILLIONAIRE’S PRIVATE ISLAND

MMMFFF / BDSM / Taboo / Group Sex / Orgy / Wealthy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Dildo / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The crisp, heavy paper of the invitation felt like a winning lottery ticket in Candy’s hands. A dream, all-expenses-paid vacation to a private island. Too good to be true, she’d thought, but her curiosity had overruled her caution. Now, standing on the tarmac beside two other stunned-looking women, Jessa and Becky, as a gleaming private jet idled, it felt terrifyingly real.

The flight was a blur of champagne and nervous laughter. The island was a postcard of white sand and turquoise water. And the mansion… the mansion was a fortress of opulence, all marble and glass, overlooking the sea. Their host, the enigmatic Carlos, a man with silver-streaked hair and a commanding presence, greeted them with his sons, Bruce and Nigel—both devastatingly handsome, one dark and brooding, the other blond and smiling with predatory charm.

A lavish dinner was served, each course more exquisite than the last. The wine flowed, loosening inhibitions, smoothing the edges of their bewilderment. When the final plates were cleared, Carlos stood, his voice a low rumble that silenced the room.

“Ladies,” he began, a sly smile playing on his lips. “The real entertainment is about to begin.”

He led them through a labyrinth of hallways to a set of massive double doors. He pushed them open to reveal a chamber that made Candy’s breath catch. The walls were lined with shelves holding an array of sleek, intimidating equipment—cuffs, floggers, things she couldn’t even name. And in the center, under the glow of soft, ambient lighting, was a vast, circular bed.

“You were not brought here as tourists,” Carlos stated, his gaze sweeping over their suddenly pale faces. “You were selected for your beauty, your vibrancy. You are here to serve. My sons and myself.”

A jolt, half-terror, half-thrill, shot through Candy. Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was insane. She should run. But her feet were rooted to the polished floor, her body humming with a dangerous, newfound electricity.

“The clothes,” Bruce said, his voice a deep command. “Take them off. Now.”

Becky was the first to move, her fingers trembling as she unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet. Jessa followed, her movements slower, more deliberate, her eyes locked on Carlos with a mixture of fear and fascination. Candy’s hands went to the hem of her own silk blouse. The air felt cool against her skin as she revealed it inch by inch, her nipples tightening into hard peaks under the men’s intense scrutiny. She slipped out of her skirt, then her lace underwear, until she stood as naked as the others, the vulnerable exposure making her skin prickle.

Carlos, Bruce, and Nigel shed their own clothes with practiced ease, their powerful, aroused bodies a testament to the night’s intent. Carlos nodded toward the bed. “A show. For us. Impress us.”

For a suspended moment, nobody moved. Then Jessa turned to Candy. Her eyes were dark pools of desire. She stepped close, so close Candy could feel the heat radiating from her skin, and captured her mouth in a deep, searching kiss. It wasn’t gentle; it was hungry, a claiming. Candy gasped into it, her own lips parting, her hands coming up to tangle in Jessa’s dark hair. The taste of wine and woman was intoxicating.

Then Becky was there, her mouth hot and wet on Candy’s breast. She took a stiff nipple between her lips, her tongue circling, flicking, sucking until Candy cried out, the sound muffled against Jessa’s mouth. Candy’s head fell back as pleasure, sharp and exquisite, arced through her. She heard the low groans of the men as they stroked themselves, watching, and the visceral sound only fueled the fire spreading through her belly.

Becky retrieved a smooth, obsidian dildo from a nearby shelf. She coated it with slick gel from a bottle, her eyes never leaving Candy’s. “Ready?” she whispered, her voice husky.

Candy could only nod, her body trembling with anticipation. Jessa guided her down onto the edge of the bed, spreading her legs. Becky knelt between them. The first touch of the cool, hard silicone against her inner thigh made her jump. Then it was pressing at her entrance, and with a slow, relentless push, it filled her. Candy’s back arched off the bed, a strangled moan ripped from her throat. It was a deep, stretching fullness, and Becky moved it with expert precision, hitting a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

Jessa climbed over her, straddling her face, lowering her wet, swollen center onto Candy’s mouth. The musky, sweet scent was overwhelming. Candy’s tongue delved into her, licking and sucking, mimicking the rhythm Becky was setting with the toy deep inside her. The room dissolved into a symphony of slick sounds, ragged breaths, and the grunts of the men as they pleasured themselves.

The show was over. It was time to participate.

Bruce moved behind Becky, replacing the dildo with the thick, hot length of his own cock, driving into her with a single, powerful thrust that made her scream. Nigel pulled Jessa off of Candy’s face and onto all fours, mounting her from behind, his hips slapping against her skin.

Carlos approached Candy. His gaze was possessive, dominant. He took her hand and pulled her up, guiding her to kneel over him as he lay back on a pile of cushions. “Ride me,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for debate.

She positioned herself, her hand guiding his erection to her slick, eager opening. She sank down onto him, a low, guttural groan escaping them both. He was immense, stretching her in a way the toy could not, filling her completely. She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that soon became a frantic, desperate rhythm. Her hands braced on his broad chest, her head thrown back, her breasts swaying. The coil of pleasure in her core wound tighter and tighter with every plunge.

She could see Bruce pounding into Becky, could hear Jessa’s cries as Nigel held her hips, could feel Carlos’s strong hands gripping her waist, guiding her, controlling her pace. The sight, the sounds, the sensation—it was all too much. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her with violent intensity. Her inner muscles clenched around Carlos’s shaft, milking him, and she cried out, a raw, uninhibited sound of pure ecstasy. The convulsions seemed to go on forever, wracking her entire body. Below her, Carlos grunted, his own control shattering. With a final, deep thrust, he held her hips still and spilled into her, his hot release triggering a second, smaller wave of pleasure that left her shuddering and weak.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, both of them breathing raggedly. The room was filled with the sounds of slowing breath and soft, satisfied moans. Candy’s mind was blissfully, beautifully empty, every nerve ending singing. She had never felt so completely used, so thoroughly pleasured. As she lay there, spent and buzzing, one thought cut through the haze. Carlos’s low voice rumbled beneath her ear, his hand stroking her damp back.

“That was only the beginning, my dear.”

19 - STEPMOTHER’S SURPRISE

FM / Femdom / Taboo / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Feather Tickler / Buttplug / Vibrator / Blowjob

“You wouldn’t be able to handle me, Xavier,” Constance purred, her voice low and teasing as she leaned against the doorframe. Her crimson lips curled into a smirk, and her eyes, sharp and knowing, locked onto his.

Xavier’s throat went dry, his heart pounding so hard he was sure she could hear it.

He swallowed hard, trying to keep his voice steady. “Try me.”

Constance raised an eyebrow, her smirk deepening. She stepped closer, the scent of her perfume enveloping him—something sweet and intoxicating. Her fingers brushed lightly against his chest, sending sparks through his body. She chuckled softly, a sound that sent heat straight to his core.

“Oh, Xavier,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “You have no idea what you’re asking for.”

—

It had started innocently enough. Xavier had stopped by his father’s house to pick up some old belongings he’d left behind. His father wasn’t home, but Constance was. She’d opened the door wearing a silk robe that hugged her curves in all the right places, leaving just enough to the imagination to drive him wild.

She’d invited him in, offering him a drink. The air between them crackled with tension—unspoken, undeniable. They’d talked, but the conversation felt like a dance, each word carrying a double meaning. Constance had always been flirtatious, but tonight felt different. More intense. More dangerous.

And then came the confession. Xavier hadn’t meant to say it out loud, but the words spilled out before he could stop them. “I can’t stop thinking about you, Constance. I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help it.”

She’d looked at him then, her expression unreadable. Her lips parted as if she were about to speak, but instead, she took a step closer, her hand resting lightly on his arm. “You’re playing with fire, Xavier,” she murmured. “Are you sure you’re ready for that?”

He nodded, his resolve unwavering. And now, here they were.

—

Constance led him upstairs, her hips swaying with every step. Xavier followed, his pulse racing, his mind a whirlwind of anticipation and nerves. She pushed open the bedroom door, and Xavier froze.

The room was unlike anything he’d ever seen. Chains hung from the ceiling, a sleek black bondage bench sat in the corner, and an array of tools lined the walls—floggers, paddles, and things he couldn’t even name. His eyes widened, but before he could say anything, Constance turned to him, her gaze steady.

“Still sure?” she asked, her voice dripping with mischief.

Xavier nodded again, though his heart was hammering in his chest. Constance smiled, a slow, predatory smile that sent a shiver down his spine. She stepped closer, her fingers trailing down his chest until they reached the hem of his shirt. In one smooth motion, she pulled it over his head, her nails grazing his skin as she did.

She stepped back, her eyes raking over him appreciatively. Then, she began to undress, peeling off her robe to reveal a set of black lace lingerie that clung to her body like a second skin. Xavier’s breath caught in his throat as he took her in—the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the way the lace barely covered what lay beneath.

“Lie down,” she commanded, her voice firm but soft.

Without hesitation, Xavier obeyed, sinking onto the bed. Constance reached for a set of restraints, binding his wrists to the bedposts with practiced ease. She fastened a blindfold over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. The first touch was light—a feather gliding over his chest, teasing his nipples until they hardened. Xavier gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Constance chuckled, the sound low and husky. “Patience,” she murmured.

The feather continued its journey, tracing patterns over his stomach, his thighs, the sensitive skin behind his knees. Every touch sent jolts of pleasure through him, heightening his senses. And then, without warning, he felt something cold and slick press against his entrance.

He tensed, but Constance’s voice was calm, reassuring. “Relax,” she whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

He did as she said, exhaling sharply as she pushed the buttplug inside him. The sensation was intense—strange and unfamiliar, but undeniably arousing. Constance moved slowly, giving him time to adjust, her fingers brushing against his hip in a soothing gesture.

Once he was fully seated, she pulled away, and he heard the faint hum of a vibrator. It started at his nipples, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure straight to his cock. He groaned, his hips bucking against the restraints. Constance smirked, watching him squirm as she teased him mercilessly.

She moved lower, the vibrator grazing his inner thighs before finally reaching his erection. Xavier let out a strangled cry as she dragged it up his length, the vibrations making his entire body tremble.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Constance, please…”

But she didn’t give in. She kept teasing him, alternating between slow, torturous strokes and quick, feather-light touches that drove him to the edge but never let him fall. Xavier writhed beneath her, his breathing ragged, his chest heaving.

Finally, she took pity on him. He felt her hands on his hips, her lips brushing against the head of his cock before she took him into her mouth. Xavier cried out, his back arching as she sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around him in a way that made his toes curl.

It didn’t take long. With a shuddering groan, Xavier came, his release spilling into her mouth as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Constance didn’t stop until he was completely spent, her lips still wrapped around him as she swallowed every last drop.

She released him with a soft pop, unbuckling the restraints and removing the blindfold. Xavier blinked up at her, still dazed, his body feeling boneless and sated.

And then, they heard it—the sound of the front door opening.

“Constance? Xavier? You here?” his father’s voice called from downstairs.

Their eyes met, panic flashing in both sets. They scrambled to get dressed, their movements frantic yet silent. By the time his father reached the top of the stairs, they were both standing in the hallway, looking casual—if not slightly flushed.

“Hey, Dad,” Xavier said, his voice steady despite the storm raging inside him.

His father smiled, completely oblivious. “Good to see you both.”

Constance returned the smile, her expression flawless. “Welcome home, dear.”

And just like that, the moment passed—but the memory of it burned hotter than ever in Xavier’s mind.

20 - A COUSIN’S CONFESSION

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Seduction / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Teasing / Handjob / Blowjob

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything.”

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

He nodded eagerly. “I promise.”

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

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

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

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