
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Step Too Far

A Forbidden Age Gap Encounter


Isla Storme


Copyright © 2025 Isla Storme

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Books By This Author


Prologue

It’d been two years since I’d last been home.

College, travel, chasing job contracts—all excuses not to come back to the house where my dad now lived with his much younger wife. He’d married her six months after meeting her at some conference in LA. I hadn’t been at the wedding. I hadn’t even met her yet.

So when he called last week, talking about how great it’d be to “spend some time as a family,” I figured: why not? A couple weeks of free meals, laundry, lounging by the pool… and maybe some laughs over how awkward it’d be meeting his new trophy wife.

What I didn’t expect?

Was her.

She opened the door like she’d been waiting for me.

Vanessa.

She wasn’t young. Not like me-young. She was all woman—maybe 40, maybe a bit more. Dressed like she hadn’t just been cleaning the house, even though she said she was. Tight yoga pants, a black tank top, hair pulled into a loose knot, bare feet. No makeup. She didn’t need it.

She gave me a smile that could melt bones. “You must be Jack.”

I stood there for a second, thrown off by… everything. The voice. The curves. The way she looked me up and down like she’d heard stories and wanted to verify them.

“Guilty,” I said, stepping in.

She hugged me. Not a “hi, welcome home” kind of hug. It was soft, slow, her chest pressing against mine for a heartbeat longer than polite. I caught a hint of something floral. Or maybe vanilla. It was warm. She was warm.

“You look just like your father. Only younger. And taller.” She tilted her head, smirking as she closed the door behind me.

I set my bag down, watching her walk ahead. She had that sway—like she knew people were watching her and enjoyed it.

“You’re staying in the guest house,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “Hope that’s okay. It’s got a full bed and bathroom. Plus some privacy… unless you were hoping to be closer.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You trying to tempt me already?”

She stopped. Turned. Smiled. “You’re cute. Your dad didn’t say you were this much trouble.”

“And he didn’t say you were this much fun.”

She laughed, eyes twinkling. “You hungry?”

“Starving,” I said. But I wasn’t talking about food.

She caught it. I knew she did. But she turned away with a smirk and walked to the kitchen, leaving me to watch her hips move like a metronome set to fuck me.

Oh yeah. This was going to be very interesting.


Chapter 1

The guest house was nice. Bigger than most people’s apartments. Bed already made. Towels folded. A welcome basket with snacks and a note in loopy handwriting: Hope you like almonds and dried mango. – V.

Cute.

I was tossing my duffel on the bed when she knocked.

I opened the door to find Vanessa standing there in a long, white robe—cinched just tight enough to tease at the curves beneath.

“Thought you might want to relax after the drive,” she said, holding up two bottles of beer. “Pool’s open. Unless you’re too tired.”

I gave her a look. “Tired? I’ve been sitting on my ass for four hours.”

She handed me the beer, lips curving. “Then come get wet.”

Don’t say it. Don’t say it.

“Lead the way,” I said, cool as hell.

The backyard was stupidly nice. Pristine blue pool. Lush landscaping. Chaise lounges under wide umbrellas. The kind of place you’d see in some ad where everyone looked tan and oiled.

She unbelted her robe in one fluid move and let it drop.

And fuck.

The bikini was barely there. Black. Tiny. Her hips curved like an hourglass, her stomach toned, breasts full and high under those little scraps of fabric. Legs long and smooth. She didn’t even flinch under my stare.

She stretched, arms above her head, giving me a full view. “You okay there, Jack?”

I took a long drink of beer. “Just admiring the landscaping.”

She laughed and slipped into the water, smooth and graceful. I stood there a second longer, taking her in.

“You joining me, or just gonna watch?”

“Depends. You mind being watched?”

Her smile didn’t falter. “Not at all.”

I pulled my shirt off slowly, watching her eyes drift down, linger on my chest, my abs, the trail of hair leading below my waistband. She didn’t hide it. She wanted me to see her looking.

I kicked off my shoes and dropped my shorts, standing in just my swim trunks.

“Nice,” she said, voice low.

I dove in.

The water was warm, the tension warmer. I surfaced beside her, slicking my hair back. Her skin glistened. She floated backward, breasts bobbing just under the surface.

“You swim much?” I asked.

She turned in the water, facing me. “Enough.”

“Because you move like a mermaid.”

She rolled her eyes, grinning. “That your best line?”

“It worked, didn’t it?”

We drifted closer without trying. Her shoulder brushed mine under the water. Her thigh did too. If she noticed, she didn’t move away.

“You’re very confident,” she said, eyes on my mouth.

“So are you.”

“Mmm,” she murmured, “you’re trouble.”

I leaned in a little, just close enough for her to feel the heat off me. “You have no idea.”

We stayed there, chest to chest, the water like silk between us. Her lips parted just slightly. Like she was waiting to see if I’d cross a line.

Not yet.

I pulled back with a smile. “I’m going to need a towel.”

She laughed, turning and pulling herself out of the pool slowly, ass lifting just enough to make me clench my jaw.

“I’m sure you’ll find something to dry off with.”

And with that, she walked back into the house—hips swaying, droplets trailing down her thighs.

I lingered outside longer than I needed to after the swim. Dried off slowly. Tried not to think about the way her nipples had pressed through that black bikini top. Or how her legs looked glistening wet, crossed like she was in a photoshoot.

Tried and failed.

When I walked back inside, the house was quiet. I didn’t hear the TV or music—just the faint hum of the fridge and the soft slap of my bare feet against the tile. I passed through the living room and into the kitchen.

And there she was.

Bent over, digging through the bottom of the fridge, ass in the air, hips tilted just right in that same little black bikini.

I stopped in the doorway.

“Need help finding something?” I asked.

She glanced over her shoulder, unbothered. “Iced tea. Or something cold. I’m burning up.”

My eyes dropped down her back, followed the curve of her ass, her thighs. That bikini bottom was basically a suggestion. I took a step forward, my voice lower now. “Pretty sure the heat’s not the weather.”

She straightened slowly, a bottle of tea in her hand, and turned to face me.

“You’re not wrong,” she said, unscrewing the cap and taking a sip. Her lips wrapped around the opening, and when she pulled away, a droplet of tea slid down her chin.

She caught it with her thumb, then slowly sucked it clean.

I was about two seconds from walking over and pinning her against the counter.

But she beat me to the punch—by stepping closer.

“Did you enjoy the pool?” she asked. Her voice had dropped too. Softer. Smokier.

“Almost as much as I enjoyed the view.”

She smiled. “Flatterer.”

“No,” I said. “I’m not trying to flatter you, Vanessa. I’m trying not to fuck you.”

That hit her.

Her mouth parted, just slightly. Her breath hitched.

“You shouldn’t say things like that,” she whispered, but didn’t back away.

I stepped in.

“Why not?”

“Because I like hearing them.”

Our bodies were inches apart now. Her skin glowed, her chest rose and fell. I could smell the pool on her skin, and something sweet beneath it. She looked up at me like she wasn’t sure if she should dare me… or run.

And I wasn’t going to let her decide.

I reached up and traced a finger down her shoulder. Light. Testing. She shivered. My hand dipped down her arm, fingers brushing the edge of her bikini strap.

She bit her lip.

“You like teasing me?” I asked.

She nodded slowly. Barely.

“Then don’t be surprised when I tease back.”

I leaned in, my lips just grazing her jaw, not kissing, just breathing there. She stayed perfectly still. Tense. Waiting.

Then I pulled back, just slightly, and looked her in the eye.

“I think you want me to touch you,” I said.

Her eyes flicked down to my mouth, then back up. “I think you’re dangerous.”

“I am.”

I ran my thumb across her bottom lip. She didn’t move. Didn’t stop me.

And then I walked away.

Left her standing there, heart pounding, mouth open, fingers twitching by her sides.

Yeah.

Let that simmer.


Chapter 2

The next morning, the sun was already cooking by nine. I walked out of the guest house shirtless, wearing nothing but swim trunks and a smirk I couldn’t shake from the night before.

Vanessa had barely said a word after our kitchen moment—just disappeared into the bedroom like she was afraid of herself.

I liked that. The way she wanted it but wouldn’t admit it.

Not yet.

I rounded the corner into the backyard—and there she was again. Same bikini. Same lounge chair. Sunglasses perched on her nose, book in hand, legs spread just enough to give me ideas.

She didn’t look up, just said, “You’re late.”

“For what?”

“Your shift. Sunscreen duty.” She held up the bottle without looking at me, like I was a cabana boy.

I walked over, took the bottle, and crouched beside her. Her skin was already glowing, golden. Smooth.

“You sure about this?” I asked.

She tilted her head. “Scared?”

I grinned. “I’m not the one who should be scared.”

I uncapped the bottle and squirted a line across her back, slow and deliberate. She hissed at the coolness, arching a little as I rubbed it in—broad strokes over her shoulders, her spine, the small of her back.

“You’re very… thorough,” she murmured.

“I take my duties seriously.”

I slid my hands lower, palms gliding over the swell of her hips. My thumbs brushed the sides of her bikini bottom. She didn’t stop me.

So I didn’t stop.

My hands moved down, over her ass. Full, firm, warm. I squeezed gently, watching her exhale—slow and shaky. She shifted just slightly, like she wasn’t sure if she should say something.

“You’re supposed to stay still,” I said.

Her voice was barely a whisper. “You’re supposed to stop at the hips.”

“Yeah?” I leaned down, my mouth near her ear. “You gonna make me stop?”

She didn’t answer.

I took that as a no.

Both hands now—palming her ass, massaging her like I owned it. I slid my thumbs under the thin fabric of her bikini bottom, pushing it aside just a little, exposing the curve of her bare cheek to the morning sun.

She gasped.

Not loudly—but it was enough.

“You like this,” I said. “Don’t pretend you don’t.”

She nodded—tiny, almost ashamed.

“Say it,” I whispered, dragging my hand lower, across the top of her thigh, fingers dipping just under the edge.

“I like it,” she breathed. “God help me, I like it.”

I smiled. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

I leaned down again, this time pressing a soft kiss to her shoulder. Then another, lower. My mouth trailed across her back, slow and warm, until she was squirming beneath me.

One hand still gripping her ass, the other sliding up her side, fingers just brushing the underside of her bikini top.

“Jack…” she whispered.

“What?”

“Your father’s inside.”

I kissed the back of her neck. “Then you’d better stay quiet.”

She trembled.

And I kept touching her.

One hand slid under the strap, fingers curling around the soft weight of her breast, thumb teasing her nipple through the fabric. Her hips pressed into the lounge chair, her thighs squeezing together.

“You’re so fucking hot like this,” I growled.

Her hand reached back blindly, grabbing at my thigh, nails digging in.

I leaned in, teeth grazing her earlobe. “If you want me to stop, say it now.”

She didn’t.

So I pulled her bikini bottom to the side, fully this time, and slipped my fingers between her thighs.

And fuck, she was soaked.

Her thighs parted for me.

Not much. Just enough.

And I slipped two fingers right into that soaked, throbbing heat.

Fuck.

She was so wet it was obscene. My fingers moved inside her with almost no resistance, and I felt her clench—tight, needy, like she’d been aching for this longer than she’d ever admit.

Her face buried in the crook of her arm, pressed into the lounge cushion. One hand clawed at the edge of the chair, the other at her own hair like she didn’t know what to do with herself.

“You’ve been dripping for me since yesterday, haven’t you?” I murmured, pressing deeper.

She whimpered.

“Answer me.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “I—fuck—I have.”

I leaned over her, lips brushing her ear. “You wore that little bikini hoping I’d touch you.”

She nodded furiously, biting her lip.

“You didn’t think I’d actually do it, did you?”

A sharp exhale. “No. Not like this.”

“Not like what?” I pushed a third finger in, and her back arched. “Not this deep? This dirty?”

She choked out a moan and buried her face harder in her arm.

“I want you to feel everything, Vanessa,” I whispered. “I want you to remember this every time you’re sitting next to my father at dinner. Every time he kisses your cheek and you still taste me on your lips.”

Her whole body shuddered.

“You’re soaking my fingers,” I growled. “You gonna come like a good little slut for me?”

She tried to nod, but her breath caught.

“Say it.”

“I’m gonna come,” she panted. “Jack, I’m—I can’t—”

I curled my fingers just right, hitting that spot inside her with practiced ease. Her thighs clamped around my wrist, her whole body tightening like a bowstring.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “Be quiet for me. Come for me.”

She buried her fist in her mouth and shook. Every muscle locked up, her hips jerking helplessly against my hand. I watched her break apart, twitching and silent, trembling under my grip.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

I didn’t move for a long second. Just let her ride it out.

Then, slowly, I pulled my fingers from her—glossy and slick—and brought them to my mouth.

Tasted her.

“Sweet,” I murmured. “Like you were made for me.”

She collapsed against the lounge chair, panting, trying to collect herself. But I wasn’t finished.

I leaned down, lips against her ear again. “Next time, I’ll have your mouth. And then your throat. And then I’ll bend you over and fuck you until you scream my name.”

Her breath hitched.

“Better practice keeping quiet.”

She was still catching her breath—body trembling, bikini bottom half-pulled to the side, slick and flushed and helpless beneath me.

I leaned down, fingers still wet with her, and grabbed her chin.

Turned her face toward me.

Our eyes locked.

She didn’t say a word. Didn’t need to. I could see it all over her face—want, guilt, heat, need. She’d tried to tease me, play with fire, but now she was the one getting burned.

I kissed her.

Hard.

No hesitation. No asking.

Just took her.

Her lips parted instantly, and I slid my tongue into her mouth like I owned it. She tasted like tea, sweat, and sin. Her hands came up, gripping my chest, pulling me closer like she didn’t care anymore. Like she wanted more of me. All of me.

I groaned into her mouth, grabbing her jaw, deepening the kiss until she moaned again. Quiet this time. But needy.

Our mouths were still locked when we heard it.

“Vanessa?”

My dad’s voice.

From inside the house. The back door creaked open.

“Breakfast’s ready. You seen Jack?”

We froze.

She broke the kiss, eyes wide, breath catching in her throat. Her fingers pressed into my chest like she wanted to push me away—but she didn’t.

I didn’t move either.

Instead, I leaned down again, slower this time, and kissed her cheek. Then her jaw. Then whispered, “Go in first. I’ll give it a minute.”

She blinked, still dazed, lips red and swollen from the kiss.

“Vanessa?” my dad called again, louder.

She scrambled up, adjusting her bikini, trying to pull herself together. She looked like sin wrapped in guilt, like she couldn’t believe what had just happened—what she’d let happen.

But she didn’t say a word.

She grabbed her towel and headed inside without looking back.

I watched her go—watched the way her legs trembled, the flush that still hadn’t faded from her chest.

I waited one minute.

Then two.

And smiled.


Chapter 3

I walked into the kitchen like I hadn’t just finger-fucked my stepmother by the pool ten minutes ago.

My dad was already sitting at the table, tapping through his phone with one hand and sipping coffee with the other. Vanessa was across from him, still in her bikini but wrapped in a towel now, her hair twisted up. She had a cup in front of her she wasn’t drinking from.

Her eyes shot up when I entered. Wide. Cautious.

I smiled.

“Morning,” I said, grabbing a plate. “Something smells good.”

“Eggs and toast,” Dad said without looking up. “Vanessa’s idea. We figured you’d be hungry after the drive.”

“I am,” I said, shooting her a look as I sat down. “Starving, actually.”

Her face flushed.

I watched her grip her coffee cup like it might keep her grounded.

Dad kept scrolling through whatever he was reading. “Everything okay out there? Pool heater working?”

“Water was perfect,” I said, buttering my toast. “Vanessa even helped me cool off.”

She choked on her sip.

“Yeah?” Dad asked, oblivious. “That’s nice.”

“Real nice,” I said, locking eyes with her. “She’s very… hands-on.”

Vanessa’s eyes went wide. Her fingers clutched her towel tighter around her chest.

Dad stood and walked to the fridge. “So, plans today? You want the car? I’ve got calls till about two.”

“I’ll stick around the house,” I said. “Think I’ll get a little sun. Maybe a little company.”

Vanessa’s fork slipped off her plate.

She caught it quickly, but I saw her hand trembling.

“You okay, babe?” Dad asked, glancing over.

“Fine,” she said, voice tight. “Just a little hot.”

I smirked. “You do run hot, don’t you?”

She glared at me. Just for a second. But it wasn’t hate. It was desperation.

“Jack,” Dad said, “what’d you study again? Psychology, right?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Makes sense. You’re a little too good at reading people.”

Vanessa’s foot brushed mine under the table.

Accidentally?

No.

I brushed back.

Slow. Purposeful.

Her breath caught, but she didn’t move away.

I took a bite of toast and watched her try to keep it together while my toes slid up her calf under the table.

She was shaking.

“Vanessa,” I said casually, “you’ve got something on your neck. Right here.”

I reached over and gently brushed her jaw with my thumb—exactly where I’d kissed her.

She went stiff.

“Got it,” I said.

Dad turned back from the fridge and sat down. “You two seem to be getting along well.”

Vanessa laughed—too high, too fake. “He’s very… charming.”

“I try,” I said.

She didn’t touch her food.

But her legs stayed close to mine under the table.

And I could see it in her eyes: she wanted more.

The house was quiet.

Dad had stepped into his office upstairs, some conference call with clients in Europe. I heard the door shut, followed by the faint click of a lock. He’d be busy for a while.

I stood in the hallway, halfway between the kitchen and the stairs, sipping from a bottle of water. I hadn’t seen Vanessa since breakfast.

Then I heard her.

“Jack.”

I turned. She was at the end of the hallway, barefoot, hair down now, still in the same black bikini—but with a light, gauzy wrap tied around her waist that didn’t hide anything.

Her voice was tight. Controlled. But her eyes were anything but.

“We need to talk,” she said.

“About breakfast?” I asked, stepping toward her. “Or about how wet you were when I touched you?”

Her jaw clenched. “Don’t.”

“Why not?” I said, moving in. “You didn’t seem to mind when my fingers were inside you.”

She backed into the wall, eyes darting past me like someone might appear. Her chest was rising fast.

“This can’t happen again,” she whispered. “I mean it, Jack. I—I crossed a line, and it was stupid, and—”

“And you came,” I interrupted. “Hard. On my hand.”

Her breath hitched.

I stepped closer. “You loved it. Every second. You’re just scared. You think this makes you bad, don’t you?”

She didn’t speak.

I leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “You’re not bad, Vanessa. You’re just starved.”

She shivered.

“I see the way you look at me,” I continued, my voice low. “Like you want to be fucked properly. Not kissed on the cheek and told you’re pretty. Owned.”

She whimpered.

“You can’t keep doing this,” she said. Weak. Not convincing. “We can’t.”

I pinned her against the wall with my body, one hand on her hip, the other sliding up her side.

“You think I’m going to stop because you say we shouldn’t?” I growled. “You had your chance to stop me by the pool. You had your chance at breakfast. You don’t want to stop.”

“I do,” she whispered. But she was already leaning into me.

“No, baby. You want me to take what’s mine.”

My hand slid under the wrap, gripping her ass, pulling her against my hard cock.

She gasped.

“You want to tell me no?” I whispered, eyes locked on hers.

She shook her head—small, broken. “No.”

I kissed her—hard.

Her hands clawed at my back, desperate, angry, hungry. I shoved my thigh between hers and she moaned into my mouth.

“You keep saying we can’t,” I murmured, “but your body says please.”

She bit her lip.

“You want more?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Say it.”

“I want more,” she whispered. “I want you.”

I smiled. “Good girl.”

And I dropped to my knees.

She stared down at me, stunned, lips parted, chest heaving. One hand clutched the wall for balance, the other hovering like she didn’t know whether to stop me or pull me closer.

I didn’t give her the choice.

I pushed her wrap up, bunching it around her hips. Her thighs trembled, knees brushing my shoulders as I slid my hands around them and tugged her forward, pinning her to the wall.

Her bikini bottom was still damp. I hooked my thumbs into the sides and dragged them down slow.

She gasped when the cool air hit her—when I looked up at her bare, soaked, and completely mine.

“Oh my god…” she whispered.

“Not god,” I said. “Just Jack.”

And then I buried my face between her legs.

She cried out—one hand flying to my hair, grabbing tight as I licked a slow stripe from her entrance up to her clit. She was sweet and warm and so wet I could feel her dripping onto my tongue.

“Jack—fuck—”

“Be quiet,” I growled against her. “Or he’ll hear you.”

She bit her knuckle, hips jerking when I sucked her clit between my lips. My hands gripped her thighs, fingers digging into her flesh as I feasted on her like I hadn’t eaten in days.

I circled my tongue around her swollen bud, then flattened it, then flicked—slow, fast, teasing until she was shaking.

Every time she got close, I’d pull back just enough to keep her on the edge.

“You like this?” I murmured, lips brushing her soaked folds.

“Y-yes,” she panted.

“You like my mouth on your pussy?”

“Yes, Jack—please don’t stop—”

I slid two fingers inside her as I sucked her clit again, curling them just right, and her knees buckled.

Her back hit the wall and she slid down slightly, riding my face without meaning to.

“You’re gonna come again,” I growled. “And this time, I want you to make a fucking mess on my mouth.”

She sobbed—yes, sobbed—as I devoured her, relentless now, tongue and fingers working together, punishing and perfect. She gasped my name once. Twice.

Then she broke.

Her whole body seized. Her thighs clamped around my head. She came with a strangled cry, her pussy pulsing around my fingers, her hips jerking against my mouth like she couldn’t help it.

I held her through it. Lapped it up. Didn’t stop until she slumped against the wall, boneless and shaking.

Then I pulled back.

Looked up at her.

Lips wet. Chin glossy. Eyes dark.

“You taste like you were made for this,” I said.

She stared down at me, trembling, wrecked, panting like she’d just run a mile.

“Jack…” she whispered. “What are we doing?”

I stood, slow and controlled, and kissed her cheek. Then her jaw. Then her lips—slow, letting her taste herself on my tongue.

“You’re mine now,” I said.

And she didn’t argue.

She was still slumped against the hallway wall, legs wobbly, breathing hard like she hadn’t fully landed yet. Her skin was flushed, her bikini bottom dangling off one ankle, her mouth slightly open as if she wanted to say something but couldn’t remember how words worked.

I brushed her hair off her cheek. Touched her lips with my thumb. Gentle now. Almost sweet.

And then I leaned in, dropped my voice to a low growl.

“I want you naked by the pool in thirty minutes.”

Her eyes widened.

“Jack—”

I didn’t let her finish.

“Make an excuse. Get him out of the house. I don’t care what you say. Grocery run. Lunch reservation. Make it good. Make him leave.”

Her lips parted. “He’ll—he’ll ask questions—”

I slid my hand down her front, over her stomach, down between her thighs. She gasped when my fingers brushed the sticky heat still clinging to her skin.

“You think I give a fuck what he asks?” I said. “I want you outside, spread out on that chair, nothing on. Not a thread.”

Her breath hitched.

“You’re gonna lie for me, Vanessa,” I whispered, dragging my fingers slow and wet between her folds. “And then you’re gonna wait out there, dripping and exposed, until I come fuck you where I made you come.”

She moaned.

“And if you’re not there when I come out?” I said. “If I find you dressed? Or hiding?”

I leaned in and bit her earlobe, just hard enough to make her shudder.

“Then I’ll bend you over the patio table and spank your pretty little ass until the neighbors hear.”

She whimpered.

“You understand me?”

She nodded, eyes glassy. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I understand,” she whispered. “I’ll get him out. I’ll be there.”

I smiled.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 4

I watched from the guest house window, standing just behind the curtain, shirt off, cock already hard beneath my waistband.

She did it.

Somehow, she got him to leave. I didn’t hear what excuse she gave—didn’t care. But twenty minutes after I gave the order, I heard the front door close, the car start, and the engine fade down the street.

And then I saw her.

She walked out the back door with slow, hesitant steps—like she knew she was crossing a line she couldn’t uncross. Her hair was loose, long around her shoulders, brushing the sides of her chest.

She wasn’t naked.

Yet.

She stepped onto the patio in that same gauzy wrap, but I could tell by the way it moved—light, breezy—that there was nothing under it now. Not even the bikini.

She stopped by the lounge chair. Looked around.

Looked at my window.

Smart girl.

But she couldn’t see me.

I watched as she reached up, untied the knot at her waist, and let the fabric fall.

And fuck.

She was glorious.

Smooth, golden skin. Pink-tipped breasts, already pebbled from the breeze. A soft curve to her stomach. Shaved bare between her thighs. Her legs parted just slightly as she sat down on the lounge chair, back straight, chest rising and falling with each breath like she was already worked up.

She was nervous.

Excited.

Wicked.

I watched her lay back, spreading her arms across the chair. She shifted, spreading her thighs a little wider. Exposing herself. Waiting.

Like I’d told her to.

She didn’t move after that.

Didn’t touch herself.

Didn’t fidget.

She obeyed.

I stood there a moment longer, letting the sight of her burn into my brain.

Then I opened the guest house door, walked out slow and barefoot, crossed the patio without a word.

She heard me coming.

She didn’t look up.

But I saw the way her body tensed.

The way her thighs squeezed, then parted again.

I stood beside her lounge chair, casting a shadow over her naked form.

“You did well,” I said.

Her lips parted, but she didn’t speak.

I ran my fingers up her leg, slow, from her ankle to her knee. Then up her thigh. Then paused right at her center—hovering.

“You ready for me to ruin you?” I asked.

She nodded.

And this time?

I didn’t wait.

I climbed onto the lounge chair like it was my throne—and she was the offering laid out for me.

Vanessa gasped as I straddled her, planting my knees on either side of her thighs. My shadow fell over her naked body, her breasts rising and falling fast, lips parted, eyes wide and shining.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t dare.

She knew what was coming.

I reached down and stroked my cock—thick, hard, leaking at the tip. Her eyes locked on it. She bit her lip.

“You want this?” I asked.

She nodded, whispering, “Yes. Please.”

I pressed the head against her entrance, dragging it slow through her slick folds, watching her twitch beneath me.

“Say it,” I growled. “Say what you want.”

“I want your cock,” she moaned. “I want you to fuck me.”

I didn’t ease in.

I thrust.

Hard. Deep. One stroke and I was buried inside her—tight, hot, soaked for me. She cried out, hands flying to my arms, nails digging in as her back arched.

“Jack—fuck—”

“You asked for this,” I growled, pulling out halfway, then slamming back in. Her whole body jolted.

“I told you I’d ruin you.”

I fucked her deep and slow, hips grinding into hers, letting her feel every inch of me stretch her open.

The chair creaked beneath us.

The sun baked our skin.

She was moaning, trying to be quiet, biting her lip, her knuckles, anything—but I kept thrusting harder, faster, deeper, until she stopped fighting it.

“Louder,” I said. “I want the whole neighborhood to know who’s making you come.”

She gasped, shaking her head.

“You afraid someone’s gonna see?” I leaned down, lips against hers. “Let them. Let them watch me fuck my father’s wife.”

She broke.

Moaning, crying out, her legs wrapping around my waist as she clung to me, hips lifting to meet every thrust. Her pussy clenched around me like she didn’t want me to ever leave.

“You love this, don’t you…mommy?” I grunted, slamming into her. “Being fucked in the sun, naked, where anyone could see your dripping cunt.”

“Yes!” she sobbed. “Yes, Jack, yes—don’t stop—please—don’t stop—”

“I’m gonna fill you,” I growled. “You want that? Want me to come inside you like a filthy little whore?”

“God, yes,” she cried. “Come inside me. Please—please—”

I pounded into her, fast and ruthless now, the chair rocking beneath us, sweat slicking our skin, her tits bouncing with every thrust until I felt her lock up around me.

Her pussy clamped down.

Her mouth dropped open.

And she screamed.

I slammed in one more time, deep, hard—and exploded inside her with a groan, filling her until she was overflowing.

We stayed there like that, tangled and trembling, my cock twitching inside her, her nails still in my back, both of us panting like animals.

She blinked up at me, wrecked.

I leaned in, kissed her slow and dirty.
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A Step Feeding: A No-Plot, All-Heat Story of Full-Body Control

I was staying with my stepmom while my dad was out of town.

She cooked for me.

She walked around in that thin little robe like she didn’t know what it did to me.

But I knew exactly what I wanted.

So I fed her the pills.

Watched her change.

Waited until she started leaking.

Then I took everything.

Told entirely from his point of view, A Step Feeding is a short, dirty, unapologetically unrealistic story with zero plot and nothing but pure spice. It’s written for readers who know exactly what they came for — and don’t need the characters to fall in love to enjoy getting ruined.

This filthy fantasy includes:

Milking kink (lactation induced with pills)
Dubcon themes (non-informed consent to lactation)
Anal training, rimming, and first-time ass play
Age gap (early 20s dom / older woman)
Public teasing and exposure
Breeding talk (no actual pregnancy)
Possessive language, full control, no limits
No happy endings. Just hot ones.
a stepmom/stepson pairing
Not for the faint of heart or the plot-hungry.

If you’re here to get fed, you’re in the right place.

Claimed in the Wilderness: An Age Gap, Forced Proximity Camping Trip

Claimed in the Wilderness

An Age Gap, Forced Proximity Camping Trip

Told entirely from the male POV.

I went on a camping trip for my best friend’s birthday.

What I didn’t plan for?

Sleeping in a tent with his mom.

Madison is soft. Sweet. Married.

She’s also the woman I’ve obsessed over since college.

Now it’s just the two of us. One tent. One bedroll. And when I wake up hard inside her the next morning… I don’t pull out.

I don’t ever plan to.

This isn’t a love story.

There’s no long-winded plot, no emotional journey.

It’s pure heat:

Age gap
Forbidden lust
Possessive obsession
Breeding kink
He sleeps inside her. Literally.
If you’re looking for short, dirty, dominant, unapologetic spice told entirely from his point of view — this is it.

No fluff. No filler. Just filth in the forest.

Given to Him: A Dark Family Power Shift

She was dad’s wife.

Now she’s whatever I want her to be.

I didn’t ask for her.

I didn’t need to.

One clause in a contract. One overlooked signature.

And everything dad had—his home, his wife, his bed—became mine.

He thought it was symbolic. Temporary.

He didn’t realize it was permanent.

Now she sleeps next to me, plugged full of my release.

She doesn’t say no.

She doesn’t even flinch when I take her—half-asleep, on the kitchen counter, or right in front of him.

She doesn’t beg for forgiveness.

She begs for more.

And he just watches.

Because this isn’t a marriage anymore.

It’s a quiet war. And I already won.

This short, high-heat story includes:

Age gap
Step dynamic
Cuckold themes
Psychological freeuse power play
Pregnancy and breeding kink
Sleep use
Public/witnessed scenes
Casual control with no apology
A soft ending for the one who surrendered
And no redemption for the one who didn’t
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