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1 - Anything to Stay

The air in the guest room was thick with cheap perfume and rebellion. Chuck stood in the doorway, the worn wood of the frame digging into his palm as he clenched his fist. Justine lounged on the bed, one leg hooked over the other, the hem of her impossibly short denim skirt riding up to reveal a scandalous stretch of thigh. A thin, black lace strap of her top had slipped down her shoulder.

She was eighteen, a whirlwind of trouble Chuck had never asked for. He’d only relented because her mother had begged him—pleading for him to bail her out of jail and let her move in with them. Now, with every mocking glance she threw his way, the weight of that decision pressed into his chest. He was beginning to regret his mercy more with every passing hour.

“You’re out,” he said, the words tasting like gravel. “Tonight. Pack your things.”

Justine’s smirk didn’t falter. She pushed herself up on her elbows, the movement making her chest strain against the flimsy fabric. “Where am I supposed to go, Chuck? Mom’s not gonna let you do this.”

“Your mom isn’t here. She’s pulling a double. And I’m done. Done with the stolen cash from my wallet. Done with the empty bottles in the trash. Done with you parading around my house like you’re auditioning for a goddamn porno.” His voice was low, a controlled rumble that barely masked the fury simmering beneath. He’d spent weeks watching her, a constant, infuriating itch under his skin. The resentment had curdled into something darker, hotter.

Her eyes, a shade of blue too bright to be innocent, widened with a practiced vulnerability. The smirk melted into a pout. “I said I was sorry about the money. I was desperate. I’ll pay you back.” She swung her legs off the bed and stood, taking a step toward him. The scent of her—vanilla body spray and something muskier, uniquely her—invaded his space. “Please, Chuck. Don’t make me leave. I have nowhere to go.”

She was close enough now that he could see the faint dusting of freckles across the bridge of her nose, the way her lower lip trembled, an artful performance. He knew it was an act. He’d seen her deploy it on her mother a dozen times. But knowing didn’t stop the sudden, violent thrum of his pulse. It didn't stop his gaze from dipping to the shadowed valley between her breasts, visible through the loose neckline of her top.

“Not my problem,” he forced out, but the words lacked their earlier conviction.

Her hand came up, not to push him away, but to rest lightly on his chest, right over the frantic beat of his heart. Her fingertips were cool through his cotton shirt. “I could make it worth your while,” she whispered, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial hush. “Let me stay. I’ll be good. I’ll do… anything.”

The offer hung in the air, explicit and damning. The last thread of his resolve, already frayed by weeks of visual torture, snapped with an almost audible twang. A torrent of heat, primal and immediate, flooded his veins, washing away the anger and leaving only a raw, hungry need. He’d imagined this—in the dead of night, in the shower, a guilty, shameful fantasy he’d tried to drown. Now it was here, offered up with a teenage pout and knowing eyes.

He didn’t speak. He simply reached out, his large hand closing around her upper arm. The skin was smooth, warm. He guided her, not roughly, but with a firmness that brooked no argument, back toward the bed. She went willingly, a flicker of triumph flashing in her eyes before she schooled her features into something more submissive.

He sat on the edge of the mattress, the springs groaning under his weight. He looked at her, standing before him, all defiant youth and calculated seduction. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Justine,” he said, his own voice sounding foreign to him, thick with intent.

A genuine shiver seemed to go through her then, one that wasn’t feigned. Her breath caught, not hitched, but stuttered out in a soft, surprised exhale. “I know,” she murmured, her gaze dropping.

“Come here.”

She stepped between his spread knees. Without another word, he took her by the waist and turned her, then pulled her down across his lap. Her stomach pressed against his thighs, her ass presented to him, rounded and high under the denim skirt. He brought his hand down in a sharp, stinging slap on the fabric-covered curve.

She yelped, a sound of genuine shock. He did it again. And again. A rhythmic, punishing cadence. Each slap sent a jolt through his own body, a feedback loop of power and illicit thrill. The anger was gone, transformed into a focused, sensual purpose. “This,” he said, punctuating the word with another smack, “is for the lying.” Smack. “For the stealing.” Smack. “For the disrespect.”

Her initial cries softened into low, choked gasps. He hooked his fingers under the elastic waistband of her skirt and yanked it up, bunching it around her waist. The sight beneath stole the air from his lungs. A tiny, black thong, a mere scrap of lace bisecting the full, pale globes of her ass. The skin was already flushing a warm, rosy pink from the spanking. He traced a finger along the edge of the lace, feeling her muscles clench.

“Please,” she whimpered, but it wasn’t a plea to stop.

He hooked his thumbs in the sides of the thong and peeled it down, revealing her completely. She was bare, smooth, and utterly exposed. The intimate folds of her pussy were just visible from this angle, glistening faintly. He stared, his mouth going dry. He brought his hand down again, this time on bare flesh. The sound was sharper, wetter. A bright red handprint bloomed on her white skin. She cried out, her body arching, pushing her ass more firmly against his palm.

He spanked her until the pink deepened to a uniform, heated red, until her gasps were continuous and her body writhed against his lap. He could feel the heat radiating from her skin, could smell the heady, unmistakable scent of her arousal mixing with the vanilla in the air. His own cock was a rigid, aching pressure against the zipper of his jeans, straining for release.

He stopped, his hand resting possessively on the scorched curve of her ass. His fingers, almost of their own volition, drifted lower, through the damp cleft, and found her entrance. She was soaked. Slick heat welcomed his probing touch. He pushed one finger inside her, and her whole body jerked, a sharp, tight convulsion around him. So tight. He added a second finger, stretching her, feeling the velveteen clutch of her inner walls. He curled them, seeking, and found a swollen, textured spot within her. He pressed against it.

A raw, ragged sound tore from her throat. Her hips began to move in tiny, desperate circles, fucking herself on his hand. “Oh god… Chuck,” she moaned, the use of his name a shock of intimacy.

He worked his fingers in and out, his thumb finding the swollen nub of her clit. He rubbed tight, insistent circles there, matching the rhythm of his penetrating fingers. Her breathing became frantic, shallow pants. Her back arched, her fingers clawing at the bedspread. He watched her come apart, watched the tremors seize her, a silent, intense climax that made her thighs shake and her channel pulse rhythmically around his fingers. She collapsed against his legs, boneless and panting.

Slowly, he withdrew his glistening fingers. He brought them to his mouth, never breaking eye contact with her dazed reflection in the dark window. He tasted her—salty, musky, uniquely sweet. The act was one of pure domination, and a fresh wave of wetness coated her thighs in response.

He shifted her off his lap. She knelt on the floor between his legs, looking up at him with blown pupils and kiss-swollen lips. Her hands went to his belt buckle, her movements clumsy with residual tremors. She freed him, pulling his jeans and boxers down just enough. His cock sprang out, thick and flushed, the tip already beading with moisture.

She didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The heat was instantaneous, shocking. Her mouth was a wet, silken inferno. She wasn’t skilled, but she was eager, voracious. She took him deep, her throat working around the head before pulling back to swirl her tongue along the sensitive underside. She used her hand to pump the base, her mouth sucking and licking with a messy, noisy abandon. Spit slicked his length, dripped onto his thighs. The sounds were obscene, glorious. He tangled a hand in her hair, not guiding, just holding, feeling the pull of her roots as she bobbed her head. Her eyes, glazed with pleasure, stayed locked on his. The visual was almost too much—his stepdaughter on her knees, servicing him with sloppy, enthusiastic greed.

“Enough,” he growled, his control fraying. He pulled her up by her hair, a gentle but firm tug. She came up gasping, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock.

He laid her back on the bed, her reddened ass against the cool comforter. He positioned himself over her, bracing his weight on his arms. He nudged at her entrance, the swollen head of his cock parting her slick folds. He pushed inside.

The sensation was a blunt, perfect agony of pleasure. She was impossibly tight, hot, and wet, her body stretching to accommodate him. A sharp cry escaped her, part pain, part overwhelming ecstasy. He sank deeper, inch by exquisite inch, until he was fully sheathed, their bodies joined. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, feeling the frantic flutter of her pulse around him.

Then he began to move.

Slow, deep, punishing strokes. He set a relentless pace, each thrust driving the breath from her lungs in a soft oof. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back. Her nails scored his shoulders. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin, of their mingled, ragged breathing, of the bedframe’s rhythmic protest against the wall.

“Fuck,” she chanted, a broken whisper. “Fuck, fuck, yes…”

He could feel his own climax coiling, a tight, urgent pressure at the base of his spine. He pulled out, flipping her onto her stomach with a strength that surprised them both. He pulled her hips up, so she was on her knees, her red, well-spanked ass in the air, her face pressed into the pillow. He guided himself back into her from behind, the angle deeper, more primal.

This was it. This was the image he’d secretly craved. He gripped her hips, his fingers surely leaving bruises on her pale skin, and drove into her with abandon. The force of his thrusts pushed her forward with each impact. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing furiously as he pistoned into her.

Her second climax hit her suddenly. She screamed into the pillow, her body seizing, her inner muscles clamping down on him in a series of violent, milking spasms. The intense, rhythmic squeezing was his undoing. With a guttural groan that was ripped from the depths of his chest, he buried himself as deep as he could and let go. Hot pulses of his release flooded into her, a claiming, a violation, a consummation of every forbidden thought he’d harbored. He rode the waves of his orgasm, each jet wringing a shudder from his own frame, until he was spent, collapsed over her back, both of them slick with sweat and other fluids.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their labored breathing. The air was thick with sex and consequence. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. He rolled onto his back beside her, staring at the ceiling, the reality of what he’d done crashing down like a physical weight.

Justine shifted, turning onto her side to face him. Her expression was sated, smug, her lips curved in a small, secret smile. She traced a finger through the sweat on his chest.

“You can’t tell your mother,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Not a word. Ever.”

“I won’t,” she promised, her voice a throaty purr. Her hand drifted lower, over his stomach. “I want to do it again.”

Chuck closed his eyes. A wave of nausea warred with a fresh, traitorous stir of interest. He was in hell. He was in heaven. He was utterly, irrevocably fucked. And as her fingers brushed his softening flesh, coaxing, promising, he knew with a dreadful, thrilling certainty that this was only the beginning.

2 - Daddy’s Rules

The kitchen was a monument to cold, modern wealth—gleaming marble, silent stainless steel, and the hum of a refrigerator that cost more than most cars. Simon stood in its center, a man carved from the same austere material. The digital clock on the oven glowed 2:17 AM. Lydia was three time zones away, asleep in a hotel bed, trusting him with the fortress of their home. With everything in it.

The click of the front door’s lock was too loud. He heard Chloe kick off her shoes in the foyer. A moment later, the soft pad of bare feet on polished concrete.

Chloe drifted into the kitchen’s ambient light like a phantom. His wife’s daughter. Nineteen. She was wearing an oversized, washed-out band t-shirt that hung loosely over a pair of impossibly short denim shorts, the frayed hems hugging the curve of her hips.

The shirt was old, thin enough that the shadow of her body beneath was a suggestion in the low light. She moved to the fridge with a lazy grace, the movement causing the hem of the shirt to ride up, revealing the long, pale lines of her legs and the raw, unraveled edges of the shorts that barely concealed the soft swell of her skin.

Simon felt the familiar, furious tension lock his jaw. “Your curfew was midnight.”

She didn’t turn. The fridge door opened, casting a glacial white light over her. She pulled out a water bottle, the plastic crinkling in the silence. “Is it?” Her voice was a lazy drawl, sand over honey. “Must’ve slipped my mind.”

“It doesn’t slip your mind, Chloe. You ignore it.” He took a step closer, the space between them charged with a different voltage now. He could smell the night on her—cigarette smoke, cheap perfume, the crisp, outdoor chill. “This isn’t a negotiation. While you’re under my roof—”

“Your roof.” She finally turned, leaning against the open fridge door. Her eyes, the same unsettling shade of blue-gray as her mother’s, held his without a flicker. They traveled down his tailored silk pajamas, a smirk touching her lips. “Right. The rules. The dress code.” She looked down at herself, then back at him, a challenge in the lift of her chin. “What’s wrong with my outfit? It covers more than my bikini.”

“That’s not the point,” he ground out, but his own words sounded hollow, even to him. The point was the way the fabric clung to the slight swell of her breasts when she moved. The point was the maddening, knowing look in her eyes. The point was the raw, inappropriate heat pooling low in his gut, a traitorous fire he’d spent months smothering.

“Then what is the point, Simon?” She took a slow sip of water, her throat working. She let the bottle drop to the counter with a dull thud. She took a step toward him, closing the distance until only a foot of charged air separated them. Her scent enveloped him—sweet, young skin and something wild. Another step. Her bare toes almost brushed his slippers. Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “Is the point that you can’t stop watching me?”

His breath caught, a sharp, silent intake. Deny it.

She saw it. Her smile widened, a predator’s grin. “You think I haven’t noticed? The way your eyes follow me from room to room. The way you get all stiff and formal when I wear shorts. You’re not mad I’m late, Simon.” She leaned in, her breath warm against his cheek. “You’re mad you can’t have me.”

“Chloe, that’s enough.” His voice was gravel, a weak dam against a flood. “I’m your stepfather. This is—”

“Inappropriate?” She finished for him, her laughter a soft, mocking sound. She lifted a hand, not touching him, just tracing the line of his collarbone through the silk. A phantom caress. “My real father was a boy. My boyfriends are boys. They play video games and worry about their protein shakes.” Her gaze pinned him, stripping away the layers of wealth, of authority, of propriety. “You’re a man. I see how you look at my mother. I see how you run this whole fucking building. I want to know what that feels like. I want a real man to just… take charge.”

The last thread of his restraint, woven from duty and a fragile love for Lydia, snapped with an almost audible twang. A growl, low and animal, ripped from his throat. His hands, which had been clenched at his sides, shot out. One fisted in the soft cotton at her back, yanking her against him. The other tangled in the messy, sweet-smelling waves of her hair, tilting her face up to his.

Her gasp was swallowed by his mouth.

It wasn’t a kiss of seduction. It was conquest. A hard, punishing press of lips, all pent-up fury and forbidden hunger. He expected her to struggle, to push him away, to scream. Instead, her body melted into his with a shocking pliancy. A small, desperate sound vibrated in her throat, and her lips parted, inviting him in. Her tongue met his—a hot, slick slide of pure, teenage defiance and want.

The taste of her was mint and something uniquely Chloe—sharp, electric. His mind went white, then dark, all civilized thought incinerated by a primal need so vast it terrified him. He walked her backward, his mouth never leaving hers, until the hard edge of the marble countertop dug into the small of her back.

He broke the kiss, both of them panting, their foreheads resting together. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown black with desire. No fear. Only triumph and a wild, eager hunger.

“Is this what you wanted?” he rasped, his voice unrecognizable.

“Yes.” The word was a hiss, a plea, a command.

His hands moved to the hem of her shirt. In one rough motion, he pulled it up and over her head, tossing it to the gleaming floor. She stood before him, bare, bathed in the kitchen’s sterile light. Her breasts were small, high, with nipples puckered into tight, dusky peaks from the cool air and sheer anticipation. Her stomach was flat, her hips a gentle curve leading to the waistband of her shorts.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t have words for the ache in his cock, now a rigid, painful line against his pajama pants. He dropped his head, his mouth finding one taut nipple. He suckled hard, drawing the pebbled flesh deep, his tongue swirling.

Chloe cried out, her hands flying to his shoulders, nails digging through the silk. “God…”

He lavished the same attention on the other breast, biting down gently, then soothing with his tongue. Her back arched, pushing more of herself into his mouth. Her hips began a restless undulation against his thigh, seeking friction, finding it.

Her own hand slipped between them, palming the thick length of him through the silk. He groaned, the sound torn from deep in his chest. She fumbled with the tie of his pants, her fingers impatient, clumsy. He helped her, shoving the fabric down over his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed, the tip already glistening.

Her warm, small hand closed around him. The first stroke was tentative, then firmer, her thumb smearing the bead of moisture over the sensitive head. The sensation was so intense, so wrong and perfect, that he saw stars. “Fuck, Chloe…”

“See?” she breathed, her strokes becoming more confident, a slow, torturous rhythm. “You like this. You love it.”

That did it. The last vestige of thought evaporated. He unbuttoned the denim shorts, yanking them down her legs, along with her panties. She stepped out of them, leaving them on the floor.

He spun her around, facing the counter. Her palms slapped against the cold marble as he leaned her forward. He ran a hand down the elegant line of her spine, over the swell of her ass, then parted her thighs with his own. The scent of her arousal, musky and sweet, filled the air.

He dropped to his knees behind her.

His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place. He didn’t tease. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue finding her core in one long, flat, devastating lick.

She screamed. A raw, unfiltered sound that echoed off the hard surfaces. Her whole body jolted. She was soaked, her folds swollen and slick. He feasted. His tongue delved deep, fucking her with it, then circled the hard, little nub of her clit with relentless, focused pressure. He alternated—long, languid strokes that made her whimper, then rapid, fluttering flicks that made her thighs tremble violently.

“Simon… Simon, I can’t… it’s too much…” Her words were a broken litany, her hands scrambling for purchase on the smooth counter.

He ignored her, driving her higher. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her shriek and clamp around him like a vise. He suckled her clit, his fingers pumping in tandem with his tongue.

Her climax hit her like a seizure. Her body bowed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as she convulsed around his fingers, her inner muscles fluttering wildly. Wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her, leaving her shaking, limp, supported only by his grip on her hips and the counter’s edge.

He rose, his own need a pounding, desperate drumbeat. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick, swollen flesh. He looked down at her—back arched, skin sheened with a fine sweat, utterly spent and vulnerable.

“Tell me you want it,” he commanded, his voice thick.

“Please,” she sobbed, pushing her hips back in a weak, begging arc. “Please, Simon. Fuck me. I want it.”

He pushed forward, breaching her in one slow, inexorable thrust. She was tight, impossibly so, a velvet-sheathed vise of heat that threatened to undo him immediately. He bottomed out, his hips flush against her ass, and held there, letting them both feel the shocking, complete fullness.

Then he moved.

He set a punishing, deep rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The sounds were obscene in the quiet kitchen—the wet slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her choked moans with every thrust. He gripped her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh, using her body for his own furious release. The marble counter rattled with their force.

“Harder,” she begged, pushing back against him. “Don’t… don’t hold back.”

He lost all sense of time, of place, of identity. He was just sensation—the clutch of her cunt, the sweat-slick glide of her skin under his hands, the animal sounds she made. His pace became brutal, erratic. He felt her inner muscles begin to tighten again, a second, coiling tension.

He pulled out suddenly, turning her around. Her eyes were glazed, her lips swollen. He sat heavily on a nearby chrome kitchen stool. “Ride me,” he ordered, his chest heaving.

She didn’t hesitate. She climbed onto him, straddling his lap, guiding him back inside her with a gasp. Her hands braced on his shoulders as she began to move, finding a slow, rolling grind that made him throw his head back. He watched her—the bounce of her small breasts, the blissful contortion of her face, the way her hair stuck to her damp neck.

She took control, her hips circling, rising and falling with a graceful, sensual rhythm that was entirely her own. He filled his hands with her ass, helping her, guiding the depth. He leaned forward and captured a nipple in his mouth, sucking hard as she rode him.

Her movements became frantic, desperate. “I’m… I’m gonna…”

“Do it,” he growled against her skin. “Cum for me.”

Her orgasm this time was a silent, profound implosion. Her mouth opened in a soundless scream, her body locking around him, her cunt milking his cock in rhythmic, desperate pulses. The sensation, the visual of her coming apart on top of him, shattered his own control.

With a final, brutal thrust up into her, he emptied himself. A hot, ragged groan was torn from his lungs as he pulsed inside her, his release seeming to go on forever, flooding her depths, claiming her in the most primitive way possible.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their labored breathing. She slumped against him, her face buried in his neck, her body trembling with aftershocks. His own heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped beast.

Slowly, the world seeped back in. The cold kitchen. The distant city lights. The ghost of his wife’s perfume, still lingering somewhere in the house.

Chloe shifted, lifting her head. A slow, cat-like smile spread across her face. She leaned in and slowly, deliberately, licked a bead of sweat from his neck.

Simon’s hands tightened on her hips, not pushing her away, but holding her in place. His voice, when it came, was low, firm, stripped of all hesitation. A new rule, forged in the heat of their sin.

“If you want to stay in this house,” he said, his gaze locking with hers, “you obey me. In every way. My rules. My time. My needs. Is that clear?”

Chloe’s smile deepened. She brought her own fingers to her lips, tasting the mix of their essences. Her eyes never left his.

“Crystal clear.”

3 - Sleepwalking Seduction

“Blaine.”

Riley whispered his name, the sound a soft, trembling breath that vibrated against his skin before she even touched him. In the silvered darkness of the master suite, her hand slid tentatively over the warm, solid expanse of Blaine’s bare chest. She could feel the thrum of his heart beneath her palm—fast, frantic, a rhythm she had sparked.

Blaine’s body went rigid, a slab of marble beneath the heavy sheets. “Riley? what… what are you doing in here?”

She let out a sharp, practiced gasp, pulling her hand back just enough to mimic a reflex. She blinked rapidly, her eyes wide and glazed as she stared around the room as if seeing the heavy velvet curtains and the shadow of his dresser for the first time.

“Oh god,” she whispered, her voice hitching with a convincing note of panic. Instead of pulling away, she scrambled closer, pressing her side against his. The thin, sheer fabric of her t-shirt was a useless barrier; she knew he could feel the hardened peaks of her nipples grazing his arm. “Blaine? Why am I in your bed? I… I must have been sleepwalking again.”

She let a small, shaky breath escape her, making sure he felt the tremble in her frame. “I’m so embarrassed. I didn’t even realize I’d left my room. Where’s Mom?”

She felt the tension in his throat as he swallowed hard. His conscience was clearly putting up a fight, but the heat radiating from him was a primal, electric pull that had nothing to do with being a stepfather.

“She’s at her overnight shift at the hospital, Riley,” he said, his voice rougher than usual. “You know that.”

“Right,” she murmured. She let the “confusion” in her eyes slowly melt, her gaze dropping to his mouth. The darkness of the room made everything feel heavy and hushed. “I forgot. I guess it’s just us, then.”

She didn't move to get up. She just stayed there, her skin humming where it touched his, waiting to see if he would be the one to finally break the silence.

—

Five years. That’s how long she’d shared a roof with him, watched him move through their home with the easy grace of the college linebacker he’d once been. For Riley, those years had been a slow, exquisite torture of unspoken want. It began as a girl’s awkward crush on the handsome man who made her mother laugh. It had matured, deepened, becoming a constant hum beneath her skin, a secret symphony played to the rhythm of his voice, the sight of his muscles shifting under a worn t-shirt as he fixed things around the house, the clean, soap-and-sweat scent that clung to him after a workout.

Her mother, Cynthia, was brilliant, driven, and largely absent. Her high-powered career was a demanding mistress, one that pulled her away for days at a time. Like tonight. Another business trip. Another empty, echoing house. Just Riley and Blaine.

The plan formed with a crystalline clarity. Sleepwalking. It was perfect. Deniable. An accident of the subconscious. She’d waited until the deep silence of two a.m., when the only sound was the old house settling around them. She’d shucked her pajama shorts, standing before her full-length mirror in nothing but the delicate lace panties and the t-shirt, sheer enough to be a ghost of fabric. Her own reflection stared back—eighteen, her body no longer a girl’s, curves where there had been angles, a knowing look in eyes that had once been wide with childish admiration.

The hallway was a canyon of shadows. Her bare feet made no sound on the polished wood floor. His door was ajar, just a sliver. She pushed it open, the hinge sighing softly.

Moonlight filtered through the blinds, painting silver stripes across his sleeping form. He was on his back, one arm thrown above his head, the sheet tangled low around his hips. The defined cut of his abdomen, the powerful slope of his shoulders, were a topography she’d dreamed of mapping. Her mouth went dry. This was her chance.

She slipped inside, the cool air of the room raising goosebumps on her skin. She slid under the sheet, the warmth of his body and the scent of him—clean cotton, male skin, something uniquely Blaine—engulfing her. She molded herself against his side, her arm draping over his stomach. He stirred, a low, sleepy mumble in his throat.

Then she let out a soft, shuddering gasp, jerking as if startled awake. “Oh!”

Once she had successfully pulled him from his sleep, she didn't retreat. She remained pressed against his heat, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm, waiting with bated breath to see exactly how he would react.

A long, taut silence stretched between them. His body was a live wire, every muscle coiled. He didn’t push her away. He didn’t pull her closer. He just… existed, solid and warm and impossibly tense.

“You should go back to your room, kid,” he finally said, but the words lacked conviction. His hand came up, as if to pat her shoulder in a paternal gesture, but it hovered, uncertain.

“I’m not a kid,” she whispered, the words hot against his skin. She lifted her head, finding his eyes in the murky light. Her face was inches from his. “I haven’t been a kid for a long time, Blaine. And you know it.”

His jaw tightened. “Riley, this isn’t—”

“I love you.” The confession spilled out, raw and unvarnished. “I have for years. It’s not a crush. It’s… it’s everything.” Her hand, still splayed on his chest, slid lower, her fingertips tracing the defined line of his hip bone above the waistband of his boxers. He sucked in a sharp breath.

“Your mother—” he began, a desperate, last-ditch protest.

“—is in a hotel room three hundred miles away,” Riley finished, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. She shifted, rolling partly onto him, one of her legs sliding between his. The thin lace of her panties was a maddening, negligible barrier. “What she doesn’t see… won’t hurt her.”

That did it. The last thread of his resistance snapped with an almost audible twang. A guttural sound, half-groan, half-surrender, tore from his throat. His hands, which had been frozen at his sides, came to life. One cupped the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair. The other arm banded around her waist, locking her against him.

And then his mouth was on hers.

There was no softness in the kiss, no polite seeking—only a raw, tectonic shift as he closed the distance and made her breath his own. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of sleep and mint, and she met it with a fervor that surprised even herself. Her arms wound around his neck, pulling him down as she arched up, a soft, desperate sound escaping her. The world narrowed to the slick heat of his mouth, the hard planes of his body, the dizzying reality of finally, finally, finally.

He rolled, a powerful, effortless motion that pinned her beneath him. The weight of him was exquisite, anchoring her to the mattress. He broke the kiss, his breath coming in ragged bursts as he stared down at her, his eyes dark pits of conflict and consuming need in the moonlight. “Riley.”

“Please,” was all she could manage, her hips lifting in a silent, begging arc.

His gaze raked over her, from her flushed face, down the sheer fabric clinging to her breasts, to the shadowed apex of her thighs. His hands went to the hem of her shirt. In one fluid, decisive motion, he pulled it up and over her head, tossing it aside. The cool air kissed her skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of his gaze. His eyes drank her in—the full, pert curves of her breasts, the tight peaks already begging for attention.

Then his attention dropped lower. His fingers hooked into the sides of her lace panties. He didn’t tear them, but the intent was clear. He drew them down her legs, his knuckles grazing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, her calves, her ankles. He tossed the flimsy scrap of fabric aside, leaving her completely bare to him.

He settled between her legs, his large hands spreading her thighs wider. He looked at her, at the glistening evidence of her desire, and a tremor ran through him. “So beautiful,” he murmured, the words so low they were almost inaudible. Then he lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. A flat, broad stroke from the very bottom of her slit all the way up to the swollen, sensitive peak of her clit. Riley cried out, her back bowing off the bed. Her fingers flew to his hair, tangling in the short, thick strands, not to guide him, but to hold on as the world dissolved into sensation.

He was relentless, a man possessed. He licked and sucked, his tongue circling her clit with a precision that made her toes curl. He dipped lower, spearing into her, tasting her deeply before returning to the aching bud with renewed focus. His stubble scraped against her inner thighs, a delicious, rough counterpoint to the wet, silken heat of his mouth. He used his lips, his teeth with just the right amount of gentle pressure, until she was trembling, writhing, a litany of choked pleas and his name falling from her lips.

The coil of pleasure tightened, winding impossibly tight deep in her belly. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rocking against his face, seeking more, more, more. He slid a hand beneath her, gripping the curve of her ass, holding her in place as he feasted. The sounds were obscene, wet and hungry, filling the quiet room.

“Blaine… I’m… oh god…” The warning was a broken whisper.

He hummed against her, the vibration shooting through her like an electric current. It was the final spark. The coil snapped. Pleasure detonated, a white-hot burst that radiated out from her core, convulsing through her entire body. She shook, her cries muffled against her own arm as she bit down to stay quiet, waves of ecstasy washing over her, pulling her under. He didn’t stop, gentling his strokes, drawing out every last shuddering ripple until she was a boneless, gasping wreck beneath him.

He moved up her body, his own breathing harsh. He kissed her stomach, the valley between her breasts, her collarbone, his lips tasting of her. The hard, thick length of him pressed insistently against her hip through his boxers. Riley’s hand, still trembling, slid between them. She pushed her fingers beneath the elastic waistband, finding him.

He was hot silk over steel, velvety and heavy in her palm. He groaned, a raw, animal sound, as her fingers closed around him. She stroked, exploring his length, learning the shape and weight of him. Her thumb swept over the slick head, spreading the bead of moisture that had gathered there. His hips jerked, thrusting into her fist. She could feel the tension in him, the rigid control straining at its limits. She moved her hand faster, twisting her wrist on the upstroke, using the wetness to smooth her way.

“Riley, stop,” he gasped, but it was a plea for the opposite. “If you keep… I’ll…”

“Then don’t wait,” she breathed, releasing him. She hooked her fingers into his boxers and pushed them down. He kicked them off, and then he was there, fully, magnificently naked, poised above her.

He guided himself to her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick, swollen folds. He looked into her eyes, a final, searching question in his.

In answer, she wrapped her legs high around his waist, locking her ankles.

He sank into her in one deep, devastating thrust.

There was a moment of stunning fullness, a stretching, claiming pressure that stole her breath. He was bigger than she’d imagined, filling her completely. He stilled, buried to the hilt, his forehead dropping to hers. “Fuck,” he whispered, the word ragged with awe.

Then he began to move.

It was not gentle. It was primal, a pounding rhythm that drove the breath from her lungs with every snap of his hips. The bedframe, an old, sturdy thing, began a steady, protesting thump against the wall, a bassline to their ragged breathing and the slick, wet sounds of their joining. He braced himself on his elbows, his biceps corded with strain, his eyes locked on hers. Each thrust was deep, purposeful, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Her hands roamed over his back, feeling the powerful muscles flex and roll with each movement. She met him thrust for thrust, rising to meet him, her heels digging into the small of his back. The friction was exquisite, the heat building again, coiling even tighter than before. His mouth found hers, swallowing her moans, his tongue mimicking the relentless rhythm of his hips.

“Harder,” she begged against his lips, and he obliged, his pace becoming punishing, a frantic race towards the edge. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin, their mingled groans, the rhythmic protest of the bed.

“I need…” she panted, “I need to be on top.”

Without breaking stride, he rolled, taking her with him so she now straddled his hips, him still buried deep inside her. She rose up, her hands splayed on his chest for balance, then sank back down, taking him all the way. A slow, experimental roll of her hips made them both gasp.

Then she found her rhythm. She rode him, setting a pace that was all her own—grinding, circling, rising and falling with a growing confidence. The angle was different, allowing him to go even deeper. She threw her head back, her hair cascading down her back, her breasts bouncing with each movement. She could watch his face, see the rapt, tortured pleasure etched there, his hands gripping her hips, guiding her, urging her on.

“That’s it,” he growled, his thumbs digging into her flesh. “Ride me.”

She did. She moved faster, the pleasure cresting again, a towering wave about to break. The feel of him inside her, the sight of him beneath her, the sheer, illicit thrill of it all fused into a single point of incandescent need. Her movements became erratic, desperate.

“Blaine, I’m gonna…”

“Cum for me,” he commanded, his voice thick.

The wave crashed. Her climax tore through her, a silent, screaming release that clenched every muscle in her body. She convulsed around him, her internal muscles milking his length in rhythmic pulses. The intensity of it blurred her vision, tore a ragged sob from her throat.

Feeling her clench around him was his undoing. With a roar he tried to stifle against her shoulder, his own control shattered. His hips pistoned upward, driving into her one last, deep time as he emptied himself inside her in hot, pulsing jets. The sensation of his release, filling her, triggered a secondary, smaller tremor in her own core, prolonging her own pleasure.

They collapsed together in a tangle of sweat-slicked limbs and heaving chests. The only sounds were their ragged breathing and the faint, fading echo of the bed’s complaint. He was still inside her, softening now, a warm, intimate weight.

After a long moment, he shifted, pulling out. He gathered her against him, her back to his chest, his arm a heavy band across her waist. His lips brushed the nape of her neck. “We… we can’t do this again,” he whispered, but his body curled around hers, holding her close.

Riley snuggled deeper into the solid wall of his chest, a slow, triumphant smile spreading across her face. She could still feel the sticky warmth between her thighs, the delicious ache in her muscles, the scent of him and their joining heavy in the air.

“Okay,” she murmured, the picture of sleepy agreement. She closed her eyes, listening to the steady, slowing beat of his heart against her back.

She knew it was a lie. For tonight, at least, her mother’s side of the bed was hers.

4 - Seduced by Her Wealthy Stepdad

The air in the dining room was thick with the scent of roasted lamb and expensive wine, but Andrea felt a different kind of heat. Victor, her mother’s fiancé, sat at the head of the table, a man carved from marble and money. His silvering hair was sharp, his jawline a clean line of authority. He was handsome in a way that felt like a physical weight in the room. Yara, her mother, chattered brightly about floral arrangements, her voice a pleasant hum in the background.

Andrea’s attention was a traitor. It kept slipping to Victor. To the way his tailored shirt stretched across his shoulders when he reached for the salt. To the low, rumbling timbre of his voice when he made a dry comment about the stock market. And his eyes. God, his eyes. They were a pale, piercing blue, and they kept finding hers across the polished mahogany, holding for a second too long before sliding away.

Then she felt it. A slow, deliberate pressure against her shin, beneath the heavy damask tablecloth. The touch was warm, solid. It wasn’t the accidental bump of someone shifting in their seat. It was a statement. Her fork stilled halfway to her mouth. She glanced at Victor. He was listening to Yara, a polite smile on his lips, but his gaze flicked to Andrea. A spark, there and gone. The pressure against her leg didn’t retreat. It lingered, a brand through the thin silk of her dress.

Her pulse, a frantic drum against her ribs, was the only sound she could hear for a long moment. She didn’t pull away.

The next morning, Yara bustled out early to finalize details with the caterer, leaving Andrea alone in the cavernous, sun-drenched silence of Victor’s estate. She wandered the library, her fingers trailing over leather-bound spines she had no intention of reading. Her mind was a riot of that single touch, the look in his eyes.

“Finding anything interesting?”

His voice came from the doorway, smooth as aged whiskey. She turned. He leaned against the frame, dressed in casual trousers and a linen shirt, the sleeves rolled to his elbows. He looked more approachable, more dangerous.

“Just admiring the collection,” she said, her voice tighter than she intended.

He stepped into the room, the space shrinking around him. “It’s mostly for show. I prefer more… tactile pursuits.” He stopped a few feet from her, his presence a tangible force. The scent of him—clean soap, cedar, something inherently masculine—wrapped around her.

“My mother will be back soon,” Andrea said, the words a weak barrier.

“Not for hours.” He took another step. “She’s meticulous. It will take time.”

Andrea’s breath felt shallow. “Victor, this is… you’re marrying my mother.”

A slow smile touched his lips, not quite reaching his eyes. “Yara is a remarkable woman. We have an understanding.”

“An understanding?”

“She knows who I am. What I need.” He closed the final distance. He didn’t touch her, but the heat from his body was a second skin. “There’s a lot you don’t know, Andrea. We have an open relationship. She has her freedoms. I have mine.”

The confession hung in the air, audacious and terrifying. It explained the looks, the touch. It didn’t excuse her own racing heart, the liquid pull low in her belly. An open relationship. The words dismantled her primary defense, leaving only raw, wanting curiosity.

“You’re lying,” she whispered, but it was a plea, not an accusation.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice dropping. “Do I look like a man who needs to lie?”

She did. His gaze was unwavering, confident, hungry. It stripped her bare, seeing the conflict, the interest she tried to hide. Her resistance, a fragile thing, crumbled to dust. The wrongness of it was still there, a sharp edge, but it was suddenly overshadowed by a much more powerful, primal urge. The urge to touch what she’d been staring at all night.

A sound escaped her, a soft, surrendering sigh. That was all the invitation he needed.

His hand came up, cupping her jaw, his thumb stroking the line of her cheekbone. His skin was slightly rough, electric against hers. “I’ve wanted to do this since you walked in,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress.

Then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle exploration. It was a claiming. His lips were firm, insistent, parting hers with an authority that made her knees weak. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of coffee and dark intent. She met him with a desperation that shocked her, her hands flying up to clutch at the solid planes of his shoulders. The kiss was deep, consuming, a floodgate opening. Every thought of her mother, of propriety, was drowned in the sheer sensory overload of him—the taste, the scent, the hard feel of his body aligning with hers.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged against her lips. “Upstairs. Now.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. Taking her hand, he led her from the library, his stride long and purposeful. The grand staircase, the hushed corridors—they passed in a blur. Her world had narrowed to the heat of his palm against hers, the promise in his grip.

His bedroom was a study in masculine luxury: dark woods, a massive bed with crisp linens, a wall of windows overlooking manicured grounds. The door clicked shut, sealing them in a private universe.

He turned her, pressing her back against the door, and took her mouth again. This kiss was even hungrier, his hands roaming her body, mapping her curves through the silk of her dress. He found the zipper at her side and pulled it down in one smooth, decisive motion. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only her lace underwear. The cool air of the room kissed her skin, raising goosebumps, but his gaze was a furnace.

“Beautiful,” he breathed, the word rough with appreciation. His eyes devoured her—the swell of her breasts above the lace cups, the dip of her waist, the curve of her hips.

He shrugged out of his own shirt, revealing a torso that was lean and powerfully built, dusted with silver hair. Andrea’s mouth went dry. She reached for him, her fingers tracing the lines of his abdomen, feeling the muscles jump under her touch. He captured her hand, brought it to the front of his trousers. The hard, thick length of him strained against the fabric.

“Feel what you do to me,” he growled.

She did. Her fingers curled around him, squeezing gently through the material. A sharp hiss escaped his teeth. He fumbled with his belt, the buckle clinking, then unzipped his pants. He pushed them and his boxers down just enough to free himself.

He was fully erect, impressive in both length and girth, the skin smooth and hot under her palm. He guided her hand to wrap around him. “Like this,” he instructed, his voice thick.

She began to stroke him, her movements tentative at first, then gaining confidence as she watched his face. His eyes drifted shut, his jaw tightening. The feel of him in her hand was intoxicating—the solid weight, the silken skin over steel, the faint pulse she could feel at the base. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, and she swirled her thumb over it, smearing the slickness down his shaft. The action drew a deep, guttural sound from his chest.

“Fuck, Andrea,” he muttered.

Emboldened, driven by a need to taste, to consume, she sank to her knees on the plush carpet. The perspective shifted; he loomed above her, a tower of masculine need. She didn’t hesitate. Leaning forward, she flicked her tongue over the broad head, collecting the salty-bitter essence of him. He groaned, his hand coming to tangle in her hair, not forcing, but holding.

She took him into her mouth, slowly, letting her tongue flatten against the sensitive underside. The taste was musky, uniquely him. She relaxed her jaw, taking more of him, her lips forming a tight seal. She began to move, establishing a rhythm—up and down, her tongue working, her free hand cupping and gently squeezing his balls. His grip in her hair tightened, his hips giving tiny, involuntary thrusts. The sounds he made, the ragged breaths, the low curses, fueled her. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, wanting to pull every ounce of pleasure from him.

“Enough,” he rasped, pulling her up by her arms. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He stripped her underwear away, his touch urgent. Then, in one fluid, powerful motion, he hooked his hands under her thighs and lifted her. She gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist as he carried her to the bed. He laid her down in the center of the vast mattress, following her down, his body a welcome weight.

He settled between her thighs, but didn’t enter her. Instead, he kissed a blazing trail down her neck, over her collarbone, until his mouth closed over one taut nipple. He sucked, hard, his tongue lashing the peak until she cried out, her back arching off the bed. He gave the same devastating attention to the other breast, his teeth grazing lightly, making her writhe.

Then he moved lower. His kisses were hot brands across her stomach, her hips. He nudged her legs wider and buried his face between them.

The first stroke of his tongue was a lightning bolt. It was broad and flat, a slow, deliberate lick from her opening to her clit. Andrea’s hands fisted in the sheets. Oh god. He didn’t tease. He feasted. He used his tongue to part her folds, to delve inside her, tasting her deeply before focusing on the swollen, aching bundle of nerves at her apex. He licked and sucked with a focused intensity, his stubble providing a delicious, rough counterpoint to the softness of his mouth. One of his hands came up to knead her breast, pinching her nipple in time with the flicks of his tongue.

The pleasure built in deep, rolling waves, coiling tighter and tighter in her core. She was panting, a litany of “yes” and “please” falling from her lips. He added a finger, then two, sliding them deep inside her, curling them to stroke that perfect, hidden spot. The dual assault—his mouth on her clit, his fingers filling her—was too much. The coil snapped.

Her climax tore through her with a violence that stole her breath. It was a white-hot detonation, radiating out from her center, making her muscles clench and spasm around his fingers. She cried out, a sound ripped from her soul, her body bowing off the bed as the waves crashed over her.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving. He rose over her, his eyes wild with lust, his cock glistening and rock-hard. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick, sensitive flesh.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

Her eyes, glazed with pleasure, found his. He pushed forward, sinking into her in one long, relentless stroke. She was so wet, so open from her orgasm, that he filled her completely, a stretch that was overwhelming in its perfection. He held there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the incredible fullness.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were deep and powerful, each one driving the breath from her lungs. He set a punishing pace from the start, his hips pistoning, the slap of skin on skin a lewd rhythm in the quiet room. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, his gaze locked on hers, as if daring her to look away from the raw carnality of it. Each plunge brushed that magical spot inside her, reigniting sparks of pleasure she thought were spent.

“You feel… incredible,” he grunted, the words strained. “So tight. So fucking perfect.”

She could only moan in response, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back. The bedframe creaked in protest. The world dissolved into sensation: the driving force of him inside her, the friction, the heat, the sheer rightness of his body claiming hers. Another orgasm began to build, different from the first—deeper, slower, a gathering storm.

He seemed to sense it. With a final, brutal thrust, he pulled out, flipping her onto her stomach with surprising ease. “On your knees,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She scrambled to obey, pushing herself up, presenting herself to him. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. He guided himself back into her soaked entrance from behind, the angle even deeper, more invasive. He entered her with a guttural groan.

This position was animalistic, primal. He owned her completely, each thrust jolting her forward. He reached around, his hand finding her clit, rubbing rough, urgent circles as he pounded into her. The dual stimulation tipped her over the edge. Her second climax crashed into her, a seismic event that made her scream into the mattress, her inner muscles milking his length in frantic pulses.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a roar that was pure release, he drove into her one last time, burying himself to the root. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding her depths, pulse after pulse, as he shuddered and collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the bed.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the smell of sex and sweat thick in the air. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. He rolled to the side, pulling her with him, spooning her against his chest. His heart hammered against her back.

They lay in silence, the reality of what they’d done seeping back into the room along with the afternoon sun. Andrea’s mind, hazy with endorphins, began to clear. The guilt was there, a cold knot in her stomach, but it was tangled with the lingering, bone-deep satisfaction of the most intense sexual experience of her life. Was he telling the truth? The question echoed, but it was dulled by the memory of his taste, his touch, the feel of him emptying inside her.

Downstairs, a door opened and closed. Yara’s cheerful voice called out, “Hello? Anyone home?”

Victor’s arm tightened around her. “We should get dressed,” he said, his voice now calm, practical. He pressed a kiss to her bare shoulder, a gesture that felt both intimate and dismissive. “Don’t overthink it, Andrea.”

Andrea stood in the center of the plush rug, her legs trembling as she pulled her lace underwear back into place. The silk dress felt like a costume now, a thin veil over a body that had been thoroughly remapped by Victor’s hands.

“I’ll be down in a moment,” Victor said, already stepping into his trousers with a practiced, casual grace that made her chest tighten. He looked entirely undisturbed, his sharp jawline reset into the mask of the billionaire host.

Andrea fled to the bathroom, splashing cold water on her face to shock the high, frantic flush from her cheeks. In the mirror, her eyes looked darker, haunted by a hunger she hadn't known she possessed until he’d unearthed it. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, her fingers brushing the spot on her neck where his stubble had left a faint, stinging burn.

By the time she reached the top of the stairs, Yara was in the foyer, surrounded by shopping bags and a radiant, oblivious energy.

"There you are, darling!" Yara chirped, looking up. "I found the most exquisite silk runners for the head table. Victor? Are you tucked away in that library again?"

Victor appeared behind Andrea, his hand resting briefly, possessively, on the small of her back before he stepped past her. The touch was a lightning strike, a silent reminder of the weight she’d felt only minutes prior.

"Right here, Yara," Victor said, his voice the same smooth baritone that had been growling in Andrea’s ear. He descended the stairs and pressed a chaste, performative kiss to Yara’s forehead. “What did the caterer say?”

"Oh, absolutely everything is falling into place," Yara said, her eyes bright with the thrill of the hunt. She stepped further into the foyer, peeling off her kid-leather gloves. "The caterer was a dream. We’ve locked in the Beef Wellington for the main—the pastry was so flaky it practically melted during the tasting, and the duxelles is divine. Exactly the kind of rich, heavy comfort you love." She looked at Andrea, her expression softening with motherly concern. "You look a bit pale, honey. Did you get any lunch?"

"I... I wasn't very hungry," Andrea managed, her voice sounding thin and foreign to her own ears.

"The estate can be overwhelming at first," Victor said, his blue eyes flicking to Andrea over Yara’s shoulder. There was no apology in them—only a cold, simmering challenge. "It takes time to adjust to the... atmosphere."

That evening, dinner was a quiet affair. Andrea kept her hands firmly in her lap, her muscles aching with every shift of her weight. She watched her mother laugh at one of Victor's stories, a genuine, happy sound that made the knot of guilt in Andrea’s stomach tighten into a vice.

As she felt his gaze linger on her one last time before he turned back to her mother, Andrea realized with a terrifying jolt that she wasn't looking for a way out.

She was waiting for the next time the door clicked shut.

5 - While Mom is Away

The air in the home office was thick with the scent of old books and the faint, clean ozone of the computer. Ray’s focus was a fragile thing, a thin pane of glass over the churning heat in his gut. It had been like this for weeks, ever since Natalia moved in. Jessica’s daughter. His stepdaughter. A fact he had to repeat to himself like a prayer, a ward against the thoughts that came unbidden.

He heard the soft pad of bare feet on the hardwood floor in the hall before the door creaked open. He didn’t need to look up to know it was her. The energy in the room shifted, the very molecules of air seeming to vibrate with a new, dangerous frequency.

“Hey, Ray. Still working?”

Her voice was a melody of casual innocence, but it carried an undertone, a vibration that went straight to his core. He forced his eyes to stay on the spreadsheet glowing on his monitor. “Just finishing up some quarterly reports. Your mom’s still at the office?”

“Mmm. Said she’d be another two hours, at least.” Natalia drifted into the room, a vision of casual, devastating provocation. She wore faded denim shorts that were more suggestion than garment, hugging the ripe curve of her ass and the powerful length of her thighs. A simple white tank top strained over her full breasts, the thin cotton doing nothing to conceal the dark shadow of her nipples or the gentle sway of their weight as she moved.

She leaned against the edge of his heavy oak desk, just within his peripheral vision. The scent of her—coconut shampoo, warm skin, something uniquely, intoxicatingly her—washed over him. “This house gets so quiet when she’s not here.”

Ray’s throat was dry. “It does.”

He felt her gaze on him, a physical touch. He made the mistake of glancing up. She was leaning forward, elbows on the desk, her cleavage a deep, shadowed valley presented for his inspection. The neckline of her tank top gaped, offering a glimpse of the soft, pale underside of a breast. Her eyes, a deep brown like dark honey, held his. There was no mistaking the look in them now. The playful mask had slipped, revealing a raw, hungry curiosity.

“You work too hard,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “You should take a break.”

“I’m alright,” he said, the words sounding weak even to him. His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs.

She pushed off the desk and walked around it, coming to stand beside his chair. Her hip brushed his shoulder. A jolt of electricity, pure and sharp, shot through him. “You sure?” Her fingers, light as moth wings, trailed across the back of his neck, just above his collar. The touch was fleeting, but it branded him. “You seem… tense.”

He couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Every moral boundary, every thread of loyalty to Jessica, screamed at him to stand up, to leave the room. But a deeper, older instinct held him rooted to the spot. Desire, thick and syrupy, flooded his veins, drowning out the protests.

“Natalia… this isn’t…” The sentence died in his mouth.

“Isn’t what?” she asked, her tone all faux-innocence. She moved to stand in front of him, between him and the desk. Her hands came to rest on the arms of his office chair, caging him in. She leaned down, bringing her face close to his. Her breath was sweet. “We’re just talking. Two adults in a quiet house.”

Her knee nudged his legs apart, and she stepped into the space, her denim-clad thighs brushing against the inside of his. The heat of her was immense. Through his chinos, he knew she could feel the hard, undeniable evidence of his arousal. He saw the knowledge flash in her eyes, a spark of triumph.

“See?” she whispered, her lips a hair’s breadth from his ear. “You want to. I’ve seen you looking at me. In the kitchen. By the pool.” Her tongue darted out, tracing the shell of his ear. He shuddered, a full-body convulsion of need. “It’s okay. She’ll never know.”

The last thread of resistance snapped. The words were a permission slip, a descent into a thrilling, terrifying freedom. He let out a ragged breath, his head falling back against the headrest. His hands, which had been clenched into fists on his thighs, relaxed.

That was all the invitation she needed.

A slow, wicked smile spread across her lips. She lowered herself, not onto his lap, but to her knees on the plush office rug. The sight of her there, between his legs, her face level with his groin, sent a fresh surge of blood pounding into his cock. Her hands went to his belt buckle. The click of the release was deafening in the silent room. The rasp of his zipper being drawn down was the sound of a world ending, and a new, illicit one beginning.

She didn’t ask. She didn’t hesitate. Her small, cool hands slipped inside his open pants, beneath the waistband of his boxer briefs. Her fingers closed around him, and Ray saw stars. A choked, guttural sound escaped him. Her touch was firm, knowing, her thumb sweeping over the slick bead of moisture already gathered at his tip.

“Oh, Ray,” she breathed, her eyes wide with a kind of reverent greed as she looked at his length in her hand. “You’re so much bigger than I imagined.”

She began to stroke him, a slow, deliberate pump of her fist. Up, then down, twisting slightly at the apex. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently in their sac. The sensations were overwhelming, a direct line of pleasure firing from his groin to his brain, short-circuiting all thought. His hips lifted off the chair, pushing himself deeper into her grip. His hands found the arms of the chair again, gripping the leather until his knuckles turned white.

He could only watch, mesmerized, as she freed his cock, pushing his pants and boxers down around his hips. She brought her face closer. Her lips parted. Her tongue emerged, a pink point, and she leaned forward to lap at the head of his cock. A hot, wet stripe of pure sensation. He jerked in her hand.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

She took him into her mouth.

The heat was sublime. The wet, silken pressure of her lips sliding down his shaft was a kind of heaven he’d forgotten existed. She took him deep, her nose pressing into the coarse hair at his base, her throat working around him. A low, humming moan vibrated from her into the very core of him. Her eyes were closed, lashes fanning against her cheeks, a picture of absolute concentration and pleasure.

She began to move. Up and down, her head bobbing in a rhythm that was both practiced and eager. One hand stayed at the root of him, working in tandem with her mouth, while the other drifted down, her fingers tracing the sensitive skin of his perineum. The dual assault was exquisite, maddening. Pleasure coiled tight in his belly, a spring ready to snap. He tangled one hand in her long, dark hair, not guiding, just needing to feel connected to this moment, to her.

“Natalia… I’m gonna…” The warning was torn from him.

She pulled off with a wet, obscene pop. A string of saliva connected her swollen lips to his glistening crown. “Not yet,” she said, her voice husky. She got to her feet, her movements fluid. Her eyes were dark pools of intent. “I want you inside me.”

In one swift motion, she turned and bent over his desk. She shoved his keyboard and monitor aside with a careless sweep of her arm. The mouse clattered to the floor. She braced her hands on the polished oak, presenting herself to him. The denim shorts were taut over the perfect, round globes of her ass. She looked back over her shoulder, her expression a mix of challenge and raw need. “Now, Ray.”

He stood on legs that felt like water. His pants and boxers slid down around his ankles. He kicked them off. He stepped up behind her, his hands going to her hips. The denim was rough under his palms. He found the button, flicked it open. The zipper hissed down. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and the flimsy lace of her panties beneath and pulled them both down to her knees in one rough yank.

She was bare. Exposed. The sight stole the breath from his lungs. The delicate, pink folds of her pussy were already glistening, swollen with want. A faint, musky scent, uniquely hers, rose to meet him. He ran a hand over the curve of her ass, then let his fingers dip between her legs. She was soaking wet, hot as a furnace. A sharp, keening cry broke from her lips as he touched her, his fingers sliding through her slickness, finding her swollen clit.

“Please,” she begged, pushing her hips back against his hand. “Please, just fuck me. I need it.”

He needed no further urging. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her wet heat. He placed a hand on the small of her back, holding her steady. With a single, powerful thrust of his hips, he sheathed himself inside her to the hilt.

They cried out in unison. A sharp, guttural sound from him, a high, shattered moan from her. She was unbelievably tight, a velvet fist clenching around him, hot and impossibly wet. For a moment, he just stayed there, buried to the root, savoring the feeling of being completely enveloped by her. The forbidden rightness of it.

Then he began to move.

He set a punishing pace from the start, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in with a force that shook the heavy desk. Each thrust punched a gasp or a moan from her lips. The room filled with the sounds of their joining: the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, their ragged breathing, the creak of the desk under their combined weight.

“Yes… oh god, yes… just like that,” Natalia chanted, her words breaking on each inward drive. She pushed back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust, taking him deeper. One of her hands left the desk and snaked between her own legs, her fingers frantically circling her clit.

The sight of her touching herself while he fucked her from behind was the most erotic thing Ray had ever witnessed. His own pleasure was a wildfire, spreading from the intense friction of her cunt around his cock to every nerve ending in his body. He watched, mesmerized, as her back arched, her muscles tightening. Her moans climbed in pitch, becoming desperate, fractured.

“I’m… I’m gonna cum…” she wailed, her body beginning to tremble violently around him.

Her climax triggered his. The tight coil in his belly snapped. A wave of pure, blinding ecstasy tore through him, starting from the base of his spine and erupting outward. With a roar that was part agony, part release, he buried himself as deep as he could go and pulsed inside her. Jet after hot jet of his cum filled her, each spasm wringing a corresponding convulsion from her own clenching channel. The world dissolved into a white-hot haze of sensation.

For long moments, the only sounds were their heaving breaths. Ray slumped over her, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades, his body still joined with hers. The aftershocks of her orgasm still fluttered around his softening cock. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. A trickle of their combined fluids traced a path down her inner thigh.

He stumbled back, collapsing into his office chair, utterly spent. Natalia slowly straightened up, pulling her shorts and panties back up with shaky hands. She turned to face him. Her face was flushed, her lips kiss-swollen, her hair a wild, beautiful mess. She looked utterly debauched. And she was smiling.

She walked to him, leaned down, and placed a soft, lingering kiss on his lips. He could taste himself on her. “See?” she murmured against his mouth. “I told you it would be okay.”

Reality came crashing back in, cold and sharp. Guilt, immediate and corrosive, flooded the space where desire had been. He looked at her, this beautiful, dangerous girl who was his wife’s daughter. What had he done?

“Natalia… you can’t… we can’t ever…” The words tumbled out, panicked. “Jessica can never know. Promise me.”

She straightened up, her smile turning sly, knowing. She traced a finger along his stubbled jaw. “I promise, Ray. My lips are sealed.” She leaned in again, her voice dropping to a whisper that held a world of future temptation. “But I want to do it again.”

6 - The Lawyer’s Taboo Affair

“What my mom doesn’t know won’t hurt her.”

Rebecca’s voice was a low, confident murmur, the words hanging in the sun-drenched silence of the study. She perched on the edge of Marcus’s massive oak desk, a vision of youth and deliberate provocation. The thin cotton of her sundress was a pale yellow, the hem riding high on her thighs. The neckline dipped, and the soft, unbound curves of her breasts were clearly visible beneath the fabric, the peaks of her nipples pressing against the sun-warmed cotton. She had just turned twenty-two. Her mother, his wife, was at a spa two hours away.

Marcus’s world tilted. The leather-bound legal tome in his hand felt suddenly absurd, a relic from a life that seemed to be happening to someone else. He was fifty, a man who built fortresses of precedent and procedure. This was a breach of contract he could never recover from.

“Rebecca,” he managed, the name a dry scrape in his throat. “You can’t be serious.”

“I’m always serious about what I want.” She leaned back, bracing her palms on the polished wood, letting the dress ride even higher. The afternoon light caught the golden down on her thighs. “And I’ve wanted you for a long time. Since before the wedding, if I’m honest.”

He set the book down with a deliberate thud. The air in the room grew thick, syrupy with the scent of old paper, lemon wood polish, and something new—the clean, sun-drenched scent of her skin, a younger, brighter version of his wife Elena’s perfume. That was the hook, the terrible, irresistible lure. She wasn’t just a beautiful girl; she was a beautiful echo. The same arch of the brow, the same full lower lip, the same intelligent, challenging light in her hazel eyes. But where Elena’s gaze held the quiet confidence of a life fully lived, Rebecca’s burned with the hungry, acquisitive fire of a life just beginning to be claimed.

“I love your mother,” he said, the statement automatic, a mantra to steady himself.

“I know you do.” A small, knowing smile played on her lips. “This isn’t about love. It’s about… curiosity. An itch. Don’t tell me you haven’t felt it. Every time I’ve walked past you in a swimsuit. Every time I’ve leaned over your shoulder to look at a case file.”

He had. God, he had. He’d catalogued those moments like forbidden evidence, locking them away in a mental vault marked Do Not Open. The sight of her in a turquoise bikini last summer, water beading on her stomach. The brush of her hair against his cheek as she peered at his computer screen. The way she’d laugh, full-throated and unselfconscious, a sound that made Elena smile and made something darker uncoil in his own gut.

His silence was his confession. She saw it, her smile widening, becoming triumphant. She swung her legs, the soles of her bare feet brushing against the front of his trousers. A casual, devastating contact.

“She’s gone until Sunday night,” Rebecca whispered, as if sharing a secret. “The house is empty. Just us.”

The fortress walls crumbled. It wasn’t a slow erosion but a sudden, catastrophic collapse, buried under the weight of a temptation he’d secretly nurtured for years. He took a step forward, then another, until he stood between her spread knees. The heat from her body reached him first, a radiant wave. He could see the faint pulse at the base of her throat.

He didn’t kiss her. Not yet. He brought a hand up, his fingers—the same fingers that drafted million-dollar settlements—trembling slightly as they traced the strap of her sundress where it had slipped off her shoulder. The skin there was impossibly smooth, warm as a sunbaked stone. He pushed the strap down, following its path with his thumb, over the curve of her shoulder, down the slope of her upper arm. The dress gaped, revealing more of her breast, the pale, perfect swell of it.

Rebecca’s breathing changed. It lost its teasing rhythm, grew shallow and quick. Her eyes flared, the pupils swallowing the hazel. “Marcus,” she breathed, and it wasn’t a taunt anymore. It was a plea.

That broke him.

He closed the final distance, his mouth crashing down on hers. It was not a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a release of a pressure valve held shut for too long. Her lips were softer than Elena’s, fuller, and they opened for him without hesitation. Her tongue met his, hot and slick, a bold, eager dance. She tasted of mint iced tea and the faint, sweet trace of the peach she’d eaten at lunch.

He groaned into her mouth, his hands coming up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking the high cut of her cheekbones. She responded with a low, hungry sound, her own hands flying to his shirt, fumbling with the buttons. The crisp cotton gave way, and her palms were on his chest, sliding over the sprinkle of grey hair, nails scraping lightly. The sensation was electric, a direct line to his already-hardening cock.

He broke the kiss, his own breath ragged. He looked at her, her lips swollen and glistening, her eyes heavy-lidded. “You’re sure?” The lawyer in him had to ask, had to establish consent on the record, even as his body screamed to proceed.

In answer, she grabbed his hands and placed them on her hips. Then, holding his gaze, she slowly, deliberately, hitched the hem of her sundress up around her waist.

She wore nothing underneath.

The sight was profoundly lewd, and it punched the air from his lungs. The neat triangle of dark blonde curls was glistening, already damp. Her thighs were parted just enough, an open invitation. The afternoon sun illuminated every detail, every delicate fold.

“Fuck,” he exhaled, the crude word torn from him.

He didn’t wait. One hand slid from her hip, over the flat plane of her stomach, through the soft curls, and found her. She was hot and slick, the flesh swollen and yielding. He pressed the pad of his middle finger against her entrance, then slid it inside, just to the first knuckle.

Rebecca cried out, a sharp, genuine sound that echoed in the quiet study. Her head fell back, exposing the long line of her throat. “Yes,” she hissed. “More.”

He gave her more. He added a second finger, sinking them deep into her tight, clutching heat. She was so wet, the sound obscenely loud in the stillness. He curled his fingers, searching, and found the rough, ridged spot inside her. He pressed.

Her whole body bowed off the desk. “Oh god, right there!”

Her hands flew out, scrambling for purchase on the polished wood. He worked his fingers in and out, a steady, relentless rhythm, his thumb finding the hard little nub above and circling it with firm, deliberate pressure. He watched her face, watched pleasure dismantle her composure. Her mouth fell open, her eyes squeezed shut, a flush spreading from her chest up to her cheeks. She was panting, little broken sounds escaping with each exhale.

“You’re so wet,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “So ready. Is this for me? All for me?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her hips rocking against his hand, meeting his thrusts. “All for you. Always… wanted you to… fuck…”

Her own language disintegrated. She was close, trembling on the edge, her inner muscles fluttering wildly around his fingers. But he withdrew, slowly, dragging his soaked fingers out of her.

She whimpered in protest, her eyes flying open, glazed with need.

“Not yet,” he said, his own control a thin, fraying wire. He brought his glistening fingers to his mouth, tasted her. Tangy, musky, uniquely her. The primal act made her stare, her lips parting in awe.

Then her focus dropped to the prominent bulge straining against his trousers. Her hands were there in an instant, clumsy in their urgency. She wrestled with his belt, got the buckle open, yanked down the zipper. She pushed the fabric aside and wrapped her hand around him. Her touch was electric. He was fully hard, thick and heavy in her grasp.

“God, look at you,” she whispered, her eyes wide. Without another word, she slid off the desk and onto her knees on the Persian rug.

The sight of her there, between his legs, her sundress pooled around her waist, her breasts bare and beautiful, her mouth hovering inches from his cock, was the most erotic thing Marcus had ever witnessed. She didn’t tease. She took him in hand, guided the broad head to her lips, and opened her mouth.

The heat was instantaneous, overwhelming. She took him deep, her tongue flattening against the sensitive underside as she swallowed him to the back of her throat. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound, and his hands tangled in her hair. She pulled back, saliva-slick, then dove down again, establishing a deep, hungry rhythm. Her head bobbed, her cheeks hollowing. She used her hand in tandem, stroking the base as she sucked the length. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room, a filthy counterpoint to their ragged breathing. He could feel the tension in his balls drawing tight, a dangerous, gathering storm.

“Enough,” he gritted out, pulling her up by her arms. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He turned her, bending her over the very desk where, just an hour ago, he’d been annotating a torts textbook. He pushed the dress up around her waist again, exposing the perfect, pale globes of her ass and the damp, waiting cleft between her legs. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on the small of her back, the other guiding himself to her entrance. The head of his cock nudged against her slick folds.

“Please,” she begged, pushing her hips back in a desperate little circle. “Marcus, please, I need it.”

He drove into her in one long, smooth, devastating thrust.

She screamed, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure sensation. She was so tight, a hot, velvety vise clamping around him, and so impossibly wet that he slid in to the hilt without resistance. He stilled for a moment, buried deep, letting them both feel the shocking fullness, the perfect fit.

Then he began to move.

He set a hard, driving pace from the start, each withdrawal followed by a deep, penetrating slam back into her depths. The desk shuddered with every thrust, papers rustling, a pen rolling to the floor with a clatter. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, holding her steady as he fucked her. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin on skin, was a sharp, rhythmic slap.

“Yes! Just like that!” Rebecca chanted, her voice muffled against the wood. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts with equal force. “Harder! Don’t you dare hold back!”

He obeyed, his own civilized facade obliterated. He was just a man, fucking a beautiful, willing girl with a desperate, single-minded intensity. The pleasure was a white-hot wire, coiling from his cock up his spine. He could feel her inner walls beginning to convulse, rhythmic clenches that milked him exquisitely.

“I’m… I can’t…” she sobbed, her body tensing like a drawn bowstring.

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice a dark rasp. “Come on my cock, Rebecca.”

It was the use of her name that did it. Her climax tore through her with a violence that made her shriek. Her back arched, her entire body seizing, her internal muscles clamping down on him in a series of frantic, fluttering pulses. The intensity of her orgasm triggered his own. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself as deep as he could go and let go. His release was a roaring tide, surging up from his core and erupting into her in hot, pulsing jets. He groaned, a long, shuddering sound of utter surrender, his hips jerking involuntarily as he emptied himself inside her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh, panting breaths and the faint, settling creak of the old desk. He stayed inside her, softening, feeling the aftershocks tremble through her body. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out. The sight of his spend already beginning to leak from her, onto her inner thighs, was a potent, possessive mark that sent a fresh, illicit thrill through him.

They cleaned up in silence with tissues from his desk drawer, the mundane act surreal after what had just transpired. Rebecca pulled her dress back down, her movements languid, sated. She turned to face him, her face flushed, her lips kiss-bruised, her eyes holding a new, knowing light.

He felt a wild, surging adrenaline, the kind he hadn’t felt since winning his first major case. It was mixed with a profound, gut-churning guilt, but the adrenaline was winning.

As she smoothed her hair and made to leave, she paused at the study door. She looked back at him, over her shoulder, the ghost of her earlier smile playing on her lips.

“Come to my bedroom,” she whispered, her voice a low, promising hum. “Tonight, after my mom is asleep. I want to feel you inside me again.”

7 - Punished by Stepdad

The stale scent of cigarettes and cheap beer clung to Trixie like a second skin as she fumbled her key into the lock. The digital clock on the microwave in the kitchen glowed a silent, damning 12:07 AM. Two hours. A smirk played on her gloss-smeared lips. Perfect.

The living room was dark except for the cold blue glow of the television, muted and casting long shadows. He was a silhouette in his armchair, a statue carved from military discipline and simmering rage. Colton didn’t move as she kicked the door shut with a deliberate thud, didn’t flinch as she dropped her purse on the floor with a clatter of loose contents.

“You’re late.” His voice was low, a gravelly rumble that vibrated in the still air. It wasn’t a question.

Trixie sauntered into the room, the short, pleated skirt of her schoolgirl costume—a choice made specifically for this moment—swishing audibly against her thighs. She made a show of looking at her bare wrist. “Am I? My watch must be broken. Sir.” Her tone was pure Karo syrup and strychnine.

He stood then, unfolding to his full, imposing height. The light from the TV caught the hard line of his jaw, the tight set of his mouth. “Your curfew is ten. Your mother is away. The rules don’t change.”

“Your rules,” Trixie shot back, taking a step closer. The smell of his soap, something clean and sharp, cut through her own haze. “You’re not my father. You’re just the guy fucking my mom who thinks he can play house.”

A muscle ticked in his cheek. “Watch your mouth.”

“Or what?” she breathed, closing the distance until she was a foot away, tilting her head up to meet his stormy gaze. She saw it then, the flicker behind the anger. The tightness in his shoulders that wasn’t just irritation. It was a current, a live wire she’d been poking for months. “You’ll ground me? Take away my phone? Ooh, I’m so scared.” She let her voice drop to a conspiratorial whisper. “But I don’t think that’s what you really want. All this barking about clean rooms and curfews… it’s just because you’re dying to get your hands on me, isn’t it?”

He went utterly still. “You’re crossing a line, Trixie.”

“What line? The one where you stop pretending?” Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum of triumph and fear. This was the precipice. She leaned in, her breath ghosting over his chin. “You should just kick me out. That’s what a real stepdad would do, right? Send the nasty, bratty little slut packing.”

His hand shot out, but it didn’t strike her. It gripped her upper arm, fingers digging in with a pressure that promised a bruise. “Don’t tempt me.”

The pain was a bright, clarifying spark. It was working. She grinned, a wild, reckless thing. “Too late.”

With her free hand, she gathered the hem of her tiny skirt. She watched his eyes, holding his gaze as she slowly, deliberately, pulled the fabric up to her waist.

The air left his lungs in a sharp, silent rush.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. The pale, smooth plane of her lower stomach, the neat thatch of dark curls below, were fully exposed in the television’s ghostly light. She stood there, letting him look, letting the reality of her dare sink in. Her skin prickled under his stare, a flush of heat spreading from her core outwards.

“Go on,” she taunted, her voice trembling only slightly. “Do something about it.”

For a long, suspended second, the world held its breath. She saw the war in his eyes—duty, propriety, a lifetime of rigid control battling against a raw, hungry thing she’d unleashed.

Control lost.

A guttural sound tore from his throat, a growl that was pure animal surrender. In one fluid, powerful motion, he bent, hooked an arm behind her knees, and threw her over his shoulder. The world upended. The ceiling swam above her, the floor rushed past below. She gasped, more from shock than fear, as he carried her from the living room, her skirt falling back down to uselessly cover nothing.

He didn’t take her to her room. He shouldered open the door to the master bedroom—the room he shared with her mother. He didn’t lay her down. He threw her. She landed in the center of the large bed with a soft bounce, the dark comforter cool against her bare legs.

He was on her before she could right herself. A large, calloused hand clamped on the back of her neck, not hurting, but pinning her in place as she lay on her stomach. His weight settled beside her hip.

“You want to act like a brat,” his voice was a hot, rough whisper against her ear. “You’ll be treated like one.”

The first smack landed.

It wasn’t a tap. It was a solid, open-palmed crack that echoed in the quiet room, a burst of stunning, bright pain that radiated across the full curve of her right cheek. She cried out, a sharp, involuntary sound.

“You disrespect this house,” he said, and another spank fell, on the same spot, deepening the sting into a throbbing heat.

She squirmed, but his hand on her neck was an iron band.

Smack. Left cheek this time. The pain was different now, layered, melting into a strange, pooling warmth low in her belly. A gasp caught in her throat, morphing into something else, something breathy and weak.

“You disrespect your mother.” Smack.

“You disrespect me.” Smack.

With each blow, the initial shock transmuted. The sharp bite blossomed into a deep, resonant ache, a heat that seeped through her skin and coiled tight inside her. She was panting into the comforter, her fingers clutching the fabric. She wasn’t trying to get away anymore. She was pushing back, subtly, meeting each strike, wanting the next.

He must have felt the change. The resistance bleeding into invitation. He stopped. The sudden absence of the punishment was its own shock. His hand, so brutal a moment before, smoothed over the heated, tender flesh of her ass, a rough, possessive caress that made her whimper.

Then he was moving her. He flipped her onto her back with an effortless strength that left her dizzy. She stared up at him, her chest heaving, her lips parted. His face was a mask of fierce intent, all hard angles and shadowed hunger. He didn’t say a word. He just hooked his hands under her knees, pushed her legs up and apart, and buried his face between them.

The first touch of his mouth was a lightning strike.

It wasn’t gentle. It was devouring. His tongue, broad and demanding, laved a firm, wet stripe from her opening to her clit, and her back arched clear off the bed, a broken cry tearing from her lungs. He didn’t tease. He consumed. One hand kept her leg hooked over his shoulder, the other came down to splay across her lower belly, holding her in place as his mouth worked her.

He licked into her, deep and thorough, tasting every bit of her. He sucked her clit between his lips, applying a rhythmic, relentless pressure that had her thrashing, her heels digging into his back. The sensations were too much, a chaotic overload—the abrasive scratch of his five-o’clock shadow against her inner thighs, the hot, wet suction of his mouth, the firm press of his hand pinning her down. The earlier sting from the spanking was a live wire connected directly to the frantic, building tension between her legs.

“Oh, god—Colton, please—” she babbled, her hands flying to his hair, not to push him away but to fist in the short, coarse strands, holding him to her.

He growled against her, the vibration shooting through her core. He added a finger, then two, pushing them inside her with no preamble, curling them upwards. The stretch was exquisite, filling the empty, clenching ache. He fucked her with his fingers in a steady, penetrating rhythm while his tongue circled her clit, over and over, a perfect, devastating coordination.

The climax built not as a wave but as a seismic shift, starting deep in the pit of her stomach and radiating outwards, tightening every muscle. She felt her own wetness coating his chin, heard the obscene, slick sounds of his mouth on her. The world narrowed to that point of contact, to the pressure of his fingers, the pull of his lips.

It broke with a violence that stole her voice. A silent, open-mouthed scream as her body convulsed, clamping down around his fingers, her hips bucking wildly against his relentless mouth as he drank every pulse, every shudder, until she was a trembling, oversensitive wreck, pushing weakly at his head.

He pulled back, his lips glistening, his breathing ragged. He looked at her, her legs still spread, her body flushed and glistening with sweat. Without a word, he stood, unbuckling his belt, the leather sliding free with a sharp hiss. He pushed his jeans and boxers down just enough to free himself.

He was thick, fully erect, the head flushed a dark red. He gripped himself, gave a slow, firm stroke, his eyes never leaving hers.

“My turn,” he said, his voice shredded.

He came down over her, his weight pressing her into the mattress. He guided himself to her entrance, the broad tip nudging against her slick, swollen flesh. He paused, his face inches from hers. “This is what you wanted. Now take it.”

He pushed inside.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She was still fluttering from her orgasm, tight and sensitive, and he filled her with a single, inexorable thrust that buried him to the hilt. She cried out, a sharp sound of overwhelming fullness. He didn’t let her adjust. He withdrew almost completely and slammed back in, setting a punishing, deep rhythm from the start.

Each thrust jolted through her, a collision of flesh that drove the air from her lungs. The bedframe knocked against the wall with a steady, rhythmic thud. He braced himself on his elbows, his body a cage of heat and muscle around her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels locking at the small of his back, pulling him deeper, meeting him thrust for thrust. The friction was brutal, perfect, the drag of him inside her stoking the embers of her pleasure back into a flame.

“Such a brat,” he grunted into her ear, his breath hot. “Such a filthy, disobedient little girl.”

She could only moan, her head thrashing side to side. He captured her mouth in a searing, dominant kiss, swallowing her sounds, his tongue mimicking the thrust of his hips. The taste of herself on his lips was wildly erotic.

He shifted then, rolling them both with a strength that left her reeling. Suddenly she was on top, straddling him, him still buried deep inside her. She sat up, her hands braced on his hard chest, looking down at him. His hands came to her hips, gripping hard, guiding her as she began to move.

This was different. She controlled the pace, the angle. She rose up, feeling him almost slip out, then sank down, taking him all the way, a slow, grinding descent that made them both groan. She found a rhythm, rolling her hips, circling, feeling him rub against a spot inside that made stars burst behind her eyelids. She threw her head back, her hair tumbling down her back, riding him with a desperate, rising frenzy.

“Faster,” he commanded, his voice tight.

She obeyed, bouncing on him, the slapping sounds of their joining filling the room. His hands left her hips, one moving to her clit, his thumb making tight, rapid circles. The other hand pinched her nipple. The dual assault was too much. Her movements became erratic, her inner muscles beginning to clench and spasm around him.

“Not yet,” he growled.

He suddenly sat up, wrapping his arms around her to flip her again, onto her hands and knees this time. He pulled her hips back, entering her from behind in one deep, reclaiming stroke.

He fucked her like this, one hand fisted in her hair, pulling her head back, arching her spine. The other hand gripped her hip, his fingers digging in. The angle was deeper, more animalistic. Each thrust hit a place that made her see white. She was babbling, begging, though for what she didn’t know—more, less, to never stop.

The hand in her hair tightened. “Cum for me,” he ordered, his voice a raw scrape. “Now.”

It was the command, the sheer dominance in his tone, that tipped her over. Her second climax ripped through her, a cataclysm that locked her muscles and tore a ragged scream from her throat. She clenched around him, milking him, and with a final, brutal thrust and a guttural shout, he followed her over, his release pumping into her in hot, pulsing jets.

He collapsed over her back, his weight a heavy, welcome anchor as they both gasped for air, slick with sweat, trembling. He stayed inside her for a long minute, both of them regaining their senses in the aftermath.

Slowly, he pulled out. He rolled onto his back beside her. The room was silent except for their ragged breathing.

After a moment, he turned his head on the pillow to look at her. His expression was no longer furious. It was calm, possessive, certain.

“From now on,” he said, his voice low and final, “you follow my rules. To the letter. Or you get disciplined. Every. Single. Night.”

Trixie lay on her stomach, her cheek pressed to the damp comforter, a slow, sated smile spreading across her face. Her body hummed with the echoes of him, sore and thoroughly used in the best way possible.

She was already planning to break another rule tomorrow.

8 - A Big Mistake

Excerpt from Daddy’s Virgin by Vivienne Blue:

The crying had been quiet at first, a muffled storm she tried to swallow into her pillow. It had started the moment her phone screen lit up, displaying Chris’s final, cowardly text: This isn’t working. I’m tired of waiting. I need more.

The sobs broke free then, ugly and gasping. She was eighteen, a freshman in college, living at home to save money. She was supposed to be having adventures. Instead, she was curled in her childhood bedroom, feeling like a broken toy a boy had tired of.

The door creaked open twenty minutes later.

“Addy?” Vince’s voice was careful, a gentle probe in the dim afternoon light filtering through her pale blue curtains. Her mom, Lisa, wouldn’t be home from her shift at the hospital for hours.

She burrowed deeper into the pillow, mortified. “Go away.”

She heard his soft sigh, the rustle of his cotton work shirt as he stepped inside anyway. He didn’t turn on the light. He just stood there for a moment, a broad silhouette against the hallway glow. “Talk to me.”

What came out was a choked jumble. “Chris. He broke up. With me. I told him I wasn’t ready, and he didn’t want to wait.”

A long pause. Then the floorboards groaned as Vince came closer, settling on the floor beside her bed, his back against her nightstand. He was close enough that she could see the concern etched into the lines of his face, the earnest depth of his brown eyes. At thirty-eight, her stepfather carried himself with a solid, quiet confidence that boys like Chris could only mimic. His forearms, resting on his knees, were corded with muscle from weekend projects in the garage.

“He’s an idiot,” Vince said, the words simple and absolute. “A shortsighted, impatient kid who doesn’t have a clue what he’s throwing away.”

The raw conviction in his tone made fresh tears well. “He called me a prude. He said no guy would wait for… for that.”

“Wait for what, Addison? For you to be sure?” Vince shook his head, a faint, disgusted smile touching his lips. “That’s what a real man does. He waits. He makes sure. He respects you.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. The space between them, the quiet of the house, felt charged, like the air before a summer thunderstorm. All her secret glances at him over the dinner table, the way her skin prickled when he passed behind her chair, the forbidden fantasies that haunted her late at night—they coalesced into a single, terrifying impulse.

“I don’t want a boy like Chris,” she whispered, the words barely audible. She pushed herself up on one elbow, facing him. Her blonde hair was a tangled mess, her blue eyes wide and swimming. “I want… I wish I could meet someone like you.”

Vince stilled. His gaze, usually so warm and paternal, sharpened, scanning her face. “Addison…”

“It’s true.” The dam broke. The confession, practiced a thousand times in her head, tumbled out in a rush. “I see how you are with Mom. How you look at her. How you listen. Chris never listened. He just… pushed. And I’m not ready for him. But I think…” She swallowed, the pulse in her throat a frantic drumbeat. “I think I’d be ready for you. I want my first time to be with someone who knows what they’re doing. Someone I trust. I want it to be with you.”

Silence. Thick, heavy, screaming silence.

Vince’s jaw tightened. A muscle flickered in his cheek. He looked away, out the window, his shoulders tense. “That’s… God, Addison. That’s not something we can even talk about. It’s wrong. I’m married to your mother. I’m…” He dragged a hand over his face. When he looked back at her, his eyes were dark, conflicted. A storm. “You have no idea what you’re asking.”

“But you want it too,” she breathed, the observation slipping out. She’d seen it—the way his eyes sometimes lingered on her legs in her shorts a second too long, the way he’d quickly look away if she caught him.

He didn’t deny it. That was the lightning strike. He just stared at her, his chest rising and falling a little faster. The denial was in the air, but the admission was in his silence.

It was all the invitation she needed.

Moving slowly, as if in a dream, she slid off the bed and knelt on the carpet in front of him, putting them at eye level. The frayed hem of her denim shorts brushed his knees. She reached out, her fingers trembling, and touched his cheek. His skin was warm, slightly rough with evening stubble.

"Vince," she whispered.

His control shattered.

A low sound, almost a growl, rumbled in his chest. His hands came up, one cupping the back of her head, the other gripping her waist. And then his mouth was on hers.

The kiss wasn't an exploration, but an invasion that scorched away the memory of anyone else. His lips were firm, demanding, parting hers with an urgency that stole her breath. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting her, and the sensation was so profoundly adult, so different from the sloppy, rushed kisses Chris had given her. This was deep, wet, and hungry. It sparked a fire low in her belly, a sharp, sudden ache that made her whimper into his mouth.

She kissed him back, tentatively at first, then with growing fervor, her hands clutching at his shoulders. The cotton of his shirt strained under her fingers. He tasted of coffee and mint and something uniquely, essentially him.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. His eyes were black with desire. “We can’t,” he muttered, but his hands were already moving, sliding under the hem of her thin cotton tank top. His palms were hot against the skin of her back.

“Please,” was all she could say, arching into his touch.

That single word was the final key.

In one fluid motion, he stood, pulling her up with him. His hands went to the hem of her tank top and pulled it up and over her head. The afternoon air was cool on her skin. She stood before him in her denim cut-off shorts and a plain cotton bra, her body humming with a nervous, thrilling energy.

His gaze raked over her, and the raw appreciation in it made her feel powerful, beautiful in a way she never had. “Jesus, Addison,” he breathed.

He turned her gently, his fingers finding the clasp of her bra. It came undone with a practiced flick, and the straps slid down her arms. The bra fell to the floor.

She was exposed. The shy, well-behaved college girl was gone, replaced by a young woman trembling on the precipice. Vince’s hands settled on her bare shoulders from behind, his thumbs stroking the tops of her shoulder blades. Then he turned her back to face him.

He looked at her breasts, full and tipped with pale pink nipples that were already drawn tight into sensitive buds. He didn’t just look; he studied them, as if committing them to memory. Then he lowered his head.

His mouth was hot and wet when it closed over her right nipple. He didn’t just suck; he drew on it, his tongue swirling around the peak, flicking it with deliberate, rhythmic strokes. The sensation was electric, a direct, sizzling wire of pleasure that shot straight down to her core. A sound escaped her—a high, helpless gasp that was nothing like the timid sighs she’d managed with Chris.

His other hand came up to cradle her other breast, his thumb mimicking the action of his tongue, rubbing and circling the neglected peak until it ached with the same need. He switched sides, giving her left breast the same devastating attention, his teeth grazing the nipple so lightly it made her legs buckle. He held her up, his arm strong around her back.

“Vince…” she moaned, her head falling back.

He guided her backward until her knees hit the edge of the mattress. With a gentle push, she sat down. He knelt on the floor before her, his hands going to the button of her shorts. He popped it open, tugged the zipper down. His eyes held hers as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of both her shorts and her plain cotton panties and pulled them down her legs in one slow, continuous motion.

She was completely naked now, spread before him on the edge of her own bed. The vulnerability should have been terrifying. Instead, it was intoxicating. The way he looked at her—at the blonde triangle of hair between her thighs, at the flush spreading across her chest—was pure, unadulterated lust, tempered with a reverence that made her feel worshiped.

“Lie back,” he instructed, his voice gravelly.

She obeyed, scooting back onto the pillows, her heart trying to beat its way out of her chest. He moved between her legs, pushing her thighs apart with his shoulders. The first touch of his breath against her most intimate flesh made her jolt.

And then his mouth was on her.

It wasn’t a hesitant exploration. It was a deliberate, knowledgeable assault. His tongue found her center in an instant, a broad, wet stroke from her opening all the way up to the sensitive nub at the top. He circled that bud, again and again, the pressure perfect—not too gentle, not too rough. It was a relentless, swirling friction that built a pressure inside her she’d never known was possible.

She cried out, her hands flying to his hair, her fingers tangling in the thick, brown strands. She didn’t guide him; she just held on as he worked her with his mouth. He alternated between long, languid licks and rapid, focused flicks of his tongue. He would suck gently on the bundle of nerves, then trace the inner lips of her sex, dipping the very tip of his tongue inside her.

The sensations piled atop one another, a cascade of pure, undiluted pleasure. Chris had fumbled down there once, his clumsy fingers making her tense up. This… this was a language her body understood instantly. Every stroke, every suck, every hum of his mouth against her was a sentence that spelled out her own rising climax.

Her hips began to move of their own accord, lifting off the bed to meet his mouth. Soft, pleading noises poured from her lips—words, half-words, desperate moans. The coil inside her wound tighter and tighter, a spring of pure tension.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice strangled. “Please, don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He drove her right to the edge, his tongue a masterful instrument, and then pushed her over.

It wasn’t a gentle release. It was a convulsion. Her back arched violently off the bed, a silent scream stretching her lips. Pleasure, white-hot and shocking, detonated in her core and radiated outward, making her toes curl and her vision whiten at the edges. Wave after wave of it crashed through her, her inner muscles clenching around nothing, milking the sensation for every last drop. He stayed with her through it, his mouth gentling, soothing, until the last tremor subsided and she collapsed back onto the mattress, boneless and gasping.

Vince rose from between her legs, his lips and chin glistening. He looked down at her, his own desire a palpable force in the room. His hands went to his belt. The buckle clinked, a stark, metallic sound in the quiet room. He unfastened his trousers, pushed them and his boxers down just enough.

And then he was there. Thick, hard, and veined, the head ruddy and flushed. He was bigger than she’d imagined. Much bigger.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the tip nudging against her sensitive, wet flesh. He braced himself on his arms above her, his biceps bulging. “Look at me,” he said, his voice strained.

She forced her dazed eyes to focus on his. His expression was a mask of intense concentration, of battling restraint.

“This will hurt,” he warned. “For a second. Then it gets better. I promise.”

She nodded, unable to speak. She was still floating from the orgasm, her body pliant and open.

He pushed.

There was a sharp, tearing sting, a feeling of being stretched far beyond capacity. A pained gasp tore from her throat, her nails digging into his forearms.

He froze, buried to the hilt inside her. “Okay?” he gritted out, sweat beading on his temple.

She breathed through the burn, and as she did, she felt it. The fullness. The incredible, complete feeling of him seated deep within her. The sharp pain began to fade, replaced by a dull, throbbing ache that was already mingling with sparks of renewed pleasure.

“Keep going,” she whispered.

He withdrew slowly, almost completely, then sank back in. The second stroke was easier. The third easier still. By the fourth, the ache was gone, replaced entirely by a building friction that began to stoke the embers he’d lit with his mouth back into a flame.

He settled into a rhythm, deep, steady strokes that filled her utterly. Each thrust brushed a spot inside her that made her gasp, a new, internal pleasure point she hadn’t known existed. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was lewd and thrilling. The scent of sex, musky and primal, filled the air.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The angle changed, and he hit that spot with every drive of his hips. A new, deeper tension began to coil, different from the one his mouth had built. This was heavier, more profound, centered in the very depths of where they were joined.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his pace increasing. His control was fraying. “So fucking perfect.”

His words, filthy and approving, sent another jolt through her. She met his thrusts, her own hips rising to meet his, learning the rhythm. The pleasure was a rising tide, threatening to drown her. She could feel his own climax building, his strokes becoming more urgent, less measured.

“I’m close,” he choked out, a warning.

It was all she needed. The sight of him above her, lost in his own need, the feel of him pounding into her, the raw, physical reality of it—it tipped her over the edge a second time.

This climax was deeper, a rolling earthquake that started in her core and shook her entire body. She cried out, a raw, uninhibited sound, as her inner walls clenched and fluttered around his length in rapid, rhythmic pulses.

The sensation of her tightening around him was his undoing. With a final, deep thrust that pinned her to the bed, he buried his face in the crook of her neck and groaned, a long, guttural sound of release. She felt the hot, sudden rush of him deep inside her, pulse after pulse, filling the empty spaces his thrusts had created.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, breathing in ragged unison, slick with sweat. The world was reduced to the feel of his weight on her, the pounding of their hearts, the slowly fading echoes of pleasure.

Reality seeped back in with the digital glow of her bedside clock. 5:47 PM. Lisa’s shift ended at six. The drive home was twenty minutes.

The illicit thrill vanished, replaced by the cold pressure of reality. They broke apart, scrambling out of the tangled sheets to find their footing on the cold floor. Addison pulled on her clothes with trembling fingers, her skin still humming from his touch even as her stomach began to churn. Vince dressed with a jagged, impatient energy, his jaw set tight. As he straightened his clothes, his gaze caught hers—dark, searching.

He moved closer to her, putting his hand on her shoulder. “Addison…”

She looked at him, her body still humming, her insides feeling tender and used in the most wonderful, terrible way. The room looked normal, but the air was still thick with the scent of what they’d done.

He wouldn’t meet her eyes. He nervously ran his hand through his hair. “Lisa will be home soon,” he said, his voice flat, distant. “This… this was a mistake, Addison. A big one. It can’t happen again. It won’t happen again.”

The words landed like physical blows, colder than any rejection from Chris. The warmth, the reverence, the passion from minutes before was gone, walled off behind a mask of regret and duty. He turned and walked out of her bedroom, closing the door softly behind him.

Addison was left alone in the twilight of her room. The physical ecstasy was already a phantom memory, replaced by a crushing, hollow guilt that settled in her stomach, heavier than any pleasure had been.

9 - Stepdad’s Forbidden Massage

“It’s just a secret between us.”

Dominic’s hands went still. The words seemed to thicken the air in the living room, mingling with the heavy, humid dusk that pressed against the windowpanes. Maya’s thigh was firm and warm beneath his palm, the muscle of a competitive dancer coiled like a spring of athletic grace. He had been kneading the flesh for ten minutes, ostensibly to work out a stubborn knot from her latest injury, but now his fingers were frozen just above her knee. Her skin, slick with a thin sheen of coconut-scented oil, felt like it was burning his hand.

This was wrong—a thousand degrees of wrong. He was a physical therapist; he was her stepfather; he was Clara’s husband. But as Maya looked at him, his body screamed a different verdict. It was a primal roar that drowned out the frantic whispering of his conscience, leaving only the heat of the oil and the electric pull of the forbidden between them.

He looked at her. Really looked. She was stretched across the leather couch, her head pillowed on the armrest, her body a lazy, inviting arc. The tiny black workout shorts did nothing to hide the sculpted curve of her ass, the flimsy fabric of her sports top strained against the full swell of her breasts with every soft breath she took. Her eyes, the same startling blue as her mother’s but holding a fire Clara’s never did, were fixed on him. Not pleading. Not uncertain. Knowing.

“Your mom…” he started, his voice a dry crackle. “If she ever found out…”

“She won’t.” Maya’s answer was immediate, smooth as the oil on his hands. She shifted, the movement subtle, intentional. Her bare foot, with its chipped purple nail polish, slid up the inside of his calf. The touch was electric. “It’s our secret.”

She smiled then, a slow, curving thing that didn’t reach her eyes but plunged straight down his spine. Her own hand came up, her fingers—long, dancer’s fingers—sliding over the back of his where it still rested on her leg. She didn’t push. She simply covered him. Her skin was hotter than he expected.

“I’ve been dreaming about your hands,” she murmured, the confession a husky vibration in the quiet room. “All week. During my exercises, when you’d correct my form… your palm on my lower back, your fingers on my ankle. I’d close my eyes and pretend it wasn’t about the injury.”

Dominic’s breath snagged in his throat. He tried to pull his hand back, a final, feeble gesture of self-preservation. Her grip tightened, just a fraction.

“Maya, you’re twenty. I’m married to your mother.”

“And you’re a man,” she countered, her thumb beginning a slow, circular stroke over his knuckles. “I see how you look at me. When you think I don’t notice. When I’m bent over in these leggings, reaching for my toes. Your gaze gets… heavy.” She lifted her other hand, tracing the line of his jaw with a single, bold fingertip. “It’s not a therapist’s look.”

He was drowning. The scent of her—clean sweat, vanilla body wash, and the underlying, intoxicating musk of young, vibrant woman—filled his head. The visual of her all week, a constant, tantalizing presence in his home, in his professional care, crashed over him. The way her body moved, even injured, with a fluid, unconscious sexuality. The casual way she’d walk around in a towel after her shower, the damp ends of her blonde hair darkening her shoulders. He’d chastised himself, buried the urges under layers of duty and guilt. But here, now, with Clara at her gallery opening for another two hours at least, and this beautiful, forbidden creature offering herself so blatantly… the layers shredded.

He broke.

A low sound, almost a growl, ripped from his chest. He leaned forward, his free hand cupping the back of her head, his fingers tangling in the damp silk of her hair. He didn’t ask. He took. His mouth crashed down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. A release of every pent-up, illicit fantasy of the past seven days. Her lips were soft, yielding for a second before they surged against his, hungry and experienced. Her tongue met his without hesitation, a hot, slick slide that tasted of mint and danger. She moaned into his mouth, the sound vibrating through his own skull, and her body arched up off the couch, pressing her torso against his.

His hands were everywhere at once, the therapist’s careful control utterly gone. One stayed buried in her hair, holding her to him as he ravaged her mouth. The other slid from her thigh, up over the tight, quivering plane of her stomach, beneath the hem of her sports top. Her skin was like heated satin. He found the clasp of her bra between her shoulder blades, a simple plastic clip. With a twist of his fingers, it came undone.

He broke the kiss, panting, his forehead resting against hers. Her eyes were glazed, her lips swollen and glistening. Without a word, he hooked his fingers under the straps of her top and bra and pulled them down in one rough, decisive motion.

Her breasts spilled into his hands. Full, perfect handfuls, tipped with tight, rosy peaks that hardened instantly in the cool air of the room. He stared, his thumbs brushing over the rigid nubs, feeling them pucker further under his touch. “Jesus,” he breathed.

“You like them?” Her voice was a throaty whisper, laced with triumph.

In answer, he lowered his head and took one peak into his mouth. He suckled hard, his tongue lashing the sensitive bud, and she cried out, her back bowing off the couch. Her hands flew to his head, not pushing him away but holding him there, grinding herself against his mouth. He switched to the other breast, giving it the same desperate, wet attention, biting down just enough to make her gasp. The taste of her skin, salty and sweet, was addictive.

Her own hands were not idle. While he worshiped her breasts, her fingers scrabbled at the waistband of his shorts, finding the zipper. The metallic rasp was loud in the room. She shoved the fabric down, her small, strong hand plunging inside his briefs and wrapping around his length. He was already painfully hard, thick and throbbing in her grasp.

“Fuck,” he groaned against her breast as her fist tightened, pumping him once, twice, with an eager, exploratory rhythm.

She pushed at his shoulders, gently but insistently. “Let me see.”

He pulled back, letting her push his shorts and briefs down over his hips. His erection sprang free, jutting up between them. Her blue eyes widened, a flicker of something—awe, appetite—passing through them. “Wow,” she whispered, her earlier bravado softening into genuine, hungry desire. “All week, I wondered.”

She didn’t wait for an invitation. She slid off the couch and onto her knees on the plush rug between his legs. Her hands settled on his thighs, her gaze locked on his cock. Then she leaned forward, her pink tongue darting out to trace a slow, wet line from the base to the very tip.

A jolt of pure, white-hot pleasure shot through him. His hands fisted in his own hair. “Maya…”

She ignored him, focusing on her task. She opened her mouth, taking just the swollen head inside. The heat was exquisite, a velvet-soft inferno. She swirled her tongue around the crown, licking at the bead of moisture already gathered there, humming softly as if tasting something delicious. Then, with a confidence that stole his breath, she sank down, taking him deeper, then deeper still, until he felt the back of her throat.

Her eyes fluttered closed. She began to move, establishing a slow, deep rhythm, her head bobbing in his lap. One hand stroked the base of his shaft in time with her mouth, the other cupped and gently squeezed his balls. The sounds were obscene and perfect: wet, sucking noises, her soft, muffled moans, his own ragged pants. He looked down, watching her blonde head work between his thighs, her cheeks hollowing with the effort of taking all of him. The sight alone was nearly enough to push him over the edge.

He couldn’t take it. He needed more. Now.

Gently, he tugged her hair. “Up. Get up.”

She released him with a soft, wet pop, looking up at him, her lips slick and parted. He stood, shoving his clothing the rest of the way down and kicking it aside. In one swift motion, he hooked his hands under her arms and lifted her from the floor, turning her and depositing her back onto the couch. He wrestled her tiny shorts and the scrap of lace beneath them down her legs, tossing them over his shoulder. Now she was completely bare before him, sprawled across the dark leather like an offering. The golden light from the table lamp gilded the smooth planes of her stomach, the shadowed junction of her thighs.

He stood between her legs, his gaze drinking her in. She was exquisite. A dancer’s body, all lean muscle and soft curves, her sex a neat, glistening patch of blonde curls. He could smell her arousal, a musky, primal perfume that made his mouth water.

“Don’t just look,” she commanded, her voice trembling with need. She reached for him, wrapping her hand around him again, guiding him toward her. “Please.”

He needed no further urging. He lowered himself, bracing his hands on the couch on either side of her head. The broad head of his cock nudged against her entrance. She was so wet, he slid through her slick folds with no resistance. He looked into her eyes, seeing the same frantic hunger he felt.

“This is a one-time mistake,” he ground out, the last pathetic fragment of his morality.

“Sure it is,” she breathed, and lifted her hips, impaling herself on him in one smooth, shocking motion.

Her inner muscles clenched around him, a hot, tight vise of pure sensation. He saw stars. A ragged shout tore from his lips, swallowed by the soft, gasping cry that escaped hers. For a moment, he didn’t move, just buried himself to the hilt inside her, feeling her body stretch to accommodate him, feeling her heat envelop him completely.

Then the animal took over.

He began to fuck her. Hard. Deep. Each thrust was a piston stroke, driving the couch back against the wall with a rhythmic thump. He lost himself in the feeling—the incredible friction of her tight channel, the slap of skin on skin, the way her nails dug into his back, scoring lines of fire. She matched his rhythm perfectly, her hips rising to meet every plunge, her legs wrapping around his waist, locking him in.

“Yes… oh god, right there…” Her chants were broken, desperate. Her head thrashed against the cushion. “Just like that… fuck me, Dominic…”

Hearing his name on her lips, in that context, was a new kind of thrill. He drove into her harder, angling his hips to grind against her clit with every inward stroke. Her moans climbed in pitch, becoming sharp, keening cries. He could feel her inner walls beginning to flutter, a frantic, fluttering pulse that tightened around him like a fist.

“I’m gonna…” she choked out, her eyes wide and unfocused.

“Come,” he snarled, increasing his pace to a brutal, punishing tempo. “Come for me.”

The command, the sheer dominance in his voice, was the final trigger. Her body went rigid. A sound ripped from her throat, half-scream, half-sob, as her orgasm detonated. Her back arched off the couch, every muscle in her dancer’s body locking in a paroxysm of pleasure. Her sex convulsed around him, milking his cock in rhythmic, irresistible waves. The sensation was too much, too perfect.

He was right behind her. With three more savage thrusts, he buried himself as deep as he could go and let go. His own climax erupted, a torrent of heat that pulsed from his core, flooding her in hot, endless streams. He groaned, a long, guttural sound of utter release, collapsing forward to catch himself on his elbows, his forehead dropping to her sweaty shoulder.

For long minutes, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the faint tick of the hallway clock. The world slowly seeped back in—the taste of salt on his lips, the cooling sweat on his skin, the heavy, sex-scented air. The crushing weight of what he’d just done.

He pushed himself up, slipping out of her. The sight of his spend already leaking from her onto the leather couch sent a fresh, guilty pang through him. He fetched a towel from the bathroom, avoiding his own eyes in the mirror. When he returned, she was sitting up, hugging her knees to her chest, watching him with an unreadable expression.

Silently, he helped her clean up. He handed her her shorts and top. She dressed slowly, moving with a new, languid grace. He pulled on his own clothes, the fabric feeling alien against his sensitized skin.

He stood before her, the therapist once more, the stepfather. “Maya,” he began, his voice hoarse. “This… can never happen again. It was a moment of weakness. A terrible, terrible mistake.”

She finished pulling her top down, smoothed her hair. Then she looked up at him, and that knowing, triumphant smile was back, playing on her swollen lips. She stood, closing the small distance between them. She reached up, her fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from his forehead, a gesture impossibly intimate.

“Sure, Dominic,” she said softly. Her eyes held a promise, dark and thrilling. “I’ll see you for my next therapy appointment tomorrow.”

She turned and walked out of the living room, leaving him standing amidst the ruins of his marriage and his conscience, the scent of their betrayal hanging heavy in the air.

10 - Forbidden Lust in the Garden Shed

“Cover yourself. Now.”

Grant’s voice was a low growl, strained against the afternoon sun. He stood at the back door, knuckles white on the frame, glaring at the scene on the lawn.

Tessa stretched, a languid, feline arc of her bare back. She didn’t bother to turn. “Why? The sun feels amazing.”

“The neighbors, Tessa. For God’s sake.”

A soft laugh drifted back to him. “Old Mrs. Henderson is half-blind. And the Wilsons are at their lake house.” She finally rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand. The curve of her breast, pale and full in the sunlight, was a provocation he couldn’t ignore. “It’s just us, Grant.”

That was the problem.

—

Five Weeks Earlier.

The chaos arrived in a burst of tie-dye and the earthy scent of patchouli oil. Tessa’s possessions flooded the guest room—canvases smelling of turpentine, mismatched thrift-store mugs, a tangle of scarves, and a constant, low hum of indie folk music that seeped under the door.

To Grant, a man whose life was calibrated in spreadsheets and neatly mowed lawn lines, her presence was a sustained, minor earthquake. He found paint smudges on the bathroom faucet. Mysterious herbs sprouted in little jars on the kitchen windowsill. She drank his expensive Scotch with orange juice. She was, in his private, unspoken assessment, a beautiful, frustrating hurricane.

And he watched. He couldn’t help it.

It was the way her worn cotton tank tops slipped off a shoulder when she bent over her sketchbook at the kitchen table. The way her loose linen pants rode low on her hips, revealing the delicate twin dimples at the base of her spine. The way she’d pad into the living room on a Saturday morning, barefoot, hair a wild halo, wearing one of his old flannel shirts—his shirt—over what he was sure was nothing else. He’d grumble about the thermostat, about the clutter, about the late-night clatter of her pottery wheel in the garage. All the while, his eyes tracked the subtle swing of her breasts beneath the fabric, the shift of muscle in her thighs.

He told himself it was paternal concern, a natural appreciation of youth. A lie so thin it tore if he breathed on it.

Sarah, blissfully oblivious, saw only her creative daughter needing a safe harbor. “Be gentle with her, Grant,” she’d say, kissing his cheek. “She’s finding her way.”

He was finding his way, too. A treacherous path straight to hell, paved with stolen glances and a guilt that soured his stomach every time he kissed his wife goodnight.

This Morning.

Sarah bustled with the cheerful energy of impending escape. “Sis needs me. You’ll be alright?” she asked, pecking his lips.

“We’ll survive,” Grant murmured, his eyes flicking to the staircase where Tessa had just descended. She wore a cropped t-shirt and tiny shorts, her legs seemingly endless.

“Tessa, honey, don’t torture Grant. Try to clean up a little.”

Tessa smiled, a slow, knowing thing. “No promises, Mom.”

The door clicked shut behind Sarah. The house settled into a profound, humming silence. Grant retreated to his study, determined to lose himself in quarterly reports. The numbers blurred. The air felt thick, charged. He heard the sliding door to the patio open and close.

An hour later, the compulsion won. He went to the kitchen for water. Through the window, he saw her.

She lay on a striped beach towel, the vibrant fabric a stark contrast to the green grass. The top of her bikini was a discarded scrap of yellow beside her. Her skin glistened with a fine sheen of sweat and sunscreen. One arm was flung over her eyes, the other resting on her flat stomach. The sun worshiped her—highlighting the delicate ridges of her ribs, the soft mound of her stomach, the proud, rosy peaks of her nipples, tightened by a faint breeze.

Something primal and hot coiled in Grant’s gut, extinguishing all rational thought. The report, his marriage, his carefully ordered life—they were kindling. He moved without deciding to, the back door opening with a sigh.

Now.

“Get up,” he said, the command rough. “Put your top on.”

Tessa’s smile widened. She unfolded herself from the towel with deliberate, graceful slowness. She stood, fully naked from the waist up, facing him without a shred of modesty. The sun caught the gold in her brown hair, the defiant spark in her hazel eyes. “You’ve been watching me for weeks.”

The accusation, delivered with such calm certainty, was a physical blow. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

“It’s okay.” She took a step toward him. The scent of gardenia and warm skin hit him. “I’ve seen you. From the corner of my eye. When you think I’m not looking.” Another step. She was close enough now that he could see the faint dusting of freckles across her chest. “Your face gets all tense. Like you’re trying to solve a very complicated, very naughty equation.”

“Tessa, stop.” The warning was feeble, a whisper.

“Why?” She tilted her head. “My mom is gone. Life is so damn short, Grant. All these rules… they’re just cages.”

He should have turned. Walked away. Called his wife. He did none of those things. He stood, paralyzed by her proximity, by the truth of her words, by the rampant, screaming need that had been building inside him for thirty-five days.

She reached out. Not for him, but to pluck a stray leaf from his polo shirt. Her fingertips brushed the cotton over his pectoral muscle. A jolt of pure electricity shot straight down his spine.

That was the end of the resistance.

With a sound that was half groan, half surrender, his hands snapped up, gripping her bare shoulders. Her skin was so warm, softer than anything he’d ever touched. He saw her eyes flare with triumph, her lips part on a quick inhale. He yanked her against him, crushing his mouth to hers.

It wasn’t a kiss. It was a conquest and a capitulation all at once. Hard, desperate, all teeth and tongue and the lingering, tropical taste of her lip balm. She met him with equal ferocity, her hands flying up to fist in his hair, pulling him closer. Her bare breasts pressed into his chest, the peaks hardening into sharp points against him. The sensation was maddening.

He broke the kiss, breathing ragged. “This is wrong.”

“I know,” she breathed, her own chest heaving. “Do it anyway.”

He spun her around, one arm locking around her waist, and half-dragged, half-walked her across the lawn toward the old white garden shed. He fumbled the latch, shoved the door open. The interior was dim, dusty, thick with the smells of soil, fertilizer, and cut wood. Shafts of sunlight cut through the grimy window, illuminating motes of dust dancing in the air.

He pushed her inside, closed the door. The dimness felt sacred, clandestine. He backed her against the heavy wooden workbench, its surface scarred and stained. His hands cupped her face, another searing kiss, while his hips pinned her in place. He could feel the heat of her through his khakis.

“You’re a temptation,” he snarled against her mouth.

“So give in,” she challenged, her hands dropping to the waistband of his trousers. She worked his belt buckle with frantic efficiency.

He pushed her hands away, his own trembling. He hooked his thumbs into the sides of her tiny bikini bottoms and peeled them down her thighs. She lifted one foot, then the other, kicking the scrap of fabric aside. He drank in the sight of her, completely naked now in the dusty light. The neat triangle of darker hair at the junction of her thighs, the powerful curve of her hips, the long, exquisite lines of her legs.

“On the bench,” he ordered, his voice raw.

She obeyed, hoisting herself up to sit on the edge of the rough wood. She leaned back on her elbows, watching him, her expression a mix of defiance and invitation. Grant dropped to his knees on the shed’s plank floor. The position felt blasphemous, thrilling. He pushed her thighs apart, his hands running up the insides, feeling the tremble in her muscles.

He didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her legs.

The first intimate scent of her, musky and sweet, filled his head. He licked a slow, broad stripe from her entrance to her clit. She cried out, a sharp, surprised sound that echoed in the small space. Her back arched off the bench. He settled in, his hands gripping her hips to hold her still. His tongue found a rhythm—flicking, circling, pressing flat against her sensitive nub. He explored her with a focus he usually reserved for complex contracts, learning what made her gasp, what made her thighs clench around his ears.

“Oh god… Grant…” Her whispers became a litany. Her fingers tangled in his hair, not guiding, just holding on. He could feel her body tightening, coiling. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward. She was so wet, so impossibly hot and slick. He pumped his fingers in time with his tongue, the wet, rhythmic sounds obscenely loud.

Her climax broke over her suddenly. Her whole body bowed, a silent scream on her lips before a broken, guttural cry tore free. Her thighs clamped around his head, her hips bucking against his mouth as wave after wave of sensation racked her. He gentled his tongue, drawing out the shudders until she collapsed back onto the bench, panting.

Grant rose, his knees protesting. He looked down at her, flushed and splayed open before him. The sight was the most erotic thing he’d ever witnessed. He unzipped his khakis, freeing his erection, which throbbed with an almost painful urgency.

Her eyes, heavy-lidded, drifted down. A slow smile touched her swollen lips. Without a word, she slid off the bench, sinking to her knees before him. She took him in her hand, her grip firm, and leaned forward.

Her mouth was a revelation. Hot, wet, and utterly without finesse, which made it infinitely more arousing. She took him deep, gagging slightly before pulling back, then swirling her tongue around the head. Saliva dripped down his shaft. She used her hand in tandem with her mouth, a slippery, messy, glorious rhythm. She looked up at him, her eyes glazed with lust and power. She was doing this to him. The thought sent another bolt of heat to his core.

He wouldn’t last. Not like this. He pulled himself from her mouth with a wet pop. “Up,” he grunted.

She stood, her body aligning with his. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist. He braced her back against the shed wall, the old wood creaking in protest. He guided himself to her entrance and, with a single, powerful thrust, buried himself to the hilt inside her.

They both groaned, a duet of raw pleasure. She was so tight, still fluttering from her first climax. He began to move, short, deep strokes that drove her back into the wall with each impact. Her head fell back, her nails digging into his shoulders through his shirt. The friction was exquisite, a building inferno in his groin. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking him, urging him on.

“Harder,” she pleaded into his neck. “Don’t hold back.”

He obeyed, losing all semblance of control. The slapping of skin, their ragged breaths, the creak of the wall—it was a savage symphony. He could feel another orgasm gathering in her, her body tensing around him.

“I’m going to…” she gasped.

“Do it,” he commanded.

It triggered her. A second, sharper climax seized her. Her cry was muffled against his shoulder as her body convulsed around his cock, the intense, rhythmic squeezing pushing him instantly over the edge. With a final, driving thrust, he came, a hot, pulsing release that seemed to drain every ounce of energy from his body. He held her there, pinned to the wall, shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside her.

For a long minute, there was only the sound of their struggling breath in the dusty quiet.

Slowly, he let her slide down until her feet touched the floor. They stayed leaning against the wall, entangled, spent. Reality began its cold, insidious creep back into the shed.

Without a word, they disentangled. They dressed in silence, avoiding each other’s eyes. He righted his clothes, his hands now steady. She pulled on her bikini bottoms, then her top, the simple act somehow making the previous twenty minutes feel like a fever dream.

They slipped out of the shed, back into the blinding afternoon sun. The walk to the house was silent. At the kitchen door, he stopped her with a hand on her arm.

“This was a mistake,” he said, his voice flat, final. “It can’t happen again.”

Tessa turned. Her expression was no longer that of a reckless girl, but of a woman who knew exactly what she had unleashed. She wiped a smudge of dirt from his collar, her touch brief and deliberate. Then she winked.

“Sure, Grant,” she said softly, pushing past him into the house. “Whatever you say.”

11 - Helping Stepdad in the Garage

The late afternoon sun sliced through the dusty garage window, painting the floating sawdust in bands of molten gold. Garrett’s back, a landscape of sun-browned skin and corded muscle, glistened with a fine sheen of sweat as he drove a length of two-by-four through the screaming table saw. The noise was a physical thing, vibrating in Jade’s teeth, but it was the only thing loud enough to drown out the frantic drum of her own heart.

She stood just inside the doorway, the cool concrete a shock against her bare feet. The tiny strings of her emerald green bikini felt absurd, a flimsy barrier against the charge in the air. She’d watched this scene a hundred times from her bedroom window, but here, in the oil-and-pine-scented reality of his space, he was more. The way his shoulders rolled with each push, the tight shift of his jeans over his backside, the concentration that etched a line between his brows. It was a raw, functional masculinity that made the boys at school seem like unfinished sketches.

The saw whined to silence. In the sudden quiet, her own breathing sounded too loud. Garrett straightened, wiping his forearm across his forehead. He hadn’t seen her yet. This was it.

She took a step forward, the sound of her footfall soft. “Need a hand?”

He turned, and for a second, his expression was pure, unguarded surprise. His eyes, the color of weathered denim, dropped from her face, traveled down her neck, over the precarious triangles of fabric barely containing her breasts, down the flat plane of her stomach to the knot of fabric at her hips. A slow, almost imperceptible scan. She saw his throat work as he swallowed.

“Jade.” His voice was rougher than usual, layered with sawdust and effort. “What are you… Where’s your mom?”

“She’s out.” She took another step, closing the distance. The air between them felt thick, warm. She could smell him now—clean sweat, sun on skin, the faint, sharp scent of cut wood. “I saw her leave. Thought you might be thirsty.” She held up the sweating bottle of water she’d brought, a flimsy prop.

A faint, wary smile touched his lips. He took the bottle, his fingers brushing hers. A spark, immediate and electric. “Thanks.” He cracked it open, took a long pull, his Adam’s apple bobbing. She watched a trickle of water escape the corner of his mouth, trace the strong line of his jaw, disappear into the stubble on his neck. The desire to lick that trail was so visceral it coiled tight in her belly.

“You work too hard, Garrett.” She let her voice drop, a husky note she’d practiced in the mirror. She reached out, her fingertips barely skimming the hard curve of his bicep. The muscle jumped under her touch, warm and alive. “You’re so strong.”

He went very still, the bottle paused halfway to his lips. His gaze locked on hers, a storm of conflict in the blue. “Jade…”

“She doesn’t see it, you know.” The words tumbled out, fueled by a year of pent-up fantasy. “Mom. She just sees the bills paid, the deck fixed. She doesn’t see you. Not like I do.”

“Don’t.” The word was a low rumble, but it lacked conviction. He didn’t pull his arm away. “That’s not… I’m married to your mother.”

“She’s boring.” The declaration hung in the dusty air, shocking in its bluntness. Jade pressed her advantage, sliding her palm fully over his arm, feeling the incredible density of him. “She doesn’t appreciate what she has. But I do. I’ve always appreciated you.”

His breath came out in a short, sharp exhale. The conflict in his eyes was fading, burned away by a darker, hotter light. The look was one she’d dreamed of—a hungry, possessive focus aimed entirely at her. It stole the air from her lungs.

Now.

She rose on her toes, bridging the last few inches between them. Her lips found his. For a heartbeat, he was rigid, unyielding. Then, with a groan that seemed torn from the center of him, his mouth opened under hers. The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was an inferno. The taste of him—water, salt, man—flooded her senses. His free hand came up, cupping the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair, holding her fast. The water bottle hit the floor with a dull thud, forgotten.

The world narrowed to the hot demand of his mouth, the rough texture of his work-calloused hands sliding down her spine, over the bare skin of her back, to the flimsy knot of her bikini top. With a sharp tug, he pulled it loose. The fabric fell away. The cool garage air whispered over her nipples, pebbling them instantly, before his palms covered her, his thumbs brushing over the tight peaks. A sound escaped her, a gasp that melted into a moan.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide as he looked down at her bare breasts in his hands. “Jesus, Jade.”

“Touch me,” she breathed, arching into his palms. “Please.”

That was all the permission he needed. Any remaining hesitation shattered. He bent his head, his mouth closing over one taut nipple. The sensation was shocking, exquisite—the warm, wet suction, the rough flick of his tongue, the slight scrape of his teeth. Pleasure, sharp and bright, arrowed straight to her core, making her legs tremble. Her own hands were frantic, fumbling with the button of his jeans, the stubborn zipper. She got them open, pushed the heavy denim down over his hips. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her fingers closed around him, and her mind blanked for a second.

He was thick, hard, velvet-over-steel heat pulsing in her hand. She stroked him, a clumsy, eager rhythm, her thumb smearing the bead of moisture at his tip. A raw, gritted sound vibrated against her breast. He lifted her then, hands under her thighs, and set her down on the edge of the heavy wooden workbench. Sawdust puffed up around her. The wood was cool and rough against the backs of her thighs. He stood between her legs, his gaze devouring her.

“You’ve been driving me crazy,” he growled, his voice thick. “Walking around in those little shorts. Those tight t-shirts.”

Before she could answer, he pushed her back gently until she was lying on the bench. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her bikini bottoms and dragged them down her legs, tossing the scrap of green fabric into the shadows. Then he knelt on the garage floor.

The first touch of his mouth there made her back bow off the bench. Her hands flew to the edge, knuckles white. His tongue was relentless, a hot, wet stroke through her folds, finding her swollen center with unerring accuracy. He didn’t tease. He devoured. One broad hand pressed down on her lower belly, holding her in place, while the other slid under her thigh, hitching her leg over his shoulder, opening her wider.

The sensations overloaded her system. The coarse texture of his beard against her inner thighs, the silken friction of his tongue circling, then lapping at her, the suction that made her see stars. He added a finger, then two, sliding deep inside her, curling in a way that made her cry out. The sounds she made were unfamiliar, desperate, animal. The garage echoed with wet, hungry sounds and her own shattered gasps. Pleasure coiled, tighter and tighter, a spring wound to its breaking point.

“Garrett… oh god… I need… more.” She was begging, incoherent, her hips rocking against his mouth.

He pulled back, his chin glistening. His eyes were wild. “You sure?” The question was a formality, his body already telling her the answer.

“Yes. Now. Please, now.”

He surged up, covering her body with his. The hard plane of his stomach pressed against her. He reached between them, guiding himself to her entrance. The broad head of him pressed against her, a blunt, insistent pressure. Then he pushed forward, filling her in one slow, inexorable stroke.

The feeling of being stretched, filled so completely, stole her breath. He was so much more inside her than her fingers had suggested. He stilled, buried to the hilt, his forehead dropping to hers. “Fuck,” he whispered, the word a prayer and a curse.

Then he began to move.

It was a hard, driving rhythm, each thrust jolting her body up the bench. The workbench groaned in protest. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, holding her steady for his onslaught. Each deep plunge sent shocks of pleasure radiating outward, each withdrawal a sweet agony. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, meeting him thrust for thrust.

The angle changed, hitting a spot deep inside that made her vision blur. A sharp, building tension replaced the diffuse pleasure, concentrating into a white-hot point. “There… right there… don’t stop…”

He grunted, his pace becoming punishing, erratic. “So tight… god, Jade…”

The coil snapped.

Her climax crashed over her without warning, a wave of pure, convulsing sensation that ripped a scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in rhythmic pulses. She shook beneath him, lost in the violent, consuming release.

It pushed him over the edge. With a final, deep groan, he drove into her one last time, his body shuddering as he spilled himself inside her, hot and endless. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a delicious anchor, his breath hot and ragged against her neck.

For long minutes, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the distant hum of a lawnmower. Slowly, sensation returned. The bite of the rough wood on her back. The cool air on her sweat-slicked skin. The warm, satisfied ache between her legs.

He finally pushed himself up, looking down at her with an expression of dazed awe. He gently pulled out, and she felt the sudden, intimate emptiness. He helped her sit up, his hands lingering on her arms.

“We… we need to clean up,” he said, his voice still rough. “Your mom…”

As if on cue, the familiar sound of her mother’s car engine purred into the driveway, gravel crunching under the tires.

Garret zipped his pants, his eyes full of guilt. Jade grabbed her bikini, quickly putting it back on.

A thrill, sharp and victorious, shot through her. She’d done it. She’d had him. And as she looked at Garrett’s stunned, satiated face, she knew with absolute certainty this was just the beginning.

12 - Lusting for the Lawyer

“You’re not my father.”

The words, low and deliberate, hung in the air of the study, a challenge wrapped in silk. Lexi watched them land, watched the way Desmond’s eyes, the color of expensive bourbon, flickered from the legal brief on his desk to the curve of her hip, barely concealed by the hem of her nightgown.

He cleared his throat, a dry, professional sound. “Lexi. It’s late. And you’re… not dressed for a debate.”

“I’m not debating.” She took another step into the room, the Persian rug soft under her bare feet. The storm outside lashed the windows, a frantic percussion to the slow, thick beat of her own heart. “I’m stating a fact. A legally sound one.”

—

It started an hour ago. The house, usually filled with her mother’s bustling energy, was a cavern of quiet, punctuated only by the rain. Pam’s flight was grounded, a mechanical delay stranding her at an airport two states away. A text, full of exasperated emojis, had promised a morning return. The silence that followed felt immense, charged.

Lexi had stood in her childhood bedroom, the summer heat clinging to her skin even with the air conditioning humming. The silk nightgown, a reckless purchase from a boutique near campus, was a cool whisper against her thighs. She’d bought it imagining a different scenario, a different man. But the image that had filled her mind for months, the one that had kept her awake in her dorm bed, was of the man downstairs in his leather-winged chair, his fingers steepled, his mind dissecting complexities she could barely grasp.

Power. It radiated from him. It was in the cut of his suits, the assured timbre of his voice, the way he commanded a room without raising it. It was an aphrodisiac, sharp and clean, and she was thirsty.

She’d found the decanter of single-malt scotch, the heavy crystal cool in her hand. She poured two fingers, the amber liquid catching the low light. No ice. He took it neat. She knew that.

His study door was ajar. He was silhouetted against the rain-streaked window, his broad shoulders tense, phone to his ear. “...file the motion tomorrow. No, Henderson, we’re not settling. The precedent is clear.” His voice was a low rumble, a velvet-covered hammer.

Lexi waited, leaning against the doorframe, letting him finish. When he ended the call with a curt, “See you at eight,” and turned, his surprise was a fleeting crack in his composure. His gaze traveled from her face, down the slender column of her throat, over the delicate straps of the nightgown, to where the pale silk ended high on her thighs. It was a clinical assessment that turned molten in a second.

“Lexi.”

“You looked like you could use this.” She stepped forward, extending the glass. Her fingers brushed his as he took it. A jolt, simple and electric.

“Thank you.” He took a sip, his eyes never leaving hers. “Shouldn’t you be in bed?”

“I’m not tired.” She let her own gaze wander, taking in the room—the floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, the mahogany desk, the scent of old paper and polished wood and him. “I’ve always loved this room. It smells like… authority.”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. “It smells like a neglected library.”

“Same thing.” She took a step closer to the desk, trailing her fingertips along its edge. The silk of her gown shifted, the neckline dipping. She saw his attention catch on the shadowed hollow between her breasts. “I was thinking about your closing argument in the Carlisle case. The one Mom told me about. The way you dismantled that witness. It was… intimidatingly sexy.”

He set his glass down with a soft clink. “That’s a peculiar compliment.”

“Is it?” She leaned forward, bracing her hands on the desk, letting the nightgown’s front gape just enough. The cool wood pressed against her lower belly. “I spent all semester in lecture halls full of boys who think citing a Wikipedia page is intellectual foreplay. It’s been… dull. My mind kept wandering back here. To you. In this room. Thinking.”

His jaw tightened. “Lexi, this is—”

“Inappropriate?” she supplied, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I know. That’s what makes it so good. You’re not my father, Desmond. You’re the smartest, most powerful man I know. And I’ve wanted you since I was old enough to understand what that wanting felt like.”

He was silent for a long moment, the only sound the rain and the low rush of blood in her ears. She saw the war in his eyes—duty, reputation, a lifetime of careful control on one side; a raw, hungry pull on the other. She leaned further, until her lips were a breath from his ear. “Mom’s not coming home. No one has to know. It can be our secret.”

That did it. The last thread of his resistance snapped with an almost audible twang.

He moved so fast it stole her breath. One hand came up to cup the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair, not gentle. The other arm wrapped around her waist, hauling her off the desk and against him. And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a kiss. It was a conflagration. Hot, desperate, and masterful. His tongue swept past her lips, tasting of scotch and mint and pure, unadulterated want. Lexi melted into it, a soft sound escaping her throat as her hands flew to his shoulders, gripping the fine wool of his suit jacket. He kissed her like he was arguing a case he had to win, with relentless, focused passion. The taste of him, the feel of his stubble against her skin, the sheer size of him surrounding her—it was everything she’d fantasized and more.

When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathing in ragged pulls. His eyes were dark, pupils swallowing the bourbon-brown. “This is a terrible idea,” he murmured, but his hands were already moving, sliding down her back, over the silk, palming the curve of her ass.

“The best ones always are,” she gasped, arching into his touch.

He spun her gently, pressing her back against the edge of the massive desk. His mouth found her neck, sucking a mark just below her jawline that made her knees weaken. His hands gathered the hem of her nightgown, pushing the slippery fabric up her thighs, over her hips, until it was bunched around her waist. The cool air of the study kissed her bare skin, a shocking contrast to the heat radiating from him.

“No underwear,” he observed, his voice thick. His thumbs stroked the insides of her thighs, parting them. “You planned this.”

“I hoped,” she corrected, her head falling back.

He didn’t tease. One hand stayed on her hip, anchoring her to the desk. The other found her center, his fingers sliding through her wetness with a blunt, confident stroke. A sharp, punched-out gasp left her lips. He explored her with a lawyer’s precision, learning her folds, the swollen nub of her clit, the tight, welcoming entrance. He circled, pressed, dipped inside just to the first knuckle, making her hips jerk off the desk.

“So responsive,” he muttered, more to himself than to her.

He added a second finger, stretching her slowly, the glide effortless from her arousal. He curled them inside her, finding a spot that made her vision whiten at the edges. A broken cry tore from her throat.

“Desmond… please…”

“Please what?” He worked his fingers in and out, a steady, devastating rhythm. His eyes were fixed on where his hand disappeared into her, watching himself take her apart. “Use your words, Lexi. You’re a college student. You have an extensive vocabulary.”

“Fuck me,” she begged, the vulgarity feeling glorious in the formal room. “Stop… stop teasing and fuck me.”

He withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his mouth and sucking them clean, his gaze locked on hers. The obscenity of the gesture sent a fresh flood of heat between her legs. Then his hands went to his belt. The click of the buckle was loud. The rasp of his zipper was louder. He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free himself.

He was thick, heavy, the head flushed a dark red. Lexi’s mouth watered. She pushed away from the desk, sinking to her knees on the rug before he could guide her onto it. The look of stunned arousal on his face was a prize.

“What are you—“

She didn’t let him finish. She took him in her hand, feeling the velvety skin over the rigid core, and leaned forward. She touched her tongue to the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum. Then she took him into her mouth, slowly, letting her lips stretch around his girth. She heard his sharp inhale, felt his hand come to rest on the top of her head, not pushing, just holding.

She set a slow, deep rhythm, using her tongue, her throat, her hands where her mouth couldn’t reach. She worshiped him, this symbol of the power that had obsessed her. She listened to his breathing grow ragged, felt the tension coiling in his thighs. His fingers tightened in her hair. “God, Lexi… your mouth…”

She hummed around him, the vibration making him curse. She took him deeper, until her eyes watered, then pulled back, swirling her tongue. She was lost in the act, in the taste and smell of him, in the sheer control she wielded on her knees. She could feel him getting close, his hips beginning to stutter.

But he pulled her off, his grip firm. “Enough,” he growled.

He lifted her as if she weighed nothing, turning and settling back into his deep leather chair. He pulled her onto his lap, straddling him, her nightgown still rucked around her waist.

He positioned himself at her entrance, his hands gripping her hips. “Look at me,” he commanded.

She did. Her eyes were wide, dark with need.

He pulled her down, impaling her in one smooth, relentless stroke.

The fullness was breathtaking. She cried out, her head falling forward as she was stretched, filled, occupied. He held her there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, letting them both feel the incredible tightness of her around him.

“Now,” he whispered against her lips. “Now you fuck me.”

He let her set the pace at first, his hands guiding her hips as she rose and fell, learning the angle. But soon, his control shattered. He took over, driving up into her with hard, deep thrusts that pushed the chair back with each one. The sound of skin slapping against skin, their mingled grunts and moans, filled the study. Lexi gripped his shoulders, her nails digging into the fabric of his shirt, riding the wave of each punishing plunge. The friction was exquisite, building a pressure low in her belly that tightened with every impact.

“Harder,” she pleaded, biting his earlobe. “Don’t hold back.”

With a growl, he stood, lifting her with him, her legs wrapping around his waist. He turned and bent her over the desk, scattering papers. He kicked her feet wider apart, his hands spreading her cheeks. The new angle was deeper, more animalistic. He plunged into her again, each thrust a jolt that made the desk shudder.

This was it. The raw, undignified taking she’d craved. The powerful, respectable Desmond was gone, replaced by this primal, hungry man fucking her over his own work. The pressure broke. Her climax ripped through her without warning, a violent, shuddering wave that clenched around him, milking his length. She screamed into the polished wood, her body convulsing.

Feeling her tighten around him was his undoing. With a final, guttural shout, he pulled out. Hot stripes of his release painted her lower back, her ass, a possessive, messy claim. The sensation, so shockingly intimate, drew another, smaller shudder from her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the fading echo of the rain. Slowly, he helped her stand. They didn’t speak. He found a box of tissues on a shelf, cleaning her with a surprising tenderness that contrasted with the ferocity of their coupling. He handed her the bunched-up nightgown. She let it fall back into place, the silk now clinging to her damp, sensitive skin.

He righted his clothes, zipped his trousers, his movements methodical. He poured two fresh glasses of scotch from the decanter, his hand perfectly steady. He handed her one.

She took it, their fingers brushing again. No spark this time, just a warm, satiated recognition. She took a sip, the liquor burning a pleasant path down her throat. She watched him over the rim of her glass. His tie was askew, his hair mussed where her fingers had been. A faint red mark was blooming on his neck.

A slow, secret smile touched her lips. She felt a new, intoxicating power humming in her veins. He might be the lawyer, the stepfather, the man of the house. But she had seen him come apart. She had that knowledge now. And the summer stretched out before them, long and hot and full of promise.

This was absolutely just the beginning.


13 - A Backyard Performance

Excerpt from Daddy’s BBC by Vivienne Blue:

The oppressive quiet of the house felt louder than any music. Debra’s excited chatter had vanished out the door two hours ago, leaving a vacuum filled by the low hum of the refrigerator and Stacy’s own thrumming pulse. Her mother was with the wedding planner. The house belonged to her and Darnell.

Stacy stood in her bedroom, her reflection in the full-length mirror a stranger. A tiny, hot pink bikini hugged her curves. The triangles of fabric over her breasts seemed impossibly small. The bottoms cut high on her hips. She ran her hands down her flat stomach, her skin already prickling with anticipation. It wasn't about the sun. Not really.

She grabbed a towel and a bottle of tanning oil, her bare feet silent on the stairs. The backyard was a sun-drenched rectangle of privacy. She unfolded the lounge chair in the center of the lawn. She lay down, the sun an immediate, heavy kiss on her skin. She squeezed oil into her palm, the scent of coconut filling the air as she smoothed it over her legs, her stomach, the swell of her breasts. Every motion felt deliberate, a performance for an audience of one.

She knew exactly where he was. The kitchen window was a dark square against the siding. She let her head loll to the side, her gaze drifting toward it.

There.

A shadow shifted behind the glass. A tall, broad silhouette. He wasn't even trying to hide. He was just… watching.

A jolt, sharp and electric, shot straight to her core. Her nipples tightened instantly against the flimsy fabric. The heat that spread through her wasn't from the sun. It was darker, richer, a liquid pull low in her belly. She arched her back slightly, stretching her arms over her head, knowing it would lift her chest, define her waist. She saw the shadow in the window go perfectly still.

He’s looking. He’s really looking.

The thought was a drug. It made her bold. It made her reckless.

With a slow, languid motion, she reached behind her back. Her fingers found the knot of her bikini top. She tugged. It loosened. She slid one strap down her shoulder, then the other. The fabric fell away into her hand. She let it drop to the towel beside the chair.

The sun hit her bare breasts full-on, the sensation of air and heat on her stiff peaks almost dizzying. She kept her eyes half-closed, pretending to bask, but her entire focus was on that window. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Look at me. See me.

The shadow didn't move. It was a statue. A sentinel. The intensity of his stare felt like a physical touch, skating over her skin.

The deepest, most secret part of her awoke, hungry and shameless. Her hand drifted down, past her navel, her fingertips grazing the edge of her bikini bottoms. Then, holding her breath, she hooked her thumbs into the sides. She lifted her hips, just an inch, and pushed the scant fabric down her legs. She kicked them off, leaving them in a pool of pink on the towel. She was completely naked, exposed on a stage of green grass and blinding sun.

She parted her thighs, just a fraction. An invitation. A provocation. She let one hand rest on her stomach, the other trailing idly along her inner thigh. She was wet. She could feel the slick heat, a secret between her legs that he couldn't see but had to sense. The ache there was a steady, pounding rhythm.

Minutes stretched, taut as a wire. She didn't cover herself. She let him look his fill, the power of his forbidden attention fueling her own desire into a frenzy. Finally, with a slow, reluctant sigh, she sat up. She picked up her bikini bottoms, slid them back on with deliberate slowness. She refastened her top, each movement a tease. She gathered her things and walked, unhurried, toward the back door. She could feel his eyes on every swing of her hips.

The kitchen was cool and dim after the brilliance outside. Darnell stood at the sink, a glass of water in his hand. He didn't turn around. His shoulders were rigid under his black t-shirt.

Stacy leaned against the doorframe, the towel draped over her arm. Her skin glowed, smelling of coconut and sun. "Enjoy the show?"

His back tensed. He set the glass down with a sharp click. "You shouldn't have done that."

“Why?” she asked, her voice a low challenge. She took a step into the room. “You were watching. I saw you.”

He turned then. His eyes were dark, the calm she was used to replaced by a storm of conflict. They raked over her, from her sun-bleached hair to her oiled legs, and the heat in his gaze was unmistakable. “This ain’t right, Stacy.”

“But you liked it.” It wasn't a question. She took another step, closing the distance. She could smell his cologne, the clean scent of soap. “Didn't you?”

His control snapped. It happened in a breath. One moment he was a pillar of restraint, the next his hands were framing her face, his touch surprisingly gentle despite the raw energy coursing through him. He searched her eyes, looking for doubt, for a sign to stop.

He found only mirrored hunger.

His mouth crashed down on hers.

The kiss was not soft. It was a claiming. A release of weeks of pent-up tension. His lips were firm, insistent, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a deep, hungry stroke that made her knees buckle. She moaned into him, her hands flying up to clutch at his shirt, fisting the fabric. He tasted of mint and something uniquely male, something that made her head spin. His beard scraped her chin, a delicious, rough friction.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged against her lips. "Last chance to run."

"I don’t want to run," she gasped.

A low groan rumbled from his chest. He took her hand, his fingers engulfing hers, and led her from the kitchen. Up the stairs. The house was silent except for their hurried footsteps and the frantic beating of her heart. He pushed open the door to her bedroom, a room he'd never entered, and kicked it shut behind them.

The moment the lock clicked, the atmosphere shattered into pure, undiluted need. He backed her against the closed door, his body pinning hers, and kissed her again, deeper, harder. His hands roamed her oil-slick skin, sliding under her bikini top to cup her breasts. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, and she cried out, the sensation so intense it was almost painful.

"Off," he growled, pulling at the tie of her top.

She helped him, and the fabric joined the growing pile of clothes on her floor.

He stared at her bare chest, his eyes blazing. "So fucking perfect."

He bent his head, his mouth closing over one peaked nipple. The heat, the suction, the rough flick of his tongue sent shockwaves straight to her pussy. She writhed against him, her fingers tangling in his short, coarse hair.

He dropped to his knees before her, his hands on her hips. He looked up at her, his expression fierce with desire. "These too." He hooked his fingers in the sides of her bikini bottoms and peeled them down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing naked and exposed before him.

His gaze was a physical caress, hotter than the sun.

He picked her up and tossed her on the bed, her blonde hair fanning out across the pillows. Before she could even catch her breath, he was moving, his large frame settling between her outstretched legs.

He didn't hesitate. He gripped her thighs, pinning them back to fully expose her to the harsh light of the room. A tremor of pure submission shook her as his shadow fell over her. Then, his head went down.

The first sweep of his tongue was broad and authoritative, making her back arch off the mattress with a sharp, staggered gasp. He was relentless, his mouth hot and demanding as he tasted her. He used his thumbs to part her further, buried his face in her damp, intimate heat, and let out a low, gravelly growl of approval.

"Fucking gorgeous," he muttered against her skin, and then he was back at it, his rhythm steady and punishing, driving her toward a peak she could no longer escape.

He zeroed in on her clit, circling it, teasing it, before sucking it gently between his lips. The pleasure was blinding, a white-hot wire of sensation that pulled taut from her core to her fingertips. Her legs trembled. He held her hips steady, his tongue delving deeper, tasting her, drinking her in. The wet, filthy sounds filled the room, and her moans rose to match them. She was panting, begging, a stream of "yes" and "right there" and "oh god, Darnell."

He worked her until her thighs were shaking, until she was on the edge of shattering. Then he stood. His eyes were wild. He unbuttoned his jeans, shoved them and his boxers down in one rough motion.

Her breath caught.

He was thick, long, and beautifully, intimidatingly hard. His cock stood out, dark against the bronze of his stomach, the head flushed and leaking. He fisted himself, giving her a slow, stark stroke. "See what you did?"

She dropped to her knees without being asked. The carpet was rough under her skin. She looked up at him, at the sheer dominance in his stance, and opened her mouth.

He guided himself to her lips. "Suck it, baby. Get it nice and wet for that pretty pussy."

The first touch of the broad head against her tongue sent a new thrill through her. She took him in, her mouth stretching wide. He was too big. She could only manage the first few inches before her jaw protested. She swirled her tongue around the crown, tasting the salty pre-cum, her hands gripping the hard muscles of his thighs.

"Good girl," he rasped. "Take more."

He pushed forward, gently at first, then with more insistence. She relaxed her throat, letting him slide deeper. He hit the back of her mouth, and she gagged, tears springing to her eyes. He pulled back, letting her breathe, then pushed in again.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice thick. "Just like that. Fuck, your mouth..."

He set a rhythm, shallow thrusts that gradually went deeper. Her saliva coated his length, the slick, obscene sounds of her sucking filling her ears. He held her head, his fingers threaded in her hair, not forcing, but guiding. The feeling of him using her mouth, of her complete surrender, was more arousing than anything she'd ever imagined. A fresh flood of wetness soaked her own thighs.

He pulled out abruptly, a string of spit connecting her lips to his glistening cock. "Bed. Now."

She scrambled onto the mattress. He followed, a powerful shadow blotting out the light from the window. He settled between her legs, his weight a delicious anchor. He kissed her again, deeply, letting her taste herself on his tongue. Then he positioned himself at her entrance. The blunt head pressed against her, a promise of fullness.

"Look at me," he commanded.

Her blue eyes locked with his brown ones.

He pushed in.

She gasped, her back arching off the bed. He was so much, stretching her, filling her in a way that bordered on pain before melting into exquisite pleasure. He sank in to the hilt, a low, guttural groan tearing from his throat. "God, Stacy. So tight. So fucking hot."

He began to move. Slow, deep, punishing strokes that dragged against every sensitive nerve inside her. Each thrust buried him completely, his hips meeting hers with a solid, rhythmic slap. She wrapped her legs high around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The world narrowed to the feeling of him moving within her, the scent of their sweat and sex, the raw, unfiltered sounds of their bodies joining.

"Harder," she pleaded, her nails scraping down his back.

He obliged. His thrusts became faster, harder, driving the breath from her lungs. He shifted, angling his hips, and on the next deep plunge, he hit a spot that made her see stars. A broken scream ripped from her throat.

"Right there! Oh, fuck, Darnell, right there!"

He hammered that spot relentlessly, his own control unraveling. "You feel that? That's all me. This pussy's taking all of me." His words were filthy, perfect, stoking the fire in her belly higher. "Gonna make you come on my dick. Gonna feel you squeeze me."

The coil inside her wound impossibly tight. Pressure built, a roaring wave gathering force. She was babbling, chanting his name, her body tensing like a bowstring.

"Come for me," he gritted out, his pace becoming frantic, brutal, perfect. "Now, Stacy. Now."

The wave broke. Her climax crashed over her, a convulsive, mind-shattering release that clenched every muscle in her body. Her vision whited out. She heard her own cries as if from a distance, felt the intense, rhythmic pulsing of her core around his thick cock.

The sensation of her tight walls milking him pushed him over the edge. With a ragged shout, he drove into her one final, deep time and held. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding her, the pulse of his cock inside her as he emptied himself. He shuddered violently above her, his body collapsing onto hers, his face buried in her neck.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the cooling sweat on their skin. The reality of what they'd done seeped into the room like icy water.

Slowly, he pulled out of her. The loss of him felt profound. He sat on the edge of the bed, his head in his hands, his broad back a landscape of tension and shame.

Stacy lay there, feeling his cum leak from her, the physical evidence of their transgression. The heat of passion was gone, replaced by a cold, creeping dread.

"That was a mistake," Darnell said, his voice hollow, stripped of all its earlier warmth. He wouldn't look at her.

Tears pricked Stacy's eyes. She pulled the sheet over her naked body. "I know."

He stood, pulling his boxers and jeans back up with sharp, angry motions. He fastened his belt, grabbed his shirt from the floor. He paused at the door, his hand on the knob, his profile stark with regret.

He left without another word. The door clicked shut softly behind him, leaving her alone in the silent, guilty wreckage of her room.

14 - The Principal’s Taboo Punishment

Piper’s spoon scraped the bottom of the carton, a dull, sticky sound in the quiet kitchen. Vanilla ice cream, half-melted, pooled in the container. She wasn’t supposed to be eating it. She was supposed to be cleaning, a list of chores from Martin taped to the fridge. But the counter was cool under her bare thighs, her denim shorts riding high, and the rebellious thrill of doing nothing at all was its own sweet dessert.

The back door clicked open. She didn’t turn. She knew the heavy, measured tread of his dress shoes on the tile.

“Piper.”

His voice was a low rumble, the principal-voice he used on tardy students. She took another slow, deliberate bite, letting the cold cream coat her tongue.

“The kitchen is a mess. You were instructed to have it spotless by four.”

She finally swiveled, letting her legs dangle. Martin stood in the doorway, still in his work slacks and a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His tie was loosened, but his expression was tight. He looked tired, and that made something hot and mischievous curl in her stomach.

“I got hungry,” she said, her voice a sugary drawl. She lifted the spoon, watching his eyes track the movement. Not to her face. To her mouth. She parted her lips, slid the metal between them, and pulled it out clean with a soft, deliberate pop.

“That’s disrespectful. And lazy.” He took a step forward, his gaze hardening, but it didn’t reach his eyes. Something else flickered there, a crack in his stern facade she’d learned to spot over the last year. “Your mother expects this done.”

“Mom’s at book club,” Piper said, swinging her legs. “And I don’t have to listen to a man who stares at my ass every time I walk up the stairs.”

The air in the kitchen went still. Martin’s jaw tightened. A flush crept up his neck. Deny it, she willed him silently. Please, try to deny it.

He didn’t. He just stood there, a statue of conflicted authority. That was all the invitation she needed.

She slid off the counter, the tile cool under her feet. She didn’t stop walking until she was right in front of him, close enough to smell his aftershave, clean and sharp, and the faint, warm scent of his skin beneath it. Her body, clad only in the tiny shorts and a thin, cropped tank top, pressed against the front of his slacks. She felt the firm muscle of his thighs, the sudden, undeniable rigidity beginning to form against her lower belly.

“I think you like it when I’m bad,” she whispered, tilting her head up. Her breath ghosted over his chin. “I think you dream about it. Principal Martin, so strict. So proper.” She let her hands come to rest on his chest, feeling the rapid thud of his heart through the cotton. “What would happen if I was a very bad girl?”

“Piper…” His voice was strained, a rough scrape of sound. “This is… I could lose everything. My job. My marriage.”

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “I’m a very good secret-keeper.” She leaned in, her mouth a hair’s breadth from his.

That was the final thread, the one she’d been plucking at for months. It snapped.

His hands came up, not to push her away, but to grip her waist, his fingers digging into the soft flesh above her hips. The spoon clattered to the floor. He crushed his mouth to hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was an explosion. A release. His lips were demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a hunger that stole her breath. She moaned into him, her own hands fisting in his shirt, pulling him closer. The taste of him was coffee and mint and something uniquely, undeniably Martin—a taste of forbidden power that made her head spin.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with a desire that had finally overthrown his caution. Without a word, he turned, dragging her with him to a tall stool by the kitchen island. He sat down, the wood creaking under his weight.

“Over my knee. Now.”

A shiver, pure and electric, shot through her. She went willingly, her body draping across his hard thighs, her stomach pressing against the rough fabric of his slacks. The position arched her back, presenting her ass, still covered by the denim shorts, directly to him. The world narrowed to the feel of his solid leg beneath her, the warmth of his hand splayed on the small of her back.

“You’ve been asking for this,” he growled, his voice thick right by her ear.

His hand came down. Not a tap, but a sharp, stinging smack on the seat of her shorts. The sound echoed in the kitchen. A jolt of heat, sharp and startling, bloomed where he’d struck. He did it again, and again, a steady, rhythmic punishment that quickly turned the denim into a poor insulator. Each slap sent a wave of sensation through her—a sting that melted instantly into a deep, radiating warmth. She gasped, her fingers clutching at his pant leg.

Then his fingers found the button of her shorts, flicked it open. The zipper hissed down. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her shorts and her flimsy cotton panties and yanked them both down to her knees in one rough motion. The cool air kissed her exposed skin, a stark contrast to the heat he’d built.

The first spank on her bare flesh made her cry out. It was a brighter, more intimate pain, a shock that reverberated straight to her core. He didn’t pause. His palm cracked down again, painting her skin with fire. She lost count. The slaps fell, methodical and hard, each one layering heat upon heat until her entire backside felt alive, throbbing, sensitized beyond belief. A wetness gathered between her legs, a slick, undeniable response that had nothing to do with pain and everything to do with the raw dominance of the act, the sheer taboo of him doing this to her.

He stopped. His hand rested on the burning curve of her ass, his fingers tracing the heated skin. She was panting, her cheek pressed against his thigh.

“Get up,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She pushed herself up, her legs unsteady. Her shorts and panties pooled around her ankles. She stepped out of them, leaving them on the floor. She stood before him, completely naked from the waist down, her tank top rucked up around her ribs. Her skin glowed, a furious, beautiful red in the afternoon light streaming through the window.

Martin’s eyes drank her in, the hunger in them now a raging fire. He was still seated, his own arousal a prominent bulge straining against his fly.

Without breaking eye contact, Piper sank to her knees on the hard tile. Her hands went to his belt, her fingers fumbling only slightly before she got the buckle open. The button of his slacks gave way. The zipper sounded obscenely loud as she drew it down. She reached inside, through the slit of his boxer briefs, and wrapped her hand around him.

He was thick, hard, and hot as a brand in her palm. A low groan tore from his throat as she freed him. She leaned forward, her breath washing over the flushed head before her tongue darted out for a tentative taste. Salt and skin and pure, masculine musk. She opened her mouth and took him in.

The feeling was intoxicating. The weight of him on her tongue, the way his body tensed, the choked-off sound he made. She set a slow, deliberate rhythm, using her tongue to trace the prominent vein underneath, swirling around the head before sinking down again, taking him deeper each time. Her own need was a pounding ache between her thighs, but this was power, too—feeling him unravel under her mouth, feeling his hands fist in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as if she were the only solid thing in the world.

She sucked him harder, hollowing her cheeks, listening to his breathing grow ragged and broken. His hips began to move in tiny, involuntary thrusts. A tremor ran through his thighs. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the approach of his release. She redoubled her efforts, her mouth a wet, tight seal, her hand working the base.

“Piper… god, stop… I’m going to…” he gasped.

She didn’t stop. She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his glazed ones, and took him all the way to the back of her throat. That did it. With a raw, guttural shout, his body went rigid. The first hot, bitter pulse hit her tongue, then another, and another, as he emptied himself into her mouth. She swallowed, taking everything he gave, until he was spent, softening, and his grip on her hair loosened.

She pulled back, licking her lips. He was slumped on the stool, utterly wrecked, his pants still open, his chest heaving.

But the look in his eyes wasn’t satiation. It was a renewed, sharper hunger.

In one swift motion, he stood, pulling her up with him. He turned her and lifted her as if she weighed nothing, depositing her onto the cool, hard surface of the kitchen table. Bowls and the ice cream carton were shoved aside with a clatter. He pushed her tank top up, over her head, tossing it away. Now she was completely bare, splayed on the table like a feast.

He knelt on the floor between her splayed knees. His hands pushed her thighs wider, and then his mouth was on her.

If his spanking had been punishment, this was worship. His tongue was flat and firm, laving a long, slow stripe from her entrance all the way up to her clit. She cried out, her back arching off the table. He didn’t tease. He feasted. His mouth settled on her, his tongue circling, flicking, then sucking her sensitive nub into the heat of his mouth. The sensations were blinding, direct lines of pleasure shooting from her core to her fingertips. He added a finger, then two, sliding into her wetness with ease, curling them inside her as his tongue worked its magic.

The orgasm built fast, a terrifying pressure behind her navel. She was babbling, her hands gripping the edges of the table, her heels digging into his back. “Martin… please… right there… don’t stop…”

He didn’t. His rhythm was relentless, his mouth and fingers in perfect, devastating sync. The climax shattered her. It rolled through her in violent, pulsing waves, wringing a raw, screaming sob from her throat. Her body convulsed against his mouth, her vision whiting out at the edges.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving. He rose, his own body covering hers. He was hard again, impressively so, pressing against her slick thigh. He reached between them, guiding himself to her entrance. He paused, his forehead damp against hers.

“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice a gravelly whisper.

She forced her eyes open, meeting his intense, possessive gaze.

He pushed inside.

The feeling of being filled, so completely and deeply, stole the air from her lungs. He was bigger than his fingers, stretching her, claiming her in a way that felt more final than anything that had come before. He began to move, slow, deep thrusts that dragged against every sensitive nerve inside her. The table rocked slightly with their rhythm, a faint knocking sound against the tile floor.

His pace quickened. The slow, measured strokes became harder, faster, driving her up the table with each powerful push. The earlier spanking made every impact a bright burst of sensation, her sore flesh meeting the hard wood. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, a man who had crossed a line and was now determined to wring every ounce of pleasure from the fall.

“Is this what you wanted, you brat?” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “This?”

“Yes!” she gasped, her nails scraping across his shoulders. “Harder!”

He obliged, his thrusts becoming punishing, animalistic. The sound of skin slapping against skin, their mingled grunts and moans, filled the kitchen. She felt another orgasm building, this one deeper, born from the sheer physicality of his possession.

“Get down,” he rasped, pulling out of her abruptly.

She scrambled off the table. He turned her around, bending her over, her reddened ass in the air. The surface of the table was cool against her breasts. He moved behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself back into her soaked heat. The angle was different, deeper, hitting a spot that made her see stars. He drove into her, his balls slapping against her with each thrust.

This was it. The final, frantic climb. Her cries were wordless now, sharp pleas punched out with every drive of his hips. The tension coiled, tighter and tighter, until it snapped with a force that felt like it broke her apart. Her inner muscles clenched around him in rapid, fluttering spasms, milking him, pulling his own release from him.

With a final, deep groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his body shuddering as he came. She felt the hot rush deep inside her, the final, intimate claim. He collapsed over her back, his weight pressing her into the table, both of them slick with sweat and spent.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal.

He finally pushed himself up and off her. Piper stood up. She turned around and looked at him. He was tucking himself back into his slacks, his face an unreadable mask.

She leaned against the table. A slow, triumphant smile spread across her face. “So,” she said, her voice hoarse. “From now on, I’m not doing my chores.”

Martin fastened his belt, his eyes meeting hers. The conflict was gone, replaced by a dark, settled certainty. “Fine.”

He took a step closer, his finger tracing a possessive line from her collarbone down between her breasts. “But we’re doing this again.”

15 - Forbidden Desires on the Ranch

“My mom would be devastated.”

The words hung in the humid air, a fragile barrier between the heat of the water and the heat coiling in their bodies. Cassidy’s voice was a whisper, a plea wrapped in a warning. Her wet t-shirt clung to her like a second skin, the pale fabric nearly transparent, outlining the soft swell of her breasts, the tight buds of her nipples pressing against the cotton.

Doug’s hands, large and calloused from a lifetime of work, didn’t move from her waist. He held her there in the chest-deep water of the swimming hole, his thumbs tracing slow, deliberate circles on the denim of her shorts just below the hem of her shirt. The sun beat down on their shoulders, turning the droplets on his tanned skin to diamonds.

“What happens on the ranch,” he said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated through the water and into her bones, “stays on the ranch, Cassidy.”

—

He’d been leading up to this moment for weeks. Daily rides on the sprawling acreage, his big bay gelding alongside her skittish mare. His instructions were always hands-on. ‘Sit deeper in the saddle, darlin’. Like this.’ His palm pressing against the small of her back. ‘Loosen your grip on the reins. Let the horse feel you.’ His fingers brushing hers, lingering. ‘Let me help you down.’ His hands spanning her waist, lifting her with an ease that made her stomach flip, holding her aloft for a heartbeat too long before setting her on the ground, her body sliding against his.

It was a slow, deliberate seduction, a predator circling its prey. And today, with Miranda gone to town for the afternoon, the circle had closed.

The ride out had been quiet, charged. He’d led her to this hidden spot, a jewel of clear, spring-fed water tucked into a grove of cottonwoods at the far northern edge of the property. ‘Best swimming hole in the county,’ he’d said, his eyes not on the water but on her. He’d dismounted, tied the horses, and without ceremony, pulled his sweat-damp work shirt over his head. The muscles of his chest and abdomen were etched by sun and labor, a landscape of power. He’d toed off his boots, shucked his jeans, and stood there in just his dark boxer briefs, the fabric straining against the thick outline of his arousal. ‘Water’s perfect. Come on in.’

Cassidy had hesitated, a flush creeping up her neck that had nothing to do with the sun. But the pull was too strong. The forbidden allure of him, of this, of a summer secret. She’d slipped off her own boots, peeled down her socks. She kept her clothes on, the thin white t-shirt and cut-off denim shorts, and waded in. The cool water was a shock, then a relief. He’d watched her the whole time, a silent, approving statue.

Then he was moving through the water toward her, a force of nature. He didn’t speak. He just closed the distance, his hands finding her waist, pulling her against him. The hard, hot length of him pressed into her stomach through their wet clothes. He’d told her she’d grown into a stunning woman. His mouth had found the sensitive skin below her ear, his stubble scraping, his lips warm. And then he’d kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, possessive, all tongue and teeth and suppressed need. It tasted of salt and summer and something uniquely, dangerously Doug. Her hands had fluttered to his shoulders, gripping the solid, wet muscle there, her body arching into his of its own volition.

—

That’s when she’d whispered it. The last defense. ‘My mom would be devastated.’

Now, his answer hung between them. ‘What happens on the ranch, stays on the ranch.’

He didn’t wait for further argument. He captured her mouth again, silencing any other protest. This time, she kissed him back. A soft, surrendering sound escaped her throat, swallowed by his mouth. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, nails biting into skin. The last thread of resistance snapped, unraveled by the relentless pressure of his lips, the demanding stroke of his tongue, the firm, possessive grip of his hands on her body.

One hand slid from her waist, skimming up her ribcage, leaving a trail of fire on her water-cooled skin. It pushed under the sodden hem of her t-shirt, palm flattening against her stomach. She gasped into his mouth. His hand was rough, work-roughened, a thrilling contrast to the softness of her belly. It journeyed upward, over the gentle curve, until his thumb brushed the underwire of her bra. He paused there, teasing, circling the lace-covered swell of her breast.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. His eyes, a deep, stormy blue, held hers. “Need to feel you,” he growled, the words raw. He gathered the wet fabric of her shirt in his fist and pulled it up and over her head in one swift motion, tossing it onto the damp sand.

Cassidy stood before him in just her bra and denim shorts, the water lapping at her waist. The sun warmed her exposed skin, but it was his gaze that truly heated her. It felt like a physical touch, roaming over her shoulders, her collarbones, the pale, generous curves spilling from her simple white bra. He made a sound in his chest, a deep, appreciative rumble.

“Christ, you’re perfect,” he muttered. His hands came up to cup her breasts through the lace, his thumbs finding her nipples and rubbing slow, firm circles. The sensation shot straight to her core, a sharp, sweet ache. Her head fell back, a moan tearing from her lips, echoing off the surrounding trees.

That was all the encouragement he needed. He dipped his head, his mouth finding the valley between her breasts, kissing the damp skin there. His tongue traced a hot, wet path upward. He hooked a finger under the cup of her bra, pulling it down, and her breast sprang free, the nipple already hard and pebbled. He didn’t hesitate. He took it into his mouth, sucking deeply, his tongue lashing the sensitive peak.

Cassidy cried out, her fingers tangling in his damp, sun-bleached hair, holding him to her. The sensation was overwhelming, a direct line of pleasure that pulsed between her breasts and the molten heat gathering between her legs. He suckled and licked, alternating between gentle nips and fierce pulls, until she was writhing against him, her hips making small, desperate circles in the water. He gave the same devoted attention to her other breast, his free hand kneading the soft flesh, pinching the neglected nipple until it was as hard as its twin.

Her own hands were not idle. They slid down the hard planes of his back, over the dip of his spine, and slipped beneath the waistband of his boxer briefs. He was all solid, hot muscle. She cupped the firm curves of his ass, pulling him tighter against her. Then, emboldened by his groans, her hand slid around his hip, across the rough trail of hair on his lower abdomen, and into the front of his underwear.

Her fingers closed around him.

He went utterly still against her breast, a sharp, hissed intake of breath the only sound. He was thick, heavy, velvety steel in her hand, pulsing with a heat that seared her palm even through the cool water. She explored his length, her strokes tentative at first, then growing bolder, following the prominent vein, tracing the broad, smooth head. His hips jerked, a small, involuntary thrust into her fist.

“Fuck, Cassidy,” he breathed against her wet skin, his voice strained. He lifted his head, his eyes dark with a feral hunger. “Keep doing that.”

She did, her hand moving in a slow, slick rhythm beneath the water’s surface. His own hand abandoned her breast and plunged into the front of her shorts, past the button, past the zipper. His fingers met the wet lace of her panties, but they were soaked through, from the swimming hole and from her own arousal. He pushed the fabric aside, his fingertips finding her bare, swollen flesh.

Cassidy gasped, her rhythm on him faltering. His touch was electric, knowing. Two fingers slid through her slick folds, before circling the tight, aching bud of her clit. He applied a firm, steady pressure, his eyes locked on hers, watching her face shatter.

“Doug… oh god…” Her words were a broken chant. Her hips bucked against his hand, seeking more, seeking everything. The dual sensations—her hand working his hard length, his fingers stroking her most sensitive place—created a feedback loop of pleasure that short-circuited her thoughts. There was only this: the sun, the water, the rough, demanding touch of this man who was not her husband, who was her stepfather, and who was making her feel things she’d never imagined.

He increased the pace of his fingers, a relentless, focused friction on her clit. The coil inside her wound tighter, tighter. She could feel her climax building, a terrifying, wonderful wave about to crash. But he stopped.

He withdrew his hand, leaving her throbbing and empty, whimpering in protest. In one smooth, powerful motion, he hooked his hands under her thighs and lifted her. She wrapped her legs around his waist instinctively, her arms around his neck, her wet breasts pressed against his chest. He carried her, stumbling slightly in the soft mud of the bank, out of the water and onto a sun-drenched patch of thick, soft grass beneath the dappled shade of a cottonwood.

He laid her down gently, the grass cool and ticklish against her back. He knelt between her legs. His eyes devoured her: her flushed skin, her heaving chest, her nipples still wet from his mouth, the dark triangle of her denim shorts soaked and clinging.

“Need to taste you,” he said, his voice thick.

He made quick work of her shorts, unbuttoning, unzipping, pulling them and her sodden panties down her legs in one motion. He tossed them aside. Then he spread her legs wide, his hands on her inner thighs, pushing them apart until she was utterly exposed to the sun and his gaze.

He didn’t tease. He lowered his head and put his mouth on her.

Cassidy’s back arched off the grass, a raw, guttural cry ripped from her throat. His tongue was flat and broad, licking a long, slow stripe from her opening to her clit. Then he focused, his mouth sealing over her, his tongue delving inside, fucking her with it before returning to circle and suck her clit with a ruthless precision. He used his lips, his teeth in gentle nips, the scratch of his stubble on her tender inner thighs. It was messy, primal, and utterly devastating.

Her hands fisted in the long grass, tearing it from the earth. Pleasure, sharp and bright, detonated through her in waves. She was sobbing, begging, words she didn’t recognize tumbling from her lips. He drank from her, his groans of satisfaction vibrating against her, pushing her higher. The climax he’d denied her in the water now crashed over her with unstoppable force. It rolled through her in long, shuddering pulses, milking a series of sharp, breathless cries from her lungs. He didn’t let up, licking her through it, gentling his touch only as the last tremors subsided.

As she lay there, boneless and gasping, he rose above her. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his boxers and shoved them down, freeing himself. He was magnificent in the dappled sunlight, all tanned skin and corded muscle, his erection jutting thick and proud from a thatch of dark hair. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick, sensitive flesh.

He looked down at her, his face a mask of intense concentration and raw desire. “Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Her eyes, glazed with pleasure, found his. He pushed inside.

It was a slow, inexorable invasion, stretching her, filling her completely. She was so wet, so open from her orgasm, that he slid in with a smooth, deep glide until he was fully seated, his hips pressed against hers. They both groaned, a duet of sheer sensation. He felt enormous inside her, a perfect, burning fit. He held himself there for a long moment, letting her adjust, his body trembling with the effort of his control.

Then he began to move.

He set a hard, driving rhythm from the start, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust rocked her body against the grass, knocked the air from her lungs. The sounds were obscene and beautiful: the wet slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her high, keening whimpers with every deep penetration. He braced himself on his arms above her, his muscles corded, sweat beading on his chest and dripping onto her breasts.

“You feel… so fucking good,” he gritted out, his pace increasing. “Tighter than I dreamed.”

His words, filthy and possessive, sent another jolt of heat through her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, meeting him thrust for thrust. The friction was incredible, building a new fire in her core. She could feel the rough patch of grass beneath her shoulder blades, smell the scent of crushed greenery and sex and his clean sweat.

“Turn over,” he grunted, pulling out of her suddenly.

Dazed, she obeyed, rolling onto her hands and knees. He moved behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself back to her entrance. He entered her again in one long, smooth push, this angle even deeper, hitting a spot that made her vision blur. She cried out, her arms buckling, so she was on her forearms, her face pressed into the grass, her backside high in the air for him.

He gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, and fucked her in earnest. It was animalistic, relentless. Each powerful thrust drove her forward, her fingers scrabbling in the dirt, gripping fistfuls of grass and roots. The sound of their joining was louder now, a steady, wet rhythm. He leaned over her, his chest plastered to her back, his mouth at her ear.

“This is what you wanted all summer, isn’t it?” he rasped, his breath hot. “My hands on you. My cock in you.”

She couldn’t deny it. She could only moan, a wordless agreement, as he pounded into her. The pleasure was a cresting wave, higher and more intense than the first. It built in her belly, a tightening coil of pure sensation, fed by the brutal, perfect pace of his hips, the filthy words in her ear, the sheer forbidden thrill of it all.

It broke over her with a violence that stole her voice. Her entire body clenched around him, a series of sharp, internal spasms that pulled a ragged shout from his throat. He drove into her one last time, deep, burying himself to the hilt, and held there as his own release tore through him. She felt the hot, sudden pulse of him inside her, filling her, and the sensation triggered another, smaller ripple of her own climax. He groaned, a long, low, guttural sound of utter satisfaction, his body shuddering against hers.

For a long minute, there was only the sound of their labored breathing and the rustle of leaves overhead. He slowly softened inside her and pulled out, collapsing onto the grass beside her. They lay there in the sun, sticky and spent, the scent of sex and earth thick in the air.

Wordlessly, they eventually rose and waded back into the swimming hole to rinse off. They dressed in silence, the ordinary acts of pulling on clothes feeling surreal after what had just transpired. They rode back to the ranch house as the afternoon sun began to lengthen the shadows, the silence between them now charged with a new, profound understanding.

As they unsaddled the horses in the barn, the sound of Miranda’s truck crunching on the gravel driveway drifted in. Doug moved close to Cassidy, his voice a low murmur near her ear. “We’ll have to check the fences up by the north ridge tomorrow. Make sure they’re holding.”

Cassidy turned her head, her lips brushing his stubbled jaw. A slow, secret smile touched her mouth. Her body still hummed with the memory of his. “Yeah,” she whispered, her voice husky. “We should.”

16 - Stepdad Takes Control

Excerpt from Daddy’s Law by Vivienne Blue:

The silence in the kitchen stretched, a taut wire between them. Kiara leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed over her chest. The scent of old coffee and Sean’s clean, masculine soap filled the space. His flat statement—you’re late—hung in the air, neither a question nor a command. It was an observation, and that somehow felt more dangerous.

She pushed off the frame and walked to the refrigerator, the click of her boots on the tile deliberately loud. She pulled out a bottle of water, unscrewed the cap, and took a long drink, her throat working. She didn’t look at him.

“I’m going out again tomorrow,” she said, finally, capping the bottle. “And the next night. And the night after that. I’ll come home whenever the hell I feel like it.” She turned to face him, a smirk playing on her lips. “Your rules are stupid. They don’t apply to me. Not anymore.”

Sean didn’t move. His dark eyes tracked her, unblinking. The simmering thing she’d seen earlier was closer to the surface now, a heat she could feel from across the room.

“You think this is a game, Kiara?” His voice was still low, but it had lost its flatness. It was layered, like stone grinding against stone.

“I think it’s my game.” She took a step toward the table. “And you’re playing by my rules now. Remember? Or do I need to show that screenshot to Mom? Maybe email Officer McDaniel for fun?”

She saw the muscle in his jaw jump. A flicker of the old fear. But it was snuffed out almost instantly, replaced by something darker, more decisive. He stood up. The movement was fluid, powerful, the scrape of the chair legs against the floor unnaturally loud. He wasn’t a defeated man pleading anymore. He was a large, solid object in motion.

“Play time,” he said, his voice dropping to a velvet rumble that vibrated in her bones, “is over.”

Before she could process the words, he was crossing the space between them. His hand shot out, not toward her phone, but to clamp around her upper arm. His grip was iron, unyielding, a shocking contrast to the pleading man from hours before. A gasp tore from her lips—not from pain, but from the sheer, stunning force of it.

“What are you—let go of me!” she spat, trying to wrench her arm back. It was like trying to move a tree root.

“No.” The single syllable was final. He began to pull her, not toward the front door, but toward the basement door tucked under the stairs.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum. This wasn’t the plan. The blackmail was supposed to make him weak, compliant. Not this… this terrifying, electrifying certainty. She dug her heels into the carpet, but he was too strong, dragging her effortlessly. The door opened with a creak, revealing the dark maw of the staircase.

“Sean! Stop it!” Her voice wavered, betraying her.

He didn’t answer. He guided her down the wooden steps, his grip firm, his other hand on the small of her back. The cool, damp air of the unfinished basement washed over them, smelling of concrete and old laundry. A single bare bulb hung from a ceiling joist, casting long, distorted shadows across the washer, dryer, and the old, plaid-covered couch against the far wall.

He pulled her to the center of the open space before releasing her arm. She stumbled back a step, rubbing the spot where his fingers had been. The skin was warm, imprinted.

He looked down at her, his expression carved from granite. “You want to act like a brat? You want to laugh in my face?” He took a slow step forward, and she took an involuntary step back. “Then you need to be disciplined. Properly disciplined. Like the girls in those videos.”

The words landed like a physical blow. Her lungs seized. All the air left the room. He knew. He knew she’d looked, she’d seen, she’d saved them. And he was using the knowledge as a weapon. The hypocrisy should have enraged her. Instead, a violent, liquid heat erupted between her legs, so sudden and intense it made her knees feel weak. Her earlier fantasy, pale and self-directed, roared to life in full, brutal color.

“You wouldn’t dare,” she whispered, but the defiance was a thin veneer. She was trembling.

“I think we both know I would.” He closed the final distance. “Turn around.”

A command. Not a request. Her body, traitorous and humming with that awful, wonderful heat, obeyed before her mind could protest. She faced the couch, her back to him. She heard the soft rustle of his jeans as he sat on the worn cushions.

“Come here.”

She turned her head, looking over her shoulder. He sat, legs apart, his posture relaxed yet utterly dominant. He patted his thigh. The gesture was obscene. A silent scream echoed in her skull, but her feet carried her forward until she stood beside him.

His hands settled on her hips. They were warm, heavy, possessive. With a gentle but inexorable pressure, he guided her down, bending her over his lap. The world tilted. The rough fabric of his jeans pressed against her stomach. Her denim skirt rucked up, exposing the backs of her thighs. Her face was inches from the musty plaid of the couch cushion. Her heart was a wild thing trying to escape her chest.

“This,” he said, his voice a dark murmur above her, “is for the disrespect.” His palm, broad and calloused, came down on the curve of her ass.

The sound was a sharp, shocking crack in the quiet basement. The pain was immediate, a bright, stinging bloom that radiated through the denim. A yelp, high and involuntary, burst from her lips. It was followed instantly by a second, identical bloom on the other cheek. The pain was clean, sharp, real. It cut through the fog of weed and vodka and teenage ennui, anchoring her in the moment with brutal clarity.

He spanked her again. And again. A steady, rhythmic punishment. Each impact was a jolt that traveled straight to her core, a perverse spark that ignited the wetness already soaking her panties. She yelped, she squirmed, but the squirming only pressed her throbbing flesh more firmly against the hard muscle of his thigh. The denim of her skirt was a feeble barrier. She could feel the heat of her own skin, the dampness of her arousal beginning to seep through.

After a dozen strokes, his hand stilled, resting on the burning curve of her ass. His fingers traced the heated skin through the fabric. “You’re soaking wet,” he observed, his tone clinical, fascinated. “Aren’t you?”

She couldn’t speak. She buried her face in the couch cushion, her entire body humming.

His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties. In one smooth, decisive motion, he pulled them both down to her knees. The cool basement air kissed her exposed, stinging skin and her utterly bare sex. A moan, ragged and desperate, was torn from her throat. She was completely exposed, bent over his lap, her most intimate flesh on display.

His hand returned, not to spank, but to explore. His fingertips slid through her folds, gathering the slick evidence of her arousal. He made a soft, approving sound. “Dripping.” He circled her clit, once, twice, a teasing, maddening touch that made her hips jerk. “This is what you wanted. All that attitude, all that rebellion… it was just an invitation.”

“No,” she choked out, but it was a lie so transparent it hung in the air between them.

He ignored her. One thick finger pressed inside her. She was tight, clenching around the sudden intrusion. He worked it in slowly, to the knuckle, then added a second. The stretch was exquisite, a fullness that made her cry out into the cushion.

He fucked her with his fingers, a slow, deliberate rhythm, his palm grinding against her clit with each inward stroke. The dual sensations—the lingering sting on her ass, the deep, penetrating friction inside—coalesced into a single, unbearable tension. Her body coiled, tighter and tighter. She was panting, her fingers clawing at the couch fabric. The world narrowed to the feel of his hand, the sound of her own wetness, the low, ragged sounds of his breathing above her.

“Cum for me,” he commanded, his voice rough at her ear. “Cum on my hand like the little brat you are.”

It was the permission, the filthy, degrading order, that shattered her. Her climax ripped through her with a silent, violent intensity. Her back arched, her muscles locked, and a wave of pure, mindless pleasure crashed over her, wringing a strangled sob from her throat. She pulsed around his fingers, her vision blurring at the edges.

He let her ride it out, his fingers still inside her, gentling their movement as the tremors subsided. Then, slowly, he withdrew them. She heard the wet sound as he brought them to his mouth. The soft suck he made sent a fresh, shameful thrill through her spent body.

He shifted beneath her, lifting her off his lap. Her legs were like water. He turned her around to face him. He was standing now, unbuckling his belt, the rasp of leather and metal deafening. His eyes were black, hungry pits. He pushed his jeans and boxers down just enough to free his cock.

It was thick, heavy, fully erect, the head flushed a dark, ruddy color. Her mouth went dry.

“On your knees.”

She stared at it, a mix of fear and raw, addictive hunger churning in her gut. She sank to the concrete floor, the cold seeping through her clothes. He stepped forward, his hand tangling in her red hair, not yanking, but guiding. He brought the head of his cock to her lips.

“Open.”

She did. He pushed inside her mouth. It was too big. It hit the back of her throat, and she gagged, her eyes watering. He didn’t pull back. He held her there, his grip in her hair firm.

“I’m the one in control now,” he growled, looking down at her.

He began to move, setting a brutal, face-fucking rhythm. He used her mouth with a single-minded focus, his hips pistoning, his cock sliding over her tongue, hitting her throat. She gagged and choked, saliva dripping down her chin. The sounds were obscene, wet, slapping noises mixed with her strained breaths. Tears streamed from her eyes, but the humiliation was a fuel, feeding the embers of her arousal back to life. Her hand crept between her own legs, her fingers finding her swollen, sensitive flesh again.

“That’s it,” he grunted, watching her. “Touch yourself while I fuck your pretty mouth. You love it. You love being used.”

She did. God help her, she did. The degradation, the sheer physical dominance, was unlocking something feral and deep inside her. Her fingers worked in frantic circles as he used her throat, the two sensations merging into a dizzying feedback loop of submission.

With a final, deep thrust that made her nose press against his abdomen, he pulled out of her mouth, a string of saliva and pre-cum connecting her lips to his glistening tip. He was breathing hard.

“On the couch. Now.”

She scrambled up, her skirt still hiked up around her waist, her panties still tangled at her knees, and half-fell onto the plaid cushions. He was on her before she could orient herself, pushing her onto her back, hiking her knees up and apart. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her soaked, tender opening.

He didn’t ask. He pushed.

He filled her in one long, relentless stroke. The stretch was breathtaking, more intense than his fingers. She cried out, a raw, guttural sound. He was so deep, she felt impaled. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every inch of him. His dark eyes burned into hers.

“This is what you earned,” he said, his voice a strained whisper. Then he began to move.

He fucked her with a hard, driving pace, each thrust a claiming that jolted her body up the couch. The old springs squeaked in a frantic rhythm. He was everywhere—his weight pinning her, his smell enveloping her, the rough fabric of his jeans abrading her inner thighs, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the damp basement air. The pain from the spanking flared with each impact, a bright counterpoint to the deep, grinding pleasure of his cock inside her.

She was coming undone again, faster this time, the coil winding tight with shocking speed. He saw it on her face. He leaned down, his mouth near her ear. “Cum. Cum on your stepdad’s cock. Show me how much you need it.”

His words were the final trigger. Her second orgasm seized her, a convulsive, screaming thing that tore through her with even more violence than the first. Her inner walls clamped down on him in rhythmic, milking pulses. Her heels dug into the small of his back, her head thrown back, a silent scream etched on her face.

Feeling her tighten around him, his own control broke. A rough, animal groan ripped from his throat. He drove into her one last, deep time, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding her depths. He shuddered through it, his body heavy and tense above hers.

For a long minute, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the faint drip of a pipe somewhere, the smell of sex and sweat and concrete dust.

Slowly, he pulled out of her. The sensation of emptiness was profound. He stood, pulling his jeans and boxers up, buckling his belt with a series of efficient, familiar clicks. He looked down at her, a mess of tangled clothes, flushed skin, and spent desire on the couch.

He bent, picked up her panties from the floor, and tossed them onto her stomach. “Get dressed.”

His voice was calm. Commanding. The voice of the man who made the rules. But everything had changed.

She moved slowly, her limbs leaden, her body throbbing in a dozen new and wonderful ways. She smoothed her skirt and pulled her panties up, wincing as the fabric touched her sensitized flesh.

He watched her, his expression unreadable. “You’re not going to tell your mother about my… habits.”

It wasn’t a question. She looked up at him, her green eyes wide.

“Because,” he continued, stepping closer, his shadow falling over her, “you like it. You like being used. You like being disciplined. You came twice. You begged for it with every bit of that nasty little attitude.” He leaned down, his face inches from hers. “Your pride won’t let you admit it out loud. But we both know the truth. You want more.”

Kiara opened her mouth to deny it. To spit in his face. To reclaim some shred of the power she’d held just an hour ago. But the words died. The memory of his hand on her, inside her, the feel of his release leaking from her body… it was a truth more powerful than any blackmail. She hesitated. The battle between her defiant pride and her awakened, shameful hunger played out across her face.

Finally, her gaze dropped. A slow, almost imperceptible nod.

17  - Betrayal on The Azure Empress

The flu hadn’t just hit Sharon; it had leveled her. She lay buried under a mountain of wool blankets in their Connecticut mansion, her face a pale, waxy mask of exhaustion. Every cough sounded like tearing parchment.

"Go," she rasped, her voice barely a thread. She pushed a weak hand toward the bedside table where the cruise tickets sat in their leather folder. "The Azure Empress... it's a celebration for Skye. Her junior internship... she worked so hard. Don't let five thousand dollars a night go to waste because I’m a mess."

David hovered in the doorway, his coat already over his arm. "Sharon, I should stay. You’re sick. I should be here."

"No," Sharon insisted, a sudden spark of maternal stubbornness in her fever-bright eyes. "Take her. Look after her. She’s twenty, David, but she’s still my baby. She’s been looking forward to this for months. Just... take the pictures for me."

David looked at his wife, then at the tickets. He felt a strange, cold prickle of unease, but he nodded. "Alright. If you’re sure."

—

The Mediterranean sun was a brilliant, blinding gold as the Azure Empress pulled away from the port, but inside the sprawling master suite, the mood was decidedly more intimate.

David was forty-five, a man who wore success like a tailored suit. He stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, watching the coastline shrink. He felt a lingering twinge of guilt about Sharon back home, but it was quickly eclipsed by the presence of the woman standing behind him.

Skye was twenty, and in the three years since David had married her mother, she had transformed from a moody teenager into a breathtaking woman. She stood in the center of the plush cabin, wearing a sundress that was little more than a few scraps of emerald silk held together by luck.

"It feels strange," Skye murmured, her voice trailing over the sound of the distant waves. "Being here without Mom."

David turned. His gaze traveled slowly from her sandaled feet up the long, tanned curve of her legs to the defiant spark in her green eyes. "Your mother insisted, Skye. She didn't want the celebration ruined." He took a step closer, the scent of her expensive perfume hitting him like a physical blow. "And I think we can both admit... it’s been a long time since we’ve spent any real time alone."

Throughout the first dinner, David found it impossible to look away. Skye was radiant, sipping champagne and laughing at his stories, her hand occasionally brushing his arm. Under the candlelight, the "stepdaughter" label felt like a flimsy barrier.

When they returned to their suite, the air was thick with the scent of saltwater and Skye’s perfume, a sweet, expensive cloud that clung to David’s senses.

Skye moved past him, the silk of her emerald dress whispering a secret. She went to the vanity, her reflection a pale, stunning moon in the dark glass. “God, I’m glad that’s over,” she sighed, but her voice was tight. She twisted, reaching behind her back. “David? A little help? This zipper is completely stuck.”

His feet carried him forward before his mind could protest. The plush carpet muffled his steps. He stood behind her, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from her skin, to see the delicate vertebrae of her spine like pearls beneath the fabric. His fingers, usually so steady when signing million-dollar contracts, fumbled for the tiny metal pull.

“It’s caught on the lining,” he murmured, his voice rough. He worked the fabric gently, his knuckles brushing the bare skin of her lower back. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up his arm. She didn’t flinch. She went perfectly still.

The zipper gave with a soft, surrendering rasp.

He expected her to thank him and step away. He expected to retreat to the minibar and pour himself two fingers of regret.

She turned.

Not a step back, but a pivot into the space he occupied. Her hands came up, framing his face, and then her mouth was on his.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was a claim. Her lips were soft, insistent, tasting of champagne and something darker, sweeter. Her tongue traced the seam of his lips, and he opened for her with a groan he didn’t recognize as his own. For three heartbeats, five, he was lost in the wet heat of it, his hands coming up to her waist, the silk slippery under his palms.

Sharon.

The name was a bucket of ice water down his spine. He tore his mouth away, his breathing ragged. “Skye. No. We can’t.”

Her eyes, a fathomless blue in the low light, held his. There was no surprise there, only a deep, unsettling certainty. “Why?” The word was a whisper, but it filled the room. “Because of my mother?” She gave a small, bitter laugh that held no humor. “The woman who packed us off on a romantic cruise together? The woman who’s been a ghost in her own house for years?”

“She’s your mother,” David said, the argument weak even to his own ears. His body was a traitor, every nerve ending screaming from the brief contact.

“She’s your wife in name only, and you know it.” Skye’s voice dropped, became intimate, conspiratorial. “I see how you look at her. Polite. Patient. Empty. You deserve someone who sees you. Who wants you.” Her gaze traveled over his face, down his chest. “I’ve wanted you for a long time, David.”

Before he could form another denial, her hands went to the shoulders of her dress. She pushed. The emerald silk, freed from its moorings, slid down her body in a liquid heap at her feet.

She stood before him, utterly naked save for a pair of impossibly high stiletto heels. The cabin’s ambient lighting gilded the curves of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, the shadowed junction of her thighs. She was a sculpture come to life, all taut, youthful skin and confident, unashamed display. The sight punched the air from his lungs.

All his resolve, every thread of moral fortitude, snapped.

A sound ripped from his throat—part growl, part surrender. He didn’t kiss her again. He grabbed her, his hands rough on the smooth skin of her upper arms, and spun her back around to face the mirror. He pressed himself against her from behind, his hardened length a rigid line against the swell of her buttocks through his trousers. She gasped, her eyes flying wide in the reflection, but a slow, triumphant smile curved her lips.

“Look,” he commanded, in a guttural voice he didn’t recognize. One hand fisted in her honey-blonde hair, not enough to hurt, but enough to tilt her head back against his shoulder. The other hand slid down her front, over the quivering muscle of her abdomen, lower. “Look at what you’re doing.”

His fingers found her heat. She was already wet, slick and ready for him. A low, desperate moan vibrated through her as he parted her folds, stroking the swollen, sensitive flesh he found there. Her head lolled back, her eyes closing.

“Look,” he insisted again, giving her hair a slight tug.

Her eyelids fluttered open. She watched his hand move on her in the mirror, her own reflection a mask of dazed, wanton pleasure. He saw the exact moment her composure shattered. Her mouth went slack. A flush spread from her chest up her throat.

He bent her forward then, over the polished surface of the vanity. The cool glass met her cheek and her splayed hands. He nudged her heels apart with his foot, widening her stance. The position arched her back, presenting the full, perfect curves of her rear to him, the glistening pink folds between them.

David dropped to his knees.

The first touch of his tongue was a flat, slow lick from her entrance up to the tight, puckered bud above. Her whole body jerked. A sharp, fractured cry escaped her, muffled by the glass. He did it again, and again, establishing a rhythm that was less about finesse and more about consumption. He feasted on her. He licked into her, deep and probing, tasting her salt and musk. He circled her clit with the pointed tip of his tongue, then sucked the delicate nub into his mouth, applying a steady, rhythmic pressure.

Skye came apart quickly. Her thighs trembled. Whimpers and pleas fell from her lips, a broken litany of “yes” and “there” and “David, please.” He felt the first flutters of her climax begin to tighten around his tongue, a rapid, fluttering pulse. He redoubled his efforts, driving her over the edge with a relentless focus.

Her orgasm hit her silently at first, a tensing of every muscle, a sharp intake of breath held too long. Then it broke in a wave. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound, as her body convulsed against his mouth. He held her through it, lapping at her gently as the shudders subsided into tremors.

He stood, his own need a painful, urgent throb. He fumbled with his belt, his trousers, his boxers, shoving them down just enough to free himself. He was thick, veined, the head flushed and leaking. He didn’t pause for condoms, for thought. The primal hunger she’d unleashed in him demanded immediate satiation.

He positioned himself at her entrance, using his hand to guide the broad head through her slickness. He watched it in the mirror—the dark, blunt tip pressing against her soft, swollen flesh, parting her, beginning to sink in.

He pushed forward.

The tight, wet heat of her was exquisite, a velvet fist clenching around him. She was so tight he saw stars, a white flash behind his eyes. He buried himself to the hilt in one slow, inexorable thrust, seating himself fully inside her. A choked sob of pleasure escaped her lips. Her inner muscles fluttered around his invading length, adjusting, gripping.

Then he began to move.

He set a punishing pace from the start, his hips snapping forward in hard, driving strokes. Each thrust rocked her body against the vanity. The sound of skin slapping against skin, of her ragged moans, of his own guttural grunts, filled the suite. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, using the leverage to plunge deeper, harder. The mirror showed it all—the frantic motion, the sweat-sheened skin, the obscene, glistening connection where their bodies joined.

“Is this what you wanted?” he gritted out, the words torn from him. “This?”

“Yes!” she screamed, the word ending in a sharp cry as he angled a thrust that struck something deep within her. “God, yes! Don’t stop!”

He couldn’t have stopped if the ship were sinking. The coil of tension in his gut wound tighter with every plunge. He watched her face in the mirror, her features contorted in ecstasy, her lip caught between her teeth. He saw her hand slip down between her own legs, her fingers finding her clit again, rubbing frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

The sight of her touching herself while he fucked her was the final undoing. Her breathing became short, sharp gasps. Her inner walls began to clench around him in rhythmic, milking spasms, a second, stronger orgasm tearing through her. Her cry was long and keening, her body bowing taut against his.

It triggered his own release. With a final, deep roar, he slammed into her, holding himself there as his climax erupted. Hot pulses of cum shot deep inside her, each jet accompanied by a shudder that racked his entire frame. He collapsed over her back, spent, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades, his body still joined to hers. They stayed like that for long minutes, the only sounds their ragged, slowing breaths and the distant hum of the ship’s engines.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A trickle of their combined release traced a path down her inner thigh. The reality of what they’d done began to seep into the post-coital haze. He straightened, pulling his clothes back into order with clumsy hands.

Skye pushed herself up from the vanity. She turned, her face glowing, her expression one of serene, cat-like satisfaction. She didn’t try to cover herself. She stepped out of the puddle of her dress, walked to him on those impossible heels, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his lips.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her eyes holding a dark promise. Then she glided toward the bathroom, leaving him standing alone in the wreckage of his old life.

The next morning, sunlight streamed into the suite’s private dining alcove. David sipped his coffee, the rich taste ash in his mouth. His phone buzzed on the linen tablecloth. Sharon’s name flashed on the screen.

Skye, sitting across from him in a simple white sundress that looked impossibly innocent, smiled. “Answer it. It’s Mom.”

He did, putting it on speaker. Sharon’s voice, nasal and weak from the flu, filled the space. “David? How’s the cruise? Is Skye behaving?”

“We’re having a wonderful time, Sharon,” David said, his voice carefully neutral. “The weather is perfect.”

“Let me talk to her,” Sharon croaked.

David slid the phone across the table. Skye picked it up, her eyes never leaving his. “Hi, Mom! Yes, it’s amazing. David’s been the perfect gentleman.” As she spoke, her free hand slid across the tablecloth. Her fingers found his, lacing through them, her thumb stroking his palm in slow, deliberate circles. A fresh, hot jolt of desire, mingled with profound guilt, shot through him.

“Oh, we have plans,” Skye was saying into the phone, her voice bright. She squeezed his hand, her gaze dropping to his mouth. “Lots of plans. Don’t worry about a thing.”

18 - The Photographer’s Muse

The late afternoon sun slanted through the high windows of Rob’s home studio, catching dust motes in the air like suspended gold. The air hummed with the faint, electric scent of equipment and the clean, sharp smell of the polished concrete floor. His sanctuary. His prison, for the last hour. Across the room, Sasha shifted on the stool, the simple cotton of her sundress whispering against her thighs. She was a study in casual innocence, or she would have been, if not for the way her gaze held the lens—not with a model’s vacant stare, but with a knowing, simmering focus that seemed to bypass the camera entirely and land directly on him.

“These are fine, Rob,” she said, her voice a low melody that didn’t match the girl he’d watched grow up. “But they’re safe. My portfolio needs edge. Don’t you think?”

Rob adjusted a softbox, his fingers clumsy on the dial. “Your mother said simple. Natural.”

Sasha’s laugh was a soft, dismissive puff of air. “Mom’s not here. And I’m nineteen. I know what agencies want.” She slid off the stool, the hem of her dress riding up for a fleeting second. “I brought something else.”

Before he could form a protest, she had her canvas bag in hand and was slipping behind the changing screen in the corner. The rustle of fabric was loud in the quiet studio. Rob busied himself with the camera, checking settings he’d already checked, wiping a non-existent smudge from the lens. He tried to focus on the technical, the concrete: f-stop, shutter speed, the cool weight of the camera in his hands. Not on the silhouette moving behind the thin screen, not on the curve of a shadow as a dress was shed.

When she stepped out, the air left the room.

The lace was black, intricate, and devastatingly minimal. The bikini top was two small cups that clung to the full swell of her breasts, the dark material a stark contrast against her moon-pale skin. The bottoms were a mere scrap, a promise more than a garment, riding high on her hips. She hadn’t just changed her clothes; she’d shed a skin. The casual grace was gone, replaced by a predatory languor. She walked to the center of the seamless paper backdrop, the click of her bare heels on the floor echoing in the silence.

“Well?” she asked, tilting her head. A strand of honey-blonde hair fell across her cheek. “What do you think?”

Rob’s throat was dry. “Looks… great.” He raised the camera, the viewfinder a safe barrier. “Start with some basic poses. Hands on hips.”

She complied, but her interpretation was anything but basic. Her back arched, pushing her chest forward. Her hands didn’t just rest on her hips; her fingers splayed, thumbs hooking into the delicate lace of the bikini bottom, tugging it down a fraction. The camera shutter clicked, a rapid, mechanical heartbeat. Click. Click. Click. Each frame captured a new provocation. A look over her shoulder, eyes heavy-lidded. A bend at the waist, the lace straining. She touched her own neck, her collarbone, her lower lip, each touch a slow, deliberate caress meant for him, not the lens.

The heat in the studio became a physical thing, a thick, musky blanket. Rob’s shirt stuck to his back. He could feel a treacherous, gathering tightness in his own jeans, a visceral response he fought to ignore. She’s Lillian’s daughter. She’s a kid. But the body moving in the pool of light was no child’s. It was a woman’s, ripe and offering itself with every silent, swaying motion.

“You’re very quiet, Rob,” she murmured during a pause, not moving from her pose. “Do you like what you see?”

“It’s a good look,” he said, his voice rough. “Very commercial.”

Another laugh, this one warmer, closer. She had abandoned her mark and was walking toward him, each step a slow, hip-rolling promise. The camera felt like a useless toy in his hands. She stopped inches away, the sweet, floral scent of her skin cutting through the studio’s sterile smell. Her gaze dropped, lingering for a telling moment on the front of his jeans before rising to meet his eyes.

“I don’t want to be commercial,” she whispered. Her hand came up, not to touch him, but to take the camera from his hands, setting it aside, forcing him to look at her, only her. “I want to be your muse.”

The warning formed on his lips, automatic, hollow. “Sasha, this is… we can’t. The consequences…”

“Mom doesn’t need to know everything,” she breathed, her words a soft, final blow to his crumbling resistance. “It’ll be our little secret.”

Then she moved. In one fluid, decisive motion, she sank to her knees on the cool concrete floor. The world narrowed to the sight of her, in that absurdly tiny lace bikini, kneeling before him. Her fingers, cool and sure, found the button of his jeans, popped it. The rasp of the zipper was deafening. She didn’t hesitate, didn’t look up for permission. She reached inside and freed him, her touch firm and knowing. He was already fully hard, achingly so, and her first stroke, a slow, tight pump of her fist, pulled a ragged sound from his chest.

He looked down, mesmerized. Her lips, glossed and pink, parted. Her tongue darted out, a quick, wet stripe from base to tip, tasting the salt-slick prelude beading there. Then she took him into her mouth.

The heat was instantaneous, overwhelming. Not just the wet, velvet heat of her mouth, but a surge of fire that burned through his veins. Her head began to bob, slow and deep, her technique far from novice. One hand worked the base of his shaft in a twisting rhythm, the other cupped him below, fingers applying a subtle, maddening pressure. Her eyes were open, watching him, seeing the control shatter in his face. A low, continuous hum vibrated from her throat into his very core. The camera, forgotten, slipped from his nerveless fingers and thudded to the floor, the sound distant, irrelevant.

His hands came up, tangling in her hair, not to guide, but to anchor himself as the world spun. This is wrong. This is so wrong. The thought was a ghost, drowned out by the slick, rhythmic sounds, by the exquisite pressure building in his gut. He was close, too close, teetering on the edge after just minutes of her devastating attention.

With a growl that came from a place deeper than reason, he pulled her up. Her mouth left him with a soft, wet pop. Her eyes were wide now, dark with excitement, not fear. He didn’t speak. Words were useless. He hooked his hands under her arms and lifted her as if she weighed nothing, carrying her the few steps to the heavy equipment trunk against the wall. He sat her on its edge, the black leather cool against the backs of her thighs.

His hands went to the tiny knots at her hips. He fumbled, his fingers thick and eager, then pulled, and the scrap of black lace fell away. He did the same for the top, the flimsy material offering no resistance. And then she was bare before him, bathed in the studio’s perfect, revealing light. Her skin was flawless, her breasts full with pale pink tips already drawn tight. A soft, pale blonde thatch of curls nestled between her thighs.

He dropped to his knees, mirroring her earlier position, but this time his target was her. He didn’t start gently. He pushed her thighs apart, his grip firm, and buried his face between them.

Her cry was sharp, genuine, echoing off the high ceilings. His tongue was not asking, it was taking. A broad, flat stroke through her folds, already slick and hot. She tasted of clean sweat and something uniquely, intoxicatingly Sasha—sweet and musky. He zeroed in on the tight, swollen bud at her center, circling it with relentless precision, then sucking it lightly between his lips. Her hips jerked off the trunk. Her hands flew to his head, fingers clutching his hair, not to pull him away, but to grind herself harder against his mouth.

“Oh god… Rob… yes,” she chanted, her voice breaking on the syllables.

He feasted. He licked and probed and drank her in, mapping her responses. A flick here made her legs tremble. A deep, probing thrust of his tongue inside her made her back arch. He brought her to the brink once, feeling her inner muscles clench around his tongue, hearing her breath come in short, desperate pants, then pulled back, letting her hover. She whimpered, a sound of pure need. He did it again, building the tension higher, making her mindless with it. Her pleas became a continuous stream of filth and praise that only fueled him.

When she was a trembling, wet mess, her thighs shaking against his ears, he stood. His own need was a painful, urgent throb. He positioned her, turning her roughly on the trunk, bending her over so her hands were flat on the leather, her perfect, round ass presented to him. He guided himself to her entrance, the broad head nudging against her soaked heat. He paused, a last, fleeting fragment of sanity.

“Tell me you want this,” he ground out, his voice unrecognizable.

Her answer was to push back, taking the first inch inside with a gasp that melted into a moan. “Fuck me, Rob. Please.”

He drove into her, a single, deep, claiming stroke that buried him to the hilt. She was tight, impossibly so, and scorching hot. She cried out, a sharp, beautiful sound of fullness. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a punishing pace from the start, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin on skin, filled the studio, a wet, rhythmic slap that echoed the frantic beat of his heart. Each thrust rocked her forward on the trunk. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, holding her steady for his onslaught. The world dissolved into sensation: the incredible clutch of her around him, the sight of her back bowed, the scent of sex and her perfume mingling in the air.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice muffled against the leather. “Don’t stop!”

He obliged, his thrusts becoming faster, more brutal. The equipment trunk scraped against the floor with their force. He felt the coil in his own gut tightening, a relentless pull toward the edge. But he wasn’t ready. Not like this.

He pulled out, turning her, laying her down on the studio floor itself, on the cool, smooth concrete. Her hair fanned out around her head, her body glistening with a fine sheen of sweat in the low light. Her eyes were glazed, her lips parted. He came down over her, bracing himself on his arms, and entered her again, this time face to face.

This was different. Deeper. More intimate. He could see every flicker of pleasure on her face, could capture her mouth in a searing, desperate kiss that tasted of her own essence. He moved in long, deep strokes, grinding against her with each one, hitting a spot that made her eyes roll back. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper, impossibly deeper. Her moans were loud, uninhibited, filling the space. She chanted his name, “Rob, Rob, Rob,” like a prayer and a curse.

The pressure broke. He felt her inner walls begin to flutter and then convulse around him, a rhythmic, milking pulse that tore a ragged shout from her throat. Her body arched, rigid, as the waves crashed through her. The sight of her coming, the feel of it, was the final detonation. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself inside her and let go. His release was a white-hot surge, pumping into her in thick, endless pulses, his own shout joining hers in the air. He collapsed onto her, spent, the hard floor beneath them, their bodies slick and joined.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing slowing. The studio lights hummed. Reality, cold and complicated, began its slow seep back into the room.

Eventually, he shifted off her, sitting up. She sat up too, moving slowly, wincing slightly. They didn’t speak as they gathered their scattered clothes. He handed her the sundress, unable to look at the discarded lace on the floor. She pulled it on, the simple cotton now seeming like a bizarre costume.

As Rob pulled his own clothes on, his eyes fell on the camera where it had fallen. He picked it up, checking it automatically. It was fine. He walked to the computer, waking the monitor. The last series of shots filled the screen—Sasha in the sundress, smiling, innocent. He scrolled back. And there they were. The provocative shots in the bikini. The ones just before the world tilted. They were stunning. She was a natural, a siren captured in pixels.

Sasha came to stand beside him, her shoulder brushing his arm. She looked at the screen, at her own captured, teasing image. A slow, satisfied smile curved her lips.

“They look great,” she said, her voice soft, husky from screaming. “We should do another shoot soon. I have… other ideas.”

19 - Secrets in the Attic

Excerpt from Pregnant by Stepdad by Vivienne Blue:

The attic air was thick with the scent of dust and forgotten things. Angel shifted another box, her blonde hair sticking to her damp neck. Summer heat had a way of clinging, even up here. Her mother’s annual “pre-fall purge” was a ritual Angel usually avoided, but today, a vague sense of obligation—or maybe just boredom—had driven her up the pull-down stairs.

The box was unmarked, tucked behind the old artificial Christmas tree. It was heavier than she expected. The cardboard flaps weren’t sealed, just folded in. Curiosity, that simple, innocent itch, made her lift one.

Not Christmas ornaments.

The first thing her fingers brushed was cool, smooth silicone. A deep purple, shaped like… she pulled her hand back as if burned. Her pulse, steady a moment before, kicked into a frantic rhythm. She peered inside.

A jumble of items lay within. More toys, in shapes and sizes that made her face flush. Leather straps with buckles. A long, black feather. A few glossy magazines, their covers faded but the images unmistakable: men in command, women on their knees. And photos. Polaroids, edges curling.

Her breath stopped in her lungs.

She picked one up. The image was a little blurry, taken in what looked like a hotel room. A man’s back, muscular and familiar, the tan skin she saw every day at the breakfast table. Elias. And before him, a woman whose face wasn’t visible, her posture one of complete submission. Another photo showed his hand, gripping a woman’s hair. Not harshly, but possessively. The look in his dark eyes, usually so reserved and kind when he looked at her mother, was different here. Intense. Consuming.

Angel dropped the photo as if it had scorched her. The world tilted. Elias. Her stepdad. The man who fixed the sink and asked about her classes. This box was his. These dark, secret desires were his.

A cold wave of nausea washed over her, followed immediately by a rush of heat so sudden it made her dizzy. She shouldn’t be looking. This was a violation. She should close the box, push it back, forget it.

Her body wouldn’t listen.

She stared at the open box, the contents seeming to pulse with a secret energy. The authoritative voice he used sometimes—when he was explaining a news story, or telling a funny anecdote about a client—played in her head. That firm, confident tone. She’d always found it a little intimidating. Now, the memory of it coiled low in her stomach, a warm, heavy weight.

What would it feel like? The thought was a whisper, then a shout. What would it feel like to have that focus, that command, directed at her? To be the one on her knees, not in fear, but in… something else. The women in the photos didn’t look afraid. They looked claimed.

The sound of the garage door opening downstairs jolted her back to reality. Her mother was home. With trembling hands, Angel refolded the cardboard flaps, shoving the box deep behind the Christmas tree again. She wiped her dusty hands on her shorts, her skin feeling hypersensitive, every nerve alight.

She couldn’t tell her mom. Laura was happy, finally happy after years of struggling alone. This… this would shatter her. It would cause a war in their home. Angel would be the cause. The secret settled in her chest, a live wire next to her heart.

Dinner was a special kind of torture.

The normalcy of it was jarring. The clink of silverware, her mother’s chatter about a sale at the market, the soft glow of the pendant light over the table. And Elias, right across from her.

She couldn’t meet his eyes. She focused on her chicken, pushing peas around her plate. Every movement he made was amplified. The way his forearm flexed as he cut his food. The low rumble of his voice when he answered her mother.

“The Henderson account is finally closed,” he said, a note of satisfaction in his tone. “Took some firm handling, but it’s done.”

Firm handling. The words echoed in the hollow space the secret had carved inside her. Angel’s fork slipped, screeching against her plate. She flinched.

“You okay, sweetie?” Laura asked, her brow furrowed. “You’re quiet tonight.”

“Fine. Just… tired from cleaning.” Angel forced a smile, her eyes darting to Elias for a split second.

He was looking at her. Not with concern, but with a quiet, assessing gaze. As if he could see the tremor in her hands. A faint, knowing smile touched his lips, so quick she might have imagined it. “Attic’s a jungle this time of year,” he said, his voice smooth. “Find any treasures?”

The question was innocent. It couldn’t be anything else. But to Angel, it felt loaded. Her throat tightened. “Just dust,” she managed, her voice a little too high. “Lots of dust.”

The heat was back, flooding her cheeks, spreading down her neck. She squirmed in her seat, suddenly aware of the way her cotton shorts clung to her thighs, the brush of her t-shirt against her nipples, which had tightened into sensitive points. Every time he spoke, that warmth pooled deeper, a slow, insistent melt between her legs.

She excused herself the moment it was polite, claiming a headache. She fled to the sanctuary of her room, closing the door and leaning against it, her heart hammering against her ribs.

The house settled into its nighttime rhythms. The murmur of the television downstairs. The creak of floorboards as her parents moved to their bedroom. Silence.

In the dark of her room, the images from the box wouldn’t leave her. They played behind her eyelids, vivid and taunting. The look in his eyes. The feel of the leather. The implication of the toys.

Her own hand slid under the waistband of her sleep shorts, an act of pure, desperate need. She wasn’t thinking of faceless men from movies or boys from her classes. The fantasy had a name, a face, a voice that lived in the room down the hall.

She imagined that voice now, not from across the dinner table, but close, a hot whisper in her ear. Telling her what to do. Her fingers traced circles over the slick, sensitive skin they found, her hips lifting off the mattress to meet her own touch. She pictured his hands, larger and stronger than hers, doing this. Guiding her. Demanding more.

A soft, choked sound escaped her lips. She bit it back, her free hand fisting in her sheets. The fantasy spiraled, pulling details from the box. The cool kiss of silicone, not her own fingers. The gentle bite of a leather cuff around her wrist. The sharp, sweet shock of the feather tracing her inner thigh. His shadow over her, blocking out the light, his expression that same focused intensity from the photos.

Her movements became less gentle, more urgent. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps. The coil inside her wound tighter, a spring of pure tension. She was chasing it, chasing the feeling his imagined dominance promised—a loss of control that was really the deepest form of surrender.

It crashed over her without warning, a silent, shattering wave that arched her back and stole the air from her lungs. Pleasure, sharp and bright and laced with guilt, radiated out from her core, leaving her limbs weak and trembling. A fine sheen of sweat cooled on her skin.

She lay there, spent, the reality of her room seeping back in. The glow-in-the-dark stars she’d stuck to her ceiling as a kid. The stack of textbooks on her desk. The ordinary, safe world.

But the secret wasn’t in the attic anymore. It was inside her. It pulsed in time with her slowing heartbeat. And as she drifted into a troubled sleep, the last thought she had was of his dark eyes, watching her, knowing exactly what she’d done.

20 - Safety in the Storm

The storm didn’t just rage; it devoured the night. Each thunderclap was a physical blow to the old house’s bones, a deep, groaning percussion that vibrated through the floorboards. In the flashes of blue-white lightning, the living room became a stark tableau of frozen terror: a curled figure on the oversized sofa, wrapped in a blanket that did nothing to stop her shivering.

Hank watched from the doorway for a long moment, the image of Aria searing itself into his mind. She was a sculpture of fear, all tense lines and wide, unblinking eyes fixed on the window where the world tore itself apart. He’d heard the first whimper from his study, a sound so distinctly not his wife’s. Adrienne was pragmatic, unflappable. Her daughter was a raw nerve.

He moved quietly, the thick carpet swallowing his steps. “Aria?”

She jolted, the blanket falling from her shoulders. The oversized t-shirt—one of his old band shirts, he realized with a strange, proprietary thrill—slipped, revealing the smooth curve of one shoulder. “Hank. You scared me.”

“The storm’s doing a good enough job of that,” he said, his voice a low rumble that competed with the thunder. He didn’t ask if she was okay. The answer was in the way her knuckles were white where they gripped the sofa cushion. He sat down, not on the other end, but right beside her. The cushion dipped, pulling her slight weight toward him. He felt the heat of her body, a sharp contrast to the chill in the room. “Where’s your mom?”

“Stuck at Lara’s. The creek by their bridge is over the road.” Her words came out in a rushed whisper, punctuated by another world-shattering crack of thunder. She flinched, her body curling inward.

Perfect.

He didn’t think the word so much as feel it, a warm, dark certainty in his gut. The opportunity was as sudden and violent as the lightning. He let his arm rest on the back of the sofa, behind her. “She’ll be fine. It’s just water.” His hand came down, not on her shoulder, but on the crown of her head. He smoothed her hair. It was soft, tangled from the blanket. “You’re safe here.”

She didn’t pull away. She let out a shaky breath, her eyes closing for a second. “I hate this.”

“I know.” His fingers traced the shell of her ear, down the line of her jaw. A testing touch. Her skin was like heated silk. She stiffened, but it was a different kind of tension now. Not just fear. Awareness. His thumb stroked the frantic pulse at the base of her throat. “Just breathe. Listen to me, not the storm.”

He shifted, turning his body toward hers, and drew her against his side. His arm wrapped around her, his hand settling on her ribcage, just below the swell of her breast. He could feel the frantic drumbeat of her heart through the thin cotton. He began a slow, circular rub there, a soothing motion that was anything but. “See? Nothing to be afraid of. I’m right here.”

His hand drifted lower, skating over the soft plane of her stomach. The hem of the shirt had ridden up. His fingertips found bare skin. Aria’s whole body went rigid.

“Hank,” she breathed, the name a warning and a question.

“Shhh.” He nuzzled her hair, inhaling the scent of her shampoo and something uniquely her—young, clean, untainted. His hand slid fully under the shirt, palm flat against the quivering muscles of her abdomen. “You’re so tense. Let me help.”

“You can’t… you’re married to my mom.” The protest was weak, crumbling under the weight of his touch and the isolating fury of the storm.

He pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. The lightning flashed, illuminating the conflict there—fear, confusion, and a dawning, treacherous curiosity. “Your mom is miles away,” he said, each word deliberate, a hammer driving home their isolation. “But I’m right here. And I’m going to make you forget all about the storm.”

He didn’t wait for another protest. He captured her mouth.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a slow, deep exploration that bypassed her brain and spoke directly to her body. His tongue traced the seam of her lips until they parted on a gasp he swallowed whole. He tasted the mint of her toothpaste and the underlying sweetness of her. One hand remained under her shirt, stroking the hot skin of her belly, while the other cradled the back of her head, holding her fast.

For a heartbeat, she was frozen. Then, a sound vibrated in her throat—not a moan, not yet, but a surrender. Her hands, which had been pressed against his chest in a feeble push, unclenched. Her fingers splayed, feeling the hard planes of muscle beneath his sweater. Then they curled, gripping the fabric, pulling him closer.

The kiss turned frantic. Hungry. The thunder became a soundtrack to their rising heat. Hank’s hand moved upward from her stomach, over the delicate cage of her ribs, until his palm cupped the full, perfect weight of her breast. She wasn’t wearing a bra. The discovery sent a jolt of pure lust straight to his core. Her nipple was a tight, eager peak against his palm. He rolled it between his thumb and forefinger, and she broke the kiss with a sharp, gasping cry that was louder than the wind.

“Hank… God…”

“That’s it,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough. “Let me touch you.” He pinched the nipple gently, then not so gently, and she arched against him, a silent plea for more.

He stood, pulling her up with him. Her legs were unsteady. He kissed her again, deep and wet, as his hands went to the hem of the t-shirt. In one swift motion, he pulled it up and over her head. She stood before him, bathed in another flash of celestial light, utterly exposed and breathtaking. Her body was a masterpiece of youth—high, firm breasts with dusky pink tips, a narrow waist flaring to sweet hips, and the dark, neat triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs.

“Beautiful,” he growled, the word inadequate but torn from him anyway.

He shed his own sweater and shirt, not taking his eyes off her. Her gaze traveled over his chest, his shoulders, a flicker of awe in her storm-wide eyes. He closed the distance, his bare skin meeting hers, and the contact was electric. He kissed her neck, her collarbone, took one pebbled nipple into his mouth. He suckled, hard, and her knees buckled. He caught her, lifting her into his arms as if she weighed nothing.

He carried her down the hall, not to the guest room, but to the master suite. His room. Their room. He laid her in the center of the large bed, on the dark silk sheets Adrienne had chosen. The contrast of her pale, glowing skin against the inky fabric was obscenely perfect.

He stripped off the rest of his clothes, his erection springing free, thick and eager. He saw her eyes widen, but there was no fear in them now. Only a dark, liquid hunger that mirrored his own. He joined her on the bed, kneeling between her legs. He pushed them apart, his gaze feasting on the glistening pink folds already swollen for him.

“Please,” she whispered, the word lost in a roll of thunder.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He lowered his head and tasted her.

His tongue was a flat, hot stroke from her entrance to her clit. She cried out, her back bowing off the bed. Her flavor exploded on his tongue—musky, sweet, addictive. He dove in, feasting with a single-minded intensity. He licked and sucked, circling her clit with the pointed tip of his tongue before plunging deep inside her, fucking her with his mouth. He used his fingers to spread her wider, to hold her open for his ravishment. Her hips began to move, a helpless, rocking rhythm against his face. Her hands fisted in his hair, not to pull him away, but to grind herself harder against him.

“Don’t stop… oh, fuck, don’t stop…” she chanted, her voice breaking on each syllable.

He could feel her tightening, the muscles in her thighs quivering violently. He focused on her clit, sucking the little bud into his mouth, applying a steady, rhythmic pressure. Her climax hit her like the lightning outside—a sudden, blinding convulsion. She screamed, a raw, ragged sound of pure release, her body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her.

Before the last tremor had subsided, Hank was moving up her body. He positioned himself at her slick entrance. He looked into her eyes, her face flushed and dazed with pleasure. “Look at me,” he commanded.

She did. Her eyes, hazy and dark, found his.

He pushed inside her.

He was big, and she was tight, impossibly so. A sharp gasp tore from her lips, her nails digging into his biceps. He paused, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, letting her feel the full, stretching invasion. The sensation was exquisite, a hot, velvet vise gripping him. Then he began to move.

It was a raw, primal rhythm, a fucking meant to dominate and consume. Each deep, driving thrust was punctuated by the slap of skin on skin, a counter-beat to the storm. He watched her face, watched pleasure eclipse the last remnants of pain, watched her bite her lip as her eyes rolled back.

“Fuck me,” she moaned, the words a shocking, delicious corruption. “Harder.”

He obliged, pistoning into her with a force that drove the headboard into the wall. The room was filled with the sounds of their coupling: her sharp cries, his guttural grunts, the wet, rhythmic sounds of their joining. He felt another orgasm building in her, felt her inner muscles beginning to flutter and clench around him.

“Not yet,” he gritted out. He pulled out of her, ignoring her whimper of protest. “Turn over. On your knees.”

She moved without hesitation, her body pliant and eager. She got on all fours, presenting herself to him, her back arched, her perfect ass in the air. Hank positioned himself behind her, but his eyes were drawn to the large vanity mirror across the room. In its reflection, he could see all of her—the desperate hunger on her face as she looked back at him, the sway of her breasts, the way her body opened for him.

The visual was an aphrodisiac. He grabbed her hips and slammed back into her in one brutal stroke. She cried out, a sound of pure ecstasy. This angle was deeper, more animalistic. He fucked her with relentless, pounding strokes, his eyes locked on their reflection. Watching himself disappear into her, watching her body jolt with each impact, watching her face contort in pleasure.

“See that?” he grunted, his rhythm never faltering. “See how you take me? See how much you want it?”

She could only nod, her mouth open in a silent scream as the pleasure coiled again, tighter, hotter. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing rough, fast circles. It was too much. The visual, the physical, the forbidden thrill of it all.

Her second orgasm shattered her. She screamed, her body clamping down on him like a vise, milking him, pulling the climax from his very soul. With a roar that drowned out the final, fading boom of thunder, he buried himself to the root and came. Hot, pulsing jets filled her, his own release triggering aftershocks in her trembling body. He collapsed over her, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged, broken unison.

A long time later, or maybe only minutes, the silence registered. The storm had passed. The only sound was their slowing breaths and the steady drip of rain from the gutters.

Hank rolled off her, onto his back. Exhaustion, heavy and satisfied, pulled at him. He heard the soft rustle of silk as Aria slipped out of bed. He didn’t open his eyes. He felt her pause, felt her gaze on him. Then, the soft pad of her bare feet leaving the room.

A half-hour later, the front door groaned open. The sound of Adrienne’s keys hitting the marble foyer table was like a gunshot in the quiet house.

"Hank? Aria?" Adrienne’s voice was tired but relieved. "The road cleared just enough for the Jeep. I’m back!"

Hank stood in the master bathroom, the steam from a quick, scalding shower still clinging to the mirror. He pulled on a fresh t-shirt, his expression shifting back into the mask of the reliable, protective husband. He walked out to the landing just as Adrienne began to climb the stairs.

"Up here, honey," he called out, his voice a perfect, steady rumble.

He met her halfway. Adrienne looked frazzled, her hair damp from the rain, but she smiled as she collapsed into his arms. "God, that was a nightmare. I was so worried about Aria. Is she okay? The thunder was incredible."

"She was pretty shaken up," Hank said, tucking a stray hair behind Adrienne's ear with the same hand that had been fisting Aria’s hair minutes before. "I sat with her for a while in the living room. Gave her some tea and talked her through the worst of it. She went to bed about twenty minutes ago."

"You're a saint, Hank," Adrienne sighed, leaning her head against his chest. "I don't know what she'd do without you."

"She's family," he murmured, his eyes tracking a movement in the shadows of the hallway above.

Aria stood there, framed by the doorway of her room. She had changed into a fresh nightgown, her hair brushed, her face scrubbed clean of the sweat and the flush of her undoing. She looked entirely like the girl she had been four hours ago—innocent, fragile, a raw nerve.

"Mom?" she called out, her voice small and pitch-perfect.

Adrienne broke away from Hank and hurried up the remaining steps to embrace her daughter. "Oh, baby, I'm so sorry I wasn't here. Hank told me how scared you were."

Aria looked over her mother’s shoulder. Her gaze met Hank’s. There was no fear in her eyes anymore—only a dark, shimmering intelligence, a shared secret that sat between them like a living thing. A slow, almost imperceptible smile touched the corners of her mouth.

"It's okay, Mom," Aria whispered, her eyes locked on her stepfather. "Hank took really good care of me. I actually ended up enjoying the storm."

Adrienne squeezed her tighter, oblivious. "Well, thank God for that. Let's all get some sleep."

As they dispersed to their rooms, Hank caught the lingering scent of coconut shampoo in the hallway. He climbed into the bed he shared with his wife, the sheets still carrying the faint, cooling heat of Aria’s skin. He closed his eyes, listening to the steady, rhythmic drip of the rain, already wondering how long it would be until the next storm.

21 - Comfort in the Chaos

Excerpt from Falling for Daddy by Vivienne Blue:

The hospital visits settled into a grim, gray rhythm. The drive there was always silent, a shared dread thickening the air in Bruce’s sedan. The sterile smell of the ICU became familiar, a scent that clung to their clothes and dreams. Isabelle lay unchanged, a sleeping queen in a kingdom of wires and soft, mechanical chirps. Sometimes, a nurse would mention a slight improvement—a stable pressure reading, a minimal decrease in swelling—tiny fragments of hope they clutched with desperate hands. But the fundamental truth remained: she did not wake. She did not squeeze Emma’s hand. She did not open her eyes to Bruce’s pleading whispers.

The house, in her absence, transformed. Its quiet was no longer peaceful but hungry, swallowing sounds and leaving a void that demanded to be filled. Emma found herself filling it, almost without thought. She started doing the grocery shopping, meticulously comparing prices like she’d seen her mother do. She loaded the dishwasher in the specific, illogical pattern Isabelle preferred. And she cooked.

It began with simple things: scrambled eggs, grilled cheese. Then, one Tuesday evening, she pulled out one of her mother’s dog-eared recipe cards for chicken piccata. The process was a meditation—pounding the breasts flat, dredging them in flour, the sharp tang of lemon and capers cutting through the kitchen’s gloom. Bruce came home as she was reducing the sauce, his tie loose, his face etched with the day’s fatigue.

“Something smells incredible,” he said, stopping in the doorway. He watched her for a moment, her brow furrowed in concentration as she stirred. “You didn’t have to do this, Em.”

“I wanted to,” she said, the simple truth of it surprising her. It gave her a purpose, a small dominion over the chaos.

He washed up and set the table—properly, with placemats and cloth napkins, a silent nod to the ritual Isabelle had always maintained. Dinner was quiet, but not the strained silence of before. It was companionable. The food was good, really good.

“This is fantastic,” Bruce said, taking another bite. He looked at her across the candle she’d lit, the flickering light softening the lines around his eyes. “Seriously. When did you learn to cook like this?”

She shrugged, a faint warmth spreading on her cheeks that wasn’t from the stove. “Just… watching my mom, I guess.”

“You’re full of surprises.” His gaze held hers a beat too long. “You’ve been amazing through all this. So… mature. It’s impressive.”

The word mature landed differently. It didn’t feel like praise for doing chores. It felt like an assessment, a recognition of her as something other than the well-behaved college student. It stirred that low, familiar hum in her blood. She looked down at her plate, pushing a caper around with her fork. “Someone had to step up.”

“I should be stepping up more,” he said, his voice dropping, turning almost intimate. “But you’re making it… easier. Coming home to this. To you.”

The air between them tightened. It was there again, the thing from the kitchen that first night, but now it was woven into the mundane fabric of their days—a shared look over hospital paperwork, a brush of hands as she passed him a coffee mug, the way he’d started lingering in the doorway of her room when saying goodnight. A slow, relentless seduction built not on words, but on absence and proximity.

After dinner, they migrated to the living room couch, a habit formed over the empty evenings. He flicked through streaming services. “Anything you want to watch?”

“I don’t care,” she said, tucking her legs beneath her. “Something mindless.”

He chose a big-budget action movie, full of slick CGI and manufactured tension. They sat at a polite distance, a cushion between them. The movie played, a blur of noise and color. Emma felt the warmth of his body beside her, a magnetic pull she fought by focusing on the screen.

Then came the scene. A rain-slicked highway at night. Headlights glaring. The screech of tires that didn’t sound like a sound effect but like a memory. A sedan, not unlike Isabelle’s, spinning out of control. The crunch of metal and shattering glass was too vivid, too real.

Emma gasped. A cold fist seized her chest. The images from the hospital—the bruises, the bandages, the stillness—flooded back in a nauseating wave. She couldn’t breathe. The room tilted.

“Emma?” Bruce’s voice cut through the cinematic chaos.

She shook her head, eyes wide and fixed on the screen where the fictional car now smoked, a twisted wreck. A small, wounded sound escaped her.

“Hey. Hey.” The movie’s volume plummeted to a mumble. His weight shifted the couch. And then his arm was around her, drawing her firmly into his side. It wasn’t the desperate clutch of the hospital. This was deliberate. Shelter. His hand cupped her far shoulder, his fingers pressing into her skin through her thin sweater. “Don’t watch. It’s okay. It’s not real.”

But it was real. Her mother had barely survived a wreck just like the one on the screen. She turned her face into his chest, instinctively seeking the solid reality of him, the scent of his laundry detergent and the underlying musk of his skin. The wool of his sweater was rough against her cheek. She trembled.

“Shhh,” he murmured, his other hand coming up to stroke her hair. The gesture was paternal, comforting. But his touch wasn’t. His fingers trailed through her dark strands, then traced the line of her neck, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin just below her ear. It was a caress that crossed a line.

She stilled. The fear for her mother didn’t vanish, but it was suddenly sharing space with a new, acute awareness. Every point of contact between them ignited. The heat of his thigh against hers. The firm pressure of his arm. The slow, circling thumb on her neck. Her trembling changed, shifting from fear to a different, electric vulnerability.

She tilted her head back to look at him, her green eyes glassy with unshed tears. His face was so close. The piercing blue of his gaze was no longer shadowed with just grief, but with a focused, intense heat. The conflict she saw there mirrored her own.

“Bruce,” she whispered, the name a question and an admission.

That was all it took.

His gaze dropped to her mouth. The space between them evaporated.

He kissed her.

It wasn’t gentle or questioning. It was a conflagration. His mouth captured hers with a hunger that stole the breath from her lungs. The shock of it—the soft firmness of his lips, the slight scratch of his stubble, the taste of him—was absolute. For a second, she froze, the enormity of the transgression screaming in her mind. Then a dam broke inside her. A low moan vibrated in her throat, and she kissed him back, her hands flying up to clutch at the front of his sweater.

The kiss deepened instantly. His tongue swept against the seam of her lips, and she opened for him, a surrender that felt like the most natural thing in the world. The world outside the couch—the paused movie, the quiet house, the hospital miles away—ceased to exist. There was only the slick, hot slide of his tongue against hers, the desperate grasp of his hands as one slid down to the small of her back, pulling her flush against him, and the other tangled in her hair, angling her head to take more of her.

He kissed her like a man starved, and she responded like one who had just discovered nourishment. Her guilt was a distant, muffled bell, utterly drowned out by the roaring need in her veins. Her hips arched against him of their own volition, seeking friction. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against her thigh through their clothes, a blatant, thrilling confirmation of his desire.

When they broke for air, both were panting, foreheads resting together. His breath was ragged, warm on her wet lips.

“Emma… God, Emma, this is…” He didn’t finish. He just looked at her, his eyes blazing.

“I know,” she breathed, her voice husky and unfamiliar. “It’s wrong.”

“It’s all I’ve thought about for weeks,” he confessed, the words a raw, guttural truth. “Since that night in the kitchen. Longer, maybe. Fuck.”

The admission shattered the last pretense. He had wanted this. He had wanted her. The power of that knowledge coursed through her, molten and dizzying. She didn’t think. She acted. Her hand slid from his chest, down over the firm plane of his stomach, to the waistband of his trousers. Her fingers found the cool metal of his zipper.

His entire body tensed. A sharp, gratifying hiss escaped him. “Em…”

She looked into his eyes as she pulled the zipper down, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room. She didn’t look away as she slipped her hand inside, past the soft cotton of his briefs. Her fingers wrapped around the hard, hot length of him. He was velvety steel, thick and pulsing in her grasp.

“Jesus,” he choked out, his head falling back against the couch cushion.

A fierce, feminine thrill shot through her. She began to move her hand, a slow, tentative stroke. He was smoother than she’d imagined, the skin shifting over the rigid core. She explored his shape, learning the contour of the head, the thick vein running along the underside. His hips bucked weakly into her touch. Every jerk, every stifled groan from his lips was a lesson in power. She leaned in and reclaimed his mouth, kissing him with a new, bold confidence as her fist worked him.

His hands became desperate, roaming. They pushed her lightweight sweater up, his palms skimming her ribs, the sides of her breasts. He broke the kiss, his mouth trailing down her jaw to her throat, sucking a mark into the delicate skin that made her cry out. Then his hands were on the hem of her shirt, pulling it up and over her head in one urgent motion. Her plain, cotton bra was white in the dim light from the television.

He didn’t fumble with the clasp. He simply pushed the cups down, exposing her breasts. The cool air was a shock, followed instantly by the searing heat of his gaze. “So beautiful,” he muttered, almost to himself. He lowered his head and took one peaked nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was electric, a direct line to her core. His tongue was hot and wet, laving the tight bud before he sucked, gently at first, then with a firm pressure that made her back bow off the couch. He switched to the other, giving it the same devastating attention while his thumb rubbed the wet one he’d abandoned. Pleasure, sharp and sweet, radiated outwards, pooling low in her belly. Her hand on him faltered, losing rhythm.

“Don’t stop,” he growled against her breast, his hips pushing up into her slackened grip.

She tightened her hold, resuming her strokes, faster now. His obvious pleasure fed hers. His mouth was relentless, his hands sliding down to the button of her jeans. He popped it open, yanked the zipper down, and pushed both her jeans and panties down over her hips in one rough, efficient motion. He helped her kick them off, leaving her naked from the waist down, splayed on the couch with her bra pushed down around her waist.

He rose up on his knees, staring down at her with a look of raw possession that stole her breath. His gaze drank in her nakedness—the pale curves of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, the dark triangle of hair between her thighs. He leaned down, not to kiss her mouth, but to continue a hot, open-mouthed trail down her body. Over her quivering stomach, the sharp crest of her hipbone.

Then he pushed her thighs apart, his hands firm on her inner knees. He looked at her, there, for a long, heart-stopping moment. She felt utterly exposed, vulnerable, and more aroused than she’d ever been in her life. A damp, gleaming proof of her desire shone on her inner thighs.

He didn’t speak. He lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. A flat, slow lick from her opening up to the sensitive nub of her clit. Emma cried out, her hands flying to tangle in his blonde hair. He didn’t tease. He feasted. His mouth was hungry, skilled, alternating between broad, lapping strokes and focused, precise circles on the tight bundle of nerves that made her hips jerk off the couch cushions. He slid a finger inside her, then two, curling them upward, finding a spot deep inside that made her see white behind her eyelids. His tongue worked in tandem with his fingers, building a devastating rhythm that had her panting, begging, her heels digging into the small of his back.

The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a tidal wave that tore a ragged scream from her throat. Her body convulsed, clamping around his fingers, shuddering under the relentless flick of his tongue as he drew out every last pulse of pleasure until she was a boneless, trembling heap.

He rose above her then, his face glistening with her. He shoved his trousers and briefs down just enough to free himself, his cock springing free, flushed and leaking. He positioned himself between her still-quivering thighs. The blunt, hot head of him pressed against her slick entrance.

He paused, his eyes searching her face, his body trembling with the effort of holding back. “Tell me to stop, Emma. Tell me this is wrong.”

“I can’t,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him down into her.

He slid inside in one slow, inexorable push. The stretch was intense, a breathtaking fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was bigger than her fingers, than any fantasy. He filled her completely. For a moment, he was still, buried to the hilt, his forehead pressed to hers, both of them savoring the shocking, perfect fit.

Then he began to move. Withdrawing almost completely, then pushing back in with a deep, rolling thrust. He set a gentle, almost reverent pace, each movement a slow, deliberate claiming. She could feel every inch of him, the friction a sweet, building fire. She matched his rhythm, lifting her hips to meet him, her hands roaming over the strong muscles of his back beneath his shirt.

“You feel… God, you feel like heaven,” he rasped into her ear, his pace gradually increasing.

The gentle rocking became harder, deeper drives. The couch groaned beneath them. The sound of skin meeting skin, wet and rhythmic, filled the room. Each thrust now jolted through her, hitting that deep, perfect spot again and again, re-igniting the embers of her climax.

She was so tight around him, hot and gripping. His control frayed. His thrusts became faster, harder, more urgent. He braced one hand on the couch above her head, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise, holding her in place as he pounded into her. The force of it drove her up the cushions, her head pressing into the armrest. Pleasure, sharp and coiling, built inside her again, tighter and higher than before.

“I’m… I’m close,” she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Her eyes, which had been squeezed shut, flew open. She met his intense blue gaze. He was watching her, his face a mask of primal need and something deeper, something terrifyingly close to love. Seeing his own unraveling as he drove into her pushed her over the edge.

Her second climax shattered her. It was deeper, longer, a silent scream that locked her body in a vise of ecstasy. Her internal muscles clenched around him in rhythmic, milking pulses. The sight of her coming undone beneath him, her eyes locked on his, was his undoing.

“Emma!” His shout was guttural, torn from his chest.

He thrust one last, deep time, grinding his hips against hers as he poured himself into her, his own release racking his body in violent shudders. His weight collapsed onto her, then quickly shifted to the side, his arm still wrapped tightly around her, keeping her pinned to his side as they both gasped for air, slick with sweat and spent.

The silence that followed was deafening. The only sound was their ragged breathing.

Slowly, reality seeped back in, cold and clear. The sticky dampness between her thighs. The unfamiliar, masculine scent of sex now mingling with the familiar living room smells. The bra still tangled around her waist. Bruce’s softening length slipping from inside her.

He stirred first. He sat up, running a hand over his face. Without a word, he handed her her bunched-up clothes, then stood and efficiently fastened his own trousers. He wouldn’t look at her.

Emma dressed with clumsy, numb fingers. The cotton of her panties felt strange against her sensitive flesh. Every movement was a reminder. The glorious, all-consuming fire was out, leaving only cold, hard ash.

The guilt didn’t just return; it exploded. It wasn’t a thorn anymore. It was a sword, plunging straight through the afterglow and into her gut. Her mother’s face, pale and serene on the hospital pillow, flashed behind her eyes. How could you? The voice in her head was her own, but it sounded like Isabelle’s. He’s your stepfather. My husband. I’m fighting for my life, and you’re here…

A sob clawed its way up her throat. She choked it back, the sound strangled and horrible.

Bruce finally looked at her. His expression was a wreck of shame and satisfaction and confusion. “Emma…”

That was all she could take. She couldn’t hear his voice, couldn’t see the evidence of what they’d done written on his face and her own body. She scrambled off the couch, her bare feet slapping against the hardwood floor.

“Emma, wait!”

She didn’t wait. She fled. She ran from the living room, up the stairs, a terrified animal escaping the scene of a crime. She slammed her bedroom door shut and leaned against it, her heart hammering against her ribs as if trying to break free. Her mind was a screaming, racing cacophony of sensation and sin.

22 - A Taboo Performance Review

The silence of the executive floor after hours was a different creature. It wasn’t peaceful; it was expectant, a held breath between the chaos of the day and the emptiness of the night. Clarence swirled the amber liquid in his crystal tumbler, the ice cubes clinking a solitary rhythm against the glass. From his corner office, the city glittered, a cold tapestry of ambition and light that mirrored the one he’d woven inside this very room.

His gaze, however, was fixed on the internal monitor displaying the empty bullpen. Empty, save for one desk. Bianca’s. She was still there, a diligent silhouette bent over her computer, the glow of the screen painting her focused face in a pale blue light.

Clarence watched her for a long moment, the way her teeth worried her lower lip in concentration, the unconscious sweep of her hand to tuck a strand of dark hair behind a delicate ear. The pencil skirt she wore was a masterpiece of corporate suggestion—professional, yet it clung to the curve of her hip with a loyalty that made his mouth go dry. She was his wife Giselle’s twenty-two-year-old daughter, a girl he’d watched grow into a woman with a chilling, patient greed—and tonight, the internship was finally going to pay off.

He took a final, burning sip of the scotch, the heat spreading through his chest, fueling a decision that had been smoldering for weeks. His finger pressed the intercom button on his desk phone. The buzz in the outer office was audible even through the thick door.

“Bianca. A moment, please.”

He watched on the monitor as she started, her head snapping up. She smoothed her skirt, a quick, nervous gesture, before rising and walking toward his door. The click of her heels on the polished concrete floor was a staccato beat that seemed to echo in his veins. Tap. Tap. Tap.

The door opened, and she stood in the frame, a vision of youthful ambition and latent power. “You wanted to see me, Mr. Worthington?”

“Close the door.” His voice was a low rumble, the command leaving no room for question. He didn’t look at her as she obeyed, the soft snick of the latch engaging sounding unnaturally loud.

She moved to the chair opposite his desk, but he held up a hand. “No. Stand. I’d like to review your performance.”

Bianca froze, then straightened her posture, her hands clasped demurely in front of her. The office air, usually cooled to a perfect sixty-eight degrees, felt suddenly thick and warm.

Clarence leaned back in his leather throne, steepling his fingers. “Your analytics report today. The projections for the Q4 campaign.” He paused, letting the silence stretch. “They lacked… conviction. A certain depth of understanding. This isn’t university, Bianca. This is where theories meet the unforgiving pavement of profit.”

She flushed, a beautiful rose color blooming from her neck up to her cheeks. “I… I sourced the data from three separate streams, cross-referenced for anomalies. I thought the conclusions were supported.”

“Thought is not the currency here.” He stood, the movement fluid and predatory. He didn’t go to her immediately, but began a slow circuit around the perimeter of the large desk, his eyes never leaving her. “The currency is certainty. It’s understanding not just the numbers, but the people behind them. The motivations. The desires.”

He completed his circuit, now standing between her and the door, cutting off the exit. He was close enough now to catch the faint, clean scent of her perfume—something with jasmine and sandalwood—overlaid with the unique, warm scent of her skin. The personal space between them crackled.

“To succeed in my world,” he continued, his voice dropping to a intimate murmur that seemed to vibrate in the space between their bodies, “you need to learn how to please the person in charge. How to anticipate needs. How to… deliver.”

Bianca’s eyes were wide, her pupils dilated in the low light. Her chest rose and fell a little faster. “Mr. Worthington… Clarence. My mother…”

He moved then, a single, decisive step that brought him within inches of her. His hand came up, not to strike, but to settle firmly on the dip of her waist, right where the tailored fabric of her blouse met the waistband of her skirt. The contact was electric. He felt the flinch of her muscles, the sudden intake of air. He pulled, not roughly, but with an undeniable force, bringing her body flush against his. The heat of her seared through his dress shirt.

“Giselle is home. Asleep.” The words were spoken against her temple, his breath stirring her hair. “What happens in this office, between an executive and his most promising intern, stays in this office. This is a different kind of education, Bianca. Do you want to learn?”

She trembled against him, a full-body shiver that he felt from his chest down to his groin. Her mind was a riot—this was wrong, he was her stepfather, her mother’s husband—but her body, traitorous and alive, was singing a different tune. The authority he radiated was a potent aphrodisiac, the danger of it making her head swim. The hand on her waist was possessive, sure. It felt real in a way her intern tasks never had.

Her lips parted, but no sound came out. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all the consent he needed, all the invitation he would wait for.

His mouth captured hers.

It wasn’t a question. It was a claim. His lips were demanding, hungry, tasting of scotch and control. He expected resistance, a struggle. He was prepared to dominate it.

It never came.

Her lips parted under his on a shuddering sigh that sounded like surrender. Her body, so rigid a moment before, melted into the hard planes of his. Her hands came up, fluttering for a moment before her fingers dug into the fine wool of his suit jacket, holding on as if he were the only solid thing in a spinning world. A low, needy sound vibrated from her throat into his mouth. God, it was better than he’d imagined. Her submission wasn’t passive; it was fervent.

His hands moved, one tangling in the sleek, dark hair at the base of her skull, tilting her head back to deepen the kiss. The other slid from her waist, over the curve of her hip, palming the firm swell of her ass through the constricting skirt. He ground his hips against hers, letting her feel the hard, insistent ridge of his erection straining against his trousers. She moaned, a raw, unfiltered sound, and her hips rocked back against him, seeking the friction.

That was all the invitation he needed.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathing in ragged, syncopated gusts. Her lips were swollen, glistening. Her eyes were wide, dark pools of want. Without a word, his fingers went to his belt, the rasp of leather and metal stark in the quiet. He didn’t do it himself. He held her gaze, a silent, commanding challenge.

Her hands trembled as they obeyed. Her fingers, surprisingly deft, unbuckled the belt, popped the button of his trousers, drew down the zipper with a slow, metallic purr. The fabric fell open. She reached in, her cool fingers wrapping around his bare, heated length. He hissed through his teeth, his head falling back for an instant. Fuck.

Her touch was tentative at first, a gentle exploration of silken skin over rigid steel. Then, emboldened by the thick, heavy pulse she felt in her hand, her strokes grew firmer, more confident. Up, then down, a twist of her wrist on the upstroke that made his thighs tense. He watched her, watched the concentration and awe on her face as she learned his shape, his weight, the bead of moisture that welled at his tip. She used it to slick her path, her movements becoming smoother, more rhythmic.

“Good,” he growled, the word scraping from his throat. “But not enough.”

Her eyes flew to his, questioning. He nodded once, toward the floor between his feet.

The blush that stained her cheeks was exquisite. But she didn’t hesitate. She sank, the skirt pulling tight across her thighs, until she was on her knees before him. From this angle, she was a vision of debasement and desire, her face level with his groin, her lips parted. She looked up at him, through her lashes, a silent request for final permission.

He cradled her cheek, his thumb stroking over her high cheekbone. “Show me,” he commanded, his voice soft and deadly.

She did.

She leaned forward, her hot breath washing over him first, a promise. Then her tongue, a wet, velvet point, traced a slow, torturous line from the root to the very tip. She swirled it around the broad head, tasting him, before taking him into the wet, welcoming heat of her mouth.

Clarence’s hand fisted in her hair, not to force, but to anchor himself as the world tilted. Her mouth was a revelation—hot, tight, and impossibly skilled. She took him deep, her throat working around him, then pulled back to lavish attention on the sensitive underside with her tongue. Her free hand cupped and gently rolled his sac, the dual sensations shooting lightning up his spine. He watched, mesmerized, as her lips stretched around his girth, as her cheeks hollowed with suction. The visual alone was almost enough to undo him. Her eyes were closed in concentration, a slight frown of effort between her brows that was obscenely erotic.

He let it go on until his control was a frayed thread, until the pressure in his balls was a painful, urgent throb. With a gentle tug on her hair, he pulled her off. A string of saliva connected her swollen lips to his glistening crown for a second before it broke.

“Up,” he ordered, his voice rough.

She stood, shaky, her lips red and abused. In one violent, sweeping motion, he cleared his desk. The crystal glass, the bronze stapler, the heavy Montblanc pen holder—all went crashing to the carpet with a series of dull thuds. He turned to her, his hands going to her blouse. Buttons pinged and skittered across the floor. He pushed the fabric from her shoulders. Her bra was a simple, lacy thing, and he unhooked it with a flick of his fingers. Her breasts spilled free, full and pale, her nipples tight, dusky peaks. He bent his head and took one into his mouth, sucking hard, grazing the pebbled flesh with his teeth. She cried out, her hands flying to his head, holding him there.

The skirt was next. He found the zipper at the side, yanked it down. The fabric pooled at her feet, followed by a pair of sensible, utterly incongruous cotton panties. He pushed her back until the edge of the desk bit into the backs of her thighs.

“Lie back.”

She did, lowering herself onto the cool, polished wood. She was completely exposed, spread before him like a feast. Her skin was like cream in the ambient city light, her dark curls a neat, tempting triangle. The scent of her arousal, musky and sweet, filled the air. He knelt before the desk, his hands sliding under her thighs, hooking her knees over his shoulders.

He didn’t tease. He dove in.

His mouth covered her, his tongue finding her core in one broad, flat stroke. She jerked as if electrocuted, a sharp, wordless cry tearing from her. Her taste exploded on his tongue—tangy, rich, addictive. He feasted. He licked long, slow stripes, then focused on the tight, throbbing bud of her clit, circling it, flicking it with the very tip of his tongue. He slid first one, then two fingers inside her, crooking them, finding that spongy spot deep within. Her inner muscles clenched around him, a wet, velvety vise.

Her pleas became a fragmented, sobbing litany. “Oh god… please… I can’t… Clarence… don’t stop…” Her heels dug into his back. Her hands fisted in his hair, pulling, pushing, guiding. He could feel her body winding tighter and tighter, a coil of pure sensation. He sucked her clit into his mouth, applying steady, rhythmic pressure while his fingers worked inside her.

She came with a raw, shattered scream that echoed off the glass walls. Her body bowed off the desk, every muscle locked in a seismic convulsion. He rode it out with her, his tongue gentling, lapping at her through the waves until she collapsed back onto the wood, boneless and gasping.

He stood, his own need a screaming animal in his gut. He shoved his trousers and briefs down to his thighs, positioned himself at her slick, swollen entrance. He pushed in, in one long, relentless stroke, burying himself to the hilt in her tight, clutching heat.

Her eyes flew open, a new shock of sensation obliterating the aftershocks. He began to move, setting a brutal, executive pace. In, out. Deep, claiming. The desk rocked with each thrust. Her cries were muffled whimpers now, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper. He could feel her body adjusting, accepting, then eagerly meeting him, thrust for thrust.

He pulled out suddenly. He pulled her down off the desk, turning her around, bending her over it.

She scrambled to obey, bracing her forearms on the cool desk, presenting herself to him. He entered her again from behind, this angle even deeper, more primal. One hand gripped her hip, the other tangled in her hair, pulling her head back. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, the sound of skin slapping against skin a lewd counterpoint to their ragged breathing. The city lights blurred outside the window.

“Who do you belong to right now?” he gritted out, driving into her.

“You,” she sobbed, the word ripped from her. “You.”

It was the truth he needed to hear. His climax tore through him, a volcanic eruption of pleasure and power. He buried himself as deep as he could, pulsing into her, his release hot and endless. A final, rippling orgasm clenched around him, milking him dry, and she collapsed forward with a broken sigh, his weight following her down.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their breathing slowing, and the distant hum of the city.

He pulled out, the loss of connection feeling strangely profound. He handed her her clothes, his movements efficient, already shifting gears.

She dressed in silence, her movements slow, her face unreadable. She didn’t look at him.

“The car service will take you home,” he said, his voice back to its normal, cool timbre as he straightened his tie in the reflection of the dark window. “Be here at eight-thirty. The Henderson notes need revision.”

She just nodded, slipping out of his office without a backward glance.

The next morning, the office was a symphony of orderly chaos. Clarence was in his element, crisp and commanding in a fresh suit, his focus absolute as he dissected a quarterly report in the boardroom. Yet, his gaze kept drifting to the glass wall overlooking the bullpen.

To Bianca.

She sat at her cubicle, her head bent over her monitor, the very picture of diligent internship. But he saw the slight tremor in her hand as she reached for her coffee. Saw the way she shifted in her chair, a fleeting wince ghosting across her features. And when she happened to glance up, her eyes meeting his through the glass for a split second, he saw it—the memory, hot and vivid, flashing in the depths of her brown eyes before she quickly looked down, forever bound to him by the weight of their shared, silent secret.

23 - Stepdad’s Beachhouse Seduction

The late afternoon sun poured over the sun deck like liquid honey, thick and warm. Caleb stood at the sliding glass door, a sweating glass of pale rosé in each hand, his gaze fixed on the scene before him. Rory lay stretched on a wide lounger, a vision in a scrap of electric blue fabric. The bikini was all strings and triangles, doing a spectacular job of highlighting what it barely contained. The ties at her hips and neck were loose, as if a single tug could unravel the whole arrangement. Her skin, glistening with a sheen of coconut oil and sun, was the color of toasted wheat.

He had watched this transformation for years, a slow, agonizing bloom from gawky teenager to this… this woman. Her graduation ceremony a month ago had been the final straw. Seeing her in that cap and gown, a confident smile on her lips that had nothing to do with academics, something inside him had snapped into a firm, irrevocable decision. This week at the beach house was the opportunity. And now, with Naomi off for a four-hour “detox and revitalization” spa package in town, the house was theirs.

He pushed the door open, the sound swallowed by the rhythmic crash of the surf below the bluff. “Thought you might be thirsty,” he said, his voice a low rumble that carried over the wind.

Rory turned her head, shielding her eyes with a hand. A smile, easy and unaware, touched her lips. “Thanks, Caleb. You’re a lifesaver.”

He settled on the edge of her lounger, the plastic webbing dipping under his weight. He handed her a glass, his fingers brushing hers, letting the contact hold for a beat too long. She didn’t pull away, just took the glass and brought it to her mouth, taking a long sip. He watched the line of her throat work.

“So,” he began, leaning back on one arm, his other hand coming to rest, casual as anything, on the warm skin of her outstretched thigh. His thumb stroked a slow, idle circle. “College graduate. The world’s your oyster. Bright future ahead.”

She laughed, a soft, breezy sound. “That’s what they tell me. Feels a little unreal still.”

“Oh, it’s real.” His thumb continued its path, the pad rough against her silken skin. He felt the faint, downy hair there, gold against the tan. “You’re an adult now, Rory. A beautiful, successful adult. Time to start enjoying the… pleasures that come with that.”

A slight tension entered her frame. Her eyes, the color of the sea under a stormy sky, flicked down to his hand on her leg, then back to his face. The easy smile was gone, replaced by a cautious curiosity. “Caleb…”

“It’s just a conversation,” he murmured, shifting closer. The scent of her—sunscreen, salt, and the clean, sweet smell of her skin—filled his head. “A conversation between two adults. You feel that, don’t you? This… current?” His hand slid higher, just an inch, his fingers curling slightly into the firm muscle of her inner thigh.

Her breathing faltered. “I… I shouldn’t.”

“Why?” he asked, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. He leaned in, his lips almost brushing the shell of her ear. “Because of your mother? Naomi doesn’t have to know. Can’t know. This is just for us. A celebration of you.”

“It’s wrong,” she whispered, but it was a weak protest, the words dissolving in the salt air.

“It’s the most right thing I’ve felt in years,” he countered, his other hand coming up to cradle her jaw. He turned her face toward his. Her eyes were wide, pupils swallowing the gray. “I’ve been thinking about this since I saw you walk across that stage. Since I saw the woman you’ve become.”

He didn’t wait for another refusal. He closed the distance, his mouth capturing hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claim. His lips were firm, demanding, and when they parted, his tongue swept into her mouth with an authority that brooked no argument. It silenced the last of her protests, replacing them with a startled, muffled sound that wasn’t quite distress. His taste—the faint bitterness of his coffee, the crispness of the wine—invaded her senses. The hand on her thigh gripped tighter, anchoring her as his other hand speared into her sun-bleached hair, holding her still for his conquest.

For a moment, she was rigid. Then, a tremor went through her. A soft, surrendering sigh breathed into his mouth. Her own tongue, tentative at first, moved against his. The kiss deepened, turning wet and hungry. He drank from her, his mind roaring with a savage triumph. Yes.

When he finally pulled back, her lips were swollen, glistening. Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow motions. She stared at him, dazed.

“Come with me,” he said, not a question. He stood, taking her hand, pulling her up. She followed, unsteady, the glass of wine forgotten on the deck, tipping over to stain the wood. He led her through the sliding door, across the cool terra cotta tiles of the living room, and down the hall to the master suite.

The room was bathed in the golden, late-day light, the sheer curtains billowing. The king-sized bed, covered in white linen, looked like an altar.

He turned her to face him, his hands coming to the tiny knots at her hips. “Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Her eyes lifted to his. He saw the conflict there, the fear, but beneath it, a dark, awakening thrill. He held her gaze as he pulled the string at the nape of her neck, then the one at her back. The blue triangles of fabric loosened, then fell away, baring her to the waist.

The air left his lungs in a sharp rush. Her breasts were full, tipped with nipples that were a deep, dusty rose, already pebbled tight from the air and the intensity of the moment. The tan lines were stark, a pale, tempting map of what had been hidden. He cupped one breast, his thumb sweeping over the peak. It hardened further under his touch. A sharp, gasping intake of breath came from her.

“Beautiful,” he growled, lowering his head.

He took the other nipple into his mouth, sucking it deep, his tongue lashing the rigid point. She cried out, her hands flying to his shoulders, fingers digging into the fabric of his polo shirt. He switched breasts, lavishing the same attention, biting down with just enough pressure to make her arch against him, a low, desperate sound vibrating in her throat.

He pushed the remaining scrap of blue down her legs. She stepped out of it, naked now except for the delicate silver anklet she always wore. He took a full step back, his eyes devouring her. The gentle curve of her belly, the flare of her hips, the neat thatch of blonde curls at the junction of her thighs. She was perfection, sun-kissed and trembling.

“On the bed,” he said. “On your back.”

She obeyed, moving with a hypnotic slowness, settling against the pillows. He stripped his own clothes off with quick, efficient movements, never taking his eyes off her. When he was naked, his erection jutting out, thick and eager, he joined her on the bed, kneeling between her splayed legs.

He didn’t enter her. Not yet. He wanted to taste his victory. He hooked his hands under her knees, pushing them up and apart, opening her completely to his view. She was already glistening, the delicate pink folds slick with her arousal. The scent of her, musky and sweet, hit him like a drug.

He lowered his head.

His first touch was the flat of his tongue, a long, slow lick from her entrance to the sensitive nub above. Her entire body jolted. A choked sob escaped her. He did it again, and again, establishing a rhythm, his tongue broad and wet. Then he focused, his mouth sealing over her clit, sucking gently as the tip of his tongue flicked over the swollen bud.

“Caleb!” His name was a broken prayer.

He hummed against her, the vibration making her hips jerk off the mattress. He slid two fingers inside her, finding her hot and impossibly tight. She was so wet, his fingers slid in to the knuckle with ease. He curled them, searching, and found the rough patch inside that made her scream, a raw, unfiltered sound that echoed in the sun-drenched room.

He fucked her with his fingers, slow and deep, while his mouth worked her clit. Her legs trembled, her heels digging into the mattress. Her hands fisted in the white linen. A flush spread from her chest up her neck. He could feel her inner muscles fluttering around his fingers, the tension coiling tighter and tighter.

“I’m… I can’t…” she babbled, her head thrashing side to side.

“You can,” he muttered against her soaked flesh. “Let me feel it. Come on my tongue.”

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue moving faster, his fingers pressing harder inside her. The orgasm tore through her without warning. Her back bowed off the bed, a strangled cry ripped from her throat as her body convulsed. He drank her in, lapping at her pulsing core until the last tremor subsided and she collapsed, boneless and panting.

He moved up her body, his cock, slick with her arousal and his own saliva, nudging at her entrance. He looked down at her. Her eyes were glazed, her lips parted. She was utterly spent, utterly conquered.

“Look at me,” he said again, his voice gravel.

Her heavy-lidded eyes focused on his. He pushed inside her.

The feeling was exquisite, a tight, wet, scorching heat that enveloped him. She was so tight he saw stars. He sank in slowly, inch by devastating inch, until he was fully sheathed, his hips pressed flush against hers. He held there, buried to the hilt, letting them both feel the full, shocking reality of the connection.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow at first, deep and deliberate, each one dragging a soft, punched-out moan from her lips. He braced himself on his arms above her, watching her face. Her eyes drifted shut, her mouth falling open. The pace quickened. The sound of skin slapping against skin, wet and rhythmic, joined the sound of the ocean through the open window. The bedframe creaked in protest.

He fucked her with a raw, sun-drenched intensity, each drive of his hips claiming her, marking her. Her nails scored down his back. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels locking at the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The room filled with the sounds of their coupling: grunts, gasps, the slick, urgent noise of their joining.

“Turn over,” he grunted, pulling out.

She whimpered at the loss but rolled onto her stomach, then pushed herself up onto her hands and knees. The position presented her to him, the curves of her ass, the glistening, swollen lips of her pussy from behind. He guided himself back inside, his hands gripping her hips. This angle was deeper, more primal. He slammed into her, the force driving her forward with each thrust. One hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing rough, tight circles.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” she chanted, her voice breaking on each syllable.

“Ride me,” he ordered, pulling out and lying back on the bed. “I want to watch you.”

She turned, her movements clumsy with need, and straddled him. She sank down onto his length, taking him inside her with a low, guttural moan. Her hands planted on his chest for balance, she began to move. Up and down, her hips rolling in a slow, grinding circle. He filled his hands with her breasts, pinching and pulling at her nipples as she rode him. The sight was mesmerizing: her tanned skin gleaming with a fine sweat, her breasts bouncing with each descent, her face a mask of abandoned pleasure.

He could feel his own climax building, a tight, hot pressure at the base of his spine. “Touch yourself,” he commanded. “Make yourself cum again.”

Her hand slipped between their bodies, her fingers working frantically. Her rhythm on his cock became erratic, desperate. Her inner walls began to clench around him in rapid, fluttering spasms. Her second climax hit her violently. She threw her head back, a silent scream on her lips, her body seizing as waves of pleasure crashed through her. The intense, rhythmic squeezing of her channel was his undoing.

With a final, driving thrust up into her, he came. His release was a hot, pulsing flood deep inside her, a claiming more profound than any kiss. He held her hips down, grinding himself into her as he emptied himself, groaning her name into the humid air.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, the only sounds their ragged breathing and the distant surf. Slowly, she slumped forward, collapsing onto his chest, her heart hammering against his. He could feel the wet heat of his own release beginning to seep out from where they were joined.

They lay in the cooling light as the sun began to dip toward the horizon. He stroked her damp hair, a profound, possessive satisfaction settling in his bones. Downstairs, the front door clicked open.

“Hello? Anyone home?” Naomi’s cheerful voice floated up the stairs.

Rory froze, her body going rigid atop his.

Her eyes went wide, reflecting a sudden, icy terror that shattered the heat of the previous hour. She scrambled off him, her movements frantic as she searched for the discarded blue triangles of her bikini. Caleb, however, remained where he was, watching her with a terrifyingly calm, predatory satisfaction. He didn't rush. He simply sat up, the sheets pooling around his waist, as he listened to Naomi’s footsteps cross the terra cotta tiles below.

"Rory? Caleb? I'm back, and I feel like a completely new woman!" Naomi called out, her voice moving toward the kitchen. "The seaweed wrap was life-changing. I hope you two didn't just sit in the sun all day."

"Quick," Rory hissed, her voice a jagged whisper as she yanked the bikini ties into place with trembling fingers. Her skin was still flushed, her lips undeniably swollen. She looked like a woman who had been thoroughly unraveled. "You have to get dressed. Now."

Caleb stood, unhurried, and reached out to catch her wrist. He pulled her close, his thumb dragging across her lower lip, a deliberate reminder of the weight of his mouth on hers. "Relax," he murmured, his voice as smooth as the wine they'd left on the deck. “She won’t suspect a thing.”

He leaned down and kissed the top of her head, a gesture that seemed paternal but felt like a brand. Then, he calmly pulled on his linen shorts and polo shirt, smoothing the fabric over his chest as if he hadn't just used it to pin her to the mattress.

By the time Naomi reached the top of the stairs, Caleb was stepping out of the master suite, leaning against the doorframe with a casual, tired smile.

"There you are!" Naomi beamed, smelling of eucalyptus and expensive oils. She reached out to squeeze Caleb’s arm. "Where's Rory? Did she survive the heat?"

"She's right here," Caleb said, stepping aside as Rory emerged from the guest bathroom down the hall. She had thrown a white linen cover-up over her bikini, her hair damp from a frantic splash of cold water.

"I'm here, Mom," Rory said, her voice steadying, though she couldn't quite meet her mother's eyes. "I just... I fell asleep on the deck. I think I got a little too much sun."

Naomi walked over, tutting softly as she touched Rory’s flushed cheek. "Oh, you're glowing, honey! Caleb, you should have moved her into the shade."

Caleb’s gaze slid to Rory, a dark, private shimmer in his eyes. He let the silence stretch for a heartbeat too long before he spoke. "I did my best, Naomi. But you know Rory—once she sets her mind on something, she's hard to move."

"Well, I'm glad you two had some quality time," Naomi said, oblivious as she turned back toward the stairs. "I bought some fresh snapper in town. Let's have a nice family dinner on the deck. The sunset is going to be spectacular."

As Naomi descended the stairs, Rory started to follow, but Caleb’s hand shot out, catching the edge of her cover-up. He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear, mirroring the intimacy of the storm they’d just shared.

"Dinner's going to be a long night, Rory," he whispered, his fingers grazing the silver anklet as she stepped away. "Try to act natural. We wouldn't want Mom to wonder why you're so... restless."

He let her go, watching her back as she hurried down to join her mother. Caleb followed at a distance, a slow, triumphant smile tugging at his lips. The beach house was quiet again, save for the surf, but the air was different now—charged with a secret that would simmer long after the sun finally disappeared beneath the waves.

24 - Forbidden Desire in the Darkness

Excerpt from Daddy’s Strength by Vivienne Blue:

The silence in the house the next morning was a physical presence, thick and stale. Lainey woke to it, the events of the previous evening crashing down on her with the weight of a collapsed roof. Guilt, hot and corrosive, churned in her gut. She’d broken her family. Her mom was gone, probably in some seedy motel room with Jackson. The memory of her own traitorous arousal, of her fingers working between her legs to the fantasy of Kurt’s touch, sent a fresh wave of shame heating her cheeks.

She found him in the kitchen, already dressed in a worn gray t-shirt and jeans. Saturday. No work. The coffeemaker gurgled its last, filling the room with a bitter, comforting aroma. He stood staring out the window over the sink, his broad back to her, a mug cradled in his hands. The posture was so familiar, so normal, it made her heart ache.

“Morning,” she said softly, her voice scratchy from a restless night.

He turned. The devastation was still there, etched in the new lines around his eyes, the dullness in their dark depths. But it was banked now, smothered under a layer of grim resignation. He offered a ghost of a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “Hey. Coffee’s ready.”

She poured a cup, the ceramic clinking too loudly in the quiet. They sat at the small kitchen table, the sunrise painting stripes of weak gold across the linoleum. The empty chair where Lynn always sat yawned between them.

Kurt took a long sip, then set his mug down with a decisive click. “I called a few attorneys last night.” His voice was flat, matter-of-fact. “Got a consultation with one on Monday. Divorce.”

The word, spoken aloud in the daylight, was a cold splash of reality. Lainey nodded, her throat tight. “Okay.”

“I just…” He ran a hand over his face, the calluses scraping against stubble. “I can’t stop thinking about it. Wondering what I missed. Was I really that… that absent? That she had to go find that?” The anger flickered, raw and pained. “Drugs, Lainey. With some stranger. What the fuck was she thinking?”

“It’s not your fault,” Lainey said, the words feeling automatic, insufficient.

“Isn’t it?” He looked at her then, his gaze intense. “I provided. I fixed what broke. I thought that was… enough. That was the job. But she wanted… feeling. And I was too tired to give it.” He shook his head, a muscle ticking in his jaw. “Now it’s all gone. Our marriage. Our family. The life we built. All of it. Poof.”

He spent the rest of the day on the phone in the living room, his voice a low, serious rumble as he spoke to lawyers, his posture growing stiffer with each call. Lainey retreated to her room, textbooks open but unread. She stared at the pages, the words swimming. Every creak of the floorboard, every sigh from the other room, pulled her attention. Her body felt hyper-aware of his presence, a constant, humming undercurrent to the day’s grim business.

By late afternoon, the calls stopped. The house settled into an uneasy quiet. She ventured out to make tea. He was on the couch, elbows on his knees, head in his hands. The very picture of defeat. She made two mugs, bringing his over. He took it with a murmured thanks, his fingers brushing hers. A simple, accidental touch. A jolt of electricity shot up her arm, straight to her core. She quickly sat in the armchair across from him, tucking her legs beneath her.

Dusk fell, painting the room in deep blues and purples. Lainey was about to suggest ordering a pizza, something to fill the silence, when the room plunged into darkness.

The power went out.

Not a flicker. A complete, utter extinction of light and sound. The hum of the refrigerator died. The digital clock on the stove went black.

“Shit,” Kurt muttered in the sudden void.

Lainey heard him get up, fumble in a drawer. A match scraped, and a warm, dancing flame sprang to life. He lit a fat emergency candle on the coffee table, then another. The room was reborn in soft, shifting amber. Shadows leapt up the walls, painting his face in stark, dramatic planes of light and dark. The candlelight softened the harsh lines of his grief, highlighting the strong curve of his jaw, the breadth of his shoulders. He looked like a statue carved from something ancient and solid.

He found his phone, the screen glowing in his hand. “Probably a transformer,” he mumbled, dialing. He put it on speaker, the tinny hold music bizarre in the intimate gloom. After a few minutes, a customer service rep came on.

Kurt explained the outage, gave their address. There was a pause, the sound of typing. Then the rep’s polite, apologetic voice. “Sir, I’m showing a discontinuation of service for non-payment. The bill hasn’t been paid in over ninety days. A final notice was sent.”

The blood drained from Kurt’s face. “That’s impossible. My wife… she handles the bills. She must have…”

“The account is delinquent. You’ll need to pay the balance in full to restore service, plus a reconnection fee.”

Kurt’s voice went dangerously quiet. “How much?”

The figure the rep quoted made Lainey’s stomach drop. It was huge.

“Okay. Thank you.” Kurt ended the call. For a moment, he just stood there, illuminated by the frantic glow of his own phone screen. Then, moving with a forced calm, he opened his banking app.

The candlelight wasn’t enough to see his screen from where she sat, but she saw his reaction. His entire body went rigid. A sharp, punched-out sound escaped him. His phone slipped from his fingers, landing with a soft thud on the rug.

“Kurt?” Lainey stood, her heart hammering.

He didn’t answer. He braced his hands on the back of the couch, his head hanging low. His breath came in short, ragged pulls.

“Kurt, what is it?”

“It’s gone,” he whispered, the sound strangled. “The checking account. The savings. It’s… there’s seventy-three dollars left. Seventy-three.” He finally looked at her, his eyes wide with a panic she’d never seen in him before. “She emptied it. She must have been spending it on drugs. Oh god, how did I not know about this?”

The floor seemed to tilt. The financial ruin was a concrete fact, more terrifying than the emotional wreckage. “What about the rent? Food?”

“I get paid Thursday. It goes into that account. It’ll cover… maybe the rent. If we’re lucky.” He pushed off the couch, running his hands through his hair, pacing the narrow path of candlelight. “The power’s off. The gas is probably next. Jesus Christ.” The full weight of it crushed down, his sturdy composure fracturing. “How could she do this? To us? To you? What are we supposed to do?”

The raw fear in his voice, the sight of this strong, capable man utterly unraveling, broke something open inside Lainey. All the confusing attraction, the protective fury, the shared devastation—it fused into a single, overwhelming impulse. She crossed the space between them.

“Hey.” She caught his arm, stopping his frantic pacing. “Look at me.”

He turned, his chest heaving. In the flickering light, his face was a mask of anguish.

“We’ll figure it out,” she said, her voice firm despite the tremor underneath. “Together. Okay? We’re not alone in this.”

She stepped into him, wrapping her arms around his waist, pressing her cheek against the solid warmth of his chest. She felt the frantic beat of his heart against her ear. For a second, he remained frozen, a pillar of tension. Then, with a shuddering sigh, his arms came around her, holding her tight, his face burying in her hair. This hug was different from last night’s desperate clutch. This was a mutual anchor in a black, swirling sea.

“I’m so sorry, kiddo,” he mumbled into her hair, his voice thick. “I’m so sorry I let this happen.”

“It’s not your fault,” she repeated, but this time she meant it. She tilted her head back to look up at him. The candlelight caught in her eyes, making them shine like wet glass. “My mom’s an idiot. You didn’t deserve this.”

His gaze searched her face, dropping to her lips. The air turned thick, heavy, charged with something far more potent than despair. The heat of his body seeped through their clothes. The scent of him—clean cotton, candle wax, and that underlying musk of man—filled her senses. That traitorous heat, banked all day, roared to life in her belly, spreading liquid fire through her veins.

His embrace shifted subtly. One hand slid up her back, his fingers tangling in the hair at her nape. The other splayed low on her spine, pulling her tighter against him. She could feel the hard length of him, a firm pressure against her lower stomach. A gasp caught in her throat.

Their eyes locked. The question, the confusion, the raw need was mirrored in his dark gaze. The space between their lips vanished not with a sudden lunge, but with a slow, inevitable surrender.

He bridged the final distance.

His mouth met hers.

It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, desperate, a search for solace in a world that had crumbled. His lips were firm, slightly chapped. The taste of stale coffee and salt gave way to something uniquely him. A low sound vibrated in his chest, a mix of anguish and awakening.

Lainey melted into it. Her hands slid up his back, feeling the powerful muscles shift under his shirt. She opened for him, and his tongue swept in, claiming her mouth with a possessiveness that made her knees weak. This was nothing like the clumsy kisses of boys her age. This was all-consuming, a conflagration sparked from the tinder of their shared ruin. Every forbidden thought, every stolen glance, every secret fantasy funneled into this single, incendiary point of contact.

He walked her back until her calves hit the edge of the couch. They tumbled onto the cushions, a tangle of limbs in the dark, candlelit room. He was half on top of her, his weight a delicious, anchoring pressure. His kisses moved from her mouth to her jaw, down the column of her throat, his stubble scraping deliciously against her sensitive skin. She arched into him, a soft moan escaping as his teeth grazed her earlobe.

“Lainey,” he breathed against her skin, the word a tortured prayer. “God, this is… we can’t.”

“I don’t care,” she panted, her fingers fumbling for the hem of his t-shirt. She needed to feel his skin. “I want this.”

Her declaration broke the last of his hesitation. He sat back on his heels, pulling the shirt over his head in one swift motion. The candlelight danced over the sculpted landscape of his chest and abdomen. Dark hair dusted his pecs, trailing down over the hard planes of his stomach. Welder’s muscles, earned through years of hard labor, flexed as he moved. He was magnificent, a vision of rugged masculinity that stole her breath.

She reached for him, her palms flattening against the hot, smooth skin of his chest. His heart hammered under her touch. He watched her, his eyes dark with a wanting so profound it mirrored her own. Then his hands were on her, pulling her sweater up and over her head. The cool air kissed her skin, followed by the searing heat of his gaze. Her plain cotton bra felt suddenly absurdly modest.

He didn’t fumble with the clasp. His large, clever hands simply reached behind her, and with a deft twist, the bra loosened and fell away. His breath caught. In the golden light, her breasts were full and pale, her nipples already drawn into tight, rosy peaks.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, the reverence in his voice sending a fresh shock of desire through her.

He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one peak. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure from her nipple to the molten core of her. His tongue swirled, his lips suckled, his teeth teased with just the right edge of roughness. She cried out, her fingers digging into his shoulders. He lavished the same attention on the other breast, while his hand slid down her stomach, past the waistband of her leggings.

He found her through the thin fabric of her panties, already soaked. A thick, rough finger pressed against her, rubbing slow, firm circles. Her hips jerked off the couch, seeking more pressure, more friction. The coiling tension in her lower belly tightened almost unbearably.

“Kurt, please,” she begged, her voice unrecognizable to her own ears.

He stood, his eyes never leaving hers as he unbuttoned his jeans. The sound of his zipper coming down was obscenely loud. He pushed his jeans and boxers down just enough to free himself.

Lainey’s gaze dropped. He was thick and hard, the head flushed dark, standing proudly against his stomach. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. The sight of him, so potent, so real, sent a thrill of pure, primal lust mixed with a flicker of nervous awe through her.

She slid off the couch onto her knees on the rug between his legs. The position felt submissive, worshipful, and utterly right. She looked up at him, his face shadowed and intense above her. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over him before her lips followed.

The first touch of her tongue to the velvety head made his entire body jerk. A guttural groan tore from his throat. She took him into her mouth, slowly, learning his shape and taste—salty, musky, uniquely masculine. She used her tongue, her lips, her hand at his base, copying the rhythm she’d only fantasized about. His hands came to cradle her head, not forcing, but guiding, his fingers threading through her hair.

“Fuck, Lainey… just like that,” he rasped, his hips giving minute thrusts.

She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, taking him deeper until he brushed the back of her throat. His groans were music, his trembling thighs a testament to her power. She could feel his control fraying, the muscles in his abdomen clenching tight.

With a ragged sound, he pulled her gently but firmly off of him. “No. Not like this. I want to be inside you.”

He helped her up, his hands making quick work of her leggings and panties, stripping them down her legs. She stood naked before him in the candlelight, utterly exposed, yet feeling more powerful than she ever had. He laid her back on the couch, her head pillowed on the armrest. He knelt between her thighs, his hands spreading her wide.

He looked at her, at the glistening evidence of her desire, and a shudder ran through him. “Tell me to stop,” he said, his voice raw. “If you want to stop, tell me now.”

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, reaching for him. “I need you.”

He needed no further urging. He guided himself to her entrance, the broad head nudging against her slick folds. With one deep, relentless push, he filled her.

The feeling was overwhelming. A stretch, a fullness so complete it stole the air from her lungs. A sharp, pleasurable burn that quickly dissolved into a sensation of being perfectly, utterly claimed. She cried out, her back arching, her nails scoring his back.

He stilled, buried to the hilt, his forehead dropping to hers. “Jesus,” he breathed, his body trembling with the effort of holding back. “You’re so… tight. So perfect.”

Then he began to move.

Slow, deep, punishing strokes that dragged against every sensitive nerve inside her. Each thrust drove the couch cushions into the floor with a soft, rhythmic thump. The world shrank to the dark room, the dancing candles, and the feel of him moving within her. His rhythm was steady, powerful, the rhythm of a man who worked with his hands and knew how to wield his strength with control.

She wrapped her legs high around his waist, locking her ankles, pulling him deeper. Her moans were continuous now, a broken soundtrack to their joining. He shifted, angling his hips, and on the next thrust, he hit a spot that made her see stars. A sharp, bright bolt of pleasure shot through her.

“There!” she gasped. “Right there.”

He grunted, concentrating his efforts, his pace increasing. The slap of skin on skin joined the other sounds. The coiled spring inside her wound tighter, tighter, the pleasure building to a terrifying peak. She could feel his own control slipping, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more desperate.

“I’m gonna… Lainey, I’m close,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Me too,” she panted. “Don’t stop.”

He drove into her, one final, deep plunge, and she shattered.

The climax ripped through her, wave after wave of intense, convulsing pleasure that tore a raw scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him in rhythmic pulses, milking him. The sensation triggered his own release. With a choked roar, he buried himself as deep as he could go, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his climax filling her, the pulsing of his length inside her as he emptied himself.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a crushing, welcome blanket. They lay tangled, slick with sweat, their ragged breaths the only sound in the dark room. The candles guttered, casting long, dancing shadows over their joined bodies.

Slowly, he softened and slipped from her. He shifted to the side, gathering her against him on the narrow couch. Her head found its place on his shoulder, her leg thrown over his. His hand stroked slow, soothing patterns on her bare back.

The silence returned, but it was different now. Not empty, but sated. Charged with a new, terrifying intimacy.

After a long while, he spoke, his voice a low rumble in his chest. “We’ll get through this. I promise. Together.”

25 - Secrets of the Mountains

“What happens in the mountains stays in the mountains, Maren.”

Caleb’s voice was a low rumble against the roar of the waterfall, his words cutting through the cool mist that beaded on her skin. His hands were already on her hips, his thumbs pressing into the dip of her waist, possessive and sure. The thin cotton of her tank top was plastered to her chest, the chill of the water a sharp contrast to the heat radiating from his body where he pressed against her back.

She turned her head, her cheek brushing the rough fabric of his flannel shirt. “My mother…”

“Is back at the cabin,” he finished, his mouth close to her ear. “And out here in nature… it’s a different world. The only place you can be what you really are.”

He didn’t wait for another protest. He spun her to face him, his calloused hands framing her face, and kissed her. It wasn’t gentle. It was a claiming, his lips hard and demanding against hers, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a taste of coffee and wilderness. A sound, half-surprise, half-surrender, vibrated in her throat. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the wet fabric straining over his shoulders, feeling the dense, corded muscle beneath.

How had they gotten here?

—

The morning had been deceptively simple. Diane, Maren’s mother, had been tapping away at her laptop at the rough-hewn kitchen table, the glow of the screen highlighting the faint lines of concentration on her face. “You two go on,” she’d said, not looking up. “This proposal won’t write itself. Caleb, show her that waterfall you’re always going on about.”

Caleb had merely nodded, his eyes—a pale, piercing blue that seemed to see too much—resting on Maren as she laced up her hiking boots. He was a man of few words, her stepfather of three years. A quiet, imposing presence who filled a room with a sort of latent energy. He’d always watched her, she realized. Not with a father’s fondness, but with a hunter’s patient focus. The knowledge had simmered in her belly for the entire visit, a secret, illicit warmth.

The hike was strenuous, a narrow trail that climbed through dense pine and aspen. He moved ahead of her with a predator’s grace, his silence more communicative than any chatter. The only sounds were their boots on the path, the rustle of small animals, and her own accelerating heartbeat. He’d point out a hawk circling overhead or a particular type of moss with a grunt or a single word, his voice doing things to her that it shouldn’t.

“Almost there,” he’d said, finally, as the air grew thick with moisture and the thunder of falling water vibrated through the ground.

And then they’d broken through the tree line. The waterfall was a sheer, dazzling curtain of white, crashing into a deep, clear pool surrounded by smooth, sun-warmed rocks and thick, emerald moss. Mist hung in the air, catching the sunlight in tiny rainbows. It was primal, beautiful, and utterly isolated.

“Such a beautiful view,” he’d murmured, coming to stand beside her. His arm brushed hers. The contact was electric.

He’d shrugged off his pack, pulled his flannel shirt over his head, and stood before her in just a damp, grey t-shirt. It clung to every contour of his chest and abdomen, the fabric nearly transparent in places. Without a word, he’d walked to the edge of the pool and stepped into the spray, turning to look back at her, water sluicing down his body.

The invitation was unmistakable. A flush, hot and sudden, had spread from Maren’s core to the tips of her ears. She’d followed, the cool water a shock that did nothing to douse the fire he’d lit. He’d closed the distance then, in the heart of the mist, and spoken those fateful words.

—

Now, backed against a massive, moss-covered boulder with his mouth devouring hers, the intellectual objections—her mother, the wrongness, the consequences—melted under a torrent of pure sensation. His hands left her face, one sliding down to cup her breast through the soaked cotton. His thumb found her nipple, already a hard peak, and rolled it slowly. A jolt, sharp and sweet, arced straight to the junction of her thighs. She gasped into his mouth.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. His eyes held hers, that blue now dark with a hunger that made her knees weak. “Tell me to stop,” he said, the command rough.

She couldn’t. The words wouldn’t form. All she could do was shake her head, a tiny, desperate movement.

A grim, satisfied smile touched his lips. His hands went to the button of her hiking shorts. The snick of it opening was loud in her ears. He pushed the shorts and her underwear down in one firm motion, the wet fabric offering no resistance. The mountain air kissed her exposed skin, followed immediately by the heat of his palm. He cupped her, his fingers splaying over her mound, and she jerked against him, a soft cry torn from her throat.

“So wet already,” he growled, the words a vibration against her neck. “Thinking about this the whole hike?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. One long, thick finger slid into her, a smooth, shocking invasion. Her head fell back against the rock, her eyes squeezing shut. Oh god. A second finger joined the first, curling inside her, finding a spot that made her vision blur white at the edges. His thumb pressed tight, insistent circles against her clit. The rhythm was brutal, efficient, and utterly devastating. He worked her with the focused intensity of a man starting a fire with friction, his gaze locked on her face, watching every twitch, every flutter of her eyelids.

The pleasure built not in a wave but in a series of sharp, climbing spikes, each one higher than the last. Her hips began to move of their own accord, fucking herself on his hand, seeking more, deeper, harder. The sounds she made were raw, animal things, lost in the waterfall’s roar. Her fingers scrabbled at his belt buckle, fumbling with the leather and metal. She needed to touch him, to equalize this terrifying imbalance of power.

She got the buckle open, the button, the zipper. She pushed his pants and boxers down over his hips just enough. He sprang free, thick and heavy and velvety-hard in her hand. The feel of him, the heat and weight, sent another dizzying rush through her. She dropped to her knees on the soft, damp moss, not caring about the stones beneath.

She took him into her mouth, her tongue flattening against the underside of his shaft. He tasted of clean skin and salt and something uniquely, musky male. A groan, deep and guttural, ripped from his chest. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but holding, guiding. She worked him, her mouth messy and eager, saliva mixing with the pre-cum that beaded at his tip. She looked up, her eyes meeting his. The sight of him above her, jaw clenched, muscles in his neck corded with strain, fueled her own desire. She took him deeper, until her throat relaxed and accepted him, her nose pressed into the coarse hair at his base.

“Fuck, Maren,” he gritted out. His hips gave a shallow thrust. “Enough.”

He pulled her to her feet, his strength effortless. He turned her, bending her forward so her hands were braced against the mossy trunk of a fallen cedar. The bark was rough and cool under her palms. He kicked her legs wider apart. The position was exposed, submissive, and it made her clench around nothing, aching.

She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock press against her entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed, one slow, inexorable inch, stretching her, filling her in a way his fingers had only hinted at. A choked sob escaped her. It was too much. It was everything.

He paused, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust. His hands smoothed over her ass, possessive. Then he withdrew almost completely and slammed back in.

The force of it drove a cry from her lungs. He set a punishing rhythm, each thrust a deep, solid impact that rocked her whole body forward against the tree. The world narrowed to the slap of skin on wet skin, the ragged symphony of their breathing, the relentless, glorious friction building inside her. One of his hands slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, his touch rough and perfect.

“This is what you wanted,” he grunted into her ear, his body a furnace against her back. “Admit it. All those looks across the dinner table.”

She couldn’t deny it. The truth of it broke over her, as powerful as his thrusts. “Yes,” she gasped. “Yes.”

The confession seemed to unleash him further. His pace became frantic, desperate. The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter and tighter, a spring under immense pressure. His fingers on her clit were the spark. It detonated.

Her climax tore through her with a violence that stole her breath. It was a white-hot burst of sensation, radiating out from her core in convulsive waves, milking his cock deep inside her. She screamed, the sound raw and unfiltered, her fingers digging into the soft moss until they hit wood.

Her spasms triggered his own release. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself as far as he could go and held there. A hot, pulsing flood filled her, a shocking intimacy that made her whimper. He shuddered against her, his own groan a long, low release of tension.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, panting, the cool mist settling on their overheated skin. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. The sudden emptiness felt profound. He turned her, his hands gentle now, and kissed her again, slower this time, a tasting, a sealing.

They dressed in a silence that was no longer awkward, but thick with shared secrets. The hike back to the cabin was quiet, the afternoon sun dappling through the trees. As the cabin’s roof came into view, Caleb stopped her with a hand on her arm.

“We should go exploring again,” he said, his voice back to its usual quiet timbre, but his eyes holding a new, explicit promise. “Before you leave.”

Maren looked at him, at the man who was her stepfather and now, irrevocably, something else entirely. A slow smile touched her lips, the memory of his weight, his taste, his possession still humming in her blood.

“I’d like that,” she said.
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