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Chapter 1: Late Night Consequences

The dashboard clock glowed 3:17 AM when Cassie swung her stepdad’s prized Audi into the driveway. The headlights swept across the front of the house and caught a silhouette in the doorway — a man, arms folded, very still. Her stomach dropped straight through the seat.

“Shit,” she muttered, and killed the engine.

She hadn’t expected Robert to be awake. Her mother was in Phoenix on a business trip, and she’d assumed her stepdad would be hours into a dead sleep by now. She checked her appearance in the rearview mirror: mascara smudged, lipstick long gone, blonde hair tousled from the night of dancing. The tight black dress had ridden up to expose most of her thighs, and she didn’t bother pulling it down. At twenty-one, she was entitled to enjoy herself. Her conservative stepdad’s opinion on the matter was irrelevant.

She stepped out of the car, wobbling slightly on her heels. The cool night air raised goosebumps along her bare shoulders, carrying the faint smell of cut grass from the neighbors’ lawn and the distant bark of a dog somewhere down the street. Ordinary sounds. An ordinary night. She made her way toward the porch with her keys swinging from her fingers, telling herself it was fine, it was nothing, she’d handled Robert before.

Robert hadn’t moved. Arms crossed over his broad chest, face a mask of controlled anger — the specific look that meant she’d pushed past the last inch of his patience. At forty-two, he kept himself in impressive shape, a fact Cassie had caught herself noticing more than once when he worked in the yard without a shirt — the line of his shoulders, the way his forearms moved. His dark hair was slightly mussed from bed, and he wore nothing but a pair of loose lounging pants riding low on his hips, the drawstring untied.

“Do you have any idea what time it is?” The voice was very quiet. That was never a good sign.

“I lost track,” she said, aiming for breezy. “No big deal, right?”

“No big deal.” He repeated it flatly. “You took my car without asking. You’ve been drinking — I can smell it from here. And you come strolling in at three in the morning like you own the place.”

“I’m twenty-one, Robert.” She moved to step around him. “Not sixteen.”

His hand shot out and caught her arm, the grip firm enough to stop her cold. “We need to talk. Now.”

Something about the directness of it — the quiet, absolute certainty — made heat pool low and unexpected between her thighs. She blamed the vodka sodas.

Inside, he walked her to the living room with a hand on her arm the whole way, like she might bolt if he let go. When he released her she dropped onto the couch and crossed her legs, the gesture deliberately slow, the hem of her dress riding even higher.

“Your mother’s not here to run interference this time.” Robert paced in front of her, that controlled anger still tight in his shoulders. “Since you moved back home after dropping out, you’ve shown zero respect for this household.”

“They’re your rules, not mine,” she said.

He stopped pacing. The stillness was worse than the movement. “My house. My car. My rules.”

There was something in his voice — an authority she’d been poking at for three years — that sent a shiver she couldn’t quite explain down her spine. She’d been pushing buttons since the day her mother had brought him home. There had always been a tension between them, the specific kind that sat unacknowledged under every argument, every loaded glance, every moment she’d deliberately bent over a counter when he was in the room.

“What are you going to do about it?” She smiled sweetly. “Ground me?”

“Are you?” He stepped closer, close enough to tower over her. “Adults take responsibility for the property they borrow. Adults face consequences when they break the rules.”

“So what’s the consequence?” She tilted her face up to him. “Taking away my phone?”

His eyes traveled the length of her body, lingering on her exposed thighs. Something shifted in the set of his jaw. “No. I think it’s time for a different approach.”

He sat beside her on the couch, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating off his bare chest. “You want adult privileges? Then you’ll answer for your actions like an adult.”

Cassie’s breath had gone shallow. “What does that mean?”

“It means you’ve been testing me for months.” His voice dropped half a register. “I’ve seen how you look at me, Cassie. When you think I won’t notice.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” The flush spreading across her cheeks made the protest fairly useless.

“Don’t you?” His hand dropped to her knee, the touch burning straight through her skin. “Those tiny shorts when your mother’s not home. The way you always seem to need something on the top shelf whenever I’m in the kitchen.”

“That’s ridiculous.” She didn’t move his hand away.

“Is it?” His fingers trailed higher on her thigh, unhurried, deliberate. “I think you’ve been begging someone to put you in your place. To give you the discipline you’ve been chasing.”

The crude framing landed exactly where he’d aimed it. She swallowed hard. “And you think you’re the someone?”

“I think,” Robert said, fingers now at the hem of her dress, “that you’ve been hoping I would be for longer than either of us wants to admit.” His eyes met hers. “The question is whether you’re going to keep pretending you haven’t.”

A last-ditch protest formed and died somewhere in her throat. Because he was right, and they both knew it, and the only thing standing between her and that admission was vanity.

She held his gaze instead. “What kind of discipline?”

The words escaped before her better judgment could catch them.

His lips curved — slow, certain, and not kind. “The kind you’ve been fantasizing about.”

His fingers grazed the damp fabric between her legs, and the small sound that escaped her mouth was an answer more honest than anything she’d managed to say since she’d pulled into the driveway.

“I haven’t—” she tried.

“Don’t.” His voice went rough. “Not now.”

His hand reached the edge of her panties and Cassie stopped pretending. Shame and arousal tangled together and she pressed, just slightly, into his touch. “We shouldn’t.”

“Your mouth says one thing.” His fingers brushed the soaked cotton between her legs. “Your body’s being much more honest.”

The directness of it made her clench. “Robert—”

“When we’re alone, you call me Sir.” His voice was firm, unhurried, entirely certain of itself. “Lesson one starts now.”

Before she could form a response, he gripped her wrist and pulled her across his lap, face down. Cassie gasped as she found herself bent over his thighs, ass raised, the edge of the couch cushion pressed hard against her ribs.

“What are you doing?” She tried to push up. “You can’t—”

His palm landed on her ass with a sharp crack that rang through the quiet house. Even through the dress the sting was immediate. She yelped.

“Teaching you respect.” Another slap, harder than the first. “Every action has a consequence, Cassie.”

“You can’t do this!” But even as she said it, her hips pressed back for the next blow.

“I think we both know that I can.” His fingers found the hem of her dress and dragged it up over her hips, baring the black thong beneath. “And that you want me to.”

The sight of her seemed to snap some last tether in him. His hand came down directly on her bare skin — the sting bloomed outward, sharp then spreading, and something in the spread of it traveled straight to her clit. She gasped at the confusion of it.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

“Language.” Another slap to the other cheek. “That’ll cost you extra.”

She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from moaning as he continued, alternating sides in a slow, deliberate rhythm, each strike building on the last until her skin glowed hot and she was grinding almost helplessly against his thigh.

“Are you enjoying your punishment?” His hand paused, palm resting flat against her heated skin.

“N-no,” she lied.

Robert’s fingers slipped beneath the thong, sliding through her folds. “Your cunt says otherwise.” He made a dark, satisfied sound at the slickness he found. “Soaking wet. Is this how you get when you think about me disciplining you?”

The crude word in his mouth sent a shock straight through her. She’d never heard him talk like this — never once imagined that the controlled, proper man who’d married her mother could be this filthy. It made her pulse hard with need.

“Answer me,” he said, fingers circling her entrance without pushing inside. “No more lying.”

“Yes,” she said, voice small and entirely honest. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl.” The warmth that bloomed in her chest at those two words was almost embarrassing. “Let’s see just how wet you are.”

He pulled the thong aside and pressed two fingers against her entrance, then drove them in. Cassie moaned — openly, no longer managing to contain it — her hips tilting to meet the intrusion.

“So tight,” he growled, setting a steady pumping rhythm. “When was the last time you were properly fucked, Cassie?”

“A few months,” she gasped as his thumb found her clit.

“No wonder you’re this desperate.” His fingers curled inside her and she saw stars. “This is what you needed. Someone to stop indulging your bullshit and put you in your place.”

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Yes. God, yes.”

He withdrew abruptly, leaving her empty and already frantic. “Not yet. You don’t get to come until I say so.”

He shifted her off his lap onto her knees on the floor in front of him, and Cassie looked up at him from there — chest heaving, mascara properly ruined now, his fingerprints burning into her skin. Something in the sight of her on her knees seemed to satisfy a hunger that had been building in him for a long time.

“If you want to act like a disobedient brat, you’ll be treated like one.” He stood, and the lounging pants came down. His cock was thick and already impressively hard, close enough to her face that she could feel the heat of it. “Show me you know how to apologize. Take off your dress.”

One last moment of hesitation crossed her mind — this was her stepdad, her mother’s husband — but the throb between her legs voted decisively and the thought scattered. She reached behind herself and unzipped, letting the dress fall to her waist, then shimmied it down her hips until she was kneeling in only her thong and heels.

Robert’s eyes moved over her slowly, taking in her bare breasts with their stiffened nipples. “You’ve been flaunting these for months. Thin shirts, no bra. Watching me to see if I’d notice.”

She didn’t deny it. She’d wanted him to look. Had gotten a secret thrill every time she caught his gaze on her when he thought she wasn’t watching.

“Stand up,” he said.

She obeyed, wobbling slightly on her heels. He circled her — a slow, thorough appraisal — one hand trailing across her collarbone and down between her breasts, over her stomach.

“Beautiful,” he said, and it sounded like a fact rather than a compliment. “But beauty doesn’t excuse the behavior.”

His hands cupped her breasts, thumbs dragging across both nipples. Cassie gasped and arched into the touch.

“These are mine now.” His voice was conversational, which somehow made it more devastating than if he’d growled it. “When we’re alone, your body answers to me. That’s your punishment. Complete obedience, whenever I want it, however I want it.”

She should have stormed out. Instead she felt her pussy clench at the words. “Yes, Sir,” she said quietly.

“Good girl.” He pinched her nipples hard enough to pull a sharp cry from her throat, then pressed down on her shoulders until she was on her knees again. He stroked himself a few inches from her face. “Show me how sorry you are for taking what wasn’t yours.”

“I’m sorry for taking your car without permission, Sir.” The words came out husky, entirely sincere despite the fact that she had never been less sorry in her life.

“Words aren’t enough.” He guided the head of his cock to her mouth. “Show me.”

She opened without hesitation, letting him push inside. The weight of him on her tongue, the sharp salt and musk of his skin, the sheer wrongness of what they were doing — it hit her system all at once and left her dizzy with want.

“That’s it,” Robert groaned, fingers tightening in her hair. “Take it deeper.”

He guided her movements, showing her the rhythm he wanted. She hollowed her cheeks, drew on every trick she’d learned from fumbling encounters with boys who’d had no idea what they were doing — and Robert was not interested in letting her run the show.

“Relax your throat,” he told her. “I’m going to fuck that pretty mouth properly.”

He drove deeper, past the first resistance, and Cassie gagged around the head of his cock forcing into her throat. Her eyes went wet and tears ran hot down her cheeks. She stayed locked on her knees anyway, jaw stretched wide, the thick weight of him sliding over her tongue and the burn in her lungs when he cut off her air — all of it combined into something rawer and more electric than anything she’d felt in months. Years, maybe.

“Eyes on me,” he ordered, voice low and hard. “I want to see you while you take it.”

She lifted her gaze. Robert was staring down at her with the cool careful distance gone from his face entirely, replaced by something dark and hungry that he’d clearly been keeping tightly leashed. He held her head in both hands now, hips rolling forward in measured, deliberate strokes that made her throat flutter around every inch.

“Your mother never could take it this deep.”

The words should have shattered the moment. Instead they sent a hot, dark pulse straight between her legs. She was giving him something her mother couldn’t, wouldn’t. The knowledge twisted pleasantly in her chest and she moaned around him, the sound wet and muffled, and felt his cock throb in response.

His fingers tightened. His pace picked up. “This is what happens when you push me too far, Cassie. You become mine to use. My obedient little slut.”

The words vibrated through her and she moaned again, deliberately this time, the hum of it making him hiss between his teeth. Her free hand slipped between her thighs, seeking the ache that had built to something unbearable.

“Did I say you could touch yourself?” He pulled out with a wet sound that rang through the quiet room, leaving her mouth empty and gasping.

“No, Sir.” She yanked her hand back.

“Stand up and bend over the couch. Ass up, legs spread.”

She scrambled to obey. The cool leather against her bare skin was a shock after the heat of her own arousal. She arched her back and planted her feet wide, the position leaving her completely open, completely exposed, and she was shaking slightly with the rawness of wanting it.

Robert stepped in behind her. His palm cracked against her ass — once, then twice — sharp and possessive rather than punishing now. He dragged the head of his cock through her soaked folds without pushing inside, and she whimpered and pressed back, desperate.

“I should make you wait,” he said, circling her clit with the blunt tip. “Make you earn this.”

“Please.” She dropped any last shred of dignity. “Please, Sir. I need it.”

“What do you need? Be specific.”

“I need your cock,” she said, pride entirely gone. “I need you to fuck me. Please. I can’t—please.”

He gave a dark, satisfied sound. “Such a needy little thing for her stepdad.” He notched himself at her entrance. “Remember this the next time you think about taking something that isn’t yours.”

One thrust and he was buried to the hilt. Cassie cried out — the sudden stretch was overwhelming, the size of him burning in the best possible way, the head of his cock reaching deep enough to steal her breath entirely.

“So fucking tight,” he snarled, gripping her hips with both hands. His fingers dug in hard enough that she knew she’d be marked. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“You,” she gasped as he began to move. “I belong to you, Sir!”

He set a brutal pace — each thrust driving her forward across the leather, the wet slap of skin filling the room along with her broken sounds and his rough breathing and the couch shifting under them. The smell of her arousal hung in the air, shameless and thick. He leaned over her, chest pressed to her back, his weight pinning her down, mouth at her ear.

“You think about this when you’re acting out?” His voice was rough velvet, filthy and intimate at once. “Think about me finally putting you in your place? Fucking you until you forget your own name?”

“Yes!” The confession tore out between thrusts. “I wanted — ah — I wanted you to notice me.”

“Oh, I noticed.” He reached around and worked her clit in tight, unrelenting circles. “Every time you bent over in those fucking shorts. Every time you ‘accidentally’ brushed against me in the kitchen.”

The combination — his cock driving deep, his fingers rubbing fast and precise — pushed her to the precipice. Her inner walls fluttered around him, the pressure coiling into something enormous. “Can I come? Please, Sir, please can I come?”

“No.” His hand cracked against her ass. “Not until you promise to behave.”

“I promise!” she sobbed. “I’ll be good, I’ll follow every rule—”

“And if you don’t?” He slowed to a maddening grind, the drag of his cock deep and deliberate.

“Then—oh god—then I’ll take whatever punishment you give me!”

The words seemed to snap the last of his restraint. He fucked her harder, deeper, the desk rattling under the force of it. “That’s right. Your ass, your pussy, your mouth — mine whenever I want them. That’s the consequence for being such a disobedient little tease.”

His fingers worked faster. “Come for me. Show me how much you love being put in your place by your stepdad.”

The permission hit like a thrown switch. Cassie came with a raw scream, the orgasm crashing through her in heavy, overlapping waves, her pussy clenching around his cock in rhythmic pulses that shook through her whole body. Her vision bleached white at the edges. She kept coming as he fucked her through it, each thrust prolonging the waves until she was sobbing and barely able to hold herself upright.

“That’s it,” he said, voice tight and strained. “Take it all.”

She was still trembling when his rhythm broke. He pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the couch in one smooth motion, and straddled her chest, his thighs heavy on either side of her. His fist worked his cock in fast, rough strokes aimed at her face, the veins standing along his shaft, his jaw tight with the nearness of release.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered. “Show me what a good girl looks like.”

Cassie parted her lips without hesitation, chin up, eyes heavy and dark with what she’d just come through. Robert groaned — low and guttural, pulled up from somewhere deep in his chest — and came in thick, scalding pulses. Cum striped her tongue, her lips, her flushed cheeks. More landed across her breasts in gleaming ropes, marking her skin with deliberate, specific weight.

“Don’t swallow yet.” His breathing was ragged. “Show me.”

She held her mouth open, tongue coated, and let him look.

“Good girl.” He dragged his thumb through the mess on her lower lip, slow and deliberate. “Now swallow it. All of it.”

She closed her mouth and swallowed, holding his gaze the entire time. Something fierce and satisfied moved behind his eyes.

“That’s lesson one,” he said, tucking himself away. “There will be more. Every time you break a rule, every time you disobey, you earn another session.”

He scooped a smear of cum from the curve of her breast and brought his fingers to her mouth. Cassie sucked them clean without being asked, and felt the satisfaction in his gaze like a physical thing.

“What if I behave?” she asked, her voice rough.

Robert’s smile was slow and sharp at the edges. “Then you’ll be rewarded.” His eyes moved over her — laid out on his couch, thoroughly used, still wearing her heels. “But somehow, I think you might prefer the punishment.”

He helped her to her feet. Her legs were genuinely unsteady, the orgasm still echoing in the muscles of her thighs. “Go clean yourself up.” He caught her chin, tilting her face up to his. “And Cassie — this stays between us. Your mother wouldn’t understand our arrangement.”

“Yes, Sir,” she answered. The title settled into her mouth like it had always been waiting there.

She gathered her dress and headed for the shower, the ache between her legs a constant reminder with every step. Something fundamental had shifted in this house tonight. The old rules — the ones she’d spent three years rattling against — were gone.

And the next time she wanted his attention, she already knew exactly how to get it.


Chapter 2: Morning Revelations

Sunlight came through the blinds in golden bars, painting stripes across Cassie’s comforter when she stirred awake. Disorientation lasted only a moment before the memories of last night hit her like cold water — Robert’s hands on her body. His cock in her mouth. The way he’d bent her over the couch and fucked her until she screamed herself hoarse.

“Holy shit,” she whispered to the ceiling, and her hand drifted between her legs before she fully realized she’d moved it. She was sore — genuinely tender — the kind of ache that confirmed beyond any doubt that last night hadn’t been a vodka-dream from her twisted subconscious.

The clock read 10:37. She’d slept late, her body recovering from both the dancing and what had come after. She sat up slowly, wincing as her ass made contact with the mattress, Robert’s handprints apparently still having opinions about the situation.

In the bathroom mirror she took inventory. Faint bruises mottled her hips where his fingers had gripped. Her lips were slightly swollen, the skin around them faintly chafed. When she turned she could see the pink shadows on her ass that hadn’t quite faded — evidence of every strike she’d begged for more of.

“What the fuck am I doing?” she asked her reflection. The heat that answered the question between her legs was fairly articulate on the subject.

After showering she dressed deliberately — cutoff shorts cut high enough to show the line where her thigh met her ass, a tank top thin enough that her nipples showed through it. If this new thing was real, she wanted to see exactly how real.

The house was quiet as she came downstairs. Robert’s car was still in the driveway — he’d be working from home. Saturday, which meant catching up on whatever she’d interrupted last night.

She found him in the kitchen, tablet in one hand, coffee in the other, wearing a fitted gray t-shirt that showed off his shoulders and arms. He looked entirely normal — the same stepdad who’d taught her to change a tire and threatened every boy she’d ever brought home with his eyes. For one disoriented moment she wondered if she’d constructed the whole night out of alcohol and wishful thinking.

Then he looked up. His eyes darkened as they traced her body, lingering on her nipples visible through the fabric of her top, and any doubt she’d had dissolved.

“Good morning,” he said smoothly, setting down the tablet.

“Morning.” Her mouth had gone dry.

“Coffee?” He gestured to the pot as if he hadn’t had his cock buried in her throat roughly seven hours ago.

“Please.” She moved to the cabinet and reached for a mug on the top shelf, stretching slowly enough that her shorts rode up over the curve of her ass.

“Interesting choice of attire,” Robert remarked.

Cassie turned, leaning against the counter. “Is there a problem?”

“Testing me already?” He set his mug down. “I thought we established how this works last night.”

“You established that I get punished when I break rules,” she said, pouring herself coffee. “I don’t recall agreeing to a dress code.”

He was on his feet before she’d finished the sentence, crossing the kitchen and pinning her against the counter with his body — chest to her back, hands braced on either side of her, his breath warm on her ear.

“Perhaps you need a reminder,” he said, very quietly. “When we’re alone, you follow my rules. All of them.” His hand slid up the outside of her bare thigh, stopping short of her shorts. “Unless you’d prefer we go back to the way things were. You being a brat, me being frustrated, and none of this happening.” His fingers teased the hem of her shorts. “Your choice.”

“No,” she said immediately. “I don’t want to go back.”

“What do you want?”

“This.” She pressed back against him, feeling his growing hardness. “I want this.”

“Then you follow my rules without argument.” His hand slipped inside her shorts, and what he found there made him exhale slowly. “No panties either. You really are shameless.”

Cassie bit her lip against a moan as his fingers spread through her folds. “I didn’t want anything in your way.”

“Filthy girl.” He pushed two fingers into her without preamble, and she gasped at the sharp, welcome intrusion. “Already dripping for your stepdad before breakfast.”

The crude directness of it made her clench around his fingers. There was something wildly intoxicating about this version of him — so different from the careful, proper man who’d married her mother, the one who’d always treated her like an inconvenient adult-child he was obligated to manage.

“Your mother called while you were sleeping,” he said conversationally, fingers moving in a slow, devastating rhythm inside her while his thumb found her clit. “Asked how you were doing.”

The mention of her mother sent a bolt of guilt through her, twisted immediately into something sharper and more perverse by the way his fingers curled. “What did you tell her?”

“That you were being obedient.” He found the spot that made her knees buckle. “Was I lying? Are you going to be a good girl for me today?”

“Yes,” she gasped, grinding against his hand. “Yes, Sir.”

“Prove it.” He withdrew without warning, leaving her empty and furious. “On your knees.”

She glanced involuntarily at the kitchen window.

“Nobody can see,” Robert said, reading her. “And even if they could — isn’t that part of it? Being caught with your stepdad’s cock in your mouth in broad daylight?”

The suggestion sent a fresh rush of heat through her. She sank to her knees on the kitchen tile. He freed himself — already hard, already thick — and guided himself to her lips.

“Open.”

She took him in with more assurance than she’d had the night before, tongue working his shaft from the base, drawing a rough sound from somewhere in his chest. She’d learned something about what he liked in those hours on the couch floor. She used it.

“That’s it,” he said, hand threading into her still-damp hair. “Show me how much you want to please me.”

She hollowed her cheeks, worked the base with her hand and her mouth in tandem, and felt his hips begin to move — controlled, measured thrusts that told her he was still running this even when he was the one losing ground.

“Look at you,” he said, voice roughened. “On your knees in the kitchen like you were born to be here. If your mother could see her daughter right now—”

The forbidden edge of it made her moan around him, the vibration making him hiss. She was aware of the obscenity of the tableau and found she didn’t care at all.

“Enough.” He pulled her off him, and she came away with swollen lips and a racing pulse. “I’m not done teaching you your place.”

He turned her to face the counter. “Hands flat, legs apart.”

She complied, bracing herself and arching her back before he even had to ask. Robert yanked her shorts down to her thighs and the cool air hit her exposed pussy, and she shivered with want.

“Still sensitive from last night?” He delivered a sharp slap that had her up on her toes.

“Yes, Sir,” she breathed, pressing back into his hand.

“Good. I want every time you sit down today to be a reminder.” Another crack on the opposite cheek, then the flat of his palm rubbing the heat into her skin. “You’re mine, Cassie. Every time you feel this, that’s what it means.”

The head of his cock dragged through her slick folds without entering. Cassie whimpered and tried to push back, and he held her hips still.

“Tell me what you want,” he said. “Specifically.”

She let go of whatever was left of her pride. “I want you to fuck me with that big cock. I want you to use me like I’m yours. Please, Sir. Please. I can’t stand it.”

“Better.” He slammed into her in one long, deep thrust.

“Fuck!” The cry came out raw and loud and she didn’t care.

He set a driving, relentless pace — his hips slapping against her ass with each stroke, the wet obscene sounds of it filling the kitchen along with her desperate cries and his low grunts of effort.

“Who does this pussy belong to?” His hand came around to pinch her nipple through the thin tank top.

“You!” The slight pain bloomed straight to her clit. “It’s yours, Sir!”

“That’s right.” He never slowed. “No more slutty dresses at clubs. No more flirting with boys who don’t know what to do with you. This cunt is mine, and you save it for me. Say it.”

The possessive command should have made her furious. Instead it made every nerve in her body light up. “Only you,” she gasped. “Only yours.”

He reached between her legs, fingers working her clit with focused, circular pressure. “Come on my cock in this kitchen. Every morning at this counter, you’ll remember how I made you scream.”

She felt the pressure build — his cock hitting exactly right, his fingers relentless — and the orgasm crashed through her so hard her elbows buckled. Robert wrapped his arm around her waist and held her up as she came apart, fucking her straight through the contractions until she was sobbing and senseless.

When her legs stopped holding her he spun her around and lifted her onto the counter, her shorts still around her thighs, and pushed back inside her from the front.

“I want to see your face,” he said, voice rough with approaching release. “Want to watch you take every inch of your stepdad’s cock.”

This angle found places the other one hadn’t. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper and felt the hitch in his breathing change.

“Where do you want me?” he asked.

“Inside,” she said, the words spilling out of their own accord. “Fill me up. Please.”

The desperation in her voice pushed him over. With a guttural sound he buried himself and came — hot, pulsing spurts flooding her, and the sensation triggered a second wave in her own body that had her clinging to his shoulders and shaking.

They stayed connected for a long time, foreheads almost touching, both breathing hard.

“You’re not on birth control,” he said finally, the words coming out thoughtful rather than accusatory.

Cassie tensed. “No.”

He pulled back to look at her, something unreadable in his expression. “I’ll make an appointment with a doctor I trust. Discreet. No records your mother might find.” He reached past her for a dish towel and, with unexpected care, cleaned the mess from between her legs. “I’m not finished with you, Cassie. Not close to finished. But we need to be practical.”

The care in the gesture surprised her more than anything else had. “I thought this was supposed to be punishment,” she said.

Robert’s expression didn’t soften exactly, but something behind it shifted. “It started that way.” His thumb brushed her lower lip. “Now it’s about something else.”

She looked at him — really looked, past the authority and the dirty talk and the bruises he’d put on her hips. “What about my mom?”

“Your mother and I have our own arrangement. She values security. I value certain freedoms.” His voice was even. “What concerns you is how far you’re willing to go in the time we have.”

She turned that over. Whatever deal he had with her mother didn’t erase the weight of what she and Robert were doing — but knowing there were rules on his side too made the guilt sit a little lighter than it should have.

“Okay,” she said at last.

He helped her down from the counter, steadied her when her knees wobbled. “Go change. Something less distracting while I’m working.” He delivered a light smack to her still-sensitive ass as she turned. “You can tease me all you want after five.”

“What if I don’t want to wait that long?” She glanced back at him over her shoulder.

“Then I’ll bend you over my desk and fuck you until you’re senseless, then make you sit in the corner with my cum running down your thighs while I finish my calls.” The graphic threat made her cunt clench despite the two orgasms she’d just had. “Your choice.”

“Maybe I want that,” she said, mostly meaning it.

“I know you do.” He gave her ass another slap. “Obedience first. Prove you can follow instructions, then we’ll discuss rewards.”

As she turned for the stairs, he called after her. “Your mother mentioned she might come home early from the trip. Day after tomorrow instead of Wednesday.”

The reminder that this had a visible end — or at least a sharp complication — sent conflicting emotions through her chest. Part of her was relieved. Part of her already dreaded it.

“What happens when she comes home?” she asked from the bottom of the stairs.

Robert’s eyes were dark with what he wasn’t saying. “We get creative. Now go change, like a good girl.”

Cassie went upstairs, her mind already mapping possibilities. Two days. Two days of whatever this was before everything got complicated.

She intended to use every single minute.


Chapter 3: Afternoon Distractions

The clock on Robert’s home office wall ticked its steady, deliberate beats. Cassie shifted in the armchair across from his desk, the leather sighing beneath her. She’d changed exactly as he’d ordered — leggings and an oversized sweater in place of the cutoffs and tank top — but the modest clothes hadn’t done a thing to cool the charge between them.

For two hours she’d watched him work. Emails. Phone calls. His voice moved without friction from the man who’d bent her over the kitchen counter that morning to the crisp, measured tone he used with clients. Same mouth. Same hands. The switch made her thighs press together against her will.

“Stop staring,” Robert said, eyes still on his screen. “I can feel it from here.”

Cassie smiled. “I’m not doing anything.”

“Your eyes haven’t left me for twenty minutes.” He glanced up, one brow arching. “What’s going on in that head?”

Heat climbed her throat. “Nothing.”

“Liar.” He leaned back, studying her. “Tell me. Now.”

The order slid under her skin like a hook. This new rule — complete honesty, no waiting, no deflection — still felt strange, like wearing someone else’s clothes. She bit her lower lip.

“I was thinking how different you are when you’re working,” she said. “How easily you flip between… this version and the one who was inside me four hours ago.”

Robert’s expression shifted to something slower, more considered. “And that confuses you.”

“It does.” She held his gaze. “How long?”

He didn’t pretend not to know what she meant. “Longer than I should have,” he said. “You moved back home after dropping out, parading around in those tiny clothes, looking for any boundary I had left to push. Did you think I wasn’t watching?”

“I didn’t think you’d actually do anything.” The admission sat between them, weightier than she’d expected.

“Neither did I.” He stood, came around the desk, and leaned against the front of it with his arms folded — towering over her from a different angle than the pacing had. “Then you took the car. That was the last straw, Cassie. You’ve spent three months begging someone to draw a line.”

The words hit closer to home than she wanted them to. Since she’d left school she’d been in freefall — too much drinking, too many bad decisions she’d made deliberately, as if she were inviting something to stop her. Part of her had known exactly what she was doing when she’d walked in at 3 AM in that dress.

“Maybe,” she admitted, looking up at him through her lashes. “But you’re enjoying this too much for it to be only about discipline.”

His hand caught her chin in a grip firm enough to hold her still. “Careful.” The word was quiet and specific. “Just because I’ve decided to fuck you doesn’t mean you get to be a smart-ass about it.”

“I’m not.” She let him feel her pulse jumping under his thumb. “I’m just pointing out that we both know what this is.”

His thumb dragged across her lower lip, then pressed inside. She sucked without thinking, and watched his pupils blow dark.

“You’re right,” he said, voice dropping. “This stopped being only about punishment somewhere around the time you were begging me to come.” His other hand settled at her throat — palm flat, warm, not squeezing, just present. “For the next two days, until your mother comes home, I’m going to take you apart completely. I’m going to find out exactly where your limits are.”

Arousal moved through her in a slow wave. “And if I want more than two days?”

His fingers tightened slightly at her throat. “Greedy. Already addicted to your stepdad’s cock?”

“Maybe I am.”

“We’ll see how you feel when I’ve properly finished with you.” He let go and returned to his chair in a single decisive motion. “I still have work to get through. If you’re staying in here, make yourself useful.”

Cassie blinked. “How?”

Robert’s smile was a thin, dangerous thing. He unzipped his pants. “I think you know exactly how.”

Her eyes went wide. “Here? While you’re working?”

“Consider it a lesson in applied discipline.” He pushed the chair back from the desk. “Under the desk. Now.”

The tone left no room. Cassie dropped to her knees and crawled beneath the heavy oak desk, the hardwood immediately punishing against her knees, and settled between his spread thighs. He freed his cock from his boxers — already thickening, the skin warm against her palm when she wrapped her hand around it.

“Perfect,” he murmured, fingers sliding into her hair. “Conference call in five minutes.”

Her eyes went wide. “You’re serious.”

His grip tightened — a clear, one-handed answer. “If I hear a single sound that gives us away, last night will feel like a warmup.”

Fear and arousal braided together low in her belly. She licked her lips, then took him into her mouth just as the phone on his desk began to ring.

“Robert Martin speaking,” he answered, voice completely smooth, while his hand guided her down.

Cassie dragged her tongue along the thick underside of his shaft, working slowly, making it last, fighting to stay absolutely quiet while he discussed quarterly projections above her. The situation was genuinely obscene — her on her knees under the desk, mouth full of her stepfather’s cock while he spoke to colleagues who had no idea she existed.

“Yes, I’ve reviewed those numbers,” Robert said. His tone didn’t change. His hand set a steady, unhurried rhythm, controlling how deep she went.

The call went twenty minutes. Her jaw burned. Her knees ached where the hardwood bit into them, the pain low and persistent. Every time his cock twitched on her tongue or his breathing shifted — barely, just a fraction, just enough that she’d have missed it if she hadn’t been listening for it — a hot pulse of satisfaction ran through her chest. She was affecting him. She had control of exactly one thing in this room and she used it with everything she had, patient and relentless.

Finally the call wound down. “I’ll have those revisions to you by end of day,” Robert said. She swallowed around him, deliberately, and felt his hand fist in her hair. “Yes. Thank you. Goodbye.”

The moment he hung up he shoved the chair back and hauled her to her feet by her hair. “Stand up.”

Cassie straightened, lips swollen and wet, and before she’d fully caught her balance he’d spun her around, bent her over the desk, and swept a stack of papers clear with one arm. Her leggings were yanked to her knees.

“You nearly made me lose it during that call,” he said, voice rough. “Especially when you did that thing with your throat.”

“I’m sorry, Sir,” she said, managing to keep a straight face.

His palm cracked across her ass, hard, the sound sharp in the quiet office. “No you’re not. You loved every second of knowing what you were doing to me.”

Another slap, harder. She sucked air through her teeth. “You’re right. I did.”

“Of course you did.” His fingers slid between her legs and found her soaked. He made a low, approving sound at the back of his throat. “Look at this. You kept yourself wet the whole time. Just a warm, obedient mouth to keep me hard while I run my meetings.” A third finger joined the first two, filling her sharply. “You liked being used like that.”

“Yes,” she said to the desk surface, face flushed. “God, yes.”

“I knew.” He pumped his fingers slowly, deliberately. “You need this. Being controlled. Being taken apart by someone who isn’t going to let you run the show.”

“Please,” she whimpered when his thumb circled her clit. “I need your cock. Please.”

He leaned over her, chest pressing her into the desk, mouth against her ear. “Not yet. First you’re going to say it. What are you?”

Pride flickered. Old instinct.

His fingers stopped moving. “Say it, or I walk out of this room and you can spend the rest of the afternoon desperate and alone. Your choice.”

“I’m your slut,” she said, low and rough. “Your dirty little whore. Yours to use any way you want.”

“Good girl.” He curled his fingers and she saw stars. “And what do you do if you disobey me?”

“I take whatever you give me,” she gasped. “However you want.”

“That’s right.” He withdrew and lined himself up. “And when you behave—” He drove into her in one hard, smooth thrust. “You get exactly this.”

Cassie bit into her lower lip to keep from crying out. The angle — bent over the desk, ass raised to him — let him sink impossibly deep, the thick head of his cock nudging places that made her vision blur at the edges. Papers crumpled under her elbows. A pen skittered to the floor. Robert didn’t slow down. He set a hard, driving rhythm, hips snapping against her with each stroke.

“Look at you,” he said, both hands gripping her hips. “Spread out on my desk, taking it like you’ve been thinking about this since you moved back in. What would your friends think if they could see you right now?”

“They’d be jealous,” she panted, pushing back to meet him.

He laughed — low and possessive, a sound she felt in her chest. “You think they’re all secretly wishing their stepdads would do this to them?”

“No.” She moaned as he hit the spot that made her lose words. “They’d be jealous because nobody’s ever fucked them this good.”

Something in that broke what was left of his control. His pace went brutal, hips slamming into her ass, and his hand reached around to rub her clit in tight, relentless circles.

“Touch your tits,” he ordered. “Pinch your nipples while I take this cunt.”

Cassie shoved her hand under her sweater, found her breast, and obeyed. The sharp sting of her own fingers plus the relentless drive of his cock pushed her right to the edge, teetering.

“Sir,” she gasped. “I’m close. Please can I come? Please.”

“Not yet.” His hand delivered another crack to her ass. “I want you out of your mind with it. Beg properly.”

“Please, please let me come,” she sobbed, abandoning every last thing she had. “I’ll do anything you want. I’ll be so good for you. I need it so badly—”

“Anything?” His pace slowed to a devastating grind. “Would you let me take that virgin ass, if I told you to?”

The question made her clench hard around him. Nobody had ever touched her there. She’d always assumed that particular door was closed. But the way he asked it — like it was already decided, like he was simply confirming a schedule — sent something dark and curious curling through her belly.

“Yes,” she heard herself say. “Anything you want. Just please.”

His fingers worked faster. “Then come for me. Let me feel you.”

Permission struck like lightning. Cassie came hard, screaming his name into the desk surface, her walls pulsing around him in rhythmic, powerful clenches. The orgasm rolled through her in waves that shook her from her knees to her shoulders.

“Fuck,” Robert snarled, pace turning ragged. “Taking me so well. Such a perfect filthy thing for your stepdad.”

He pulled out at the last second. Hot, thick ropes of cum landed across her lower back and the curve of her ass, his hand stroking himself through it, painting her skin. He smoothed the mess with his palm, deliberate, unhurried.

“There,” he said, satisfaction thick in his voice. “Marked you up properly.”

The degradation was absolute. She felt it glow through her like pride.

“Thank you, Sir,” she murmured from the desk, body still trembling.

Robert helped her upright and turned her to face him. He kissed her — tentative at first, then deeper, his tongue moving against hers with the same focused intensity he brought to everything. When he pulled back he was already himself again, composed, the mask settled back into place.

“Clean up,” he said. “Then come back. We need to talk.”

Cassie pulled her leggings back up over the wet heat of his cum on her skin. The fabric clung at her lower back where he’d marked her, and every shift of her hips sent the deep, used ache between her legs pulsing with the reminder of his weight. His fingerprints throbbed at her hips. She could feel the ghost of his palm on her ass with every step down the hall.

In the bathroom she cleaned herself with a damp cloth, wiped his cum from her back and the crease of her ass, pressed her fingers against each bruise in turn just to feel the color pulse darker. She lingered longer than necessary. Stared at the evidence and tried to locate something like guilt.

She couldn’t find any.

When she returned, Robert was behind his desk again, the office put back to order as if nothing had happened. Shirt buttoned. The fountain pen back in its place. Only the faint smell of sex still clinging to the air gave anything away.

“Sit,” he said.

She lowered herself into the chair. The leather was cool against the backs of her thighs. “Is everything okay?”

“I’ve been thinking.” He steepled his fingers, watching her over them. “Two days isn’t enough time.”

Her pulse jumped. “For what?”

“What I want to do to you.” His gaze was direct, without softening. “The things I want to explore require preparation. Patience.”

“Like what?”

“Like what I mentioned while I was fucking you just now.” He let that sit. “Have you ever let anyone take you there, Cassie?”

Her face went hot despite everything. She shook her head.

“Would you let me be the first?” He asked it the same way he asked everything — like the answer was already settled, and he was just waiting for her to catch up.

“Wouldn’t it hurt?” she asked, which wasn’t no and they both knew it.

“At first,” he said. “But done correctly, the pain becomes something else entirely. The kind of pleasure that doesn’t come from anywhere else.”

She shifted in the chair, thighs pressing together. “Have you done this before? With other women?”

A brief, knowing flicker at the corner of his mouth. “Your mother isn’t particularly adventurous.”

The image of him doing this with someone else — before her mother, or alongside her — drove a splinter under her ribs. “But other women—”

“Yes.” He didn’t elaborate. Just watched what happened to her expression.

Trust. The word moved between them, heavier than either of them acknowledged out loud. This had started as punishment — as discipline — but the lines had blurred so thoroughly that she could barely find them anymore. Could she trust this man, who had married her mother, to take her apart like this and put her back together correctly?

“What if I say no?” she asked.

“Then we keep going exactly as we have been.” He shrugged, easy and unhurried. “I’m not going to force you into anything, Cassie. That’s not what this is.”

The answer surprised her — genuinely. She’d expected him to push. Instead he sat there and let the silence work on her, and that was somehow more effective than any pressure would have been.

“I want to,” she said finally. “I’ll try it.”

His smile was slow and dark. “Good girl. We’ll start your preparation tonight.”

“Preparation?”

“You don’t rush into this. Your body needs time to adjust.” His voice shifted to something almost instructional. “Toys first. Working up gradually.”

The matter-of-fact calm of it made her stomach tighten and her cunt clench at the same time. “You have… toys for this?”

“I have everything we’ll need.” He rose and came around the desk, stopping in front of her chair. One hand lifted her chin until she had no choice but to meet his eyes. “Tonight, after dinner, you come to my bedroom. I’ll walk you through every step.”

Her mouth had gone dry. “Okay.”

“One more thing.” His thumb dragged slowly across her lower lip. “From now until your mother comes home, you don’t wear panties. I want to be able to reach what’s mine whenever I want it.”

The order sent a fresh rush of heat through her. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good.” He let go of her chin. “I have work to finish. Go start dinner. I’ll be down in an hour.”

The dismissal was absolute. Cassie stood on unsteady legs and turned for the door.

“Cassie.” His voice caught her. “Don’t touch yourself while I’m working. That pussy is mine now, and I’ll know if you’ve been playing with what belongs to me.”

She clenched hard around nothing. “Yes, Sir.”

She descended the stairs, each step shifting the dried evidence of him on her skin, the fresh ache between her legs a constant, low refrain. In a few hours she would be in his bedroom — her mother’s bedroom — and he would open her up for something she’d never let anyone else do. The thought sat heavy and hot in her belly, equal parts dread and hunger.

The countdown had already started.


Chapter 4: Complete Surrender

Cassie stood outside the master bedroom with her heart hammering like something trying to escape. The hallway was dimly lit, shadows long across the walls as evening settled into the house. She’d spent the past hour following Robert’s instructions — a thorough shower, every trace of body hair removed, the scented oil he’d left on her bathroom counter applied to her skin until she gleamed. Each step had felt less like preparation and more like ceremony.

Dinner had been an exercise in sustained tension. Robert complimented her cooking. They discussed inconsequential things. If not for the occasional charged glance, the deliberate brush of his hand when he passed her a dish, no observer would have seen anything out of place. This duality — the perfectly ordinary surface, the thing running just beneath it — made even the simplest exchange feel loaded with heat.

She knocked.

“Enter.”

The room she’d only ever glimpsed through half-open doors was transformed by candlelight. Half a dozen candles cast flickering gold across the dark walls, making the large four-poster bed look like the centerpiece of something deliberate. The overhead lights were off. The dark sheets caught the flames and held them.

Robert stood by the dresser, shirtless, wearing only low-slung black lounge pants. He held a whiskey glass and watched her come through the door with the same focused attention he’d given her in every room of this house for the past twenty-four hours.

“Close it,” he said.

The latch clicked shut behind her. She wore the thin silk robe he’d told her to find, belted loosely, nothing underneath. Her bare feet sank into the plush carpet as she waited.

“Come here.”

She approached and stopped a few feet away. His eyes moved over the outline of her body through the silk, the way the fabric caught her nipples.

“Are you nervous?” he asked, and his tone was — surprising her — genuinely gentle.

“Yes.” She saw no point in anything else. “I’ve never done anything like this.”

He nodded, reached out, and touched her cheek. Just that — a thumb tracing the line of her cheekbone. “Tonight is preparation only. Building up to tomorrow.”

The word tomorrow sent a shiver through her. “What exactly are we doing tonight?”

Instead of answering, Robert moved to the bed and picked up a small velvet bag she hadn’t noticed. He emptied it onto the dark sheet — a collection of objects that made her breath catch: glass plugs in graduated sizes, a small bottle of lubricant, a length of silk ribbon. He selected the smallest plug, a tapered thing with a jeweled base that caught the candlelight.

“Tonight is about preparation,” he said. “But first.” He set it down and turned back to her. “Take off the robe. I want to see what’s mine.”

Her fingers found the belt. She drew a single steadying breath and let the silk slide from her shoulders, pooling at her feet, and stood naked in the candlelight while he looked.

He circled her slowly — unhurried, taking his time, making her feel every second of his scrutiny. “Turn around. Hands on the dresser. Legs apart.”

She positioned herself as instructed, palms flat against the cool wood, feet spread. Behind her she heard the cap of the lubricant open.

His warm hand landed on her lower back and she startled. “Relax,” he said, low and even. “Just checking that you followed instructions properly.”

His hand slid down over her ass, kneading the flesh with unhurried appreciation, then moved lower. When his fingers found her center he made a quiet sound of approval. “Smooth. Good girl.”

The warmth that bloomed in her chest at those two words was getting embarrassing. His fingers explored her folds, already finding her wet. “So responsive,” he observed, sliding a single finger inside with ease. “Already wanting more.”

“Yes,” she breathed, pressing back.

He added a second finger, stretching her gently as he worked them in slow strokes. His other hand came down on her ass — sharp enough to make her gasp, soft enough to be a reminder rather than punishment. “Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir.” She corrected herself quickly.

“Better.” His fingers curled, found the spot inside her that turned her knees uncertain. “I want you to stay aware of who’s in control here. Even when I’m making you feel good — especially then — I’m the one who decides what happens to this body.”

His possessive words made her clench around his fingers. “I understand, Sir.”

“Do you?” His free hand delivered another measured slap to her other cheek. “We’ll find out.”

He withdrew suddenly, leaving her aching. “On the bed. On your back. Legs spread.”

Cassie moved to the center of the bed and settled there, fighting the urge to close her thighs under his gaze as he stood at the foot of it, taking her in.

“Tonight,” he said, reaching for the lubricant again, “I’m going to introduce your body to new sensations. By the time your mother walks through that door, you’ll be begging me for things you can’t imagine wanting yet.”

The crude promise made her pulse hard between her legs. Robert climbed onto the bed and knelt between her thighs. He poured lubricant over his fingers until they gleamed.

“Rules.” His tone shifted to something instructional. “Always more lube than you think you need. Never rush. Always listen to what your body is telling you.” He met her eyes. “And if something hurts — actual pain, not just pressure — tell me immediately. Is that clear?”

She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

“Hips up.”

She lifted and he slid a pillow beneath her, tilting her pelvis. His slicked fingers circled her pussy first, gathering her natural wetness, then moved lower — to the tight ring of muscle that had never been touched this way. Even the first gentle circling made her breath go shallow.

“Breathe out slowly,” he said. “Let the tension leave with it.”

She exhaled. His finger kept circling, applying the lightest pressure, until her body stopped anticipating harm and simply felt the touch. Gradually the pressure increased until the tip of his finger slipped inside, and she gasped.

“Breathe,” he murmured. “Push out against me.”

She tried it. To her surprise, the counter-intuitive action worked exactly as he’d said — her body seemed to ease around him, accepting the intrusion with less resistance.

“There.” He pushed to the first knuckle and stopped. “Feel that? Your body learns what you teach it.”

He worked his finger slowly deeper, stopping at each new depth and letting her adjust, until it was fully seated. Then he stayed still — entirely still — and waited.

“How does it feel?” His free hand moved to her inner thigh, stroking slow circles.

“Strange,” she said honestly. “Not bad. Just strange.”

“It gets better.” He began to move — shallow, careful withdrawals and returns — and reached his other hand to her clit, circling it lightly.

The dual stimulation transformed the strange into something sharper. Cassie’s hips rose to meet him. The unfamiliar pressure in her ass deepened into a pleasure that ran along different nerves than anything she’d felt before — not the familiar heat of his cock in her pussy, but something rawer, further in.

“Ready for more?” He reached for more lubricant.

“Yes, Sir.” She was surprised by how much she meant it.

He withdrew and returned with two fingers, and the stretch was noticeable — a burning pressure that made her wince slightly as the second one pushed inside.

“Breathe through the burn,” he said. “It fades.”

It did. As he held still and let her adjust, the initial discomfort dissolved into a deep, spreading fullness that he heightened with slow, steady motion. When he curled his fingers — just slightly — she cried out.

“Oh God—”

“There it is,” he said, with something in his voice that sounded almost like satisfaction. “That’s what you’ll feel when I’m all the way inside you. Deeper. More.”

“Please,” she heard herself say, hips moving on their own. “Please don’t stop.”

“I know.” His fingers scissored gently, stretching her further, while his thumb worked her perineum. The multiple sensations compounded, building into something she didn’t have language for yet. “Now let’s try the plug.”

He withdrew his fingers. The emptiness was acute. He coated the small glass plug generously and held it up so it caught the candlelight. “This stays in for tonight. Gets your body used to the sensation of being full here. Tomorrow we use a larger one, and then—” He let the implication hang.

Cassie stared at it, arousal and apprehension braided together. “All night?”

“All night,” he confirmed. “A constant reminder.” He positioned the tapered end against her loosened entrance and applied gentle, steady pressure. The cool glass was a shock after the warmth of his fingers. It pushed slowly inside, the widest part of the taper stretching her open, and then her body closed around the narrower neck and the plug seated fully, the jeweled base resting warm against her skin.

“Perfect,” Robert murmured, one hand smoothing over her ass. He tapped the base lightly, and she gasped as it shifted inside her. “How does it feel?”

She shifted experimentally. “Full. Strange.”

“You’ll stop noticing it by morning.” His hand moved up her back, settling between her shoulder blades. “And now — you deserve a reward for taking that so well.”

Before she could respond, he lowered his head between her thighs. His tongue found her clit with unerring accuracy and she cried out, the sudden rush of direct stimulation sharp and bright after the long, careful focus on her ass. He circled her sensitive bud and then dipped lower, gathering her wetness, then applied firm and steady upward pressure.

Every time her inner walls clenched in response to his tongue, the motion pressed against the plug. Each clench intensified both sensations. Cassie’s hands found his hair.

“Oh God,” she managed. “Please don’t stop, please—”

Robert growled against her flesh, the vibration traveling straight up through her. His hands gripped her thighs and spread them wider, and his tongue alternated between circling her clit and pushing inside her entrance, fucking her with it in short, precise strokes.

“Sir—” She was climbing fast. “Can I come? Please let me come.”

He lifted his head, mouth wet, breathing against her sensitive skin. “Come on my tongue, Cassie. Show me how much you love this.”

The permission shattered her. She came hard — inner walls pulsing in strong rhythmic contractions, each one pressing against the plug, feeding the pleasure in a spiraling loop until she was shaking and sobbing his name.

Just as the first wave began to ease he rose up, positioned himself above her, and drove his cock into her still-pulsing pussy in one smooth, deep thrust.

“FUCK!” The word tore out of her. The dual stretch — his cock filling her completely while the plug filled her ass — hit like a second orgasm before the first had finished, and she came again, harder, her body wracked with it.

“There it is,” he growled, setting a driving pace. “Feel that? Both filled. Both claimed.” His cock drove deeper. The plug shifted against his every thrust. “Tomorrow it’ll be my cock in both. Every inch of you taken.”

The filthy promise pushed her toward a third peak. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, meeting every stroke.

“Please,” she begged, barely coherent. “Please, please—”

Robert’s hand closed around her throat — firm but measured, enough to make her awareness sharpen, every sensation arriving at higher resolution. The slight pressure focused her completely. Her vision developed bright edges.

“Come again,” he ordered. “One more time.”

Her body didn’t hesitate. The orgasm was deeper than the others, dragging through her like something pulled up from the root, emptying her mind of everything except the thick intrusion inside her and the commanding weight of his hand.

He followed her over. His hips drove flush against her and he came with a rough, wrenched sound, flooding her with pulsing heat that prolonged her own contractions. They held there, locked together, until the last tremors passed.

When he finally pulled out the slow drag made her whimper, oversensitive and empty. His hands were gentle as he untied the ribbon from her wrist that she’d barely noticed him bind — a small, symbolic restraint — and his thumbs pressed carefully into the pulse points at her wrists.

“You did well,” he said, low and rough. “Better than I expected.”

“Thank you, Sir.” The words came out hoarse.

He tilted her chin up, studying her face in the candlelight. “Tomorrow will be more intense. Are you sure you want to continue?”

She took the question seriously, the way he’d asked it seriously. She did an honest inventory: the ache in her thighs, the tenderness between her legs, the deep, buzzing soreness in muscles she’d never worked that way before. And beneath all of that, something still humming with want. Not the urgent want of before, but a quieter, more settled version — a want that felt less like hunger and more like certainty.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m sure.”

Satisfaction moved through his expression, not triumphant but something more considered than that. “Good. Because I’m far from finished.”

He rose from the bed, retrieved his whiskey and drank. “Clean up. Then come back. You’re sleeping here tonight.”

The command should have troubled her — this was her mother’s bed — but it sent a sharp pulse of forbidden want through her instead. “Yes, Sir.”

In the bathroom she caught herself in the mirror again. Tousled hair, swollen lips, the light bruising beginning on her throat and hips that had become a recurring motif on her body. The plug still seated inside her. She looked like a woman who had been thoroughly used and had wanted every second of it.

She cleaned up as instructed and returned to find Robert already in bed, the covers turned back on what had always been her mother’s side. She slipped in beside him without speaking, and he pulled her in against his chest in a gesture that was unmistakably tender for how hard he’d just taken her.

“Rest,” he said into her hair. “You’ll need your strength for tomorrow.”

“What’s happening tomorrow?” she asked, even though she knew.

His chuckle was low and dark. “Everything you’ve been thinking about since you walked in at three in the morning.” His hand stroked slowly down her back. “Your mother called by the way. She’s coming home tomorrow.”

Conflicting feelings moved through her — disappointment that their time was shorter, and the guilty, complicated relief that the deception would end sooner.

“So tomorrow is our last day of this,” she said.

“The last day of complete freedom,” he corrected. “But don’t think this ends when she returns.” His hand stilled at the small of her back. “We’ll be more careful. More creative. We’ll find the time.”

The implication that this arrangement would continue even with her mother in the house should have horrified her. The fact that it didn’t told her something she’d been avoiding examining too directly.

“Now sleep,” he said. His hand closed possessively over her breast. “Tomorrow I’m going to finish what I started. And after that — we’ll figure the rest out together.”

Cassie lay still against his chest, the plug a constant weight inside her, his heartbeat under her ear. She thought about what was coming — the rope, the clamps, the weight of his cock taking the last part of her she’d never given anyone. She thought about Wednesday, and the careful game of secret glances and hidden hours that would follow.

Then she stopped thinking and simply let herself have this — the warmth, the soreness, the clean simplicity of wanting and having been wanted back.

Whatever came next, it had already changed her. She could feel the shift in the deep muscles of her body, in the new and permanent way she’d see him standing in any doorway from here forward.

Sleep came fast, and dreamlessly, and when it did she was still pressed against him.



Morning arrived in gold bars through the curtains, striping the dark sheets in warm light. Cassie woke in the master bedroom and spent one disoriented second trying to place the unfamiliar ceiling, the scent of cedar and whiskey and something specific that she recognized as Robert before she’d finished the thought. Then she moved, and felt the plug still inside her, and remembered everything.

Robert’s side of the bed was empty and already cool. The shower was running in the adjoining bathroom, steam curling faintly under the door. She stretched carefully, taking inventory: pleasantly sore in her thighs and hips, genuinely aching in the deep muscles between, the plug a low constant pressure that her body had somehow learned to accommodate while she slept — the way you stop noticing an ache only when it’s become familiar.

The bathroom door opened and released steam. Robert emerged with a towel around his hips, water still tracking down his chest, his eyes finding her immediately.

“Good morning.” His gaze traveled the length of her, naked and draped across his bed. “How does your ass feel?”

The blunt question made her flush despite everything. “Sore. But okay.”

“Good.” He dropped the towel without ceremony. He was already half-hard, thickening under her eyes. “Today’s the day.”

The simple statement landed low in her belly and stayed there. “Now?”

“Breakfast first. Then we have the whole day.” He went to his closet and began dressing. “Shower, but leave the plug in. Come down when you’re done. No clothes today — you won’t need them.”

The order stripped the last boundary between their arrangement and something she didn’t have a word for yet. “Yes, Sir.”

She showered around the plug, carefully, the sensation of water running over her and the constant interior pressure combining into something strange and erotic and intimate in a way that was all its own. She dried off and went downstairs naked, as instructed, bare feet on the cool hardwood of the stairs, the morning light coming in through the entry window and falling across her skin.

Robert was in the kitchen — loose pajama pants, nothing else, his back to her as he poured two mugs of coffee and mixed pancake batter with the calm efficiency of a man who’d been making breakfast for years. The domesticity of the scene sat at exact odds with her nudity and the plug and the bruises beginning to yellow at her hips. Normal surface, extraordinary interior. It was becoming their signature.

“There she is,” he said, looking her over with open appreciation. “Come sit.”

She approached the barstool at the island and lowered herself slowly, inhaling sharply as the seat shifted the plug. Robert watched her reaction with quiet amusement.

“You’ll stop noticing it,” he said.

“You keep saying that,” she muttered, and caught herself. “Sir.”

He looked at her steadily. “Careful.”

“Sorry, Sir.” She arranged herself on the stool and tried to look composed. “What’s happening today?”

He set a mug of coffee in front of her. “Today is about giving me everything you’ve been holding back.” He returned to the pancakes. “Every last part of you.”

The absolute certainty in his voice should have frightened her. She sipped her coffee and thought about how it felt to not be frightened at all.

They ate in the strange, charged normalcy that had become their default — Robert asking about her plans, her friends, her future, as though she were sitting across from him in clothes, as though the plug inside her were not a physical reminder of what they were doing and where this morning was going.

When the plates were cleared he set his mug down and looked at her with that predatory patience she’d come to recognize. “Now the real day starts. Follow me.”

He led her to the living room. She stopped in the doorway and took in the scene.

Several items were laid out on the coffee table with the careful arrangement of someone who’d thought this through in advance: lengths of silky rope in dark burgundy, a satin blindfold, a pair of nipple clamps connected by a thin silver chain, and several other objects she catalogued slowly, not quite sure what each was for. A second glass plug, noticeably larger than the one she’d been wearing. A sleek vibrator. An additional bottle of lubricant, already open. The assembled collection looked purposeful and thorough, and the sight of it made something in her lower belly go tight and liquid at once.

“Today,” Robert said, circling her slowly, “is about complete surrender. By the end of this, you will have given me control of every part of your body — every sensation, every pleasure, every edge of pain.”

She swallowed. “And if it’s too much?”

He stopped behind her, hands settling on her shoulders. “Then you tell me. That’s your only job — to tell me honestly if you need to stop.” His lips brushed her ear. “Do you trust me?”

She stood in the middle of the room she’d grown up watching television in, entirely naked, with her stepfather’s hands on her bare shoulders and his latest acquisition seated inside her. The question should have been complicated.

“Yes,” she said. “I trust you.”

“Then kneel. Face the couch.”

She lowered herself onto the plush area rug. Robert moved in front of her, selected a length of rope, and began. He moved with practiced confidence — the rope sliding across her skin with a silky rasp, each pass deliberate, weaving an intricate harness that locked her wrists to her elbows and cinched her shoulders back, forcing her breasts forward. The binding was tight enough to be felt in every breath, loose enough that no single point cut in.

“Who taught you this?” she asked, watching his hands move.

“People who knew what they were doing.” He kept his eyes on the rope. “Your mother isn’t particularly interested in this part of my life.”

The mention of her mother landed, then the harness tightened and drew her shoulders back and her nipples forward, and the thought scattered under the pressure of how exposed she suddenly felt.

Robert stepped back and studied her — bound arms, bare chest pushed out by the rope geometry, the jeweled base of the plug catching the light where she knelt on the rug. “Perfect.” His voice had dropped. “How does that feel?”

She tested the bonds. Nothing budged. Her arms were simply gone. “Strange. But not uncomfortable.”

“Good.” He knelt between her feet with another length of rope and wrapped it around each thigh in turn, anchoring her knees apart. She felt the air on her cunt, the way the position left her entirely visible and entirely unable to close.

Robert stood and circled her again, taking his time. She felt the weight of his gaze on every exposed inch — bound arms, spread thighs, stiffened nipples.

“Now,” he said, reaching for the clamps, “let’s see how you handle pain.”

Cassie watched the small metal jaws approach. “Will it—”

“Yes.” He didn’t soften it. “But in a way you’ll want again.”

He knelt before her. One finger caught her left nipple, rolling it until it stood stiff, and then the clamp bit down. The pain was immediate and fierce — a bright, specific line of it that made her lungs seize entirely. Before she’d caught her breath he applied the second one. The connecting chain swung between her breasts with its own pull.

“Breathe through it,” he said, watching her face. “Don’t fight it.”

After the first several hard seconds the sharpness shifted — not gone, but transforming into a deep, pulsing throb that traveled straight down to her clit. She shifted in the ropes and the chain swayed.

“Good girl.” He gave the chain a light tug. Fresh sparks shot through her chest. “You take it beautifully.”

The praise settled under her skin and refused to leave. The discomfort in her nipples became secondary to the wanting — she needed more of his voice saying those words.

Robert moved behind her. The blindfold slipped over her eyes and darkness swallowed the room. At once everything else sharpened — the rasp of his breathing, the low cedar-and-smoke scent of him, the press of the rope against the insides of her elbows, the slick heat of her own arousal cooling in the air.

“Darkness heightens everything else,” he said, now somewhere to her left. “Without vision, your body compensates. You’ll feel everything more.”

She heard him move and could not track him. The uncertainty pulled her tighter than the rope had. Then a sharp slap landed across her right breast. The clamp jerked. She cried out.

“Beautiful,” he said, from directly behind her now. “Still so responsive.”

His hand fisted in her hair and pulled her head back. “Open your mouth.”

She did. The head of his cock pressed past her lips — hot, heavy, already thick. With her arms locked and her eyes covered there was nothing to do but take what he gave. He fed her more, guiding with his grip, and she became something simple and necessary: a warm, wet hold for him to move inside.

“Show me you love this,” he said. “Show me how much you love being used.”

She sucked harder, worked her tongue along the underside, felt the low sound it drew from him and used it. He fucked her mouth in steady strokes, and she was aware of her position — kneeling, bound, blindfolded, plugged, clamps on her nipples — and found that the awareness of it made everything hotter.

“Enough.” He withdrew. “Different plans for you.”

She heard the lubricant cap. His fingers found the base of the plug and worked it free in slow, careful increments, and the sudden emptiness made her clench around nothing.

“The next one now,” he said. His finger circled her loosened entrance, pressing more lubricant inside. “Larger than what you had in last night.”

The pressure was blunt and insistent — the widest point of the new plug significantly thicker than the first. She pushed back as he’d taught her and felt herself being stretched wide, a burning fullness that made her whimper, and then her body closed around the narrower neck and the plug seated with a deep, heavy ache.

“Almost there,” he said. “You’re doing so well.”

The plug was fully in. The stretch remained. Every shift of her hips reminded her of the size of what was inside her.

“This one stays until I replace it with my cock,” he said, palm smoothing over her ass. “Which is coming very soon.”

The promise made her pussy clench around nothing. He laughed quietly — that knowing sound — and then something buzzed to life. The vibrator touched her clit and she jerked against the ropes. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming, her already-primed body rocketing toward the edge in seconds.

“Oh God—” She tried to rock forward, found she couldn’t.

He took it away. “Not yet.” The edge in his voice was barely contained. “You don’t come until I’m inside you.”

He made her wait. Brought the vibrator to her clit again and again, letting her climb until her thighs shook, then pulling it back before she crested. Between cycles he pinched the clamps, slapped her ass so the plug shifted, tugged the chain. She trembled and begged and he didn’t give her the release.

“Please,” she finally said, past pride entirely. “Please, I need it. Please let me come.”

“You come when you’re filled with my cock,” he said, voice rough at the edges. “Not before.”

His hands closed around her bound arms and he maneuvered her onto her back on the rug — legs still spread by the ropes, arms trapped beneath her so her chest arched, completely open. The position strained her shoulders and left her entirely exposed, clit swollen and untouched, plug seated deep, clamps pulling with every breath.

“Now,” he said, settling between her thighs. “I’m going to fill your pussy while you’re plugged and bound and still wearing those clamps. And after you come for me, I’m going to take that plug out and finish claiming every part of you.”

She moaned at the words. His cock nudged her entrance.

“Beg for it,” he said. “Tell me what you need.”

“Please fuck me,” she said, the words coming out raw and broken. “I need your cock, Sir. Please. Fill me up. Make me yours completely. Please.”

He drove into her in one long, deep thrust. The stretch of his cock while the plug filled her ass — separated by what felt like nothing at all — made her see white. She was impossibly, perfectly full.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Can feel the plug through your walls.” He set a hard rhythm immediately. “So tight like this. Made for it.”

She had nothing to hold onto — bound, blindfolded, flat on her back — nothing except the sensation of him moving inside her and the bite of the clamps and the ropes against her skin. She was entirely at his mercy and found she had run completely out of the capacity to want anything else.

“Please,” she gasped as the pressure crested. “Please can I come? Sir, please—”

“Yes.” The word came out rough and tightly controlled. “Come for me. Come with your stepdad’s cock buried inside you.”

Permission broke her completely open. The orgasm hit with violent, rolling force — her cunt clamping around him in hard, rhythmic pulses, the clamps biting as she arched, the plug shifting with every contraction. She sobbed his name into the blinded dark and shook apart.

Robert fucked her through every spasm, extending the wave past what she thought she could sustain, and when her tremors finally eased he slowed — still buried to the hilt, still fully present inside her — and she could feel his control holding by a thread.

“Beautiful,” he said. His hand touched her face and he pushed the blindfold up. His eyes were dark and intent on hers. “But we’re not done.”

He withdrew. She felt the loss of him acutely. He freed her thighs from the ropes and she stretched her legs, the joints aching.

“Turn over,” he said. “Knees and chest. Ass up.”

She managed it with her arms still bound behind her, pressing her chest to the rug, raising her hips as high as she could. The position left her completely open. Robert’s hand smoothed over her ass, deliberate and warm, and then delivered a single sharp slap that rocked her forward.

“Perfect.”

His hands found the base of the plug and worked it in and out in slow, deliberate strokes — fucking her ass with it, warming her back up, letting her feel the difference between the toy and what was coming. Each movement sent bright sparks through her.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

She took a breath. “Yes, Sir.”

He removed the plug. The head of his cock pressed against her loosened hole almost immediately, and his grip closed around her hip.

“Breathe,” he said. “Push back when you feel me.”

She did. The stretch was significant and immediate — him thicker than any plug, the blunt intrusion forcing her open in a slow, relentless burn. She gasped as the head breached her fully. Instinct tried to pull away and his grip held.

“Take it,” he said. Low, firm, certain. “Take all of me.”

He pressed deeper — inch by careful inch — until his hips finally met her ass and he was seated completely. The fullness was immense. A deep, profound pressure that stole every thought she’d had.

“Fuck.” His voice was strained now too. “So tight. So fucking perfect.”

He stayed still. His hand moved to her lower back, rubbing slow circles. “How does it feel?”

“Full,” she managed. “So full. I feel — everything.”

“I know.” He began to move in shallow, gentle strokes. “Let your body have this. Let go.”

The burn eased by degrees into heat that spread outward with every careful stroke, lighting nerves she’d had no idea existed. She moaned, low and helpless, and her hips began to move of their own accord — pressing back, seeking more.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his rhythm deepening as her body softened around him. “Taking my cock so perfectly. Such a good girl for your stepdad.”

The words sent a hot shudder through her and her ass clenched around him. “Yes,” she breathed. “Yours. All of me. Use me.”

Something shifted in him at that — a final tether giving way. His thrusts turned heavier and deeper, the thick length of his cock driving into her with bruising force, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to mark her. She felt claimed in a way that went past physical.

“Touch yourself,” he growled. “Make yourself come while I take this tight ass.”

Her arms were still bound behind her back. She strained against the ropes. “I can’t — my arms—”

He swore low and reached around her, finding her clit with his fingers, and began working her in tight, relentless circles while he kept fucking into her ass. The compound sensation — the deep, full ache of him inside her, his fingers precise on her clit — built fast and sharp.

“Come,” he said. “Come with your stepdad’s cock buried in your ass.”

The command hit her like a detonator. Cassie came with a raw, cracked sound, her whole body locking up and shuddering, pleasure ripping through her in thick, overlapping waves. Each contraction of her body clenched around him, and she felt him lose the thread entirely — his hips drove flush one last time and he groaned, deep and wrenched, and came hard, flooding her with heat in pulsing, claiming spurts.

They stayed locked together until the last echo faded. When Robert finally pulled free, the slow drag made her whimper, oversensitive and empty and liquid.

His hands were careful as he untied the ropes — working the knots quickly, thumbs pressing into the sore muscles of her shoulders as the blood came flooding back. The clamps came off next, and the sudden return of sensation to her pinched nipples drew a sharp, sweet cry.

“Come here,” he murmured, and gathered her up.

He carried her to the couch and sat with her curled in his lap, one hand moving slowly through her damp hair. The aftershocks moved through her in small waves and he simply held her through each one.

“Perfect,” he said, the word quiet and unguarded. “You were absolutely perfect.”

The tenderness after the raw, animal intensity of what had just happened made her chest ache with something she wasn’t prepared to name. She leaned into it anyway, greedy for the soft the same way she’d been greedy for the rough.

“Is that it?” she asked when she could speak again. “Are we done?”

Robert’s chest moved with a quiet laugh. “We still have hours before you need to worry about tomorrow.”

She lay against him as the afternoon light moved across the floor. The weight of what they’d done settled into her slowly — not with guilt, not with the panic she might have expected, but with something quieter. A fundamental shift, the way the house itself felt different at 3 AM than it did at noon.

“What happens when she comes home?” she asked. The question that had been sitting between them for two days.

“We get careful.” His hand kept moving through her hair, slow and thoughtful. “We get creative. She’s at work most days. She sleeps deeply.” A pause. “There are ways.”

Cassie looked at the ceiling. She thought about the dinner table, and the kitchen counter, and the office desk. She thought about careful glances across rooms and the hidden hours they’d carve out from the ordinary architecture of family life.

“And if she finds out?” she pressed.

He was quiet a moment. “Your mother values stability above almost everything. She always has.” He didn’t elaborate further. He didn’t need to.

Cassie closed her eyes. Her body was warm and wrecked and perfectly at rest. Outside, the afternoon was going gold. Tomorrow her mother would come home and the careful, complicated game would begin in earnest — the locked doors and the hidden vocabulary and the weight of knowing what lived under the surface of every ordinary moment in this house.

She found she wasn’t afraid of it.

“Rest for a bit,” Robert said. “Then we’ll go upstairs. I have a few more ideas about how to spend the rest of our time.”

“There’s still more?” The question came out equal parts wary and wanting.

His smile was quiet and dark. “I told you the first night. By the time this is done, you’ll be mine completely — body and mind and every last thing you were holding back.”

Cassie settled deeper into his lap and let her eyes close. The certainty moved through her like something that had already been decided somewhere below the level of thought — settled into her muscles, into the tenderness between her legs, into the permanent way she’d stand in any room of this house from now on.

She’d come back home eight months ago in free fall, no plan, no direction, picking fights because at least fighting was a form of contact. She’d pushed Robert because he was there, because he wouldn’t break, because some part of her had been testing whether anything would hold. Now she had her answer.

When tomorrow came, when her mother walked through the front door and the surface of the household reassembled itself into normalcy — she would sit across the dinner table from the man who had taken her apart and she would carry what they’d built in these precious hours in the hidden, warm center of herself. And she would meet his eyes over the bread basket and know exactly what they both held.

She was his. The careful, dangerous, secret game had barely started.
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